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Harry
looked around at the arguing people, feeling things getting out of hand. 
"I need to get out of here," he told Draco.  It was only polite
since he was physically locked to him by the heavy, metal, diamond-shaped cuffs
that were on each of them and had a hinged, metal connector plate between
them.  "There's no air."  He walked out quickly, dragging
Draco if he had to.  He had to get outside.  He really had to get
outside.  Once out there he tried to run but Draco was holding him back. 


"What
are you doing, Potter!" Draco complained.  He was trying to hold him
back but for some reason he was acting stranger than usual.  He tried to
slow them down again but for some reason he could feel panic, fear, anger, and
it was apparently coming from the other second-year boy.  They made it
onto the pitch and Harry moaned, moving into the center.  Draco watched him,
trying to stay far enough away that he wouldn't get caught in whatever was
wrong with him.  He was sure it was something to do with being Potter
instead of how they were presently linked together.  "What are you
doing?" he demanded firmly.  Well, as firmly as he could. 


Harry
moaned, falling to his knees.  Around them, a wall of flashing colors -
red, purple, black, green, yellows - flowed into being.  It was shielding
them.  Draco thought about trying to figure out what it was but the boy
was nearly catatonic.  Harry was whimpering and starting to cry. 
Draco felt really lost.  He stared at Harry, not understanding what this
was.  Normal people he knew didn't have this problem. 
"Potter!" he snapped.  The boy flinched but couldn't get control
of himself.  "Damn it, you're a bloke!  You don't do those sort
of things!  Only girls do in bad stories!"  He reached over to
shake him but got zapped by a bit of magic.  So he let it go for
now.  He could stand here and be embarrassed.  After all, not like he
was doing it.  He saw one of those damnable twins and sneered. 
"Oh, great. Just what we need right now, a Weasley!"  He looked
up.  "Why me, Merlin?" 


"Idiot,"
the twin yelled.  "Hug him!  This is a panic attack!" 
He pulled his wand, looking at the shield.  He wasn't going to touch
it.  "Harry, it's George.  C'mon.  Calm down please?"
he called.  He cast a charm at it, groaning at what he saw.  He saw
Draco reach out to Harry and get zapped again and groaned.  No, he wasn't
going to trust Malfoy to do anything like calming the boy down.  He cast
something he had learned off Bill's notebooks, creating a small corridor so he
could get to the boys.  "Harry!"  He hugged the boy but he
struggled.  "Draco, do you have an emergency beacon?" 


"Of
course." 


"Set
it off.  Before this gets further out of hand."  That way the
other boy could be gotten rid of while he helped.  He hugged the boy
harder.  "Harry, it's George.  You've got to calm down. 
Please, calm down?  Mum's going to throw a fit if you don't calm down and
you know how she can be."  He looked around. 
"Bugger!"  He checked the area.  His twin was nearby. 
"FRED, GET BILL!" he shouted.  "ARTIFACTS ON
HARRY!"  Harry flinched so she shh'd him and kept holding him while
he cried.  "Draco," he said calmly.  "For further
reference, this is called a panic attack.  Usually people get sedated for
this.  Unfortunately I'm not strong enough with those cuffs on you. 
What happened?" 


"Lockhart
grabbed us after class," he said, looking at the silver manacle. 
Then at him.  "He said he's tired of us fighting, it's taking
attention off him, and put these on us.  Then he shoved us in a
closet.  I'm hoping he didn't get your brother as well," he said
dryly.  "Can't you make him not wail?" 


"No." 
He went back to calming Harry down.  "C'mon, Harry.  You have to
calm down. You have to uncast the shield.  It's dangerous and it has to
come down." 


Lucius
appeared up the road.  "FATHER!" Draco yelled.  He came
running that way.  He paused when he saw the shield.  He touched it
with his gloved hand and winced as it ate the glove and had to cast something
at his hand to heal it.  "Potter did it.  I have no idea and
Weasley can't get him calmed down." 


"We
need my brother Bill," George shouted.  "We need the curse
breaking skills.  And someone to calm him down."  Lucius lit a
fire and called for him immediately.  "Also, tell him the boys are
wearing some sort of bonding artifact."  Lucius gave him a cold,
deadly look so he held up the joined hands.  "All I can tell is it's
binding them together."  He shifted, holding Harry better. 
"C'mon, calm down.  Please?" he whispered.  "People
are going to be here soon and we need to get them off you two."  Ron
came flying out on his own and landed in a heap, a clink announcing the cuff he
wore had connected itself. 


"Oh,
just bloody great!" Draco complained.  "Now I'm bound to Weasley
and Potter!" 


"Shut
up," George ordered.  "Or I'm adding in Longbottom!" 
Draco flinched back.  "Ron, help me get him calm and pray Bill's
somewhere he can be found easily." 


"Hey,
mate," Ron said, shifting under the bracelet link.  It let it shift
to the back of the group so he could get Harry's other side.  "What's
wrong?" 


"All
I'm feeling is fear and anger," Draco told him.  He shrugged at their
heated looks.  "How would I know?  Others are probably in a
hospital somewhere if they have this problem." 


"It's
not unreasonable," George told him.  "Panic attacks are a sign
of a really bad...  Worse than a bad fear," he explained.  He
let Ron do the holding for now.  Harry liked him better. 
"You've hunted animals, yes?"  Draco nodded, looking bored but
his eyes spoke of some fear.  "Well, you've seen animals freeze when
they hear the spell?" 


"Yes."



"Harry's
in that state.  Something about all this triggered it and it's got to be
stopped or we can't get you lot out of this shield.  So *try* to be a bit
calmer and maybe even try for soothing if you can and know what that is,
Malfoy."  Draco huffed but cast a calming charm on the boy.  The
shield didn't waver but the crying was gone.  The shaking was eased as
well. 


"Good
boy," Lucius said.  Someone came jogging out.  Another
Weasley.  Fortunately the right one.  "Here.  It's
deadly." 


"I
can tell," he said, pulling his wand to cast the shield open.  He
created a corridor.  "George, how did you get in there?" he
asked as he cast. 


"Same
way you are."  He smirked.  "We did sneak your books once
or twice, brother dear." 


"Uh-huh."



"How
can you tell them apart?" Draco asked him. 


"In
bad situations like this, Fred paces and George fusses."  Bill made
it to the boys, staring at their wrists.  "Who was that bloody
stupid?" he demanded of the boys. 


"Lockhart,"
Ron and Draco said, then glared at each other. 


"We
were apparently fighting too much and taking attention from him," Draco
said snidely.  "He caught me and Potter, slapped them on us, then
locked us in a closet.  We had to get a house elf to let us out. 
Then the Headmaster started to complain to us.  That was what set off
Potter I guess." 


"Possibly,"
Lucius said.  He wasn't going to enter that corridor.  It might snap
and kill him.  He saw Severus Snape stomping out. "Good!  You're
better at legimens.  Bring down the shield.  The child is in a
panicked state while linked to my son.  There's no telling what may
happen." 


Severus
stepped up to the shield to test it, grimacing as he walked into the safe
passage corridor.  He got up to the trio, and the excess Weasleys. 
He cast another calming charm and then legimens.  Once inside Harry's head
he flicked the spell off.  Harry collapsed into George's arms. 
"What is going on?" he demanded coolly. 


"Lockhart
put these wonderful linking bands on them," Bill said dryly. 
"Harry had a panic attack." 


"We
were in the office.  Someone started to yell.  Who is that ...hugely
fat person that I keep seeing?" 


"His
uncle," Ron said grimly.  "Harry, no, he won't be called. 
I promise he won't.  Not like he has anything to do with magic
anyway." 


"How
would you know?" Snape demanded coolly. 


"Because
we had to go save him from them," Ron shot back with a glare.  He
looked at his brother.  "I have this feeling we're going to have Mum
and others here." 


"Probably,"
he agreed.  "When did he catch you?" 


"He
got me out of charms.  He went to shove me into the same closet but then
for some reason I flew out here without a broom.  So what the bloody hell
is going on?" he demanded, looking at his other big brother. 


Bill
cast a few diagnostic charms.  "It's meant to bind at least two
people together, Ron.  It's giving you some of their magic and essence and
some of yours is going into them.  I'm trying to stop it, but it's not
working.   Professor, or you Malfoy, have you ever seen something
like this?" 


"Brandust
bonding bracelets, though they're usually cuffs," Lucius said, staring at
his son.  This was not in any plans he had conceived, even while drunk,
and had probably screwed most of his plans to hell. 


"It's
not my doing!" he complained loudly.  "Get the attention seeking
freak out of Defense!" 


"I
shall be," he assured his son.  "For now, let's see if we can
block off the contagion." 


"For
the moment, I need to see something," George said, casting legimens on
Draco.  Snape did the same.  They both moaned and let him go. 
"All right.  Memories are going too.  Draco's got a good image
of Harry's closet."  Ron shuddered.  He cast it on his
brother.  "It's more than magic."  He stood up. 
"We're going to need our parents," he told Snape, who was glaring at
him.  "Harry doesn't have a legal wizarding guardian as far as I know."



"The
Headmaster." 


"No,"
Harry said quietly.  "No way in any hell."  He sat up,
wiping at his cheeks.  "Bill?" 


"Hush,
Harry, I'm trying to unbond you three." 


Harry
stared at the bracelet, then twisted his wrist around.  He felt the pull
of something and saw some blood, but hell, he'd spilled more than a bit over
the years.  He struggled until his wrist ripped open and the cuff released
him.  He moved away, staring at it, wand in his other hand. 


"Harry!"
George complained, moving to put pressure on the broken skin. 
"Draco, Ron, cast a healing charm.  Mine's not working," he
ordered when it didn't do anything.  They turned and cast it.  It
stopped the bleeding at least.  Harry was still pale and shaky
though.  "Ron, hit the quidditch alarm.  He needs more than I
can do, and probably more than Snape could be doing."  Ron shot some
power at it with his wand.  Snape came over to see if he could help. 
"He made a hellish mess," he said quietly. 


"Clearly." 
He looked at the boys.  "Can they come off easier now?" 


"No,"
Bill said.  "Didn't hurt it any though."  He cast at Harry,
blocking the contagion.  "That may help some."  He cast it
at the other boys.  "I have it blocked.  It's still mostly in their
arm," he told Lucius.  Who nodded, lips pressed together
thinly.  "Do you know anything more about these things?" 


"They're
meant to irreparably bond two families.  There were discussions for years
about them starting a new bloodline totally instead of the way a marriage
would," he said quietly.  "I'm going to destroy that man." 


"Go
make sure he doesn't link in anyone else," Bill ordered.  Lucius
stomped off to do that.  It was a suggestion to go curse the man in ways
he'd only cackle about in glee while in private; he was more than happy to do
that.   "It's all right, Malfoy.  We'll get you guys fixed
up."  He looked around.  "The nurse is taking
forever."  He got the cuff off Draco.  He was still bleeding a
bit so Ron cast to stop it.  Ron's was open but not falling off. 
"Shite, mate." 


"Tell
me about it.  I didn't want to be locked to Malfoy," Ron pouted. 


"If
they're right, it's worse than that," Bill quipped, smirking at him. 
"You're worse than the twins, Ron.  First the car and now this!"



"Oi,
it wasn't our fault we couldn't get on." 


"You
could have owled, Ron.  Common sense," he shot back.  "Dad
has it.  Some of the rest of us do.  Not the twins," he said
dryly, cracking George up. 


Draco
saw someone racing over.  "It's another Weasley," he said
grimly. 


Bill
looked and then stared.  "What the bloody hell did *you* get
into!" he shouted at his sister.  Snape flinched.  "She's
possessed," he said.  Snape moved to knock her out and Bill got to
work on that problem too.  The nurse finally got there.  "I've
stopped the contagion from the bracelets," he noted.  "My idiot
sister is possessed.  Harry ripped his wrist up pretty good getting
free."  She went to check on the boys first. 


"I'm
sorry, the Headmaster kept me for a moment."  She cast charms on
Harry's wrist and then Draco's wrist.  "It's not working." 


"Ron's
worked on them earlier," he said.  "And him and Malfoy did that
for Potter." 


"Good. 
Mr. Weasley."  He shifted closer.  "What is that?" she
demanded, pointing at the cuff. 


"The
cause of problem," Draco said grimly, looking pissed. 
"Apparently we're somehow being bound together.  Then Potter has
something called a panic attack." 


"Oh,
dear."  She got Harry knocked out for a minute and taught the boys
how to cast a healing charm for his wrist.  Then Ron did it on Draco's when
she gave him a pointed look.  "Thank you, Mr. Weasley.  Five
points for helping upon command."  George snickered.  "How
much blood did he lose?" she asked George.  She couldn't tell them
apart so she wouldn't attempt to guess a name. 


"A
good bit," he said, pointing at the blood pool next to them. 
"We got it clotted as soon as we could but he wrenched himself free."



"I've
had worse," Harry mumbled, fighting his way back to awake.  George
gave him a squeeze.  He blinked at him.  "You're holding
me?" 


"Before
you go on another panic attack, yes," he said bluntly.  "Because
clearly you needed a hug and Mum hasn't gotten here yet.  Or else you'd be
fussed to death by now." 


"Oh."



Ron
looked at George then at Snape.  "Think they're up there yet?" 


"I
haven't heard screaming," he said dryly. 


Bill
looked at the castle.  "Neither have I, Ron."  Ron
sighed.  "We'll handle it."  He got Ginny unstuck and
handed her to the nurse, who took her to check over.  "Whoever put
the dark artifact in the castle probably needs to be arrested."  He
noticed Draco's minute flinch.  "Malfoy, would you know
anything?" 


"There's
been rumors about the Chamber of Secrets opening," he admitted, looking at
Snape.  "Could it have something to do with that?" 


"Perhaps. 
We'll ask her when she's back in her right mind."  The headmaster
came over quickly but trying to look unhurried.  "The boys are mostly
free."  He looked at Ron, who shrugged and tried to shake and pry it
off again.  Bill got him free and there wasn't as much blood this
time.  "He probably wore it longer," he decided. 


Harry
winced, holding his side, looking at Draco.  "You need to check
Draco's side, Madam Pomfrey." 


She
gasped and looked then at Bill.  "You have to remove the
blocks.  The contagion started off bleeding."  He did that for
the three boys and they all relaxed again.  Harry nearly passed out but
didn't. 


"Mum's
here," Bill quipped when he heard the yelling. 
"George?"  He let him have Harry and went to tell her what was
going on, plus try to calm her down.  "All right, do we need the
infirmary outside of Ginny, Madam?" 


"No. 
They should be fine to sit up for a bit."  She finished healing
Draco, staring at him.  "We'll do what we can but it will take us a
bit.  I know you're angry.  Even I can feel it," she said
quietly.  "For now, endure.  Use that Slytherin nature of yours,
young man."  He nodded once.  "Things are not what you have
been told."  She got up and walked Ginny to the infirmary. 
"Headmaster, she was possessed.  Apparently the wards aren't holding
out dark artifacts any longer." 


"Which
is surprising considering Voldemort was on a teacher's head last year,"
Harry said quietly.   "I think they're down." 


"Clearly,"
Draco said, starting at him.  "He was?" 


"Yeah,
under Quirrel's turban," Ron told him.  He shrugged.  "He
wanted some stone the headmaster had stored here." 


Draco
looked at them then at Bill, who was looking pissed again.  "I had no
part of that," he said, getting away from them.  He got a few feet
and felt the urge and need to get back closer so he stepped forward until it
eased.  "What was that?" 


"The
bonding," Bill told him.  "That'll ease and you can work on it
so it's got a wider tether."  Lucius and the elder Weasleys came out
together.   They were already yelling at each other.  George was
behind them, giving their mother weird looks.  Fred joined him. 
"Stop it!" he shouted.  "Merlin, even I have a
headache!  I think the boys have a worse one."  His mother
clamped her mouth shut.  "Mum, as much as I love you, rant
later.  Please?  We need to get some things worked out now.  We
need calm and motherly things.   Then we can go destroy the stupid
teacher." 


"Yes
I will be," Lucius assured him.  Draco gave him a fond look. 
"How separated are they?" 


"I
had to ease the blockage to save your son's life," Bill said simply. 
"It started some bleeding.  The spells wouldn't work without the
energy being released.  I'm sorry." 


"You
did as much as you could," he said stiffly.  "I talked to a
goblin about any books on them and they said they're more likely to kill people
who don't accept it."  Bill nodded at that.  "Thank you for
trying however."  He was going to try to be polite since they were
now his in-laws. 


Arthur
glared at Lucius then at his son.  "What, exactly, does this thing
do?" 


Bill
kicked it.  "It merged their magics and essences.  Ron and Draco
are sharing Harry's memories as well as thoughts at the moment.  They have
a tether to each other that they should be able to lengthen some day
soon.  Possibly it'll take some work," he told the boys, who all
groaned.  He looked at the adults again.  "Harry nearly killed
himself getting out of it, mum.  Healing spells from others didn't work
until Ron and Draco did it.  Also, we need to have Harry helped because he
had a grand panic attack.  Complete with killing shield around him and
Malfoy." 


Lucius
looked at his former gloves.  "That was quite strong."  He
looked at Severus.  "Thank you for breaking them out of that." 


"It's
not a problem but all three boys should start to work on shielding.  That
would solve that memory problem.  It would also mean that they couldn't
cheat off each other." 


"Why
would I cheat off them?" Draco snorted. 


"They
could cheat off you," Snape reminded him.  "Which would ease
some of their poor grades, Draco." 


"Hey!"
Ron complained.  "Not like we get the time to study or
anything.  And when we do, Hermione takes over." 


"Thank
God she wasn't linked in," Draco complained, running a hand over his
hair.  "It's bad enough it's you two.  Her I would not be able
to stand." 


"Killing
or harming them will hurt you," Bill said happily, smirking evilly at
him.  Draco went pale.  "The same as anyone else trying to kill
them and you'll *know*." 


"But... 
He's *Potter*!  People want to kill him!" 


"Then
I'd learn better defense," Ron quipped.  "Not like Hermione and
I haven't." 


"Hey,"
Harry said weakly, kicking at Ron.  "Fucker." 


"Language,"
Molly snapped. 


"Yay,"
Harry said weakly, standing up.  He wobbled and looked at the boys then at
Lucius then Molly and Arthur.  "I think we're all missing some points
here.  If we're *bound* and can't leave each other's sides, who's
switching houses?" 


"You
two would die in Slytherin," Draco said simply.  "And I refuse
to go to Gryffindor." 


"I
nearly became a Slytherin," Harry shot back, letting the memory surface. 


"You
did," Draco said, looking awed.  He looked at Weasley. 
"You're the reason he didn't.  He was split." 


Ron
shrugged.  "You're all bastards."  He ducked the soap
spray.  "They are, mum.  Even you've said it." 


"Enough,"
the headmaster ordered.  "I'm sure we can remove this." 


"No,
we cannot," Lucius said dryly.  "The goblins have the books on
it." 


Bill
started a fire and called in, getting the book.  He put the fire out after
handing the blasted things over.  "If there's any other pieces to it,
give it to the goblins today," he ordered Lucius.  "Unless you
want your son to have a few more husbands?"  He opened the book to
read it, letting his mother and father see it.  They passed it to
Lucius.  Then Ron took it blatantly from him. 


"It's
us in it," he told him at the cold look.  "We need to know more
than you do."   He and Draco read it while Harry closed his
eyes, rubbing his temples.  "Harry, if that's your scar, I'm going to
help you beat him again." 


"No,
I think that's who I took out of Ginny," Bill said, moving the boys away
from that spot.  He had the spirit reabsorbed into the earth.  
Harry's headache apparently eased because they all looked less pained.  He
looked at the headmaster.  "Are the dark arts wards down?  Ginny
was possessed by a spirit of someone who was probably a dark lord or one in the
making.  I couldn't tell which.  Lockhart got these through them and
they're listed as dark artifacts because it takes blood magic." 
Molly whimpered.  "Mum, it's fine.  They're healthy. 
Just...married."  He looked at the headmaster.  "And what
happened last year?  I would've helped you hide it." 


The
headmaster cleared his throat.  "I thought it would be safe." 
Harry looked at him over the edge of his book then went back to reading
it.  "We do have to decide some things, including house
residences." 


"I'm
not becoming a bloody Gryf!" Draco complained loudly.  Molly soaped
his mouth, making him splutter and choke. 


"Woman!"
Lucius yelled. 


"I
don't want him to encourage my son to swear more!" she shot back. 


Harry
rubbed his forehead, looking at Arthur then at the two.  They were sending
him some thoughts while getting Draco's mouth cleared because none of them
liked the taste of soap bubbles and they had passed over as well.  They
were giving him a headache but he decided to think back.  Draco stiffened
and looked at him.  Harry stared at him.  Ron looked up and shook his
head.  Draco shuddered at the next one, getting a nod from Ron. 
"Well?" he asked quietly.  "It appears we're the practical
ones."  Bill snickered at that, shooting them a look.  He looked
at the yelling adults.  "You're making my head hurt more!" he
shouted.  "Stop it!"  They stopped to stare at him, Lucius
still staring.  "There's more important things to argue about than
Draco finally getting punished for his potty mouth and which house we're going
to be part of.  Like, this summer's residence."  Molly gasped,
staring at him.  "Unless you want them to come home with me...."



"There's
no way!" Draco shouted back.  "I saw in your memories! 
They treat you like a house elf.  We treat our house elves better than
they treated you and what is that small room?" he demanded, finally losing
his calm. 


"His
bedroom," Ron told him.  "It's a cupboard for brooms and
boxes.  That's why my family had to go save him this last
summer."  Draco gave them a horrified look.  Harry
shrugged.  "No, we aren't going to your relatives', Harry. 
Malfoy?" 


"You
are *not* going to Malfoy Manor," Arthur said firmly, trying to stay
calm.  "Draco may come to the Burrow as long as he's
behaving."  Molly gave him a dirty look. 


"I
can't even get ten feet from them right now," Draco told him.  They
all gasped.  "So we've got to decide some things.  No, I'm not
going to the Burrow.  They don't even have a house elf." 


"Real
mothers and women don't need one," Molly said coldly.  "We can
cook and clean for ourselves and our families without owning someone." 


Ron
was picking up on Harry's idea.  "Then do any of the families have
something like a vacation cottage?" Ron asked.  "I know we
don't," he said at his father's opening mouth.  "Harry's real
family?  Malfoy?"  He looked at Draco. 


"We
have a few," he admitted.  "Father?" 


"Harry
must go back to his family.  They have blood wards to protect him,"
Dumbledore said firmly. 


"Sure,
we'll all go live in his cupboard with him," Ron shot back, glaring at
him.  "Because they're *so* going to love that."  He gave
Harry's shoulder a squeeze, grunting in pain himself because it hurt so he
eased up.  "They can not feed all three of us and have us clean and
garden like house elves for them." 


"You
will not go there," Molly ordered.  "They're the sort of muggles
that I can honestly say the world would be better off without." 
Lucius stared at her.  "They are and you know I'm not some
snob." 


"Interesting,"
Snape said.  He cast the legimens spell on Harry again, flinching at what
he saw.  "No, the boy shall not be going back there." 


"He
has to so he's protected," Dumbledore said firmly, glaring at his teacher.



Snape
walked over and pulled Harry's sweater and shirt off him, leaving him bare
chested.  Molly gasped and started to sniffle, coming over to hug the
boy.  Lucius looked displeased.  "I'm not sure any of the three
have anything to match some of those scars," he told Lucius. 


"The
boys may use a cottage we have," he agreed.  "We can ward
it.  If not, perhaps the Potter estate has one.  I know the house in
Goddric's Hollow was fixed." 


"We
can easily ward anything," Bill assured them.  He glared at the
headmaster, who snarled.  "My brother's not going to be abused that
way and if that's *protecting* him, I'd hate to see the ones who want to harm
him."  He looked at his father.  "You lot rescued
him?" 


"Oh,
yes.  Quite.  It got to the point of having to stop the twins." 


"I
doubt it," Ron said dryly.  "I think they tried to get an imp or
a ghoul to move in on them.  I know I did."  Harry looked at him
oddly.  "I'm not some death eater, Harry, but your relatives are
evil." 


Draco
nodded.  "From what I'm getting from his mind, I agree.  So,
which residence are we going to use, Father?  Do the Potter's have any
others?" 


"Yes. 
I believe they did.  They were fairly high status before they died,"
he told him.  "They may not have been the most wealthy but they were
higher profile purebloods.  I'm sure they'd have more than that one
house." 


Arthur
swallowed.  "Bill, can you check on that?" 


"Sure,"
he agreed.  "The bosses will have a copy of any will." 


"The
Potters didn't have one," Dumbledore told him. 


"Bull,"
Bill said dryly, smirking at him.  "Anyone who has more than a
hundred thousand automatically has one, Headmaster."  The old man
looked horrified.  "It's initially written that it goes to your children
if you have any or reads your thoughts on who gets it once the balance crosses
that level."  He looked at Lucius.  Then at his father. 
"Which adult will be guarding them?" 


"I
will be," Molly said firmly. 


"That'll
be inconvenient with the others at home for the summer," Arthur
said.  "We can possibly get someone to move in for the summers."



Lucius
nodded.  "Draco did have a nanny.  I can find another one to
watch over them during the summers." 


"As
long as we can agree on them," Arthur said firmly.  "I won't
have some pureblood trash taught to my son or Harry." 


"I
know your stance very well," Lucius snarled back. 


"Even
I have a headache from the biting," Draco complained.  His father
glared so he backed down.  "Father, who is Harry's legal guardian in
the wizarding world?  His aunt and uncle should not be from what I've
gotten from him.  Though I doubt his uncle would fit through the front
door.  How do you get that heavy?" he demanded of Harry. 
"He can still walk?" 


"He
does," Ron said dryly.  "He's only in the lower four hundreds I
think.  Dudley's nearly there." 


Draco
shuddered.  "How disgusting." 


"Very,"
Lucius agreed.  "Thankfully you know how to properly feed yourself,
Draco." 


"Of
course I do!"  He looked at Ron.  "I'm guessing you do too
since you've never done more than gorge during feasts." 


Ron
glared.  "I like sweets.  It doesn't mean I'm going to get
fat." 


"Guys,"
Harry said, glaring at them.  "Enough!"  They flinched and
he looked at the adults.  "Let's get this settled now.  Headmaster,
unless you can find some way to break this, they can't come back with me to my
aunt's house.  She'll kill them.  Or my uncle would really.  He
hates us all.  Calls us freaks and stated bluntly that he would be killing
me if it infected his son.  I doubt they'd accept me basically being
married thanks to a teacher and an artifact."  Dumbledore flinched at
that.  "So, no, I don't think that's safe."  He looked at
Molly and Arthur, then at Lucius.  "Yes, we're going to go somewhere
neutral.   We'll fight enough without parents getting into it
too.  You and him fight worse than they do on that muggle show Jerry
Springer."  He looked at Ron and Draco, handing them the book after
pointing at a paragraph.  Draco read it and gave him a look like he was
insane.  "Well?  You're the Slytherin, he's the
Gryffindor.  I'm in-between.  So?" 


Draco
reread it then nodded.  "That is a good point to consider.  Your
slytherin side is showing, Potter."  He looked at Ron, who
nodded.  "You agree?" 


"Tactically
sound," he said quietly.  "It's let us castle the
board."  Draco nodded, getting that reference even if Harry
didn't.  He looked at his new...husbands.  Who nodded. 
"Since the book says that being put under it has, by law, married us off,
which makes us legal adults."  Molly started to rant at that. 
"Mum!" he shouted.  He looked at the fathers.  "We're
going to have to live together somewhere neutral.  Since you three can't
decide on what day of the week it is, Bill?" 


Draco
nodded.  "I'll agree Bill can figure out which one is best. 
With his skills as a cursebreaker he'd be able to tell what wards were on
it." 


"I
trust him," Harry agreed.  Bill grinned and nodded.  "Mr.
Malfoy."  Draco handed him the book, open to that page.  Lucius
read it over.  "Is that legal?  I know you sit on the
Wizengamot." 


"That
is," he agreed.  "Though you'd still have to have someone to
look over your best interests.  That makes you legally accountable as an
adult but you'd still need a guardian for most things."  He looked at
the boys, seeing the minds behind the youth.  Weasley apparently
thought.  Who knew one did.  He looked at Bill.  "I'll
submit a list of other homes I have." 


"That'd
be fine.  I'll get a list from the bank on what Harry's family
had."  He looked at the headmaster.  "They're right, the
book says that it automatically makes them adults."  He looked at
Harry.  "We'll have to take you to the bank to register this. 
Malfoy probably has to go too."  Lucius nodded.  "I can
call one to set up a meeting," he offered. 


"You'd
probably get it done faster," Lucius admitted.  He looked at his
son.  "I am not pleased." 


"Think
how I feel," he complained. 


"I
know you had no part in this, Draco.  Therefore you're not in
trouble.  In a few years we'll talk about how to procure the family heir
you'd have to have."  He looked at Molly and Arthur, who looked
horrified.  "He will or the line dies out." 


"Good
point and we'd love the child if it did come into being," Arthur said more
calmly.  "Hopefully after they've graduated?" 


"Of
course.  They can do nothing without an education," he said, staring
at the trio.  Who sighed but nodded.  "Therefore, Headmaster, I
believe it'd be best if they were given a suite of their own.  Since none
want to switch houses yet they can't be separated it's the only workable
solution.  Which would require some reworking of schedules." 


"We
have half our classes with them," Ron told him.  "Including
Potions."  He grimaced. 


"We
will work on lengthening that tether later on," Snape assured him. 
"Then you three can have the back bench."  He stared at
them.  "I hope that ridiculous fighting will be ended?" 


"We
all hope so," Lucius said, glaring at his son.  Who huffed but
nodded. 


"I
don't like the boys getting into fights either," Arthur told Ron. 


"He
starts it," Ron complained. 


"Real
mature," Bill told him sarcastically. 


"Still,"
Ron complained.  "If he'd quit, I'd never punch him in the
nose." 


"Enough,"
Snape ordered. 


Arthur
smiled at him.  "He tries all patience, as do all boys,
Severus."  He looked at Ron, giving him a silent order.  Ron
slumped but nodded.  "Thank you.  Harry, how's your head?" 


"Still
throbbing," he admitted.  He moved them away from where Bill had
depossessed Ginny.  "That helps some."   He and Ron
shared a look.  Then Draco gave them a horrified look and tried to back
away.  Harry shrugged.  "Proves who it was in Ginny." 
He looked at Molly.  "Bill did brilliantly getting the spirit out of
her."  She gave her elder son a hug.  He looked at Snape. 
"Where is the chamber?" 


"No
one is sure."  He crossed his arms, putting his hands up his sleeves
to stare at them.  "Headmaster, there is a room on the third floor
west corridor that would do for them.  It is not in the least bit
fancy.  It is admittedly small but it's not like they could be separate
enough for individual bedrooms at the moment.  It has a four bed dormitory
from when we had that set of quads who were in different houses." 


"That
is a workable solution.  Then we'll change schedules later
tonight."  He gave the boys a look.  "I'm disappointed,
Harry." 


"Why? 
I didn't do anything!" he shouted.  "Lockhart grabbed us and
stuck them on us!  It's not like I can beat a teacher!" 


"Calm
down," Molly ordered.  "Albus, really!" she complained. 


Lucius
nodded.  "I have no doubt that they had no way of getting out of
it.  The boy nearly killed himself getting out of the bracelets,
Headmaster."  Dumbledore didn't look pleased.  Lucius was having
sudden thoughts he didn't like because he knew Dumbledore usually had *plans*
of his own.  How odd to have to rely on a Weasley to help him and his son,
but he should probably get used to it.  He looked at Arthur, handing him
the book open to that page.  Arthur read it and nodded once.  "I
believe we'll go to the bank now to register this and see if they have any more
sources," he told Bill.  He had the feeling his son had just been
conscripted by the Light.  He was not pleased by any means.  "I
will be putting forth charges against Lockhart in the Wizengamot. 
Tonight."  He walked off, his cloak swirling behind him. 
"Boys, come." 


"I'm
not a dog," Harry complained. 


"Go,"
Arthur ordered calmly.  He stared at Harry, shutting the book blatantly
and handing it to Bill.   Harry nodded, following. 


"I
think the boys should stay here," Dumbledore ordered.  "We can
call in a goblin." 


"We'll
need their heir stones, Headmaster," Bill said, following them. 
"Be back soon, Dad.  Check on Ginny?"  He nodded, going to
do that.  The headmaster could seethe and plot for a few more
minutes.  Bill was the last through the floo, nodding at the goblin. 
"We're going to see the boss."  He walked them that way, finding
the head goblin in there.  "Sir," he said, bowing slightly. 


"Cursebreaker
Weasley.  You sent back a dark artifact?" 


"Yes,
after we finally managed to get it off these three," he said, nodding at
the boys. 


The
goblin looked them over.  "Mr. Malfoy.  Mr. Weasley." 
He had to be with that hair.  He stared at the last one.  "Mr.
Potter." 


"Sir,"
he said quietly.  "I still have a thumping headache.  Can we not
yell like Ron's mother?" 


"Did
you put on the bracelet?" he asked. 


"No,
a teacher put it on them," Lucius said.  "I'll be charging him
later." 


"Good." 
He looked at the boys again.  "This does cause a dilemma." 


"Who
is Harry's legal wizarding guardian?" Ron asked.  "His aunt has
physical custody but she's a muggle." 


The
goblin smirked.  "No, she does not."  Bill smirked evilly
at that.  "There is a will stating she does not." 


"The
Headmaster had me put with them," Harry said, sitting down with a
sigh.  "I've managed to save Malfoy and Ron from having to go back
with me during the summers." 


The
goblin stared at him then at Bill.  "He does not know?" 


"He
knows nothing.  The headmaster said there's no will."  Lucius
stiffened.  "There's an ancient will that mentions him," he told
him with a smug look.  "Back along his line.  The Potters
weren't rich or anything but they had some stuff." 


"Indeed,"
the head goblin agreed.  He went to get something and came back with two
others carrying papers and one box.  "Here.  Touch the box, Mr.
Potter."  He did so.  It lit up and opened.  "We have
held this in our possession for centuries waiting for the last of the line to
be old enough."  He handed him the scroll inside.  "Though,
Cursebreaker Weasley, it is from his mother's line, not his
father's."  Bill looked confused.  "She was from a line of
squibs.  Not a muggle-born."  He handed the paperwork to
Lucius.  "Act in your son's behalf for now.  He has a rightful
trust upon reaching manhood and another from his marriage."  He
looked at Ron, who looked upset.  "There is much for you today as
well, Mr. Weasley." 


"Family
spellbooks," Bill agreed dryly.  "That way you can help Harry
the next time you foolishly follow him into danger and make our mother scream
at us instead of you, Ron." 


"He
needed the help," Ron complained. 


Bill
looked at him.  "Dad started to pull out his hair.  He didn't
even do that with the twins."  He smirked.  "I'm so glad you're
on the other side of them from me.  Ginny's never going to be able to do
anything and neither will you with the way they're going to be watching you for
more stupid things.  Like the flying car."  He smirked at his
boss.  Who laughed.  "Aren't you glad I can't hear from her all
that often?" 


"Yes. 
The last howler she sent is still fuming up the room we stuck you two in."



Draco
looked at them.  "Why couldn't you two get on the train like normal
students?" 


"A
house elf, the same reason I got an underaged magic citation," Harry
complained.  Draco moaned, shaking his head. 
"Exactly."  He put the scroll back in the box but it wouldn't
shut.  "So, if the headmaster has my vault key...." 


"He
should not," the head goblin assured him.  "Even before this, he
was not your guardian."  He looked at his minion carrying the
papers.  "Go order an audit done of the Potter properties and
wealth."  He nodded, going to do that, staying silent.  He
looked at the boy.  "There is something odd with that picture. 
We will make sure just in case there is a theft."  Harry smiled
slightly and nodded.  "Now, what plans have been made so far?" 


"Separate
dorm," Ron said.  "Since we're in different houses." 


"We've
decided to let the boys live in one of the spare houses since we would not
allow them at either the Manor or the Burrow," Lucius told him. 
"And to be frank, I would have killed Potter's relatives if they had laid
one hand on my son's hair." 


"Agreed,"
the goblin said.  "There's a few good choices." 


"I
asked that Bill look them over," Harry said quietly.  "We all
know him, two of us trust him, and he can tell us if there's any wards. 
Would that be all right?" 


"That
would be acceptable," the head goblin said with a smirk.  "You
are thinking." 


"I
try but sometimes I get this headache," Harry admitted. 


"We're
checking him for spells anyway," Draco assured him. 
"Father?" 


"Yes
we will be.  That way none of them can float over and harm you as well,
Draco." 


Draco
looked at him.  "Last year's defense teacher kept setting off his
curse scar, Father." 


"He
had Voldemort on the back of his head," Harry pointed out. 


Lucius
stared at him.  "Excuse me?" 


Harry
nodded.  Ron smirked.  "You missed it in the worry while Madam
Pomfrey was working on us." 


"I
see.  That is a very interesting tidbit.  I'll get a healer to look
you over in a few moments, Potter.  Anything else we should be aware
of?" 


"He
had bruised ribs when he got in this year," Ron told him.  He looked
at his friend.  He had been allowed to redress once Molly had gotten done
crying about his evil relatives. 


Draco
gave Ron a look.  "I'm almost impressed with that thought process,
Weasley." 


"Shut
up, Malfoy, and stay out of my head." 


"Boys,"
Harry growled.  They stopped.  He calmed himself again. 
"Bill, how do I prevent what happened earlier from happening again?" 


"Ask
the healer," he said bluntly.  "That wasn't a spell.  That
was your emotions, Harry."  He patted him on the head. 
"It'll be fine.  You'll work it out." 


"I
hope so," Draco admitted.  He took the papers his father handed him,
looking them over.  "Is this in place of my shopping
allowance?"  He looked at them then at his father.  He gave him
a hopeful look. 


"Very
little," he said bluntly.  "They can't look that bad next to
you."  He looked at the head goblin, who was smirking at him. 
"Draco will not look bad." 


"I
look very good next to their worn out clothes," he admitted. 
"But it's not good for us.  Because now they're Malfoy spouses. 
They have to appear to be worthy," he said, staring at Ron.  "If
you complain, I'll hex you." 


"That
means you'd get it back," Bill reminded him impatiently. 
"That's actually a new one, Malfoy." 


"Potter
needs it anyway," he defended.  "He doesn't have any free
clothes." 


"I'm
fine," Harry said firmly.  "Lighten up."  He rubbed
his forehead again.  Bill cast something against his curse scar, earning a
sigh of relief.  "Thank you for whatever that was." 


"The
spirit I took out of Ginny," he said simply.  "I'm guessing he
wasn't happy." 


"No,
someone wasn't." 


"I'm
having that link broken today," Lucius assured him.  He looked at the
goblin who came back with a set of papers.  "Is there a suitable
residence?" 


"Goddric's
Hollow has been repaired," Draco reminded him.  "You took me
when you went to look at the wards." 


"I
did." 


"It's
under a fidelus," Bill complained. 


"It's
a small town.  I looked for the place that should have been there and
wasn't," he said dryly.  "The locals were all too happy to point
out which road it was on.  They've even had a shrine built." 


"Oh." 
He nodded that made sense. 


"It
looked like a muggle was living there," Draco told him. 


"There
is a listed caretaker," the goblins agreed. 


Bill
looked at him.  "Excuse me?" Harry asked.  "Someone
rebuilt my parents' house and let some stranger live in it?" 


The
head goblin looked at him.  "That was not our decision." 


"Shouldn't
that have been *my* decision?"  The goblin nodded.  "Did my
aunt make that decision?" 


"No. 
The headmaster did." 


Harry
looked at Lucius.  "Are you as manipulative as the headmaster
is?" he asked.  He didn't like Lucius but right now, he wasn't sure
if all males were assholes like the headmaster was turning into. 


Lucius
smirked.  "Only when I decide I need something that is important to
me, boy." 


"Good
to know.  If I have to have a legal guardian, make it Bill or Charlie
please?" he asked the goblin. 


"I
can see what the will your parents filed will stated," the head goblin
said, looking at that paper.  "Hmm."  He let Harry see it. 


"Who
are they?" 


"You
don't know your godfather?" the goblin asked. 


Lucius
coughed.  "If you mean the mongrel, he's in Azkaban." 


"Then
he wouldn't be listed," the goblin told him.  Lucius gaped in
horror.  He took the will to look over himself.  "Would
he?" 


"This
is a magical will.  It self-updates."  He put it into his robe
pocket.  Apparently there were deeper plots going on that were going to
infect his son soon.  He'd have to do something to stop all of them so his
own plans could move forward.  "I'll have someone look that over for
you, Potter.  Though I do not consider him a fit guardian either.  I
believe I can trust Bill to be around my son and not to warp him too
strongly.  He has things my son could learn." 


Bill
looked at him then shrugged.  "If he wants to be a cursebreaker I'll
teach him.  If not, he can do like the twins did and steal my old
notebooks I suppose."  He looked at the goblins again. 
"Where am I checking?"  He gave him a list.  "Three
places on the Potter side.  Two on the Malfoy side.  Only one's in
England." 


"Which
may yet be the safest ever," the goblin said simply. 


Bill
nodded.  "Good point.  Because I'm seeing some things that're
bothering me." 


"Think
how I feel since all I got told last year was 'don't worry about the splitting
headaches in your scar, Harry', and 'yes, he may be trying to return but don't
worry about it, Harry'," Harry said dryly. 


"Who?"
Lucius asked. 


"The
headmaster," Ron told him.  "We all worried for him." 


Draco
nodded.  "They did.  Especially since he ended up in the
infirmary unable to wake up for at least a day.  Then the headmaster
robbed us of the House Cup thanks to them." 


"Next
time, you can do the challenges and take on Voldemort," Harry
snorted.  "By all means, you go right ahead." 


Draco
gave him an odd look.  "You're sure it was him?" 


"The
headmaster said so." 


Draco
shuddered.  "Well."  He looked at his father, then at
Bill.  "Somewhere safely away from England would be just fine with
us."  Ron nodded quickly with a smile. 


"I'll
see what I can do," Bill said dryly.  "And help Lucius find you
guys a sitter over the summers so you don't get into too much
trouble."  He looked at his boss.  "If that's all
right?" 


"I
agree it's a good plan.  The boys clearly trust you enough.  You're
not the sort to make plots and plans about them.  You don't want to do
anything to harm them to benefit from it.  It is a good plan from ones so
young." 


"I
play chess," Ron told him with a grin. 


"I'm
a Slytherin," Draco said with a smug look. 


"I'm
just having a bout of common sense to go with the headache," Harry
quipped, cracking Ron up.  "I really should thank Lockhart for saving
me from going back there." 


Ron
patted him on the back.  "You can send him a card in prison,
Harry." 


"I
might, yes." 


"You'll
be able to.  Infecting children like this won't get him kissed. 
Unfortunately," Lucius said dryly. 


"Why
not?  We haven't learned a bloody thing from him," Draco
complained.  "He asks questions about his favorite colors and things,
Father." 


Lucius
looked at him.  "I'll have the rest of the board talk to the
Headmaster about his choice in defense teachers as well, boys.  As a
member of the board, I am appalled." 


"Should
see all the girls drooling over him," Ron quipped.  "He's even
scared of pixies." 


Lucius
burst out cackling.  "Thank you, young man.  I needed that bit
of fun." 


Draco
nodded.  "He released a tightly packed cageful and then ran from
them, Father.  We had to clean up after his mess." 


"Hermione
did brilliant," Ron told him. 


"Yes,
well, it's good she's good for something." 


"She
does most of our research," Harry told him. 


"I
knew she was your book nerd, Potter.  That much has been very clear from
the first time she took over for you.  It's stunting your education."



"Why? 
She's the one who makes us revise and sets out schedules and the like,"
Ron complained.  "She's pushier than Snape is." 


"Well
it won't be much of a problem now," Bill quipped.  "Being
married and all."  They all glared at him but he smiled back. 
"Just think, no ring hunters, Draco." 


"Yay,"
he said flatly.  "This is still not the marriage I hoped I'd
enjoy.  I doubt I can make them babble like a house elf on apple
cider.  I had been hoping I could someday find a woman to do that to when
I was old enough." 


"Most
of them don't, son.  They seem to fake it," Lucius told him. 


"Pity. 
Mother said some do but the men in their lives are inadequate." 


"I
don't care who you shag," Harry told him.  "Just don't broadcast
it.  Please?  I still don't like girls." 


Ron
nodded.  "Me either really.  Stupid bints keep getting in the
way of good things, like dinner." 


"Forgive
Ron," Bill told Lucius.  "He's in that bottomless pit stage of
puberty." 


"Draco
had his over the summer," he said dryly.  He finished doing the
paperwork and handed it back.  "Is there more?"  The head
goblin handed him a copy of his father's will.  Lucius read it over. 
"I see.  Well, I doubt he took into account dark artifacts." 
He looked at the goblin.  "He can still produce a suitable
heir." 


"As
long as he does by the time he's twenty-five." 


"He
shall." 


"Then
we are done."  The goblin handed Harry a key.  "To your
vault." 


"Thank
you.  Is this a copy of the one the headmaster has?" 


"No,
that is a trust vault for your education needs," the head goblin told
him.  "This is to your actual vault, Mr. Potter." 


"I'll
get that one from him," Bill promised.  "Let's get you and
Malfoy down into yours so you three can pick up chocolate on the way
back."  They bowed and shook hands before leaving.  It surprised
him that Malfoy was being nice and patient and on the boys' side so he looked
at him in the cart.  "Why?" he asked quietly. 


"Because
I will not see some horrible fate befall my son unless I arrange it for
him," he said blandly, staring at the younger man.  "So far,
this has not made me pleased and has ruined a good many plans for his future
that I was making.  I'll take that out on the person who did it though." 
He straightened out his robe.  "Even if I wanted to, punishing your
brother or Potter would only punish my son and he is a ...gentle boy most of
the time." 


"Mum's
going to soap his mouth again." 


"Then
he'll learn caution of speech," Lucius said with a smug look. 
"It's about time.  His mother was exasperated this last
summer."  They got out and he glanced inside Potter's vault.  It
wasn't great, like theirs, but it was respectable.  "Potter, take the
books as well.  I dare say you could probably use them," he said bluntly. 
Bill walked in to shrink them for the boy.  They went into his pocket and
they left for the Malfoy vault.  Draco was right, the other two would make
his poor boy look horrible.  Though, seeing how tired Potter was, he
decided on the healer first, and calling one of his friends on the Wizengamot
to help him from their office.  Then shopping. 


***



Bill
walked into the Headmaster's office first.  The boys were being shown to
their new room by McGonagall.  "I have an order to hand over Harry's
vault key," he said, handing it to him. 


"Why?" 
He read it over then glared at him.  "They are not
adults."   Bill handed over the copy of the Wizengamot
notice.  Dumbledore looked truly pissed off because of it. 
"That is not right!" he shouted. 


"The
magic of the bonding bracelets made it automatic," Bill said
quietly.  "The goblins agreed.  The minister agreed, though he
sneered at Lucius.  So he might not have a job for much
longer."  He smirked.  "Now, Harry's key?"  It
has found and handed over.  He read it then handed it back. 
"That's the wrong number."  Dumbledore groaned and found the
real key, handing it over.  He read it. 


"Thank
you, Headmaster.  The boys are going to their room.  Lucius had them
at the healer earlier to make sure they were all right after
everything.   The healer sent Madam Pomfrey something for Harry's
next panic attack.  She also noted quite a lot of damage."  He
handed over something else.  "If and when Harry needs something, I'm
to be his guardian.  He asked the ministers for it and they agreed I was a
good, upstanding, neutral choice with what was going on.  I'll be deciding
their summer residence in a few days.  There's five choices open right
now.  Also, Harry did get to see his parents' will.  He was not happy
he had never heard of the people mentioned in it." 


He
left, going to hand the key to the boys.  He looked around the dorm,
smiling at them.  "Ron, behave.  Harry, rest."  Harry
nodded, climbing into bed.  Bill pulled the curtains for him.  He put
Harry's key in the specially shielded box with the spellbooks and other
key.  No house elf could touch it and no one that wasn't keyed to it could
touch it.  Harry had keyed him into it.  That gave him some privacy
and peace of mind. 


Draco
had gotten his own for his things.  He had gotten Ron one too since he now
had the family spellbooks.  So they were all set.  He nodded at
Lucius, who was talking with his son in the sitting area.  He handed over
the book.  "This is how you lengthen the tether," he said
quietly.  "It's the beginnings of occulemencary as well, Draco. 
Your mind shows the rudimentary skills.  It can only help you all." 


"Thank
you," Draco said quietly.  "Especially for not being an arse to
us." 


"You
didn't do it but the first time you hurt Ron, expect my mother to show back
up.  She won't leave anyone else anything to beat."  Draco
nodded at that advice.  He nodded at Malfoy.  "I'll give a list
of preferences in a few days."  He left, going back to the bank to
file all the interesting notices with them.  Including the healer's
report.  They could call someone on his aunt and uncle.  Really, the
boy needed shields.  Even the goblins had read his mind about his
relatives. 


"I'll
do my best, Father," Draco assured him.  "I'll keep the family
honor and learn to get along," he sighed. 


"Thank
you, my boy."  He stood up.  "Owl if you need
anything." 


"Can
you... tell Mother?" 


Lucius
snickered.  "I sent her an owl at the bank.  That way I didn't
have to upset her that way, my son."  He patted him on the
head.  "You are a Malfoy, no matter what else you are." 
Draco nodded at that.  "Good."  He smirked then left. 
The headmaster got an earful since the aurors were there to arrest
Lockhart.  The goblins had taken that diary but he did have a piece of his
Lord thanks to the taint they had removed from the curse scar on Potter's
forehead.  It would work out just as well for his plans.  Not that
Voldemort would enjoy his son being married to his greatest enemy but he had no
control over that.  No one but the vain, stupid one had. 


On
the way out, he smirked at Lockhart.  "Potter did say to thank you
for getting him away from his muggle relatives.  He had them arrested
earlier for what they've done."  Lockhart struggled but oh
well.  These aurors had a clue what they were doing.  Lucius went
back home to see if his wife was calmer.  She was still throwing things
and ranting so he went in to save the antiques.  "Narcissa
Malfoy," he sneered.  "Such a temper." 


"Our
son is married!" she shouted.  "To a Weasley!" 


"And
to Potter," he agreed blandly.  She huffed, glaring at him. 
"Lockhart has been arrested for doing so.  Potter used his slytherin
skills to get somewhat around some plans by the Headmaster."  She
stopped ranting to stare at him.  He nodded.  "Including getting
them named independent minors."  She smirked evilly at that. 
"Potter was apparently nearly one of us but he begged the hat thanks to
Weasley.  So they have one Slytherin, one half-Slytherin, and one
Gryffindor.  Draco made me take them shopping so he wouldn't look bad
around them."  She smirked even worse at that, knowing something
better was coming.  "I had Potter examined by a healer after we got
done with the goblins, who are not pleased with the headmaster either for
having the boy's vault key." 


"That's
illegal if he's not his custodian." 


"Potter
had the sense to name Bill Weasley.  Someone neutral but who he could
trust." 


"The
boy does think," she said, looking amused. 


"Weasley
apparently plays chess.  Did you know the Dark Lord had been at the school
all last year."  She gasped, sitting down blindly, hitting the coffee
table to stare at him.  He nodded.  "That's what that fool
Quirrel was hiding.  The so-called Golden trio had to deal with him. 
Our son nearly changed to praying to Shiva for not being bonded to
Granger."  She snickered, relaxing even more.  "The health
audit found some astounding things so those two muggles will be in a world of
hurt tomorrow when they're arrested.  Also, they managed to break Potter's
curse scar."  He held up the small vial.  "Which I took off
their hands to safely store." 


"My
husband, how wicked your plans are," she said calmly, standing up to kiss
him on the cheek.  "Our son?" 


"Frustrated. 
There's a tether they have to work on to lengthen.  Right now it's set at
about four feet."  She giggled.  "He's not pleased but he
will persevere as any Malfoy would in a political marriage that disgusts them
while subtly making Weasley see things his way and changing him so he's a
suitable wizard and helping Potter," he finished smugly.  "The
boy has a mind that he's never been allowed to use thanks to that Granger
mudblood."  He got himself a drink and sat down with it. 
"He did buy some chocolates but wanted you to send him a treat basket
again.  Apparently this has been so frustrating he was even messing up his
hair." 


She
giggled.  "I'll have the house elves make him something." 
She smirked.  "Will we get Potter on our side?" 


"I
have no idea," he admitted.  "It may be two-against-one for a
while but our son is clever when he wants to use it.  He may be able to
swing some sympathy our way."  She smirked evilly again and went to
find a house elf to clean up her mess and make her precious boy some
treats.  When she came back he smirked.  "We will have to make sure
he can have that heir.  Potter said he didn't care who Draco shagged as
long as he didn't have to hear it over their link.  He's still not hit
puberty yet.  Weasley's about halfway there." 


"Charming. 
I'll start looking for a good mother tomorrow."  She settled down to
knit something by magic.  It was calming to watch it work.  She
looked up at him. "Did he switch houses or did they?" 


"They're
in a separate dorm on the third floor." 


"Wonderful."



"No
floo." 


"Pity
but he can still get owls."  She went back to watching the needles
knit without her help.  Her Draco needed a new scarf.  Lucius went to
get something to read, hoping to find more on that artifact.  Maybe he
could find some way to get his son out of his unholy union of *good* boys
before he got tainted. 


***



Harry
woke up to pounding.  He groaned, holding his head as he wobbled to the
doorway.  He looked back when he saw it was Hermione.  "Guys,
it's 'Mione," he called.  Draco flicked his drapes closed with a
moan.  Ron snored louder.  He shrugged.  "They're not
up.  What's wrong?" 


"What
are you doing?" she demanded. 


He
stared at her.  "Well, right now, you just woke me up."  He
yawned and let her in, closing the curtain between the dorm and the sitting
areas.  He flopped down, staring at her.  "What's going
around?" 


"That
you're in the infirmary, though you're clearly not.  That you've taken
some dark deal with the Dark Lord."  He snorted.  "What is
going on?" 


"Remember
Lockhart grabbing me and Malfoy yesterday?" he asked dryly, then yawned
again. 


"Yes."



"Lockhart
decided we should be married by use of a dark artifact," Draco said as he
came out, staring at her.  "It's much too early to make me insult
anyone.  Not even the most rabid of Slytherins get up this early,
woman.  Couldn't you wait until breakfast?"  She gave him the
most horrified look so he checked his hair, finding it about usual but not too
bad.  He gave her an odd look back.  "How was your day?" he
asked in his most sarcastic voice, heading for the bathroom.  He
paused.  "We only have the one tub," he complained. 
"No showers." 


"We'll
figure it out.  Take yours.  Ron won't be up for a bit," Harry
called.  He looked at her again.  He rolled his eyes at the
displeasure, sending over how to make a shower out of a tub spigot mentally. 
Draco did that and was much happier because now he could do his hair
properly.  "He's a princess, I swear," he muttered.  He
looked at her.  "See, no injuries, no dark deals... what did the
twins say?" 


"Nothing. 
Just looked very upset all night in the infirmary with Ginny.  What
happened to her?  Don't tell me she joined you two?" 


"Ron
did.  Ginny was possessed." 


She
slumped, shaking her head.  "Why?" 


"Bill
took it off her.  Otherwise no idea."  He stared at her. 
"So, anyway, we're still Gryffs." 


"Uh-huh. 
Then why not come back last night?" 


"Because
the artifact created a tether and we can get about four feet apart," he
said dryly.  He yawned again, going to wake Ron up.  He shook his
bed, getting a snort instead of a snore and a dirty look. 
"Hermione." 


"Merlin,
what time is it?" he complained, looking at his watch.  He snorted
then pulled the blankets over his head.  "At breakfast,
Harry."  He grimaced.  "What is he doing?" 


"Singing
in the shower I think."  He went back there.  "Ron said
he'd talk to you at breakfast."  She squeaked, staring at him. 
He stared back.  "What?" he demanded finally. 


"You're
not at all upset?" she demanded, hopping up.  "It's *Malfoy*,
Harry!" 


"I
know that.  He was there when I had a panic attack yesterday," he
said dryly.  "Doing this made sure that I didn't have to go back to
my aunt's.  I'm technically an adult but I have Bill looking over my
shoulder in things, and I got my own vaults back.  Plus now I don't have
to figure out girls."  She huffed, glaring at him.  "Beyond
that, Malfoy and I are *bound*, Hermione.  He can hear my thoughts, I can
hear his and Ron's.  Lockhart was really buggering things yesterday when
he locked us in a closet." 


"Maybe
he thought we'd need a post-wedding snog," Draco called from the
shower.  Ron laughed loudly.  She let out a horrified noise. 
Draco came to the doorway with a towel around his waist.  "Sometimes
you have to make the most of what you're given, Granger.  There's nothing
any of us can do about it so we have to learn to get along since hexing them
will mean I get hit by the same thing.  You on the other
hand...."  She flounced off and he ignored Harry's glare.  He
stared back.  "It's very early.  I'd hex anyone who came to the
door that early."  He went back to his room to get dressed. 
"Please wear something new today," he called. 


"Bugger
yourself," Ron complained. 


"Interesting
image but the human body isn't meant for such activity," Draco shot back. 


Harry
went to take a shower.  Let those two snark at each other. 
"Just kiss and make up already," he complained as he walked. 
"You two sound like married trolls."  He slammed the bathroom
door. 


"Eww,"
Draco said, shuddering delicately. 


"Eurgh,"
Ron complained, closing his bed curtains tighter.  "Have to get him
back later." 


"Remember,
if you hex him, we'll all get hit," Draco complained. 


"That
won't matter if I push him in the dung pile by the greenhouses," Ron shot
back without opening his curtains.  He flipped over and let himself go
back to sleep.  He'd take a shower once Harry was done.  He had time
to plan how to make Hermione calm down about all this.   Not like
there was anything they could do.  He had tried that at the healer's and
had stung for hours after the pinching hex. 


***



Harry
walked into the Great Hall, going to his usual seat.  He saw the
looks.  "We didn't have anything to do with it," he said
bluntly.  "Nothing we can do about it either.  So get it out
now."  They shrank away from him.  "Hermione got us up
before daylight," he complained to Neville as he sat down.  His back
was to the Slytherin table.  They barely had enough room to get this far
apart if they concentrated. 


"She
did the same thing to us," he admitted, handing him a cup of tea. 
"Slammed our door open then stormed in like it was her room." 
He sipped his own.  "So... what happened?" 


"Brandust
bonding bracelets," he said simply.  Neville gave him a horrified
look.  Harry nodded.  Ron walked in and plopped down, taking some of
the tea for himself.  He grunted at them.  "There's
rumors." 


"Of
course there are.  There's always rumors, Harry."  He took a
drink and put his teacup down.  "Anything yet on the schedules?"



"Not
yet." 


"They're
giving you extra classes?" Neville asked. 


"No,
we can't get that far from Draco," Harry complained, looking over at
him.  "Ron has more leeway than Draco and I do."  Neville
sighed in displeasure.  "But it's fine for now.  We will learn
to get along."  He'd wonder how Draco could be all the way across the
Great Hall without them feeling the need to join him when he could think
better.  That should be a bit far with their tether. 


"The
bracelets had a compulsion to learn to get along with the other party,"
Ron shared with an evil look at Harry then down at Hermione.  Then back at
Neville.  "For right now, we're figuring things out.  Malfoy's
father hates this just as much but he gave us a way to protect his son. 
Got Harry to a healer." 


"Huh,"
Neville said, shaking his head.  "That's just...odd." 


"Very,"
Harry complained, glaring at Draco, who only sent a smug look back so he sent
one at him, making Draco duck his head.  "We have got to find a way
to shield things." 


"Yup,
sure do," Ron said cheerfully.  "Since you just turned my stomach,
Harry, please do." 


Harry
rolled his eyes.  "You'll stuff yourself in a few minutes
anyway." 


"Whatever,"
Justin said as he joined them.  "Harry, would you like to explain
what happened yesterday?  Since Hermione got us all up at the crack of
dawn trying to find you?" 


Harry
shrugged.  "Lockhart." 


"I
saw him grab you two." 


"Dark
artifact.  Bonded them," Neville said simply. 


"Ah!" 
Justin shook his head quickly.  "I'm damn glad I'm not a Potter with
the way you get into trouble, Harry."  Harry snorted at that,
pointing at Ron.  "Or a Weasley, yeah."  He heard the
rumors going up the table.  "Like he asked for it, people,"
Justin called.  "Lockhart proved he was a ponce and wanted others to
join him."  A few teachers who heard gasped and Harry moaned, shaking
his head. 


Draco
looked over, looking amused.  "That's a better explanation than my
mother probably came up with.  Thank you for sharing."  Justin
gaped.  "Compulsion." 


"Can
we whack you in head?" Neville asked him.  "Maybe it'll
help." 


"Only
if you want your hero there in the next bed," he said with a smug
look.  They all moaned.  "What I get they get." 


"Someone
hits me in the head and I'm going to rip their bloody heads off," Ron
mumbled into his tea.  Draco cackled at that, turning back around. 
He looked at Harry.  "Apparently I got it lighter than you two."



"Clearly,"
he agreed dryly.  "Don't hex him anyway." 


"I'm
not planning on it.  I learned my lesson with the pinching hex." 


"Thank
you.  The healer wanted to yell at you because you interrupted her working
on my head." 


"Feel
better, mate?" Ron asked with an evil smirk. 


"Much. 
No more headache."  He looked over as Ginny walked in. 
"Did she get you up dawn too?" 


"Nearly,"
she sighed, sitting down.  "So, how's my brother in bed?" 


"Don't
know, I don't want to shag him," he said, making Ron choke.  Draco
did too.  "Ask him, maybe he'll tell you some day."  He
gave her a smug look. 


She
snickered.  "Clearly it's warping all three you in odd ways. 
Wonder who we'll get for defense now that he's in jail?" 


"I
did send him a wonderful thank you note for making sure I couldn't go back to
my relatives' this summer."  He finished his tea and got some more
while she cackled at that.  "It's not like they'd put up with a
marriage like this."  She cackled some more. 


Draco
looked back at him.  "I can give my mother their address,
Potter." 


"I'm
not that mean today." 


"I'll
ask when you're having a worse day then.  Remember, test in
potions."  He went back to his breakfast. 


"This
bond thing you three have is very strange and making you all act wrong,"
Neville said. 


"Yes,
well, best to make the most of it," Harry quipped.  Professor
McGonagall came down with some papers.  "Our new schedules?" 


"Yes
they are."  She handed them over.  "It was thought best to
send you three into classes where neither side is heavily represented." 


Ron
shook his head.  "I can't.  It interferes with that study time
you made us do, ma'am," he said, handing his back.  "It's only
four classes that we don't share anyway." 


"That
is true but the Headmaster...."  All three snorted at that. 
"He is the headmaster, boys," she said firmly.  "He
deserves more respect." 


"Yes,
which is why he suggested they all go to my relatives' house with me,"
Harry said with a smirk for her.  She gave him a dirty look. 
"Like you don't know," he sneered. 


"I
have no idea...."  She stopped when the boys all glared at her. 
"Poppy may have said something but surely someone...."  Harry
shook his head.  "How can you be so sure?" 


"The
Ministers yesterday said it's the first time they heard about it. 
Including the one for the child's protection center."  She
blanched.   "You might tell the headmaster he's going to be
visited." 


Draco
coughed, handing Harry a letter.  "Father's letter this morning said
that whoever had been blinding the social workers to what was going on is in
very serious trouble," he said with a grin.  "My father was
*more* than pleased to help him with that matter, Professor." 


"I
bet," Ron snorted.  "But I'm also betting my mum and dad
would've helped," he said when the professor glared.  "My mum
went into a homicidal fit after we rescued him.  She hid it really well
but Dad had to give her something to calm her temper down." 


"Oh,
dear."  She sighed, going up to talk to Snape and the headmaster. 


Ron
looked at Draco.  "Are you okay over there?" 


"I'm
fine.  I'm working on the pulling issue."  He looked at
Potter.  "Potions test?" 


"I
don't remember him telling us about one." 


"You
were nattering on with Weasley," he said smugly. 


"Well,
I suppose my grades can't get much worse anyway right now," he decided,
going up there with them.  "Since it's only four classes, can we
figure that part out?  He can come join us or we can join his for a few of
them.  Whatever." 


"Harry,"
Ron complained. 


"Oh,
there has been some talk this morning," Draco said with an evil look at
Potter.  "My father's advice has gotten around that it was not our
doing and if Lockhart survives prison, I'd be shocked."  The other
professors in hearing spluttered.  "The Slytherins have agreed not to
harm him in any way while he is in class with us.  Even the ones that
would like to see me hexed won't.  Mostly because they think we'll get
them back.  Which I will."  He looked at Weasley. 
"You and them can get along?" 


"I
can ignore them the same as I do you most of the time," Ron said dryly. 


"Very
well then," Snape said.  "You will have these three classes with
ours." 


"That
throws Transfiguration for us," Harry pointed out. 


He
looked over the two schedules and amended it.  "It means you all lose
your second study hall of the week."  He handed them over.  They
all nodded at that.  "Good.  Go away." 


"Going
to the library," Draco said.  Harry and Ron moaned.  He looked
at them.  "I need a new book for a report coming up in
Herbology.  Haven't gotten Granger to do yours yet?" 


"I've
got mine done," Harry told him.  "Ron's behind due to the
defense paper he assigned on nothing."  They walked out arguing about
things. 


"It's
good to see some things don't change," Pansy said from her seat. 
"They still hate each other at least." 


Hermione
looked over.  "There's a compulsion on them to get along." 


"I
heard," she said with a grimace.  "I'm glad they're
outlawed.  My mother would be all too happy to do the same thing to
me."  She sipped her juice.  "Why don't you be a good
mudblood and do something detrimental to the wizarding way of life or
something." 


Hermione
glared.  "Of course I'll go do something that'll piss you off,
Pansy.  After all, you'll never get my grades."  She left with
her books, going to track down the trio to help them.  "Ron, I've got
some things pulled already for the herbology paper," she said when she ran
into them.  "You can write it later if you want my help." 


Draco
looked at her.  "Having you do their homework means that they're not
learning anything," he pointed out.  She glared.  He sneered
back.  "We all learned how to do our own way back when,
Granger." 


"She's
more going to go over the possible topics and correct it for him," Harry
said. 


"Why?"



"Because
it means a higher grade," she said. 


"I'd
think that learning how to do it on his own would be more beneficial in his
later life.  It's not like someone will be there to grade his assignments
and make him redo them when he's working." 


She
huffed off. 


Ron
shrugged.  "She makes us study schedules and the like too." 


Harry
nodded.  "She does nag us to study more but she's been great helping
us." 


Draco
looked at them.  "Which is a weakness my father and them can
use," he pointed out dryly.  They nodded that was true and they knew
it.  He rolled his eyes.  "What's first?" 


"Potions,"
Harry said, going that way.  The other two were pulled so it was
normal.  For them anyway.  They'd get used to all this soon
enough.  They'd fight the compulsion that was making them get along, and
making them swear at each other mentally each time they were forced to be nice
to each other.  Ron and Draco had no idea that Harry had such a dirty
vocabulary.  Apparently you learned a lot of things going to muggle
school. 


***



Harry
looked up from his potions test to see Snape staring.  He went back to it.



"No
cheating, Mr. Potter and Mr. Weasley." 


"Even
if he was feeding it to us, I'd never understand," Ron complained. 
"The questions make no sense," he muttered.  He stared at the
next one then up, giving the teacher a confused look.  Snape smirked
back.  He went back to it.  This was going to drive him nuts. 
Draco was growling and stiff, glaring his way.  He shot a calming hex at
Ron. 


"Mr.
Weasley, what are you doing?" Snape demanded. 


"He's
struggling through the ancient English like the rest of us," Harry
complained.  "Because they make no sense.  This isn't real
English."   He handed it off and tried to stomp off but he felt
like he was being strangled.  He growled and Ron came with him. 


Draco
sighed and handed in his, following them before the strangling got to him. He
stopped Potter.  "What was that?" 


"Frustration." 
He glared at Ron, who huffed but kicked the wall a few more times.  Snape
stomped up to them. 


"What
was that?" he demanded coldly. 


"Frustration
with the way the questions made no sense," Ron told him. 


"You've
gotten very ballsy," Snape sneered. 


Ron
stared at him.  "I was gotten up at dawn by Hermione.  My head's
hurting because Harry's head is hurting.  Not to mention whatever he's
hearing." 


Harry
frowned, looking at him.  "I'm not hearing...." 


"Yes
you are," Draco said.  "It's very quiet though."  He
rubbed his own forehead.  "It sounds like it's in the wall." 


Harry
looked at the wall he was leaning on and cast a sonorous charm.  Now he
heard it.  He stared.  "It's a snake." 


"Clearly,"
Snape sneered. 


"It's
happy it got released."  Draco and Ron both looked horrified, backing
away from him.  "What?" he demanded, looking at them. 


"Being
a parseltongue isn't really a highly thought of skill for the Light,"
Draco said sarcastically. 


"Well,
gee, look at who they took out of my bloody head the other day," he shot
back.  He listened.  "It's happy it's free.  It wants its
master.  I'm guessing this is whatever's in the Chamber." 


"Probably,"
Ron said, grimacing some.  "That's a bad habit, Harry." 


Harry
glared at him.  "I'll take the pain to hex you," he offered
quietly.  Ron shut up. 


"Is
that your temper or his?" Snape asked Draco. 


"I
think it's a Weasley temper," he said with a smirk.  "I'm glad
I'm not infected with that yet."  He shot a calming hex and Harry
shot back a hyper one, making them all bouncy.  "Yes, it's clearly a
Weasley temper."  He canceled the hex.  "I have to agree,
the questions weren't very clear.  Some of mine were hard to
read."  He rubbed his forehead.  He cast something at the wall,
making the snake creature move on. 


Ron
sighed.  "Thank you."  He looked at Harry again. 
"We've got to work on the shields and the tether." 


"We
were too tired to start last night.  We were going to start tonight after
class," Draco said. 


Harry
nodded.  "We have a study hall in a few minutes.  Professor... 
I don't care if you give us detention; it probably won't be the last time I get
it for no reason," he said when he opened his mouth.  "We have
to work on this."  He walked off.  Ron and Draco had to
follow.  They went to the Great Hall to work on it.  Harry
concentrated, trying to block them out.  Ron was facing another direction
and Draco was staring out a window.  Harry opened his eyes, trying hard to
keep the shields up.  Ron bled and they both poked him until he fixed the
leaking.  They went back to it.  Harry leaked and Draco swatted
him.  He concentrated and it eased again. 


"Still
leaking, Potter," Draco noted. 


"Sorry." 
He concentrated harder.  "I can't find it." 


Ron
poked hard on that spot and Draco poked it repeatedly.  Harry found it but
he couldn't create one.  "Bloody hell," Ron complained. 
"Tell me that was caused by the scar?" 


"Possibly,"
Draco said.  "I know almost nothing about mental magics." 
He sighed, letting them fall.  "Now I have a headache." 


"Ditto,"
Harry sighed, rubbing his head. "Do we know anyone who would know?" 


"Snape
used it," Draco offered.  Harry gave him a dirty look.  "I
know you two don't get along, Potter.  It may be the only choice." 


"Is
there something we can create to keep a shield externally?" Ron asked. 


Draco
considered that.  "Possibly."  He looked out the window and
grabbed his bag, writing a note.  "I need an owl.  Mine's at
home." 


Harry
sent magic to Hedwig, bringing her down.  "Take a letter for Draco
please, Hedwig."  Harry tied it to her.  "To Malfoy
Manor?"  Draco nodded.  "Go to Lucius or Narcissa
Malfoy."  She flew out the window.  Harry relaxed. 
"I'm sure we'll get an answer later." 


"Hopefully. 
You're doing good in all but that one spot," Draco said, staring at
Harry's head.  "Maybe it's a curse in the hair." 


"Not
like I can control that.  My aunt tried to cut it many times and it always
grew back."  He ran a hand through it. "I don't
know."  Snape stormed in.  "Professor." 


Draco
looked at him.  "Is there a way that the former curse scar caused a
permanent hole in his shields?" Ron asked quietly. 


"Hypothetically
he can still close one with some effort."  He stared at them. 
"You sent an owl out?" 


"To
see if Mother can find a way to externally shield us until we can figure it
out," Draco admitted.  He sighed, rubbing his forehead. 
"Because that hole is a constant leak."  Ron started to look
around.  "Is it back?" 


"No,
not the snake but I feel magic building." 


Harry
pointed.  "It's there whatever it is."   He sighed,
concentrating like the book had said. 


"Clear
your mind, Mr. Potter," Snape ordered. 


"Right
now I'm trying to do the step before that," he said.  He finally
narrowed it down but he couldn't get it any closer to tightly shut. 


"Better,"
Ron said. 


Draco
nodded.  "We all have little leaks.  This is only the first
day."  He glared at that same spot.  "What is that?" 


Snape
pointed his wand at it and muttered.  "It's a house elf.  Get
back to work."  It disappeared.  "It was probably seeing if
you needed anything." 


"A
hat," Harry said.  "With a heavy shielding spell on it." 


"Please,"
Ron agreed, glaring at a wall.  "It's back."  Harry looked
then shrugged.  "Same thing?"  He nodded. 
"Where's the entrance so we can kill the thing?" 


"I
don't know.  What is it so we know how to kill it?" Draco asked. 


"It's
some sort of serpent," Harry offered.  "That narrows it down
some." 


"To
over seven thousand species," Draco said dryly. 


Ron
sighed.  "It has to be native, had to have been around way back when
the school was founded.  It has to be something one of them can talk
to.  Hell, let's start with Hagrid." 


Snape
looked at him.  "Why would he know?" 


"He
loves deadly things," Ron said dryly.  "He might've cooed over
it." 


"Maybe,"
Harry said.  "If not, we'll find a book on it."  He glared
at the wall.  He blasted it with a minor spell.  The snake hurried
off.  "Thank you."  He looked at them then locked down his
mind again.  The boys all sighed in pleasure.  "Sorry." 


"It
has to get easier," Draco said. 


"With
practice, if you actually practice it," Snape said sarcastically. 


"Well
we've got to, don't we?" Ron said dryly. 


"You
can serve detentions." 


"Yay,"
he said blandly.  Harry shook his head, punching him on the arm. 


"Ow!"
Draco complained, rubbing that same spot on his arm.  "Potter!" 


Harry
grabbed his head.  "I'm not happy," he decided. 
"Whatever they took out of Ginny is back.  I thought they broke that
link." 


"They
did," Draco said, staring at him.  "Professor, can you check
that scar?  My father had it cleared." 


"He
did what?" the headmaster asked as he walked in. 


"He
severed the link," Ron said firmly.  "Since the healer saw brain
changes thanks to it.  For some reason, Malfoy didn't want his brain
wrecked by it too." 


Snape
glared at him.  "Your mother would be soaping your mouth and paddling
you." 


"It's
his bloody pain!" he complained, pointing at Harry. 


"If
you three had waited," the Headmaster started. 


Harry
glared at him.  "Since when am *I* responsible for the actions of a
teacher that shoved something on me without my permission and then shoved us in
a closet!" he shouted.  The headmaster stepped back, looking
alarmed.  "I didn't want this!  I still don't want this! 
I'll be damned if I want this and I would've rather died yesterday!" he
finished in a near scream. 


Draco
cleared his throat.  "Potter, you're releasing accidental
magic," he said quietly.  "Can you please calm yourself before
we have another attack like yesterday?"  This was what the healer had
told him to do if Potter got close to another panic attack. 


"I
am calm," he growled. 


"Harry,"
Ron said.  He cast something at him, knocking all three out.  Before
he fell out, he heard Draco start his beacon.  It was a sad world where
they had to rely on Lucius Malfoy for anything.  Apparently it was better
than the teachers though. 


***



Lucius
looked at his son when he awoke.  "I'm told Mr. Weasley is in trouble
for casting the spell that knocked you three out," he said dryly. 


"It
kept Potter from exploding again," he said quietly.  "Something
is trying to crawl in with him.  His scar was hurting again and the
Headmaster seemed to be horrified by it being broken.  All we could feel
was a hole in Harry's shield and magic floating out of him.  It was like
accidental magic, like when I blew up the maze." 


Lucius
nodded.  "You're right.  Something was trying to take him
over.  What is this I hear about him talking to snakes?"  Draco
nodded.  "Charming," he said dryly.  He stared at his
son.  "What else did you feel?" 


"A
lot of anger and magic.  He's more powerful than you are, Father." 


"He
is?"  Draco nodded quickly, rubbing his head. 
"Headache?" he asked dryly. 


"Potter's
doing it again." 


Lucius
cast a checking spell, making the nurse gasp and come stop him.  He made
her do the same. 


Ron
woke with a gasp and glared at Harry.  "It's not him," Draco
said. 


"We're
sure?" 


"Yes,"
Draco said impatiently. 


"Then
can we beat the living hell out of whoever it is?" 


"Hopefully,"
Lucius said dryly.  "It was an inspired plan to keep him from blowing
out that room.  Even if you will be in detention for months." 


Ron
snorted.  "Yay.  What else is new?" 


Draco
snorted.  "If you're in detention, we're in detention, Weasley."



"He'll
dote on you anyway," Ron said dryly.  Harry moaned, holding his
head.   "Harry, lay still."  Harry turned and puked on
the floor. 


"That
is a potion," Lucius said.  She got Snape up there and checking him
over.  He gathered some of the potion.  "Well?" Lucius
asked. 


"A
control potion.  Made wrong."  He gathered a bigger sample then
got her something to balance it out.  Harry fell asleep again. 


"Would
that make him have all those magic surges?" Ron asked. 


"Yes,"
Snape and Lucius said. 


"In
that version, and how mismade it was, it's probably why his shields won't come
up and why he's had those pushing magic accidents." 


"It
could also explain that panic attack?" Draco asked.  Snape gave him a
horrified look but nodded slightly.  "Hmm.  Is this mismade like
Longbottom did it?  Or is this a known variation?" 


"I
believe there is a known variation that resembles that one."  He took
the samples back to his lab to test it.  When he looked it up, his book
was missing.  There was another copy hidden so he found it there.  It
was a variation.  He brought the book up to the infirmary for the
mediwitch to read over.  He found the headmaster there.  "We'll
have to keep any potions from him for a few days.  Or else his magic will
finish destabilizing and could conceivably kill us all with how strong he
is.  The Great Hall was starting to tremor when Mr. Weasley knocked him
out." 


The
headmaster stared at him.  "I did not notice that."  He
summoned a house elf.  "Was there problems in the Great Hall after
earlier?" 


"House
elves cleaned up, headmaster, sir," he said, looking down.  "All
mess from grout is gone." 


"Good,"
Snape said.  "Thank you."  The house elf disappeared. 
"Mr. Weasley, as much as it pains me, ten points to Gryffindor for saving
the school from destruction," he said blandly.  Lucius snickered. 


"Thank
you," Ron said weakly.  He yawned and drifted off again. 


Draco
looked at his father.  "He's still amazed he hasn't seen his
parents." 


"I'm
glad I reset your beacon," he told him. 


"Beacon?"
the headmaster asked. 


"Yes,
in case someone truly attacks him."  He stared at him. 
"They are not illegal.  I'm on the board, I should know." 
He looked at Severus.  "Any idea where it was coming from?" 


"Not
yet." 


"Make
sure it's not being given to my son?" 


"I'm
trying.  That... problem yesterday.  Do you still hold it?" 


"It's
safely stored where only I can get to it," he said. 


"Good,"
Draco said.  "Since it felt like something was trying to invade him
again.  Didn't Weasley bleed that spirit into the earth?" 


"It's
possible it's still active," Snape admitted.   "I'll make
sure later."  He looked at the Headmaster then at Lucius. 
"He's heard the Chamber's creature." 


"Wonderful,"
Lucius said dryly. 


"It
was speaking to him." 


Lucius
stared at him.  "Interesting."  He looked at his son, who
nodded a bit.  "I'll look that up." 


"I
sent an owl to Mother earlier," Draco told him.  "About external
shields." 


"That's
not a bad idea," he agreed, considering it.  "That's not that
hard to do.  I'll help her with that, son."  He stood up. 
"Now, do you think you can handle it?"  Draco gave a look at the
headmaster's back then looked at him.  Lucuis nodded slightly that he'd
handle things.  "I've got the short list of summer residences. 
They seem quite pleasant.  I'll consult with you this weekend." 


"Thank
you, Father," Draco said quietly. 


"You
are my only heir, Draco.  I'd hate to have you injured.  Unless you
upset me horribly." 


Draco
nodded he understood and let his father leave.  He looked at his
professor.  "How do we stop it and can we check us in case it's
leaching from him into us?" 


"That
would not leach across a mental bond."  He stared at the boy. 
"Poppy, is the boy allergic to anything?" 


She
stared then nodded.  "I've found one allergy topically to a minor
herb we don't usually get here.  He broke out in hives the last time he
had to deal with it."  She got the file for him to see that. 
"Would that cause the vomiting?" 


"Yes." 
He handed it back, crossing his arms again.  "I can counter it. 
He'll need to be resting quietly for days." 


"He
can go back to his room so he can do homework," the headmaster said. 


The
nurse gave him a dirty look.  "No, he cannot."  The
headmaster stepped back.  "He is ill, Headmaster.  His magic is
out of balance thanks to that potion.  He nearly destroyed this school
because of it!" she finished more loudly.  "He's staying in that
bed until I am satisfied he's fine."  He nodded at that, leaving her
alone.  She huffed, looking at Snape, then at Draco.  "You
father is quite helpful when you're involved," she said dryly. 


"The
Headmaster blamed us for this," he said simply.  "It was clear
something was wrong. I thought the Dark Lord was trying to move back into
him." 


"Close,"
Snape admitted quietly.  "We will fix this.  For now, you stay
in here." 


Draco
nodded.  "Fine, I can agree with that.  Will we be assaulted
with Weasley's mother?" 


"No,"
Snape said.  "She's already been, yelled, and gotten calmed
down."  He smirked.  "Your father talked her down." 


"This
probably bollixed his plans for me," Draco said dryly.  "No
arranged marriage, no careful selection of heirs."  Snape snickered
but nodded.  "So he's reevaluating and if I die thanks to this, he's
lost the family fortune now that I'm married."  Snape smirked at
that, leaving with that new information.  It would explain the sudden
solicitous actions Lucius had been plagued with. 


Draco
looked at the nurse.  "Homework?" 


"Of
course.  Coming up later."  Draco nodded at that. 
"You can have visitors later."   She went back to make
notes in her chart.  Then she came to check them over as thoroughly as she
could.  "Hmm."  Draco gave her a pointed look. 
"The spell does more than thought."  She smirked and went back
to make that note and inform the professor about it.  Someday there may be
heirs if they chose there to be. 


Draco
did the checking charm on himself then frowned.  "Why do I have those
suddenly?" he demanded. 


"The
spell, Mr. Malfoy.  With magic many things are possible." 


"I'll
be damned," he said firmly.  "Can you remove them?" 


"Not
without causing harm," she said cheerfully.  He glared.  She
smirked at him.  "Some day you may want to hold congress with your
spouses.  That would simplify a few matters."  She closed her
office door most of the way, casting a silencing charm around his bed while he
swore.  She did love taunting the little snotty thing when he showed up
with minor things. 


***



Lucius
walked up to Bill Weasley, holding up a book.  "On the
bracelets.  It was in the Ministry archives." 


Bill
flipped through to what he wanted to read, giving it an odd look.  He kept
going then looked at him, pointing at it.  "Did you read this
yet?" 


"No. 
I was hoping it would hold some way to remove the bond." 


"Not
yet.  I'll look it over.  I'm more concerned about the other
compulsion."  He let him read it.  Lucius went red in the
face.  Bill nodded.  "Ron's going to throw fits to end the
school." 


"Potter
nearly did that already.  Snape found a compulsion potion." 


"Hmm.
I'm sending my mother at him again." 


"Snape?"



"The
headmaster."  He waved the book.  "I'll read it over
tonight.  I'll let you know if I find anything."  Lucius nodded,
stomping off to verify that fact.  Bill smirked, going to get something to
drink at the bank.  He found his boss, waving the book. 


"There's
a more definitive source but it's in the creator's vault." 


"Any
heirs?" 


"No. 
Not for centuries." 


"Can
I borrow it for a few hours?" 


"Gladly. 
I would like to solve that situation." 


"I
just found mention that it's adaptive," Bill said dryly. 


"Yes,
the second one it's attached to." 


"What
about the third?" Bill asked. 


"Not
that I'm aware of.  I will have that book liberated.  You may copy it
for the afflicted." 


"Thank
you."  He went to get that book and settled in the cursebreaker
library to go through the books, make notes, and make copies.  Ron would
be throwing fits for months. 


***



Harry
woke up and groaned, sitting up. 


"Lay
back down," Draco ordered.  "You're leaking potion out of you
still."  He looked over the edge of his Potions book at him. 
"My father was not amused." 


"Thank
Merlin your father is sensible and not trying to be pushy," he said
quietly.  "Are we all right?" 


"You
had a compulsion potion added to your diet.  That's what caused earlier in
the Great Hall." 


Ron
woke up with a snort, looking at them.  "What happened now?" 


"Nothing
yet," Draco said.  "He just woke up." 


"Feeling
clearer headed?" Ron asked his buddy. 


"Thankfully." 
He blinked at him.  Then he swallowed.  "What's that sour
taste?" 


"The
leaching potion," Draco said. 


"How
long?" Ron asked, grimacing and swallowing hard.  "That is
disgusting, Harry."  Draco smirked.  "Isn't there a way to
make them taste better?" 


"Then
it wouldn't be medicine," Draco quipped. 


"Yay,"
Ron said.  "Can we have some water?" he called.  The nurse
brought them glasses of water.  "Thank you, Madam Pomfrey." 


"You're
welcome."  She checked Harry over, nodding. 
"Better."  She left them alone. 


Harry
looked at Draco.  "The invading thing?" 


"The
same one that got removed in a different form." 


"Will
I have to wear a turban?" he asked blandly. 


"I
hope not.  I'd hate to have to take your head off.  It might kill
me," Draco told him.  He went back to his homework.  "Snape
said you both flunked your tests."  They huffed but accepted
it.  "You should study.  He assigned a paper." 


"Yay,"
the boys said flatly.  They got their books to look things over.  The
assignment was written for them. 


"Two
feet?" Ron complained. 


"If
you flunked, yes," Draco said patiently.  "And you have a
transfiguration paper as well.  Due in two days."  They moaned
and got to work on that instead.  He smirked.  He had it done. 
Why he was going to turn into Hermione he wasn't sure.  He glared at Ron
for that thought.  "Take that back." 


"She's
the one who makes all those schedules and stuff," Ron said with an evil
smirk. 


"I
can beat you." 


"Only
if you want to be just as bruised," Harry reminded him.  "Since
I don't, let's not." 


"You
two really need to bring up your grades.  It's almost a disappointment for
a Malfoy spouse to be so lowly educated." 


"I'm
a Potter spouse," Ron snarked. 


Draco
looked at him.  "I'm not giving up my very old, powerful name for
his." 


"We
can all keep our own names," Harry said impatiently.  "I'm not
going to turn into a Malfoy."  He glared at Draco and felt the
compulsion start again.  He sighed.  "Bugger."  He got
back to work.  "What is the paper on for transfiguration?" 


"The
last exercise," Ron said. 


"The
one with the leaves?" 


Draco
looked at him.  "That was two weeks ago, Potter." 


"I
don't know."  He tossed his book and laid back down, pulling the
sheets over his head. 


Draco
swished and flicked the book and papers back onto the bed table.  The
nurse came out.  "He can't remember what we just studied," he
said when she came closer. 


She
checked him and nodded.  "It's normal for his headache and level of
potion that's coming out of him."  Ron wrote down something and
floated it to the books.  "Thank you, Mr. Weasley.  Let me know
if you have more problems."  She left them alone, closing the
curtains around them. 


Draco
sighed, looking at Ron.  "I thought it was the branch to spoon,"
he said quietly. 


"I
started mine and it's on the other one." 


"Oh. 
I'll check when someone comes up." 


Ron
smirked.  "Hermione should be up sometime soon." 


"So
will Pansy."  They went back to work.  No one came up by dinner
and Draco was getting pissed off.  He summoned a house elf and sent a note
with him. 


Pansy
came up and stood in front of him.  "The Headmaster said you're not
allowed visitors," she said bluntly, handing him the book he asked for. 


"I
did not say that," the nurse called. 


Pansy
relaxed.  "Are you all right?" 


"Someone
tried to kill Potter.  I fear I'm going to get used to that state,"
he said dryly. 


She
gave him an evil look.  "Bastard." 


"No,
I know who mine are and they were married for a suitable length of time before
I came along," he said with a smug, triumphant look.  "The paper
for Transfiguration?" 


"Branches."



"Thank
you."  He wrote that down.  "Any other homework?" 


"The
new Defense teacher is here." 


"Anyone
good?" Ron asked, sounding miserable.  "Did he tell Hermione
that too?" 


She
smirked and nodded.  "He told the whole school at dinner." 


Ron
nodded.  "Going to say something soon," he said, looking at
Draco. 


"You're
not alone in that."  He looked at her.  "Who?" 


"Some
idiot.  Told us today we'd only need the book." 


"Not
again," Ron complained. 


"Oh,
yes."  She gave him a smug look then at Potter since he was staring
at her.  "She doesn't like you either." 


"Yay
for her," Harry told her.  "Any other cheery news?" 


"The
headmaster said that you're contagious and broadcasting." 


"That
is not correct," the nurse said, coming over.  "You can pass
that around so they're less sulky."  Pansy nodded and left. 


Ron
found something in his bag and touched his wand to it.  Hermione walked in
a bit later with an armful of books and papers, pulling a chair over to his
bed.  "We're not contagious." 


"The
defense teacher told him you were." 


"Charming,"
Harry said.  "Bugger them." 


"Your
language leaves much to be desired," Madam Pomfrey said. 


He
nodded.  "I'm tired, sorry." 


"It
could be worse," she said.  "I suggest it not."  She
left. 


"What
are others doing in here," a shrill female voice shouted.  "They
are contagious." 


Draco
glared at her.  "No we're not.  How would being forced into a
marriage be contagious?" 


"Or
being given a potion," Ron added.  "The last time I knew I
couldn't catch even a cold from Harry being given a potion against his
will." 


"You're
lying about what happened," she said firmly. 


"No,
we're not," Harry said.  "And technically we're all emancipated
minors, *Professor*."  She sneered.  "I can lose my temper
again."  She huffed off.  "I swear.... this potion makes me
leak magic, Draco?" 


"Yes."



"Like
the panic attack?" 


"Definitely."



"Good!" 
He smirked at the nurse.  "I'm really sorry if it's still affecting
me."  Hermione snickered.  "And if I get the twins to help
me."  He looked around.  "Hermione...." 


"I'll
tell them, Harry.  They wanted to check on Ron anyway."  Ginny
got hauled in by her arm.  "Ginny?" she called. 


Ginny
broke free and came over.  "Ron, you're awake." 


"Yes
I am.  What're you doing in here?" 


"She
decided I'm the same sort of contagious." 


"For
being possessed?" Harry asked. 


"She
was not!" the teacher shouted. 


"The
curse breaker who removed it said she was!" he shouted back. 
"And if you yell at me again I'm going to start screaming from the
headache!"  She huffed and glared. 


"Your
wand's locked up," Ron said patiently, smirking at him.  "Ginny,
can I bum yours?"  She handed it over.  He tossed it to
Harry.  She fled. 


"Thank
you," Harry said with a smile, handing it back.  "How do we feel
about changing schools?" 


"Brilliant,
as long as they give us a good education, but you'd both die at Drumstrang the
same way you would if forced into Slytherin," Draco told him. 


"That
sucks," Ginny told him.  "But there's other schools.  Salem
might be nice." 


"There's
some beautiful ones in the Central or South Americas," Hermione said. 


"I
might like the heat in the jungle." 


"I. 
Would.  Die," Draco told him simply.  "I'm not very fond of
heat.  I'm a bit pale in case you had not noticed so I burn
severely." 


"They
make some wonderful sunscreens," Hermione told him with a smile. 
"They're supposed to be very rigid academically." 


"That
may be nice," Draco admitted.  "Since my *spouses* seem to never
do their homework themselves." 


Ginny
snickered.  "Ron's not the booknerd in the family.  That was
Percy."  She grinned.  "Maybe we should join him in so you
can have a fellow studier?" 


"I'd
kill you," Ron told her simply.  "Because the book said that
some day I'd want to shag one of them possibly.  There will be none of
that with any of our brothers, least of all Percy.  I doubt he'll ever
find *anyone*." 


"He
has a girlfriend," Ginny told him. 


"Gross,"
Ron muttered.  "Other homework?  Anything, 'Mione?" 


"Not
really.  A few new plants in herbology.  The new defense teacher that
thinks the books will get us past our practicals for our OWLs in a few
years."  She shrugged. 


"Bill
sent an owl.  He's narrowed it down to three choices.  Only one's in
England."  Ron grinned at that.  "They've talked and
decided a house elf that will tell every little thing you do will be fine as a
nanny during the summers."  She looked over as the headmaster walked
in with the new teacher.  "How did me being possessed by that journal
get to me being infected with something contagious since I haven't even
sniffled since then?" 


"She's
perfectly healthy," the mediwitch assured them all.  "After we
get the potion out of Mr. Potter's system, he'll be fine as well.  It may
well help his temper calm down as well."  She gave him a pointed
look. 


"I'd
like that," Harry agreed.  "Along with some more dinner if I
can?" he begged. 


"Of
course.  The potion is throwing your body out of order."  She
got a house elf to do that for him.  "There, Mr. Potter.  Then
take another rest." 


"Gladly. 
Thank you, Madam Pomfrey." 


"You're
welcome.  I do not like such disruptions in my infirmary."  She
glared at the new teacher.  She looked at the headmaster.  "Have
we found who dosed him yet?" 


"I
do not know.  It looks like a student was doing so and botched it,"
he said. 


"Hmm. 
Severus said it was a known variation."  He pressed his lips
together.  "I do not know if there's a copy in our library or
not." 


"I'll
check with Madam Pince.  When can Mr. Potter be released?" 


"When
he's fully clear of the potion and the detoxing one we had to administer to
keep his magic inside him and under his control." 


"Can
we tell how long it was in him?" Hermione asked, turning to look at
her.  "That potion could be responsible for the loss of control that
caused the shield during his panic attack, correct?" 


"It
could have caused the panic attack itself," she assured her with a
smile.  "Very good theorizing.  All I know is that it was at
least a few days old when he vomited up the newest dose because he was allergic
to it."  She nodded at that.  She scanned Ginny Weasley. 
"You read as perfectly healthy so visit with your brother before you have
curfew, Miss Weasley.  Should I guard my cabinets from the twins'
pranks?" 


"Probably,"
she agreed with a smile.  "Possibly Percy as well." 


"He
never causes me any problems."  She went back to her desk, giving the
headmaster a dirty look. 


"I
still say she was not possessed." 


"That's
funny, the Ministry did," Ron told her.  "Bill handed it to
them.  There's a report because someone came to get her to sign
it."  He looked at his sister, who only grinned and patted him before
skipping off to get his brothers.  He was only a second year.  He
wanted backup.  His brothers liked to beat things into a bloody
mess.  Percy not so much but the twins were beaters.  "Hermione,
any idea what's coming up for tests?" 


"Herbology
in two weeks.  Your redo in Potions next week sometime. 
Transfiguration probably at the end of this month," she said, checking her
schedule.  "I'm thinking we have an astronomy test sometime within a
month, and then we have to pick electives soon."  She smiled at him.
"So probably a few more papers in those before the tests." 


"Great,"
he sighed.  "Harry, catch that?"  Harry grunted, chewing
his current bite of dinner.  He smiled at Hermione.  "They only
gave him a little at dinner in case he puked again." 


"That's
reasonable," she said, settling into her seat as the twins came in. 
"Contrary to belief they are not contagious and neither is Ginny." 


"Dad's
already here," one of the twins said. 


"Thankfully
Mum's already in bed," the other quipped.  The headmaster left. 


"As
well as...." 


"Bill,"
they finished.  "With reports." 


Harry
beamed at him.  "New defense teacher?" 


"Dearly,"
Percy said as he walked in.  "Ron, are you well?" 


"I'm
fine.  They're leaching the potion out of Harry." 


"Excellent
news."  He nodded politely at Hermione, Harry, and Draco then looked
at his brother.  "Father will be up soon with Bill." 


"Brilliant,"
he said with a grin. 


"Hopefully,"
Draco agreed.  "Think he can get her to go away?" 


"Can
we make her run...." 


"Screaming
into the forest?" the twins asked. 


"Please,"
Harry asked with a cheesy grin. 


They
smirked back at him.  "Our most beloved seeker..." 


"Seeks
a boon," the twins said, looking at each other. 


"Interesting,"
they said in unison. 


"Don't
you dare," Bill said as he walked in.  "She's being
recalled."  They all cheered.  "We have a lot of evidence
she's confused."  He sat on the end of Harry's bed, looking at
him.  "Would you rather be in country or out?" 


"Out,"
the three boys said. 


"Granted." 
Bill handed Harry the list.  "Belize."  They all beamed at
him.  "With a lot of sunscreen for Draco's paleness," he said,
looking at him.  "That way you won't burn to death.  You'll be
outside a mixed magical town.  There will be a very nosy house elf who
will tell us every little thing you did.  She'll be reporting to mum about
food, she'll be telling Lucius about your practicing, which you can do
there.  There's no underage magical statues there."  They all
nodded at that.  "The local school is over three hundred miles
away.  We'll be telling them about you three being down there in case you
get picked up while practicing or something happens.  That's Dad's
job."  Arthur nodded at that with a smile.  "Narcissa was
not happy to have you so far away, Draco, but she said it'd hopefully be a good
learning vacation for you and she'd send down an extra elf to cook." 
He looked at the other two.  "It's a Potter property.  It's
fully warded and no one can find it now.  I'm the secret keeper and I've
put it behind extra wards."  He smirked.  "It'll be fine."



"Thank
you, Bill," Harry said.  "Anything else I have to hear?" 


"Yes. 
The audit is done.  There's about a hundred thousand galleons
missing."  Draco gasped at that.  "We have no idea
where.  It's not in your trust vault."  He looked at him. 
"So we're looking at past withdrawals.  We'll see."  Harry nodded
at that.  "Other than that, things are settled."  He pulled
out a box, tossing it to Draco.  "External shields that will reject
any potion that's fed to him without his consent.  On any of
you."  He looked at Harry.  Who could only shrug. 
"Thankfully, we let Mum rant at home about that."  He patted him
on the foot.  "Dad, have it?" 


"Fully,
Bill.  Thank you." 


"It's
all fun," he said with a grin.  He stood up.  "Now, this is
giving me flashbacks to bad days of fighting in the halls so I'm going to report
back to work.  Harry, I'll see you before school ends."  He
left, heading to the bank to check in.  This was going to drive him nuts
but it wasn't the kids' doing.  He knew that.  Whoever was trying to
screw them up already, it was going to get them hurt.  He found a
screaming minister and looked at the goblin.  "They've picked
one." 


"Good. 
Which?" 


"The
Potter property." 


"Good
choice."  The goblin smirked.  "Any other news?" 


"The
potion is being leached out.  The new defense teacher is insane.  She
tried to claim that Ginny was infected with something instead of being
possessed." 


"That
makes no sense," the goblin said. 


"Or
that the trio was infected by the same thing.  She announced it to the
whole school that they were contagious.  That no one could visit. 
Madam P even tested and said they were just fine outside of that potion." 


"Who?"
the goblin asked. 


"I
don't know.  I don't play politics.  I like to destroy things that
get in my way."  He gave the goblin a happy look.  "So I'm
going to go back to doing my job destroying things.  I'll check on Harry
in a few months."  He walked around the minister.  "Pretty
night, Minister Fudge." 


"My
chosen defense teacher," he demanded in a squeaky voice. 


"Yes,
the one carrying all the cat fur on her sweater."  He waved as he
walked off.  "The headmaster has her in his office." 


"I'll
be going there in a minute," he said firmly, looking at the goblin. 
"What is this I hear about Potter being forced into a marriage?" 


"Mr.
Malfoy already pressed charges," Bill said before he disappeared. 


The
goblin nodded.  "He did indeed."  The minister huffed off
to bother him and the headmaster. 


***



Lucius
walked into the infirmary.  "I have not ever spent this much time in
this room, even when I was a student." 


"I
did not call," Draco said with a smile.  He accepted the wrapped
package.  "Thank Mother for me." 


"Of
course I will."  He looked at Potter.  "Did you call?"



"No. 
We didn't.  We had to fall asleep rather rapidly last night to get away from
a complaining minister that said you went behind his back and tried to cover up
this ridiculous scandal, and he seems to think I had something to do with it as
well.  It could've been him." 


"Perhaps. 
He told me the same thing and I blasted his ears for over an hour then gave him
to my loving wife."  Draco shuddered, sinking down in his bed. 
"She did make sure she couldn't get out of her chair," he assured his
son with a wicked look.  "It would be unseemly for a woman of her
position to teach him manners properly." 


Draco
smirked back.  "Wonderful of her, Father.   Is she
well?" 


"She's
in perfect health and her temper is being solved right now by lightening the
vault."  He sighed but looked at the boys.  "I was told I
was being summoned by one of you." 


"No,"
Ron said, shaking his head.  "We didn't unless Draco's emergency
beacon was set off somehow." 


"No,
though I do have to reset it."  He walked over to do that. 


"The
headmaster does not like them being on students," Madam Pomfrey said. 


"While
nice for the average student, my son is not average.  With being tied to
who he is, his life is in more danger.  Even if others don't have plans
for them now."  He looked at Harry, who shrugged and pointed at the
doorway.  Lucius looked.  "Headmaster." 


"Mr.
Malfoy, checking on your son?" 


"Yes. 
Resetting his emergency beacon.  Just in case someone else wants to try to
threaten Mr. Potter and therefore my son."  He patted his son on the
arm, getting a smile as his son ate a cookie.  "Things have been settled?"



"Yes. 
As of last night.  We like the idea, agree it'll be good, and I'll have
plenty of sunscreen I'm told." 


"Good. 
You're miserable when you're sunburned and whining."  He looked at
the headmaster again.  "Have you heard any more plots about the boys?"



"Not
yet.  Do we have anything on the Chamber, boys?  We found a petrified
person this morning." 


"It's
something that can live for a long time, a parseltongue can talk to it,"
Draco said. 


"It's
big," Ron added.  "We can hear it through the walls sometimes. 
We think it was probably newly hatched or about to hatch when put down
there." 


"If
we had any idea about where the entrance was it might help," Harry
added.  "I think Hermione had it narrowed down to about seven or ten
creatures, Headmaster." 


"The
petrification would lead to cut that down," Draco said thoughtfully. 
"Out of the possibles, it sounds like a basilisk." 


"It
would," Lucius agreed.  "Try not to get petrified, Draco." 


"I
have no intention of going anywhere near it and if my *husbands* do, I'll tie
them down."  He smiled at the boys. 


Harry
snorted.  "I'm hoping we don't have to kill it ourselves," Harry
told him. "It'd be nice." 


Ron
nodded quickly.  "Definitely!  I'd like not to end up in the
hospital at the end of this year." 


"Agreed,"
Draco said, eating another cookie.  Ron gave him a pitiful look. 
"We may unfortunately be married; it does not mean I'm sharing my
treats."  He finished it.  His father laughed. 
"Mother doesn't share with me.  I am a lot like my mother." 


"Hopefully
not with her temper easing trips," Lucius said dryly. 


"Not
while I'm stuck in Hogsmeade," he said dryly. "Perhaps when I'm older
and my marriage proves ...unfruitful." 


"There
is that adaptation," Madam Pomfrey said with a smile. 


"Adaptation?"
Lucius asked patiently.  He glared at his son. 


"Unfortunately
I've managed to grow some egg sacks," he said dryly.  "I'd
rather have them removed.  She won't." 


"It
could cause you irreparable harm," she said with a smile.  "Not
to mention them."  Draco growled but ate another cookie.  She
smiled at Lucius.  "So there may be no problem with that future
necessary heir." 


"That
would require us to shag," Ron said, giving her a look.  "So far
the compulsion isn't that good." 


"Not
until you're of age," Lucius ordered. 


"Not
a problem there," Ron said dryly.  "He's not exactly my
...configuration, sir." 


"Good
to know.  Mr. Potter?" 


"I
have no idea what girls are for anyway," he pointed out.  "How
would I know?" 


"We'll
talk of that sometime in the future before you get hurt fumbling around and
therefore render all three of you sterile."  He looked at the
headmaster.  "Is there any advancement on who dosed them?" 


"No. 
I fear we may not find them.  Though I did want to talk to you about the
punishment for this having happened." 


Lucius
sneered.  "You'd punish a child for being assaulted by a
teacher?  How very evil and unaware you are, Headmaster.  I'll bring
that to the board.  I'm sure they'll decide to settle the issue once and
for all." 


Dumbledore
nodded.  "That would be interesting to hear."  He looked at
the boys then the mediwitch.  "How soon can they go back to
class?  This is disrupting their educations." 


"They've
been studying," Draco assured him.  "I've made sure of
it."  He smirked.  "They've gotten their next few papers
done already and have studied for that Potions test."  Ron nodded,
grimacing.  Harry did the same.  He smiled at his father. 
"I've been very good at helping them but not being as bad as Miss Granger
is and not doing it for them." 


"That
is a good deed, my boy," Lucius said.  "Your spouses should have
excellent grades." 


"I
was hit first," Harry said.  "That makes him my husband. 
I'm not losing the Potter for Malfoy." 


"Me
either," Ron said. 


"That
is something that will be worked out later, boys," Lucius said with a smug
look. "For now, it is acceptable but you really should try.  That way
you have a future career and don't end up stuck in the house taking care of any
heirs.  Like your mother is, Mr. Weasley." 


"I
can change nappies," he said dryly, smirking at him.  "And I
have plenty of job prospects.  Even if he'd consider them beneath
him." 


"As
long as you're satisfied with such menial labor," Draco said dryly. 
"You could apply to the Ministry." 


"You
can't be as bad as some they've hired," Lucius agreed.  He looked at
the headmaster again.  "They have time to figure that out. 
Though even your parents would be appalled at your potions grade.  Mr.
Potter, yours as well.  Your mother was very good in there." 


"You
knew my parents?" he asked calmly. 


"Indeed." 
He smiled.  "Those twins make your father's group look like evil
overlords.  Your father in particular was not a gentle soul with his
pranks." 


"Is
that why Professor Snape doesn't like him?" Ron asked. 


"I
believe it is." 


Harry
sighed.  "Was he really that bad?" 


"He
was more uncautious about his pranks," Lucius said.  "He was
easily amused by mean pranks that made people cry." 


"My
mother?" 


"She
tried to calm him down a few times.  She was rarely successful until they
started to date.  Then she had the usual ways a winsome woman can turn a
man's mind to mush and other pursuits."  Draco giggled but the other
two looked confused.  "Someone will have that talk with you some
year.  Even if I must do it on my own or suggest it to my wife." 


Draco
cackled.  "Mum would beat you, Father." 


"Possibly." 
He looked at the mediwitch, who was blushing.  "Someone must tell
them.  Before they decide to create more heathens.  With the Potter
luck, those children would be stalked by veela or dragons to mate with
them.  Possibly unicorns."  Draco fell out of his bed he was
cackling so hard. 


Harry
grimaced.  "There's probably not going to be any little Potters for
years.  If ever.  Especially if any of this goes on for another
round." 


"It
should not," Lucius admitted dryly.  He helped his son back into the
bed.  "Rest, son."  He walked out, the headmaster having to
follow him. 


Harry
and Ron shared a look then they threw stuff at Draco, making him yelp and
duck.  They settled in to 'rest' and plot. 


Draco
looked at them.  "That is a weak plan." 


"It's
a preliminary," Ron said with a grin.  "We can make them more
firm later." 


"Have
the twins help," Harry added with a smile. 


"That
was a good idea," Ron agreed with a smirk.  "And Hermione."



"And
Hermione and Ginny," Harry agreed.  Ron cackled at that. 


"Rest
more, be evil later please," the nurse called.  "Before I'm
forced to sedate you all." 


"Yes,
ma'am," they said, settling back in to deal with homework things. 


***



Harry
finally got released and nearly ran back to their room.  Which was locked
against them.  They looked at each other and went to find a teacher. 
They found Professor Flitwick.  "Sir?" Harry asked. 


"Yes,
Mr. Potter, Weasley, and Malfoy." 


"Our
room, Professor?" Ron asked. 


"I
believe you were moved back to your dormitories." 


"What's
going to happen since we can't get more than fifteen feet apart yet?"
Draco asked. 


"I... 
Well I had no idea." 


"The
headmaster did," Harry said. 


"Oh,
dear.  Let me talk to the heads of your houses." 


"Sure."



"We'll
be in the Great Hall," Harry said. 


"That'd
be fine.  Oh, I did assign a paper for next week, boys." 


"We
heard from Hermione," Ron sighed.  The professor smiled at their
backs.  Then he called the two teachers to McGonagall's office.  He
walked in a minute later, staring at them.  "The trio has brought up
a point." 


"They
want security now?" Snape sneered. 


"They
got moved back to their houses," Flitwick said.  "They said
their tether is presently set at about fifteen feet?" 


"I
did not approve that," McGonagall said.  "Said who?" 


"That
is what I was told earlier," Flitwick said.  "As I told them
when they asked." 


Snape
sighed, looking at her.  "Can't we cast a good obliviate between
us?" he asked quietly. 


"No,
I fear not."  She checked the map monitor for her house.  Not
listed.  Nowhere.  "It appears they have no rooms. 
Anywhere.  The towers haven't let them back." 


Snape
went to get his, coming back with a sigh.  "Their things are still in
that room but it's locked by the Headmaster," he said.  "Mr.
Malfoy was not moved back to Slytherin either." 


"Then
should I go break the lock?" Flitwick asked. 


"Yes,"
McGonagall said.  "While we go talk to them." 


"I
can do so."  He went to get the boys.  "I was
incorrect."  They followed him up and he unlocked their room for
them.  "There we go." 


"Thank
you, Professor," Malfoy said.  They went in to lay down.  Ron
was searching his things.  "Problems?" Draco asked when he felt
the frustration. 


"My
locking box isn't here."  He moved to Harry's dresser. 
"It's here.  Harry, where's yours?" 


Harry
cast a tracking spell and it pointed at Draco's things. 
"Draco?" 


He
cast the same tracking spell.  Not there.  He got up to do it again. 
Not in the room.  They followed him out and his tracking spell.  It
took them to the headmaster's office.  Draco knocked then walked in, the
other two behind him.  He summoned his box.  "Thank you,
Headmaster." 


"Do
you need something like that?" he demanded dryly. 


"Yes. 
It has some of the family spellbooks in it."  He walked out with it
under his arm.  "Good night, Professors." 


"Good
night," Harry said.  Ron just waved since he was yawning. 


"Where
are they going?" Dumbledore asked. 


"Since
they can't get more than fifteen feet apart at the moment, they're going to
their room," Flitwick said dryly.  "Unless you wanted Mr. Potter
in Slytherin or Mr. Malfoy in Gryffindor?" 


"No,
I don't believe those are good options," Snape said.  "Mr.
Weasley might be attacked for his relentless viewpoints on us being
evil."  He walked off.  "We'll be working on that tether
issue quite soon." 


McGonagall
nodded.  "Definitely.  That way things get a bit
easier."  She walked off shaking her head. 


Dumbledore
scowled.  Things were not going his way at the moment and he did not like
this feeling he was getting.  His plan for the future was not looking
good. 


***



Harry
frowned, hearing the hissing again.  He glared at the wall, following
it.  Which meant Ron and Draco had to quit studying and followed him
too.  He snuck around the school, running into the lower levels.  He
frowned, looking around as it disappeared.  "We have a dip behind the
wall."  He tracked it on.  He sighed.  "Moaning
Mrytle."  He walked into that bathroom.  "Mrytle?" he
called.  She floated out of her toilet stall.  "Mrytle, I keep
hearing a big, hissing thing.  Have you seen it?" 


"No. 
I haven't seen anything since the big, yellow eyes that stunned me." 


Draco
stiffened, staring at her.  "How did you die, Myrtle?" 


"You're
an icky boy," she sneered. 


"If
we can find this creature, no one else has to get hurt," Ron said
quietly.  "We want to make sure no one else gets hurt like you
did." 


She
looked at them then at Harry.  "I was paralyzed.  I looked into
the yellow eyes and I was gone.  Why is it important?" 


"I
think the hissing is the same thing," Harry said.  "Do you know
if there's a way into the Chamber of Secrets?" 


"No." 
She beamed.  "You might ask that icky Baron.  He might
know." 


"Thank
you, Myrtle."  They headed off, Draco heading to Slytherin
territory.  "Baron?" Draco called once he got near the
door.  The ghost came floating out of the house to sneer at him. 
"May we ask you a question?" he asked politely. 


"You
may try, I may ignore you," he said dryly. 


"Do
you know where the entrance to the Chamber is?" Draco asked. 


The
Baron looked at them.  "Why would I tell you?" 


"So
no more students have to get petrified," Harry asked.  "I've
been hearing it saying it was free.  Is it a basilisk?" 


"Yes,
it is."  He stared at him.  "You can speak to
it?"  Harry nodded.  "Who are you?" 


"Harry
Potter, sir.  Unfortunate mate to Draco." 


"I
heard about that."  He smirked at Malfoy.  "You need to
learn how to calm and soothe a mate, boy." 


"We're
too young for that," he admitted dryly.  He smirked back.  The
Baron glared.  "Some day but we are only second years." 


"What
can second years do against such a noble creature?" 


"We
can get people down there to handle it," Harry said.  "I don't
want to handle it." 


"That
means you're wiser than Severus believes."  He looked at him. 
"The entrance is in that irritating girl chit's bathroom."  He
disappeared. 


They
jogged back to the bathroom.  "Mrytle, the entry's in here," Ron
called.  "Any idea?" 


She
came out with a splash from the toilet, looking at him.  "I was in
there when I died.  I didn't see where it came from."  She
sniffled.  "I didn't want to die!" she wailed. 


"No
one wanted you to die, Myrtle," Harry said.  She sniffled, staring at
him.  "I'm sure many people missed you afterward."  She
smiled at him and disappeared back into her toilet. 


"Say
something in snake," Draco said.  "Try 'open' or
something." 


Harry
nodded.  "Open," he called in a hiss.  A sink did. 
"Wicked." 


"Very,"
Ron said, staring.  "Professor!" he called.  Snape came
jogging in.  "The Chamber.  It's a basilisk." 


"It's
open, sir.  Let us know if you wanted me to close it."  They
fled. 


Snape
glared at their backs.  "Cowards." 


"Not
hardly," Draco called.  "It's called having sense. 
Thankfully they can suck off mine." 


Snape
sneered, calling the Headmaster down.  He brought a sword.  "The
boys found the opening." 


"That's
marvelous."  They went down to deal with the creature.  Snape
was staring around.  "We really need someone who is better equipped
to handle this." 


Snape
sighed and took his wand out.  "We're wizards,
Dumbeldore."  He walked off.  He heard a slither and glanced at
the shadows on the ground.  He saw it moving closer and it hissed at
him.  He cast a cutting hex at it, making it move.  He ducked a
strike and Dumbledore cast a hex at it.  Fawkes the phoenix showed up to
help them, going for the giant snake's eyes.  Snape hexed the thing again. 
A fire hex.  Nothing.  They cast at the same time. 
Nothing.  Snape pulled out a heavier hex and cut the head off.  It
flopped down and twitched.  Snape panted, looking at the headmaster. 
"How many more might there be?" 


"I
have no idea."  He straightened up, looking at his
phoenix.   "Are you all right, Fawkes?"  She cooed at
them.  He saw his potions master's covetous look.   "I
don't care what you do with it, Severus.  How did we find it?" 


"The
Potter boy opened it."  He weathered the disgusted look.  "I
need to gather some of my advanced students."  He found a portrait
and got one of the figures in it to go to Slytherin.  They came down with
collection kits and extra jars.  They would be mining parts and venom for
weeks to come. 


Dumbledore
shuddered and left. 


Myrtle
floated out to look at the headmaster.  "Did the icky boys help you
get the mean creature that killed me?" 


"Yes
they did," he promised with a smile.  She was one of the more
volatile ghosts in the castle.  "The basilisk is dead." 
She squealed and dived into her toilet, splashing him with water.  He
wiped himself off as he went back to his office.  He would ask later how
the Potter boy had opened the portal.  When all the teachers couldn't, how
had a student? 


***



Snape
looked at his pain in the ass students.  "Mr. Potter, thank you for
that revealing help last night," he hissed, standing in front of their
table.  "It was most fruitful and led to many hours of necessary
collections." 


"I'm
glad it's not roaming around petrifying people," Harry said quietly. 


"You're
mixing backwards?" 


Ron
looked at his then at him.  "We are?" 


Draco
looked and nodded.  "Yes.  It should be a different
color."  The boy sighed and tried again.  Draco helped this
time.  They really were pitiful in this class.  Snape walked off
smirking in pleasure. 


"I'm
never going to get this," Ron sighed, putting down his knife. 


"You
still have to pass it anyway," Draco said.  He showed him, again,
what he should be doing.  Ron was getting frustrated though so he left him
alone to fail if he was going to. 


Harry
looked at Ron.  "We can't be great at everything, Ron.  We're
good in other areas." 


Ron
nodded.  "We are."  They did as good as they could but it
was still mostly wrong from comparing theirs to Draco's.  Ron and Harry
shared a look at his smug look.  They shook their heads and handed it in
before going to their next class.  Transfiguration, and they were still
struggling in here too.  "Maybe our brains don't work right,"
Ron muttered when he still couldn't get it. 


"Yours
may be because of your wand," Draco said quietly.  "It wasn't
fit to you so it won't work as well."  Ron looked at him.  Draco
nodded.  "Honestly." 


Ron
huffed.  "It's not my fault." 


"We
know," Harry assured him.  Ron relaxed again.  "We'll
figure it out, like always."  Hermione turned to look at them and
instructed them quietly.   They followed along and it was easier than
the teacher's version. 


Draco
sighed, looking at them, showing them how to do it again.  Ron got it and
beamed at them.  Harry still wasn't.  Harry was staring out into
space.  Draco mentally nudged him.  Harry blinked and looked at him,
turning pale.  "Go vomit outside," he said quietly.  Harry
ran for it.   They had to follow and Hermione followed them. 
Draco looked at Ron.  "If they dosed him again, I'm going to
eviscerate." 


"You
think we'd get away with it?" Ron asked.  "Because I don't want
another bout of detoxing." 


"Honestly!"
Hermione complained.  "Of course they didn't!  Everyone knows
he's allergic."  She got the nurse for him.  She shooed her back
to class, making her pout, but she could tell the professor.  She'd
hopefully stop whoever had done it this time. 


***



Madam
Pomfrey walked up to the table, looking at Professor Snape.  "Did you
try to read Mr. Potter's mind earlier?" 


"No."



"Someone
using a legimens spell tried to get into his mind and it went back to the
stunned state to protect itself.  You need to work on his shields
again."  She went to her seat so she could eat dinner. 


"I
shall," he decided.  He sipped his water and finished up, going up to
the infirmary.  "Boys." 


"Not
our fault," Ron and Draco said in unison then glared at each other. 


"Enough,"
Snape ordered.  He looked at the third boy.  "Mr. Potter, who
was trying to get into your mind this time?" 


Harry
shuddered.  "No idea.  It didn't feel like a threat but I don't
know.  It didn't feel emotional or anything like angry.  All I knew
was a throbbing headache." 


"You
need to work more seriously on your shielding, Mr. Potter.  That way no
one could get into your mind."  He stared the boy down, casting the
spell himself.  He grimaced and canceled it, looking at him. 
"I'll talk with him myself." 


"If
it's the headmaster again, can you let my Mum yell?" Ron asked with a
grin.  "Her letter this morning complained that she hasn't gotten
to.  Dad's been keeping her at home." 


"I
may be able to do such to assault our eardrums once I'm safely out of hearing
distance," he said sourly, giving the boy a dirty look.  He got grinned
back at.  He walked off shaking his head. 


"Next
time, tell the nurse that you get goofy on calming potions," Draco
sighed.  Ron cackled.  "Add demented as well if you wouldn't
mind."  He got back to his studying.  Something really had to be
done.  Even if he had to forcibly put a shield around Potter
himself.  It'd save all their sanity so he might just have to do
that.  He checked, his external shield was on.  Ron's was on. 
Harry's....  "Madame, where is his shielding necklace?" he asked
the nurse.  She got it and had Harry put it on.  Draco sighed and
smiled.  "Thank you.  Much less mental swearing so I can study
now."  He went back to it. 


Ron
glared at him.  "Why do I have to listen to you going over
theory?" he complained. 


"Because
you're not studying."  He turned the page.  Hermione walked in
looking pissed.  "Bad dinner?" he asked dryly. 


"No." 
She looked at Ron and Harry.  "What, exactly, are we going to do
about this situation?" she demanded. 


"What
situation?" Ron asked. 


"This...
bond," she sneered, waving a hand. 


Ron
and Harry stared at her.  Draco let the higher power deal with it. 
"She had gotten to acceptance the first day," he told the
nurse.  She checked the girl and called someone to come help her with the
memory charms.  Draco shook his head.  He'd hate to be whoever had
done that.  Especially if her parents were as loud as Weasley's.  He
closed the curtains slightly when Molly Weasley came stomping in. 


"Ronald,"
she said firmly. 


"Someone
tried to get into Harry's mind, Mum, and it knocked him sick again." 


She
pursed her lips.  "Who would do such a thing?" 


"We
don't know, but Snape might," Harry offered.  "I'm better,
they're just being cautious since I threw up earlier." 


She
hummed and came over to check him over.  "Poppy!" she
called.  She came hurrying over.  She did the charm again, showing
her.  She growled and did the more advanced version, which showed nothing
was wrong.  The simpler one showed more.  "Who?" 


"I
have no earthly idea," she admitted.  "Though I have been wondering
why Mr. Malfoy was so courteous." 


Draco
smirked at her.  "Upon my marriage, with me being the last heir, all
the family is now mine."  He went back to his reading.  "At
least until I have an adult child that is married off." 


"We
don't have a problem like that, right?" Ron asked his mother. 


"No,
we don't," she admitted.  "It was probably so the prior heads of
the family wouldn't take out any heirs." 


Draco
snorted.  "A few might have but it was more to protect it if the heir
was female."  He smirked evilly at her.  "You know how
little the law likes strong females." 


"Yes,
I'm well aware fo that problem," she agreed.  She grimaced at the
nurse, who went to get something and make Harry take it.  Ron and Draco
both looked disgusted so she got them water.  Harry couldn't drink any for
a few hours but they could since it wouldn't do more than pass the taste
across. 


"Can't
I even have a piece of candy?" Harry complained, trying to get the taste
out of his mouth. 


"Not
for thirty minutes or you'll have to take it again," she said cheerfully,
going to make that note in her file on the trio. 


Molly
sat between her boys and calmed herself as she made sure her youngest son was
still all right.  Because he hadn't even written her back yet. 


***



The
time came for school to end and the boys were still trying to fight
things.  Everyone was certain that one of the trio wasn't going to be
coming back from their summer vacations but the betting had it being Ron for
some reason.  The trio had decided to be disgruntled in public, since they
each had their reasons for wanting to get out of England for the summer. 
They were on the train back and Hermione was going over the different types of
sunscreens available for Draco, who was severely disgruntled that he couldn't
just take a sunscreen potion and be done with it.  He was a wizard! 
Why did he have to use a muggle one. 


Ron
looked at him.  "She has a point.  The muggle ones protect
better and keep you from getting as dark too.  Plus they make some that're
stronger than the potion.  Mum uses one when she's gardening." 


Draco
grimaced.  "But we're wizards." 


"Then
strengthen one this summer," Hermione said cheerfully.  She loved to
tweak Draco on muggle things that were better.  "If you use the SPF
50 you'll definitely not burn and it comes in formulas so you can't sweat it
off." 


Draco
shook his head.  "I'll barely consider that option later." 


"Fine. 
I'll send some down in a few days."  She beamed at Harry and
Ron.  "Are you excited?" 


"Belize
is a pretty country according to the books you found us," Ron said to make
her happy.  He just wanted out of the house full of relatives.  Draco
wanted out of his house for the summer too, especially away from any fits his
mother might throw.  Harry was excited because it was his family's home
and he wanted to see it.  And hey, no being the house elf this time. 
Draco shot him a dirty look for that thought and he grinned back.  They
all smirked at Hermione, who huffed. 


"Everyone
hates it when you three talk silently." 


"Yay,"
Ron said sarcastically. 


"You're
picking up bad habits, Ron," she chided. 


He
stared at her.  "I got it from Bill," he complained. 
"He's enough bad influence!" 


She
rolled her eyes.  "If you say so." 


"This
means you can go spend time with Ginny this summer," Harry offered. 


"I
probably will if my parents don't have a long vacation from work
planned."  She smiled and they smirked back.  "We usually
spend a few weeks in Southern France on the beach and the like."  She
pushed her hair back. "I need to braid this mess."  Draco
swished his wand and did it for her.  "No underage magic," she
chided. 


He
snickered.  "Do you honestly think my wand has that stupid tracking
charm on it, Granger?" he asked dryly.  "My father would be
livid if I couldn't study."  She slumped.  "It's so people
like you don't expose magic mostly." 


"Whatever." 
She looked at Ron.  Who shrugged.  "Is yours?" 


"Dad
said it's on there and he'd be hellishly pissed if we broke the law and removed
it.  Since wands are able to be searched for no reason." 


Draco
shrugged.  "What'll they do?  Snap it?  I can pass my OWL's
in enough subjects already, Weasley.  Plus we're going to a place that has
no underage laws." 


"Then
maybe I'll learn some things this summer from the homework." 


"Doubt
it," Harry said dryly. 


Draco
nodded.  "They're mostly to keep you thinking and from losing
everything." 


"I
find some of them are mind-engaging if you dig into the topic, and the teachers
looked impressed when I gave over last summer's homework." 


"Yes,
we heard Professor Snape had to take four days to grade yours," Draco said
dryly.  "That's why your class lost close to a hundred points that
first day back."  She slumped.  "Keep it at a reasonable
level, Granger.  You don't have to know *everything* yet."  She
glared but he shrugged.  "It's the truth."  She huffed and
left to find Neville and the other Gryffs.  Ron and Harry stared at
him.  "Honestly, he did swear." 


"Her
one for Flitwick was longer," Harry admitted.  "She was
proofreading it on the way up.  It was three scrolls."  Draco
shuddered.  "Transfiguration was two and a half feet longer than the
requested length." 


"Snape
made a firm length request this time," Draco reminded them. 
"I'd do that length exactly."  They both nodded they had heard
that.  "Did you get an extra one from him?  I got one on local
flora and fauna that may be useable in a potion." 


"He
knows we don't know potions or plants," Ron pointed out.  "Why
would he?  Maybe Neville, he likes plants." 


"If
I find some fantastic plants, I'm sending him some cuttings," Harry told
him. 


"Brilliant
and I'm sure he'd love them," Ron agreed cheerfully.  "Hermione
might too." 


"Maybe. 
Especially if they're flowers.  Girls seem to like flowers for some
reason." 


"Most
do," Draco agreed.  "I'll send some to my mother if we find
any."  They settled in to read or think, whichever was their way of
doing things on long trips.  Ron eventually gave up and napped. 
Draco slid into one himself after an hour.  Harry smirked but shook his
head, staring out the window at the passing countryside.  He hoped the
Headmaster had sent on the letter he had promised to send off.  If not,
Harry had sent his own secretly with a school owl to one of the house's
muggleborn's mothers so she could post it for him.  Including money for
the stamp.  That way no one would yell or be making a scene at the train
station.  He hoped.  Then again, Lucius was showing up to make sure
they got off all right.  It was strange to think that he could rely on
Lucius Malfoy for anything beyond trouble but apparently he wasn't so bad when
it endangered Draco. 


***



Harry
walked off the train and grabbed a trolley for his bag and owl, letting Ron put
his on there as well.  Molly was sniffling and giving him pitiful looks so
he went to get a hug.  She hugged Harry and Draco too, who looked startled
but she had accepted he was an in-law, finally.  Harry followed Draco to
Lucius, who was letting his son hide from more hugging with a fondly tolerant
smirk for his boy.  "Mr. Malfoy, are we leaving from here?" 


"No,
from the bank," he admitted.  "I'm to take you
there."  They all nodded.  Ron jogged over to get away from
Molly's fussing and almost sobbing.  "Are we ready?" 


"Yes,
Father," Draco said, checking their things.  They followed him
out.  Draco spotted the muggle first.  "Potter, you sent that
letter, right?" 


"Yes,
and the headmaster supposedly sent one as well," Harry said, pausing by
his aunt.  "Aunt Petunia, didn't you get the letter?" 


"You're
gay?" she hissed, looking disgusted. 


"No,
a teacher forced us," he corrected.  She held up the letter that was
clearly from Dumbledore.  He shook his head when he read it. 
"No.  The teacher put them on us against our will."  He
pointed.  "This is Mr. Malfoy, his son's also affected, and you've
met Ron," he said with a slight point at him. 


She
sneered at Malfoy, who sneered back.  "The boys had no say and we
have been trying to break this horrible fate.  After all, they are not the
spouses I would want for my only heir.  Especially not your nephew with
having been raised in your world."  She backed down at that. 
"At least there will be proper heirs from them some year.  They have
agreed to let my son have the one he needs for the family's titles." 


"You're
titled?" she demanded. 


"Yes,
we are," he said smugly with an evil look over her clothes. 
"Thankfully Mr. Potter comes from a good enough family, even if it isn't
purebred on his mother's side, and Mr. Weasley is purebred but not from a good
enough family." 


"Oi,"
Ron complained. 


"Hush,"
Draco said, giving him a pointed look. 


Harry
grimaced at him.  "My father pranked you too, didn't he?" he
asked dryly. 


Lucius
smirked at him.  "You have very little fear left in you, Mr.
Potter.  We'll have to fix that." 


"Sure,
keep the Dark Lord away and I'll be happy and normal." 


Lucius
snorted.  "The Dark Lord gets what he wants, though he's not here
presently."  He looked at Petunia, who looked pale. 
"Thankfully those blood wards protected you when he was
younger."  She fled.  He sniffed.  "Weak willed. 
Her husband must have no strength." 


"He's
hugely fat," Draco told him.  "And stupid.  I've seen him
from Harry's memories." 


Harry
gave him a dirty look.  "He's biased, not stupid.  Like those
racists you see sometimes in the news for torture and things."  He
gave Lucius a pointed look at that. 


Lucius
gave him an evil look back.  "The wizarding world is much
better.  We've mostly dealt with those." 


"By
marking them," Ron said. 


Lucius
glared.  "I would be civil, Mr. Weasley." 


"I
am being civil, Mr. Malfoy.  No one I personally know has a mark that I've
seen." 


Lucius
smirked at him.  "You two really are catty and evil at times. 
Do not teach my son such things."  He walked off, expecting them to
follow.  They did but were shaking their heads.  It was good the
Potter boy could stand up for himself.  That Weasley was a rabid supporter
was nice he supposed but he would not let them attack him again.  At least
not publically.  That was very rude of the boy.  They ran into the
aunt and the uncle as well outside.  Clearly his son had learned
understatement somewhere. 


Harry
walked up to them.  "What I wrote is what happened.  The
headmaster has decided to blame me for not being able to beat a teacher off
assaulting me."  His uncle went puce in the face.  "Since
we can't be that far apart, we're going to a family home.  That way no one
has to worry."  He stared at them.  "The blood wards should
hold.  There shouldn't be a need to worry anyway but they should hold. 
Have a nice summer."  He walked off to the waiting car.  Lucius
was staring at him.  Behind him, his uncle exploded.  Harry didn't
look back, just got into the car.  Ron gave him a shoulder-nudge. 
"I can't believe the Headmaster told them I did this on purpose." 


"I
can," Draco admitted.  "He thinks it's some grand plot to get
your own way about things." 


Harry
looked at him.  "If it was about that, I'd have moved." 
Ron grinned at him for that.  Lucius got in after saying a quiet word to
his huffy uncle, which had pissed him off more.  Lucius closed the door
and they took off.  "Do you have any idea why he thinks we did this
to ourselves?" 


"No,
I do not," he admitted.  "Mr. Weasley, that was rude." 


Ron
looked at him.  "I did cover for anyone who might have one around
us." 


"Yes,
that saved you from being cursed."  Ron nodded his apology. 
"Thank you.  Mr. Potter, you did try but I have no idea how your
mother came from the same stock as that...woman." 


Harry
smirked.  "Me either half the time.  Thankfully I don't have her
neck."  Draco burst out laughing.  "Honestly!" 


"You
do look quite a bit like your father," Lucius agreed. 
"Thankfully."  Harry smirked at that.  "Did your
father ever meet them?" 


"You
ask like anyone's told me anything about my parents," Harry said
quietly.  "They told me for years that they had died in a car
crash." 


Lucius
shuddered.  "No.  That was not what happened."  He
grimaced.  "Albus really must be straightened out." 


"If
I had been forced to go with them, they probably would've killed me,"
Harry said quietly.  "They really don't like gay people." 


"Happy
people?" Ron asked, looking confused. 


"In
the modern term, gay people are those who fancy their own kind," Harry told
him.  "Ponces, fancy men...." 


"Oh,
them.  Eeh.  Not much I understand about that myself." 


"Hopefully
you'll learn to enjoy your marriage bed when you're of age," Lucius said
dryly, making Ron blush.  "Then you'll understand it quite
well." 


"Eurgh,"
Ron complained.  "It's not like that.  It's not like I *chose*
to get married to your son." 


Draco
looked at him.  "What's wrong with me?" 


"You're
a prat," Ron said firmly.  "I don't want to shag you, ever, no
matter what that spells want us to do.  Not unless you suddenly grow
breasts." 


"There
are potions to do that," Lucius said dryly.  "But it would be
applicable in both directions if that should happen." 


"And
anything you give to one of us, goes to the others," Harry reminded
him.  "I will kill you both if you give me breasts."  They
shuddered and nodded.  Lucius burst out laughing.  "I
will." 


"I'm
sure you would, Mr. Potter." 


"You
sound like Professor Snape," Harry told him.  "Please
don't.  He gives me headaches." 


"You
need to work on your shields this summer," Lucius said.  "I've
sent books down on the subject and a few more for your education, Draco. 
Plus the last few summers' worth for theirs."  Draco nodded. 
Ron sulked.   "I know your parents would like your grades to
improve, Mr. Weasley." 


"Mum
didn't say anything." 


"She
did to me."  Ron slumped farther.  They pulled up in front of
the Leaky Cauldron and got out, letting the driver get the bags/owls/Draco's
second bag that Lucius had brought for him.  They went to straight though
to the bank.  Bill and a few goblins were waiting.  "Are things
set up?" 


"They're
just fine," Bill assured him with a smile.  "Harry, Ron, do you
two need to do a bit of shopping?" 


"Do
not," Lucius warned his son.  "I did some for you with your
mother." 


"Thank
you, Father," Draco said meekly. 


"We're
by a town, right?" Harry asked.  Bill and Lucius both nodded. 
"Will we get to explore there?" 


"It's
a mixed town," Bill admitted.  Lucius nodded it was fine with
him.  "I don't see as that'd be a problem." 


"Then
I still have some of the last I took out," Harry offered. 


"You
have a monthly allowance.  Have you not been getting it, Mr. Potter?"
the goblin beside Bill asked. 


"No,
sir." 


"He
hasn't gotten anything from anyone really," Ron admitted.  "I
didn't get a letter from you either, Bill, if you sent one." 


"I've
sent four or five.  I was wondering why I hadn't heard anything from you
three."  He smirked.  "We'll figure that out.  When I
find the allowance, I'll send it to you, Harry." 


"Um,
Hogsmede papers?" Draco asked.  "If they can't go, I can't for
obvious reasons." 


"Signed,"
Bill assured him.  "I am Harry's legal guardian.  Even
Dumbledore can't protest that."  He patted the boys on the
head.  "Let's get you sent on.  That rabid little house elf is
down there too, Harry.  I couldn't stop him."  Harry grinned, he
liked Dobby.  Now. 


"The
guardian house elf is named Terra.  The cooking and cleaning elf is named
Dipsy," Lucius told them. 


"Dipsy
makes good cookies," Draco said, sounding pleased. 


They
nodded and sent the boys off.  They landed in a heap a bit later and Harry
hopped up, looking around.  "Let's rest," Draco said. 
"We have time to explore." 


"This
is my family's home, Draco.  Maybe they left pictures or
something."  Ron sighed but got up.  Harry gave them pitiful
looks.  "I just want to see what's here." 


"Dobby?"
Draco called.  He popped in, giving him a cautious look.  "Did
Harry's relatives leave anything like pictures?" 


"Yes,
whole wall of pictures, Draco sir," he said, looking at Harry. 
"Harry Potter wants to meet paintings?" 


"Please,"
he said quietly.  The other two followed.  Harry found them all
staring at him.  "Um, hi." 


"Young
man," one woman said.  "You clearly look like my grandson."



"I'm
James' son, ma'am."  He stepped closer.  "Did you know my
Dad?" 


She
smirked.  "Quite well for a few years of his youth.  I'm his
great-grandmother." 


Harry
smiled.  "Nice to meet you." 


She
stared at him.  "Something is around you." 


"The
bonding someone did to us or some other spell?" Ron complained. 


"Not
a bonding, though you are young," she chided. 


"Not
our doing," all three said together. 


An
older man gasped.  "I've seen that sort of bond!"  He moved
closer to the front of his painting.  "Those bracelets?" 


"A
teacher did it," Ron said with a small shrug.  "We're
second-years." 


"Clearly. 
Though our relative needs to eat more." 


"Blame
his muggle aunt," Ron snorted. 


"Muggle?"
Harry's great-great-grandmother demanded. 


"Lily,
my mum, was muggle born," Harry said quietly.  "They died thanks
to Voldemort.  So I lived with her sister's family." 


They
all stared at him.  "If I see that boy, I'm going to paddle
him," another painting sniffed.  "We do not...." 


Harry
growled.  "Do not insult my mother."  They backed off at
that. 


"Well,
he has the Potter temper," the great-great-grandmother said dryly, smiling
at him.  "Good."  She smirked.  "Introduce us to
your husbands, boy." 


"Please
use my name," Harry said quietly.  He nodded them closer. 
"This is Ron Weasley and Draco Malfoy." 


They
all stared at Draco.  "Is your family in agreement?" 


"Is
there a way to break it?" he asked back. 


"Well,
no," the grande dame of the wall said.  "There's no way to break
this bond in the least.  Only lengthen it."  She looked at
Ron.  "I know of your family, young man."  Ron
nodded.  "Good bloodlines and easy breeders.  When the
adaptations hit, it'll be easier." 


"Draco
got the adaptations, not me," Ron said with a grin.  "I got
added in last and a bit later." 


They
all stared at Draco again.  "We have agreed I can have the Malfoy
heir when I'm of age," he assured them.  "My...spouses won't
mind in the least."  They all smirked at him, shaking their heads. 


"No,"
the old man said.  "That would not work for this family's heir."



"Potter
may do the same thing," Draco assured him.  "Mine would be for
the Malfoy heir.  My father and mother agreed it was the only workable
solution since I don't fancy blokes rubbing on me and things." 


Harry
blushed.  "Draco!" he hissed. 


"Or
being pregnant." 


The
grande dame sighed.  "There is much you need to know about these
bonds, boys.  We will tell you what we know."  She looked at
Harry.  "You are the most unusual heir.  Which school are you
attending?" 


"Hogwarts. 
Like my parents." 


"Are
you a Slytherin like the last few who went there?" she asked. 


"No,
I'm a Gryff like my father and mother," Harry said.  "We're
Slytherins?" 


"We
have been traditionally," his great-great-grandmother said dryly. 
"I was, most of the ones before me were.  They tend to sort us there
due to the power we hold." 


"Well,
the hat thought about it but I was split and I went to Gryff because I begged
to be with my friend," Harry said, nodding at Ron.  They all stared
at him.  "What?" he asked, starting to feel panic.  Apparently
his family hated him. 


"They
do not hate you!" Draco said firmly.  "Quit that!" 


Ron
patted Harry on the back.  "They're getting used to you,
Harry."  He looked at the paintings.  "That thing floating
around him, could it be where Draco's father had the link severed that came
from He-Who-Shouldn't-Be-Named trying to kill him and failing?" 


"Riddle
did *what* to my family?" a shrill woman up the hallway demanded. 
She stormed up, you could see the other paintings moving out of the way. 
"Which one are you?" she demanded. 


"Harry,
James' son with Lily." 


"Did
he have more?" 


"It
seems most of you didn't know my mum," he said quietly. 


"I
met her a few times, though she wouldn't know I was one of us."  She
stared at him.  "You look like your father but you have your mother's
eyes."  She grimaced.  "He did what?" 


"Killed
my parents and tried to kill me but somehow it rebounded," Harry said
quietly, feeling uncomfortable again.  "Then the Headmaster sent me
to live with Aunt Petunia." 


"What
about your godparents?  That's what they're there for," she demanded.



"I
just found out after we got bonded I *have* godparents, ma'am.  Which one
are you?" 


"I'm
your Great-Aunt, Harry.  I'm James's father's sister Eleanor." 
He nodded at that. She grimaced.  "What link?"  Harry
lifted his hair to show the scar.  "Why was that not removed when you
were younger?" 


"Aunt
Petunia and her husband loathe magic and told me my parents died in a car
crash.  I found out about all this stuff when I got my school
letter." 


She
'humph'ed.  "When I see that Headmaster...." 


"He
does not know where we are, ma'am," Draco said quickly. 
"Because he keeps blaming this being done on us.  Told his aunt that
we chose to do this." 


She
looked at him.  "I don't think your family is usually that
stupid.  It's politics, boy." 


"We're
well aware of that, ma'am, but it's now the Headmaster against our
parents," Ron told her.  He gave Harry's shoulder a squeeze. 
"Apparently this messed up more than Draco's future spouse plans." 


She
smirked.  "You think he has *plans*?"  Harry nodded. 
"We're sure?"  They all nodded.  "Why would you be
sure?" 


"Because
in hind-sight some things seem a bit fishy," Ron said.  "Like
letting three first years fight the Dark Lord when he showed up at the school
and telling us that the splitting headache in his curse scar was nothing."



She
gasped.  "It was linked?" she demanded. 


"My
father had it broken," Draco told her.  "First thing after the
bonding." 


"Good!" 
She stared at the boy.  "If I was alive, I'd have fixed all that
thestral manure within days, boy." 


"Please
use my name?" he begged, staring at her. 


She
stared at him.  "Why?" 


"Because
I hate being called 'boy' like I'm a house elf," he snarled. 


"Hmm. 
Petunia and I need to have a discussion.  Very well, Harry."  He
relaxed again.  "There is much you have to learn about the family,
boys and Harry."  Harry relaxed further.  "It is not all
pleasant." 


"Nothing
ever is.  I'm told my father was a blighter of pranking," Harry said
grimly. 


"Probably. 
A few of us were," she said dryly.  "Come, we'll go to the
library." 


"Harry
Potter and his boys must eat," Dobby interrupted.  "Just out of
school and off train.  Princess must wait."  She gave him an
amused look.  "Harry Potter is great wizard, that is why Dobby
protects his Harry Potter.  Harry Potter is so great he freed Dobby to
protect him more." 


She
looked at the boy.  "Interesting." 


"My
father had been plotting a bit," Draco admitted, looking at Dobby. 
"We'll eat in a few minutes, Dobby." 


Dobby
looked at him.  "Dobby is a free elf." 


"I
know," he agreed.  "I was there when you got freed.  My
father had never been beaten that way before."  He looked at the
painting.  "Highness, we are just off the train and portkey
here.  Potter is hungry now that we've got his eating straightened out
again." 


She
stared at him.  "Why wasn't it?" 


"You'd
have to ask his aunt that," Ron said, walking Harry off.  "We'll
see you in the morning, ma'am, and the rest of you of course.  Let him
rest and think for now."  He glared back at her.  She smirked
and nodded her head.  He grinned at Harry.  "Family can be
overwhelming sometimes.  The last family reunion I nearly lost track of
who I was much less anyone else."  Draco opened his mouth. 
"I'll take the bruising from thumping you," he warned.  Draco
wisely shut his mouth and let Dobby lead them into the dining room. 
"Wow, the house elf made *tons*.  This is more than the greeting
feast, Harry." 


"It
is," he agreed.  He sat down and two house elves appeared beside
Dobby.  "Hi," he said quietly.  "I'm Harry, this is
Ron, and that's Draco." 


"Dipsy
knows her Draco master," she said, curtseying to him.  He nodded back
with a smile.  "Is food to liking?" 


"It's
more than we could hope for," Draco assured her.  "Thank you,
Dipsy."  She beamed.  "Terra, did you have any orders for
tonight?" 


"Boys
are to rest.  Harry Potter looks tired.  Terra will have Dobby run
boys a bath."  Dobby nodded and left quickly.  "Then boys
will rest tonight.  Can explore the house tomorrow once the relatives
release the rest of it." 


"There's
hidden areas?" Ron asked.  "Brilliant!" 


"Is
there a huge basilisk in this one too?" Harry asked her.  Draco
cackled at that, shaking his head. 


"No,
only snakes in house are two poisonous ones in the gardens, Harry
Potter."  Terra smiled.  "You will rest." 


"Terra,
are there more spells on Harry?" Ron asked, serving himself some
food.  Draco took the other stuff to do that and they switched off, then
Ron put stuff on Harry's plate. 


"Ron,
beets?" he complained. 


"Yes,
they're good for boys," Terra said firmly.  "Terra will check
for magic later on, while asleep.  Will be easier then."  She
and Dipsy left them alone. 


Dobby
popped back in.  "Boys have a good bath waiting in your rooms. 
Harry Potter or his Weasy call for Dobby and Dobby will lead them to baths and
rooms.  All clothes put up and owls in owlry."  He disappeared
too. 


"They're
efficient," Draco said.  He nibbled a bite.  "Dipsy did a
wonderful job, like always when she cooks.  She's our baking
elf."  Ron grinned at that.  Harry ate, but he was clearly
thinking.  They kept hearing a few words but nothing concrete.  Well,
it had been a few shocks so who knew.  He'd have to tell his father
Potters had been Slytherins before James.  That might shock them into
dealing with things like the Headmaster a bit faster. 


***



Harry
woke up from a nightmare with a gasp, holding his chest.  His heart was
racing.  He felt like he was being watched but there were no paintings or
house elves in his room at the moment.  Then he noticed the box on his
dresser.  He got up to look at it, then put it carefully into the
closet.  "I didn't need to relive that," he complained before he
shut the door.  "I lived through it once, it was enough." 
He went back to bed.  He heard Draco thrashing around and went to check on
him.  For some reason he was trapped in his dream.  Harry moved
closer and gave him a light shove on the shoulder, waking him.  He stared
at him.  "You too?" 


Draco
swallowed, nodding quickly then pushing back his sweaty hair.  "I
think they're being nosy but I never heard of paintings being able to do
magic."  He found his glass of water and swallowed. 
"Weasley?" 


Harry
thought at him.  "Dancing, boobed, broomsticks again."  Draco
shook his head while he took another sip.  "You better?" 


"Much." 
He looked at the boy.  "How in the hell did you survive them?"
he asked quietly. 


"What
choice did I have?  It could've been another seven years." 


Draco
shook his head.  "They could've killed you." 


"Then
I guess the Headmaster would be shit outta luck, huh?"  Draco
grimaced at that.  "Then again, who knows what may happen,
Draco.  Next year's defense teacher might try to kill us again, like the
first one."  He smirked.  "It seems to be their job around
the school."  He went back to his own room. 


Draco
laid down, looking up at the painting above his bed.  "That was truly
evil."  The painting smirked at him.  "I knew he was a
stubborn bastard, he puts up with Weasley and his mudlood." 


"His
father had the right idea to fight against that weak supposed dark lord, but he
should've shown him that his aunt was so much better at it."  He went
to tell the others what he had found. Clearly someone had forgotten to explain
to James anything of the family's history and no one had written it down for
the offspring he left behind either. 


Draco
shook his head.  "Ancient Potters are worse than my own father,"
he muttered.  "It's almost amusing.  Father will have a good
cackle at this."  He got up to wash his face again then went back to
bed, casting a charm to make sure nothing else invaded his mind for the night. 


***



Dumbledore
looked at the wizard in charge of watching over children.  "How can
Bill Weasley be a good guardian if he's always in another country?" he
asked genially.   "They're somewhere in South America with who
knows who watching over them while he's working in Egypt." 


The
protection officer looked at him.  "That was done so that neither of
the parents could protest the other warping the other boys," he said
bluntly.  "Bill Weasley is an admirable wizard, Headmaster.  The
boys' summer plans were approved with us before anything was done." 


"There's
no telling what sort of trouble they're getting into down there," he
protested. 


"Firstly,
the boys are technically emancipated minors.  Secondly, Headmaster, this
was the best plan for their safety and security.  Thirdly, it is keeping
the boys neutral on the shoving the families are doing." 






"The
boys can get out of that if they wanted," he snorted. 


"Unfortunately,
you seem to have not read anything on those bracelets.  The only way to
remove the bond is death, and if one is harmed, so are the others.  Even
strong wizards would die from that."  He looked smug.  "Also,
why did Mr. Potter not know he had godparents until he saw his parents'
will?" 


"I'd
assume his aunt thought them unfit," he said coolly. 


"Hmm. 
We have an entire memory download from Mr. Potter thanks to the healer. 
I'll check for that."  Dumbledore gave him a dirty look. 
"You put him there against his parents' wishes, Headmaster.  The last
time I knew you did not have my job."  Dumbledore huffed but
left.  He wrote a note on the encounter and sent it to all three of the
guardians.  That way they all knew.  It was only fair the Malfoys and
Weasleys knew that the headmaster wanted their sons killed so his precious boy
wasn't supported.  Maybe he was thinking maliciously but he wasn't sure he
wasn't right. 


***



Bill
walked up to someone's house, knocking politely.  The tired looking man
opened the door to stare at him.  "Remus." 


"Bill?" 
He let him in.  "What's wrong?"  He shut the door and
looked at him.  "You don't look pleased to be here, is it bad
news?" 


"Odd
news."  He sat down and waited while his friend did the same. 
"You know Harry Potter, right?" 


"Of
course.  I'm one of his godparents.  Is he in trouble?" 


"Well,
long story."  He told him about Lockhart, the bracelets, the
headmaster, all of it except where the boys were.  Remus was livid by the
end.  "He didn't know he had godparents, Remus.  Never heard of
you thanks to his aunt." 


"Is
he all right?" 


"The
house elf we have reporting on the boys says they're fine.  Harry's first
thing was to go looking for pictures and he talked to them.  Apparently,
according to Draco's letter to Lucius, some of them are a bit...dark. 
Draco said one of the ancestors told him that James should've beaten Voldemort
and reminded him his aunt was so much worse than him.  Otherwise, they're
helping the boys study this summer.  They refuse to let the boys slack too
much.  Even Draco called it excessive and Ron's whining."  Remus
smiled at that.  "Ron's letter threatened to sneak off to the local
village later this week for some fun." 


"Where
are they?  Who has custody of them if a house elf is watching them?" 


"Well,
the boys are now legal," Bill told him, getting a gasp.  He
shrugged.  "The bond did that automatically.  Being married
does."  Remus nodded he knew that.  It was an ancient, outdated
law.  "But Harry did ask me to stand in as his guardian.  Even
Lucius Malfoy isn't sure what game the headmaster's playing at right now but he
doesn't like it and he doesn't want to lose his son so he's been really
supportive.  The only agreement we could get between him and mum was the
house elf." 


Remus
got a letter and held it out.  "I'm apparently being added in as a
pawn." 


Bill
read over the invitation to the Defense Against the Dark Arts teaching
position.  "Well, you'll be better than the last two," he said
dryly, handing it back.  "I thought it was about time to introduce
you to your godson, that's why I came today.  That and I got told that the
Headmaster put in a challenge against my guardianship because I work in another
country." 


"They'd
never accept me because of my condition." 


"Ah,"
Bill said with a smug grin.  "Lucius himself came up with that
solution.  No, not guardianship, but I can name you my local guardianship
watcher basically.  You'd be my stand-in guardian when I wasn't
around.  Since my letters weren't getting to the boys last year, including
the book I copied by the creator of those bracelets...  Or his allowance
payments." 


"Albus,"
Remus growled.  "Will I run into problems from your mother or Lucius
Malfoy?" 


"No. 
Or the wizard over his protection case.  I came right here after the
meeting this morning.  Mum got so huffy about whatever plan is going on
the protection wizard threatened to take all of us from her if she didn't quit
screaming."  Remus laughed at that.  "Narcissa agreed that
mum was loud but she had to protect her son the only way she could since mum's
not a strong witch.  Which started them snapping at each other until
Lucius sighed and got Dobby, a house elf Harry freed for helping him when
Lucius had started plotting against him, up to tell them what the boys were
doing that second.  Then he and Dad worked it out.  Lucius said
you're a defense teacher, his son needs to be able to deal with normal people
better, he apparently hasn't learned how to talk people around to his point of
view yet, and the boy could use it since Dobby said Harry was pouty about his
family being pureblood snobs in the past." 


"James
said a few times that some of his ancestors made the Malfoy family look like
squibs." 


"Basically,
yeah."  He smirked.  "So?" 


"I'd
love to meet the boy, Bill. I tried before but someone put a compulsion on me
to keep me away from him." 


"I'm
going to kill the old man," Bill decided, getting a laugh back. 
"Are you going to tell him about...him?" 


"Yes." 
Bill nodded, searching him for magic.  He found more than he could handle
so he got a senior curse breaking in to help him.  One of the ones that
taught the young pups in the field.  That guy got him cleared.  Bill
looked at him once Remus was out of the room.  "Can I ask you for
another favor?" 


"Why? 
Someone else cursed?" 


"Well,
Malfoy had Potter's link to the Dark Lord cut," he said dryly. 
"We're not sure of other spells or not."  He handed over Ron's
letter to him.  The older curse breaker read it then grimaced. 
"They're in Belize.  I can have them recalled or bring you down
there.  It's under hiding for their safety."  Remus came
back.  "I was going to bring Remus down anyway." 


"I'd
love to meet Mr. Potter and thank him for whatever his parents cast that let
him survive," he said with a smile, handing back the letter. 
"Shall we?" 


"Let
me get three things," Remus said, casting a packing charm on his office
area, his bedroom, and then grabbing his old, beaten up broom.  Bill
grinned at him.  "Where are those allowance owls anyway?" he
asked as Bill made the portkey. 


"Somewhere
in the school.  No one's really sure.  The goblins are going later to
find them since the owls got misguided."  He smirked and Remus
shuddered.  The higher curse breaker shuddered too.  "Harry is
family now," he quipped and they were off.  Bill got them inside the
wards and into the house.  "Boys?" he called.  Dobby popped
in.  "Where's the trio?" 


"In
with pictures, Bill Weasy sir."  He pointed.  "That
way.  They are being mad." 


"That'll
stop," Bill sighed, heading that way.  "Oi, shut up you
lot," he ordered.  Harry gave him a startled look.  "You've
got visitors."  He smiled.  "Including one of your
godparents."  Harry gaped in awe.  "C'mon."  He
led them out to the sitting room.  "This is the curse breaker that
teaches us how to destroy things the easy way," he introduced. 
"And this is Remus Lupin, Harry.  He's your godfather." 


Harry
sat down, staring at him.  "I saw your name on their wills." 


"Someone
laid a compulsion so I couldn't introduce myself, Harry, or I would've been
there years ago," he said quietly, holding out a hand.  Harry shook
it and he smiled.  "We'll get to know each other." 


"You
can tell me about my parents?" 


"Of
course!"  He smiled.  "I even brought a few pictures. 
Plus, I can tell the paintings being snobs to stop it because James said they
annoyed the crap out of him a few times." 


Harry
grinned.  "They thought Ron had Hermione as a slave.  We were
pointing out it wasn't legal anymore." 


"Hmm. 
To some people it's always a legal thing," he said dryly. 
"Especially if that was their time of life."  He shifted. 
"Also, you should know that the Headmaster hired me for the Defense
position this year." 


"Are
you going to kill him too?" Ron quipped.  Bill swatted him. 
"They've both tried!" 


"I
know, still not polite.  Mum'll wash your mouth out when I tell
her."  He gave his brother a dirty look.  The senior curse
breaker laughed.  "He got warped by the twins."  He gave
him and Draco a shove closer.  "Check them first." 


He
started with Draco.  "A few things.  Nice beacon."  He
smiled at the boy.  "Very well laid by your parent."  He
looked at the others.  "A few protections, the heir's spells, and ...
I see.... were you meant to be a sacrifice?" 


"No,
but someone did take me when I was about four to do so.  My father killed
him most messily for me." 


"Good
on Lucius then, boy."  He nodded and removed that.  "There,
that's better."  Draco smiled.   "Weasley, let's do
you.  God only knows what one of you get into with what your brother
does."  He checked him.  "Hmm.  Some gifts for the
job, Bill." 


"He'd
have to bring them with him," Bill pointed out.  "If they want
to, I'll sponsor them into the program." 


"Wonderful. 
We need some in the future."  He spotted something.  "Your
family would've yelled if they had seen that thing on your side." 


Ron
looked down then at him.   "First year's problem Defense teacher
had He-Who-Can't-Be-Named on his head.  He wanted a philosopher's stone so
Harry, Hermione, and I went after him." 


The
curse breaker looked at him.  "Clearly you're insane like one of us
too," he said dryly. 


"Not
like Harry could do it on his own," he said with a shrug. 
"Bloke got a headache each time the teacher looked at him sideways." 


"My
father had that link broken," Draco said. 


"Wonderful
of him."  He fixed the curse on Ron's side and looked at the last
boy.  "Mr. Potter, I wanted to see what your parents cast to save you
for a while now."  Harry swallowed and shrugged.  "Let's
start with the curse scar, make sure it was fully cleaned up."  He
ran a wand over it.  "Hmm, one of us but not the best.  Lower
level curse breaker training."  He looked at Bill.  "I need
a sealing vial."  Remus pulled one out of his bag and handed it over.



"Thank
you, Mr. Lupin."  He smirked.  "I'm sure you'll have a lot
of fun with the boys."  He stood up, moving closer to break the
complete link.  The other two sighed in pleasure when the constant leak of
magic stopped.  "Work on some shielding now.  It should work
better," he said quietly.  He caught the other curses and sighed,
removing them too.  He made a list too.  Someone was going to have
their heads on a platter for his dinner. 


He
finally got done about lunch and it was better.  The boy looked
happier.  He looked more free too.  Just like any other boy.  He
patted him on the head.  "Good boy.  Go eat with your mates and
Godfather."  He nodded, taking them to the dining room.  He
looked at Bill.  "Who did the initial?" he asked quietly. 


"Quiven. 
He worked with the healer." 


"Healer
found a lot?" 


"Healer
found he needed some nutritional help," he admitted.  "He was
supposed to get that during school." 


"Nope." 
He used his wand to list all the diagnostic charm results for him.  He
handed over the paper.  "Make 'em sorry, Weasley.  I taught you
better'n that and your mam did too."  He smirked and walked out,
heading back to his office.  He was exhausted but it was a good job done. 


Bill
read it over, putting it into his sealing shirt pocket.  It was spelled to
keep all magic out of it.  He went in there to check on Harry. 
"Snape was supposed to give you special potions to help with your past
growth issues," he said quietly. 


"The
only potions I got was the compulsion potion," Harry sighed. 
"Did the Headmaster stop that too?" 


"I
don't know."  He patted him on the head with a wink and a grin. 
"I'll leave you guys to get to know Remus.  Call me if you need more,
Harry.  Mum complained so long this morning the protection wizard
threatened to take us all from her if she didn't calm down."  He
looked at his brother.  "Strike a balance between learning and
fun."  He nodded at Remus and left. 


Remus
smiled and refilled Harry's plate, going back to talking about his
parents.  The boy was soaking up stories like a sponge.  Suddenly he
really wanted to beat Petunia to death. 


***



Bill
walked into the hearing room.  "Good, Professor, you're
here."  He handed over the diagnostic charm sheet.  Snape read
it over, giving him a horrified look.  "Mr. Malfoy was supposed to
ask you to make Harry some nutritional potions.  Somehow that got
forgotten." 


"I
can do so but I have to calibrate them to him so they can't leach across to
harm the other two."  He looked down then up at him.  "How
on earth?" 


"I
already want to kill 'em," Bill said bluntly.  "Don't make my
temper worse at 'em."  He looked at the protection wizard,
smiling.  "Had the senior teacher over the program help." 


He
snatched the paper to read over.  "Dear Merlin," he said
quietly.  He looked at Bill.  "Removed?" 


"Every
last bit.  Including that little bit of soul left from the
transference."  He looked at Snape.  "You might ask Mr.
Malfoy where he hid the rest.  I know he took it to safely destroy
it.  The head guy wanted to make sure it all got destroyed properly."



"I
can tell him such," he promised. 


"Good." 
He looked at the protection wizard again.  "I talked with Remus
Lupin.  He's talking with the boy.  I also reminded his family that
times had changed and if they rag on the boy some more they were going to lose
the last of the line for being blood snobs." 


"Potters?"
Snape asked, looking confused. 


"Anastasia
Mercator was a Potter daughter, Professor.  As was her niece Eleanor
before she married a Mercator as well," Bill said with an evil
smirk.  Snape looked stunned.  "James was the first in the line
not to be a Slytherin and they all think they did something odd to the
boy." 


"They
were?" he demanded. 


"Yes. 
One further back in history too.  Draco said one of them thought James
should've trounced the last dark lord and told him how his aunt was worse than
he could ever be."  Snape shuddered.  "We had to remind
them that slaves aren't legal anymore too.  They thought Hermione was
Ron's slave." 


"Then
I suppose his homework would be better," Snape said sarcastically,
regaining his composure.  "Since Mr. Malfoy no longer checks it over
for him, it's gotten dreadful again." 


"Remus
is staying the summer," Bill said with a grin. 


"The
headmaster knows they're in the Americas." 


"They
are.  Remus is with them," Bill agreed.  "The house is
protected as much as I could make it."  Snape smirked at him for
that.  Bill smirked back. 


The
protection wizard cleared his throat.  "We don't mind his godfather
and Lucius Malfoy said he would stand it for this instance."  He
looked at the professor.  "You can make what he needs?" 


"They're
not complicated.  Once I can calibrate them so they don't pass across the
bond, the boy can probably have his bond-mate make them for him.  It is
within Draco's skill set." 


"Good." 
He smiled.  "Thank you, Professor.  One last thing, have you
noticed Mr. Malfoy not getting some of his owls?" 


"Some
packages from his mother have taken longer than he expected.  He
complained a few times.  Why?" 


"Potter's
from me and the bank weren't getting to him at all," Bill said quietly. 


"Oh,
dear."  He sighed.  "Have someone look in the east
dungeon.  That's where the Headmaster stores all unpleasant mail he
receives from angry parents."  He stood up.  "Let me go
hide from the search team.  There may be howlers in there from Mrs.
Weasley." 


"Sure,"
Bill agreed.  "Thanks, Professor."  He left and Bill looked
at the protection wizard.  "So?" 


"You're
doing good, Bill.  It's a good job."  Bill beamed and left to
get back to the bank.  He made notes and sealed the casefile again. 
That way no nosy person or their house elf could snoop in it. 


***



The
two goblin guards appeared in front of the school and walked up to the door,
walking in. 


"Hey,
now," Hagrid complained.  "Headmaster's in a meeting." 


The
goblins smirked in unison but the one on the left spoke.  "That is
fine.  We are searching for misplaced bank assets and legal
correspondence."  They walked on. 


Hagrid
went to tell the headmaster but there wasn't much he could do about it. 
The bank had the legal right to do it and the proper paperwork on them for the
search.  By the warrant, if they so chose, they could take the school
apart brick by brick as long as they put it back together in the same shape and
with the same wards.  With how many little hidden spots the school did,
that might be an option and the goblin architects would be *so* pleased to do
it for them. 


***



Remus
looked at the paintings then put another up on the wall.  "There,
talk to her about how the world has changed.  She's the present
transfiguration teacher.  She kindly leant Harry the portrait for a few
weeks."  He smiled at the grande dame of the wall.  "That
way you can ask about the current curriculum as well."  He walked
off.  He hated blood purists.  Some of Harry and James' family were
worse than the Malfoys.  It amused Draco to no end but it was going to end
up hurting Harry.  He needed more supportive family, not harridans of the
dark. 


McGonagall
nearly quailed but she had met tough students in the past and Remus had told
her about these people and why she was being sent to teach them.  She did
like Harry so she'd help him out this time. 


***



Harry's
great-great-grandmother found the boys in the library doing some boring looking
papers.  She looked over that Ron child's shoulder, smirking. 
"Potions.  Not something most of us are good at." 


Harry
grinned.  "Me either." 


She
smirked back.  "Defense?" 


"Yes."



"History?"



"Goblin
wars?  No, I get confused." 


"There's
more to history than the Goblin Wars, children." 


"Not
according to Professor Binns," Ron sighed, looking at her. 


"He's
still alive?" 


"Not
exactly," Draco said dryly.  "Most of us use it as a study
period or nap time," he said with a point at Ron. 


She
gave them an odd look then went to ask that teacher.  "Binns is still
teaching?" 


"Yes,
he's still teaching the goblin wars, as he did in your year probably." 


"He's
a ghost and he's teaching?"  She nodded.  "Does he realize
the classes change and there's more to history?" 


McGonagall
smiled.  "Did he in your year?" 


"Well,
slightly."  She frowned.  "That really should not
happen." 


"That
is between him and the Headmaster.  As long as the students can pass the
OWLs and the NEWTs no one will say a word about any teaching choices." 


She
walked off shaking her head, going back to the library.  She found the
section she wanted.  "Draco."  He came over and she
pointed.  "The purple and red book are both comprehensive history
tomes."  He smiled and got them for her.  "That should help
you a bit." 


"The
OWLs have a lot of goblin wars on it," Ron told her. 


"Did
the Ministry fall?" 


"No,
idiots are in charge," Draco said.  "Fudge is a very good minion
without realizing it." 


"Ah." 
She felt faint, which she shouldn't be able to do as a painting.  "I
wonder if any of our family is at the school."  She went to
check.  It turned out one was so she went there to 'check up on
things'.  She ran into a disagreeable being in black cotton. 
"Which do you teach?" she asked politely. 


Snape
turned to look at the painting.  "Excuse me?" 


"Which
subject do you teach, Professor?" 


"Potions."



Eleanor
shoved her way in, pushing her grandmother out of the way.  "You're
Draco's head of house then."  He nodded once, crossing his arms so
his hands went up his sleeves.  "Is there any way we might check on a
few things?  Like why the minion in charge is so pathetic that the
children no longer learn anything?" 


"There
has been a movement to preserve our heritage and unique history even though the
rest of the world has moved on." 


"Hmm. 
In other words that pathetic dark lord took out all the talented people?" 


"In
quite a few cases," he admitted, starting to like this woman. 
"Not all though." 


"Interesting." 
She moved closer.  "You really should change which lord you serve,
child.  That one is weak and pathetic.  If a being can't use their
own name and be scary, then they're nothing more than a puppet to be laughed
at." 


He
sneered.  "He has his way of engendering respect and fear." 


"Yes,
but I did it *so* much better," she said with an evil smirk. 
"Without weakening the world or the bloodlines." 


He
snorted.  "Yes, but times have changed since then." 


"Clearly."



"Beyond
that, no one would serve you these days.  They think witches are weaker
beings and you'd have to rule by fear." 


She
patted the frame of the painting.  "I may be in here but I am still
much more scary than he ever was." 


"He
does get attention." 


"Yes,
which makes him a target." 


"Not
according to the aurors." 


She
gave him an odd look.  "Really?"  He nodded. 
"Who's supposed to fix it if he does come back?" 


"We
don't think he can." 


"They
pulled a piece of his soul out of my great-great-grandson's head,
Professor.  If that part was alive, he can be brought back."  Snape
swallowed.  "As I said, you should switch to someone better. 
After all, I can't curse you but I was a much more rewarding Lord to work
for."  She smirked.  "Now, I need to know what the boys
should know for their OWLs.  We realize things should have changed." 


"They're
third years." 


"Yes
but Draco is wisely ahead and from what we've heard from that nice, uptight
Professor McGonagall, things are worse.  We need our heir and his spouses
to be much better than that." 


"People
are already worried that he'll take over when he kills the Dark Lord should he
come back." 


She
chuckled.  "If so, I'll give him pointers in how to do it better than
anyone but I ever did."  She patted the frame again.  "Is
there a study guide?" 


"The
librarian should have one she can send to him." 


"Only
certain owls can get to them due to the wards.  That way no tracking
charms can be sent."  She considered it.  "Can you get that
nice young Weasley cub to send one?" 


"William?"



"Yes,
him." 


"I
can write him a note saying you wanted one." 


"Thank
you, child."  She smirked.  "Now, I want to talk to you
about a few other things since you are the head of my house and you should know
how to tell which players are going to make me want to try a risky resurrection
to get hold of them." 


He
coughed.  "There are many but this is not a safe location for such a
discussion.  The goblins are searching for their lost assets and are
promising to rebuild the school." 


"Yes,
pissing goblins off is never wise."  She nodded at the goblin
watching them.  "Master Goblin." 


"Mrs.
Mercator," he said, staring at her.  "You are revived?" 


"No,
our heir is learning and I wanted to know where the current education was
failing him and who, exactly, was going to annoy me by trying to play games
around him.  Harry's a bit sweet but doesn't really understand such
matters.  It was brilliant of that teacher to link him to someone who
understood such things." 


"We
thought we had sealed your house." 


She
smirked.  "It was unsealed so the trio could spend a safe summer with
us.  Harry is a very ...*nice* boy, unlike most of the family. 
Clearly someone somewhere did something strange with his father and then his
aunt nearly ruined him.  Is there a way I might speak with her?" 


"Only
if we take the painting that way," Severus said.  "I can bring
you to Malfoy manor so you can talk to Draco's father.  He's in the
Ministry." 


"Yes,
Draco said such nice things about how his father has a few favored minions to
do his dirty work."  She smiled.  "Would the usual owner of
this painting mind?" she asked her cousin. 


"No,
dear, you have us both moved there.  I miss my chats with Lucius since his
mother had us moved out of the House and up here." 


Severus
nodded.  "I can do so."  He took the painting down and
walked off.  It was a quick aparation and a longer walk up to the front
door. 


"Hmm,
nice landscaping," the cousin said. 


"It
was so nice your evil herbology bent could've been passed on to Harry,"
Mrs. Mercator said with a smile. 


"I
do hope so.  The boy could do such *great* things with our tutoring. 
I've seen him in the past you know, a smallish waif with loud friends who need
sense and manners.  They nearly abandoned him as a friend due to some
*notice*." 


She
smirked at her cousin.  "They can't do so now."  Severus
knocked on the door.  Lucius himself answered it.  "My, your son
does look quite like you.  That spell I designed worked well then. 
That is charming to know." 


Lucius
looked at the painting.  Then at Severus.  "I know one of
them." 


"They're
both relations of Potter's.   They want to talk about the current
state of education, the Ministry, and any political plots around the
boy."  He handed it over.  "The search goblins were
concerned that the boys are at their house." 


"Hmm,
they'll learn I'm sure."  He took the painting.  "I do miss
our talks, Madam Cordelia."  He walked off to put them in his study
in a place of honor.  Narcissa came in looking at him oddly.  He
smiled and pointed.  "Madam Cordelia.  I'm sure you remember her
from the house." 


"I
do," she said, curtseying to them.  They both smiled at her. 


"This
is Draco's mother, madam.  And your cousin?" 


"Eleanor
Mercator."  Lucius' eyes went wide. 


Narcissa
smiled.  "Proof that the current thought on witches being lesser is
wrong.  It is most wonderful to meet you, madam." 


"Such
nice manners," she said happily.  "The boys are being boys but
good.  They're doing their homework and we found some things odd.  Do
you have the time to talk about the current education problems?" 


"Of
course.  I don't have a meeting tonight," he said, getting some
brandy and pulling a chair over.  "What did you want to know?" 


"Are
things so weak minded at the Ministry that we let ghosts teach?" she
asked. 


Narcissa
laughed.  "Dumbledore favors him.  Draco knows he is to use the
time wisely to study more important things, including correct history." 


"Wonderful." 
She beamed.  "You know, Cordelia was quite excellent at using
herbology to create her own needs and desires." 


"I
did learn quite a lot from her during my schooling," Lucius
promised.  "I should have learned more really."  Cordelia
smiled at them as well.  They settled in to talk about what was necessary
for the boys' education.  Lucius understood her desires for her heir
perfectly.  He'd make a wonderful minion for the family. 


***



Ron
snapped his book shut and looked around then hissed at Harry, nodding his
head.  Harry nodded quickly and even Draco was tired of studying so he
followed.  The local village was less than a mile away.  Draco had on
sunscreen, grudgingly admitting the muggle stuff worked better after a morning
in the garden, so they were good to go.  They found the town.  It had
a few shops, an open-air market that was loud, and a few houses too. 


One
man stopped to stare at the strangers, realizing one wasn't so much a
stranger.  "Excuse me," he said respectfully, not looking in his
face.  "Are you a Potter by chance?" 


Harry
nodded.  "I am.  I'm Harry."  The man stared, gaping
in awe.  He smiled.  "I just found the family home this
summer." 


The
man nodded quickly, backing up a step.  "I'm sure they've left you
things to learn about their ways." 


"I'm
not like Eleanor," he said quietly, glancing around.  "I'm still
a student, would love for everyone to ignore me forever more, and I don't want to
rule anyone." 


The
man smiled.  "Then you are not like the rest of your family for
generations.  Your first time in town?" 


"It
is," Harry said with a smile.  "These are my mates, Ron and
Draco."  The man nodded at them too, not looking them in the face
either.  "Is it okay if we browse around?"  The man nodded,
waving a hand.  "Can we change our usual money to local money?"
he asked quietly, glancing around. 


"Ask
the bartender at the inn.  He can do such."  Harry clapped him
on the arm and walked off with the other boys.  The man sighed in
relief.  Truly, he was much different than the usual member of the family.



Harry
walked into the inn.  "Hello," he told the bartender. 


The
man stared, mouth slightly open.  "You're a Potter." 


"I
am, I'm Harry," he said, starting to get the feeling this was a bad idea. 


"The
Harry Potter?" 


Harry
nodded.  "Yup, 'fraid so." 


"Ah,"
the man said, sounding nervous. 


"I
was told we could change some of our allowance here?" 


"Yes!"
he said quickly, going to get his box for that.  He used the conversion
chart in there and changed out money for all three.  "There you
go.  That should allow you to pick up some fresh supplies, but I would
watch the melon seller.  She isn't one of you." 


Harry
beamed.  "Thank you for that information.  We were told the town
was mixed.  Is there anywhere else we shouldn't go?" 


"Usually
this inn is very rowdy at night.  Too much for boys your age." 


Harry
nodded.  "I understand.  Thank you, sir."  They walked
off, going to check out the market first.  Draco walked off to look in a
shop's window.  The other two had to follow.  He grinned at that bit
of showing off.  "Look, books." 


"We
have plenty of books," Ron complained.  "Unless there's
comics?" 


"They'll
rot your mind," Draco said. 


"So?"
Ron retorted.  "They're *fun*.  It's our vacation, Draco. 
Have some fun." 


"Fine,"
he muttered, letting them go in to look for comics.  Why he wasn't
sure.  They were dumb and childish. 


Harry
looked at him.  "We're twelve; yes, comics are meant for guys our
age."  He found the section and made a happy noise. 


Ron
stared.  "These aren't the ones I usually get," he said, tipping
his head some.  "I have no idea what any of these are about." 


"They're
in Portugese," Draco said.  Ron and Harry both stared at him so he
butted out.  They could waste their money if they wanted.  He went to
look at the other books.  Ron pulled him back and handed him one.  He
grimaced at the character on the front but he was supposedly a sorcerer. 
That was like a wizard.  He cast the translation charm for himself and
glanced through it.  He paused, rereading a section.  "It
doesn't work that way." 


Ron
looked at him.  "We don't know everything yet as you told
Hermione."  He got back to it, ignoring the weak swat Draco gave
him.  He really had to teach the guy how to punch. 


"I
do just fine in that field," Draco muttered. 


Harry
looked at them then shook his head.  "Aliens?" he suggested,
handing over one even *he* had heard of.  Draco put that first one back
and looked at that one.  Ron decided what he wanted.  Harry picked
out two. 


"Why
doesn't he just use a broom?" Draco muttered, staring at it in confusion. 


"Get
it and see," Ron said, handing him another one in that series that was
hidden behind some other comics.  Draco bought them and they went to the
market.  Harry got a few pairs of socks.  Ron found the candy seller
and they stared at the choices.  None of them had eaten muggle
candy.  They got what they wanted and walked off.  "Odd, it
doesn't move," Ron said. 


"Hmm,
honey," Draco said, taking his piece out to kill some of the honey taste.
Then he went back to it a minute later.  "Interesting." 
They got a few more things and went to look around the rest of the
village.  It was tiny, nothing really interesting was going on.  A
fight that everyone was watching.  Harry felt someone's hand on his pocket
and broke their hand.  Draco looked.  "Hmm, interesting." 


Harry
looked back and the man gasped, backing away nearly crying as he ran for the
officer to babble at him.  "I'm not *that* mean," he
complained.  "Usually." 


"Unless
you wake him up in the middle of the night," Ron agreed. 


"Yes,
Mistress Eleanor was the same way," the officer said.  "He said
he's very sorry, Mr. Potter." 


"That's
fine.  I'm sure he won't try to rob anyone again," he said
dryly.  The officer beamed at him and told the thief that.  The thief
nodded and ran for the church to thank God for his life.  Harry shook his
head.  "My father and I weren't like Eleanor," he told the
officer, walking over there.  "I'm not mean.  I'm not
evil.  I'm a nice kid most of the time unless you attack me." 


"Yes,
but there is the fear that your family may rejoin you to train you and they
will not be." 


"You
can do that?" Harry asked. 


"We
suppose they can.  Mistress Eleanor has said in the past that if we upset
her too much she would do such." 


Harry
shook his head.  "I'm still a student." 


"Then
we will see where you fall in the family's light."  Harry nodded,
walking off with the other two.  He followed to make sure nothing happened
and to see if he was right and the boy was the nice one because he liked
boys.  That was something they didn't really like around the town but if
he was a Potter, he was a law unto himself.  He saw them to their gate
then hurried back to the town.  His boss looked at him so he pulled him
aside to tell him who that had been, what he had said, and what he thought
about the boy.  He wasn't sure if being gay would make him more or less
evil.  The priest would hate it but he knew not to speak against the
Potter family too. 


***



Harry
looked at his aunt that night.  She had called for him to come in there
when he had gotten done with dinner.  "Yes, Aunt?" 


"Harry,
would you like to change schools?" she asked.  "It appears the
British system is irreparably broken." 


Harry
snickered.  "Just a bit, yeah.  I don't know.  We can talk
about it." 


"Good
boy.  The local one is very academically strong.  It would give you
the skills you need to do whatever.  Especially since Lucius said that
there is a prophecy about you and that Lord Voldemort weakling." 


"Prophecy?"



"Yes,
a prophecy." 


"Do
we know it?  Guys?" he called.  They came in from the next
room.  "Draco, your dad found a prophecy about me?" 


"Um,
yes.  Father told me there's one a few years back.  Does he have a
copy?  I know he heard it." 


"Yes,"
Eleanor said.  "He told me."  She repeated it and they all
stared at Harry. 


"Why
me?" he asked.  "I didn't ask the arse to come after my
family!  Why did he even come after me?" 


"That
birthday code at the front.  He made it happen," Draco realized. 


"Yes,
if he had left it alone, it would not have happened." 


"Am
I the only wizard born at the end of July?" Harry asked Ron. 


"Probably
not.  Neville and you share the same birthday."  Draco looked at
him oddly then burst out laughing.  "Neville could if anyone taught
him anything." 


"We'd
love to meet more of your friends, children," Eleanor said. 


Harry
looked at her.  "His parents were put into a bad state by torture
from Death Eaters," he told her.  "She's paranoid about his
safety." 


"How
would the child protect himself?" Eleanore asked. 


"Neville's
killer in herbology so maybe he'd get something to help him," Ron said. 


"Hmm. 
Cordelia was excellent at that.  I'll have to introduce them." 
She smiled at Harry.  "So we'll get you able to defend yourself and
others, dear." 


"It's
vacation, can we have a few fun days?" he begged. 


"Well,
yes.  Of course or you won't remember anything."  She smiled.
"What did you get today?" 


"Comics."



She
blinked a few times.  "Comics?" 


"Yes,
comics.  Fun reading," Ron told her.  "We're young
guys." 


"True. 
That's fine.  Do you learn anything from them?" 


"No. 
That's the point," Ron assured her. 


"Hmm. 
That's fine.  It's mind clearing.  As you said, you are on vacation,
but we do now have a portrait at the school so we can help when you need
it."  She smiled.  Harry gave her a pointed look. 
"What, dear?" 


"Are
they going to be scared of me too?" 


"It's
respect," she corrected. 


"Someone
tried to pickpocket me and nearly hugged me when he figured out I was me and I
was letting him go.  He ran to a church to pray, Aunt Eleanor." 


"Good."



He
sighed.  "I'd like to have real respect.  People who want to
listen to me because I know what I'm talking about, not because they're scared
of my name or what I did to Voldemort, or anything like that." 


"I
don't understand," she admitted.  Harry sighed and walked off, making
the boys go with him.  She watched them walk off, then went to talk to the
teacher.  She had no idea why the boy would want that.  It would take
out all the benefits of the family.  McGonagall told her how the boy was
treated his first year and the start of his second, until the binding.  That
made her think.  Well, she could do something about that through her
newest minion.  He might be stubborn but it'd be fine.  They'd be
able to help and support him. 


***



Bill
read the newest newspaper clipping his mother had sent him.  It wasn't
something that made him happy.  He sent it on to the boys.  He was
sure Harry wasn't really turning into a dark lord.  No matter how much his
family was pushing.  But it might help him in his studies at the
least.  He hoped.  It sounded like things were going to get bad at
home again. 


***



Remus
got an emergency owl and frowned at the contents.  That wasn't good
news.  He went to hand it to Harry.  On his way to yell at
Eleanor.  It was very stress relieving really. 


Harry
read it and groaned. 


Ron
looked over at him.  "At least you'd be a humane one." 
Harry thumped him with a book. 


"Ow!"
Draco complained, rubbing his new sore spot.  "Some of us are more
delicate than that, Potter." 


"Whine,"
he said dryly, handing over the clipping.  "From your father." 


Draco
read it over, shaking his head.  "You're about to be a third
year.  There's no way you can take over for him for at least a few
years."  He put it aside.  "Then we'd have to
see."  Harry glared at him too.  "You may if you
wish." 


"I
don't wish," Harry ground out. 


"That's
fine," Draco agreed calmly.  Harry was glaring harder. 
"That's up to you.  I won't push.  You can do whatever you want
with your future as long as it doesn't get me dead." 


"Whatever,"
Ron said.  "Calm down, Harry, before you leak magic and make things
explode."  Harry stomped off, leaking magic.  Fortunately
whenever Harry leaked magic the bond weakened.  They felt him stomp
outside and then winced at the explosion.  Then the second and third ones. 
Ron looked at Draco.  "Please don't piss him off?  We'll have a
headache later." 


"I
didn't mean to insinuate he was going to become one!"  They felt the
pull starting and headed out after Harry.  "I did a lot of work to
fix that," Draco complained.  Harry moaned, holding his head. 
"Sorry.  I'll fix it again."  He pulled his wand to start
casting repair spells. 


Ron
looked at the family staring from the portrait.  He shrugged. 
"Draco pissed him off."  He moved closer.  "C'mon,
let's get a nap."  Harry nodded, walking off holding his head. 


Draco
sighed.  "It's not my fault I don't understand the way you two
are," he complained as he followed them.  "You're more confusing
than girls!" 


"I
don't believe you were that strong, Eleanor," one of the older aunts said
patiently. 


"Not
at his age.  Which is probably a bad sign of what's happened to him in the
past."  They shared a look and had the house elves finish fixing the
damage.  Dobby loved doing things to help Harry. 


***



Molly
Weasley stormed up to Narcissa Malfoy waving the paper.  "Have you
seen this trash?" she demanded. 


"His
family is trying to teach him from their own experiences," she said
calmly.  "Some people are taking it the wrong way.  You know
that rag is nothing more than gossip most of the time." 


"They're
saying he's turning dark!  Harry Potter turning dark!" 


Narcissa
sighed.  "My son would never take an assistant's place to
anyone.  Draco has said they're teaching them real history, some defense
work, and some transfiguration."  Molly calmed a bit at that. 
"That your son has had them sneak off a few times for some relaxation
time.  Harry's godfather has been helping and making sure that the
family's influence is lessened." 


She
relaxed fully at that.  "Thank you, Narcissa." 


"It
is no problem, Molly, but calm yourself before your temper causes your heart
problems and your children have to miss you." 


Molly
snorted.  "I doubt it would happen.  It makes me stronger not to
keep it in."  She smiled.  "They're coming back the week
before?"  Narcissa nodded.  "Are they staying at the
Leaky?" 


"That
is the plan as I know them." 


"Wonderful." 
She smiled.  "I'll be inviting them over for a few lunches." 


"That
would be fine.  We'll have dinner a few times."  Molly beamed at
her and walked off.  Narcissa noticed some people staring but that was
fine.  She was a Malfoy spouse, she was used to it.  Ron Weasley and
Harry Potter would have to get used to it and she could guide them there. 
She went back to her shopping.  She had to wear out her own temper and she
was not able to indulge herself the same way the Weasley matriarch could. 
Especially not in public. 


***



Harry
reappeared first, then Ron and Draco piled into him as the portkey landed them
in the same spot.  He groaned.  Ron got up with a moan of his
own.  Draco hopped up and checked himself in a nearby window.  He
helped Harry up.  "Are we all here?" Harry asked. 


"Dobby's
bringing all the gear and the owls," Ron said. 


"So,
Leaky Cauldron," Harry suggested.  "Check in, get our school
supplies?" 


"A
good idea," a male voice said from behind them.  "For a
change." 


"Professor
Snape," all three boys said, Draco smiling at him.  He pointed and
they walked toward the Leaky.  Harry got them signed in and up in their
shared room.  The professor already had his from earlier.  He met
them coming back down.  "There are a few things you should
hear," he said calmly.  "Where is your godmut?" 


Harry
glared.  "Leave my godfather alone please, Professor.  He's been
fighting off the family wanting me to take over for months." 


Snape
raised an eyebrow.  "Why would they think you could?" 


"His
great-aunt, Eleanor, decided so," Draco said with a small shrug. 
"What's happened now?  More moves by the Headmaster?  My parents
are in trouble?  Weasley's parents are in trouble?" 


"What
would my parents do to get in trouble?" Ron asked, looking confused. 


"There
is an escaped convict who we believe will be coming for Mr. Potter," Snape
said. 


Remus
coughed.  "I've already told him about Sirius," he said when the
professor stared at him.  "If Sirius should show up, Harry and the
boys will be very well protected."  Snape sneered at him.  They
both heard the growl and looked at Harry.  "You need a nap?" 


"Or
a dog biscuit?" Snape sneered. 


"We're
a bit tired from traveling," Draco said smoothly, mentally ranting at
Potter to contain himself.  Ron was doing the same thing and joking he was
the one with the temper. 


"Finally,"
Narcissa said as she walked up to the group.  "Draco." 


"Mother." 
He let her kiss him on the cheek.  "Are you all right?  You look
tired." 


"I
was worried how the sun would affect you, my son."  She looked him
over.  "Your hair bleached lighter.  You've grown as well. 
No sunburns?" 


"No. 
My mates' friend dared me to try this muggle concoction and it seemed to work
to keep me from burning at all.  I'm amazed but it seems to be worth
something." 


"Hmm. 
I'll have to look into that." 


"It
comes with an anti-grease formula as well," he said with a smile.  He
took her arm.  "We should take this discussion out of the open."



"If
the boys were ready, I was going to take them to get their supplies,"
Narcissa said with a smile.  "Remus."  Lucius said he was
an ally even if he was a werewolf so she could be socially polite.  Today.



"Narcissa." 
He nodded with a smile.  "The boys were good the whole time I was
there.  Even when they snuck off." 


"Wonderful." 
She looked at them.  "Are you tired, boys?" 


"We
can rest before dinner," Harry said. 


She
checked the clock then him.  "We'll go later then.  It will
probably take longer than an hour."  The boys smiled and ran back up
to their room.  She looked at Remus.  "That ...convict?" 


"If
he shows up, I'll handle it."  She beamed at him.  "Do you
have their lists?" 


"They
were sent to us."  She handed them over.  "Then I'm going
to fix that tragic mistake known as Mr. Potter's wardrobe."  She
walked off happier. 


Snape
and Remus shook their heads.  Then they glared at each other. 
"I'll be teaching defense," Remus said. 


"Then
you should be prepared for the meeting tomorrow morning.  Including that
the headmaster does not want him going to town." 


"Well,
that's tough.  I doubt there's any problems coming."  He stared
at him.  "If so, I'll handle it for them." 


"If
you're sure."  He walked off.  "The meeting is at
ten.  I'm here to help protect them." 


"That's
fine."  Remus went to get his own room and lay down for an
hour.  The boys were driving him nuts.  They weren't being bad
but...  They were being twelve-year-old boys. 


***



Narcissa
smiled at them.  "Finally."  She waved a hand. 
"Food?"  They fell on it like they were starved.  She
snickered quietly.  "Every young man goes through that stage,
boys.  Try to show some manners though."  They slowed down and
ate with more manners before she swatted them.  Draco had warned she
would.  Lucius showed up, grimacing at a chair before sitting carefully on
it. 


Draco
and Ron both looked at Harry.  "You needed to sleep longer,"
Draco said dryly.  "That was a bad thought."  Remus came
down and Draco had to shift down because Remus made him and his mother shot him
a look to be polite. 


"Good
evening, boys."  He sat down, getting his own sandwich. 
"Thank you for ordering, Narcissa." 


"It's
no trouble," she promised.  "Anything for my son." 


Lucius
looked at them.  "The reports I got from Eleanor were mostly good,
though she did say Mr. Potter confused her a few times." 


"That's
because she wanted people to fear and look at her in awe.  I'd rather be
left alone and respected," Harry said before eating another bite of
sandwich. 


"No,
someone like her would not understand such urges," Narcissa
agreed.   "Though, if you should develop a public shield it may
help some of that, Mr. Potter.  They would ignore you more often, or at
least leave you alone." 


"Can't
I just hide?" he asked, looking at her. 


"No,
then they'll search you out.  If you ignore it, they'll think you're doing
uninteresting things instead," Lucius said.  "Draco can help you
both with that this upcoming year."  He looked at his son. 
"I see you grew." 


"I
did, Father.  Three inches," Draco said happily. 


"Wonderful. 
I'm sure your mother can take care of those needs." 


"I'll
be making sure the other two look like Malfoy spouses as well," she said
happily.  "Plus getting their school supplies.  Then, when Remus
has that meeting, Ronald's mother has asked for them to come for
lunch."  Ron beamed at her.  "You can take your older
things home to store them in the attic or whatever you do with
them."  She smiled at the boys.  "We'll be having a formal
dinner somewhere of better food quality the next night so you can look over
things I may have forgotten to get you between the two." 


"Yes,
mum," Draco said.  He mentally sent at the others to not piss his
mother off.  Shopping was her way of ranting at the unfairness of things
and she would take it out on them if they didn't agree to go with her. 


"Yes,
ma'am," the other two said. 


"Good
boys.  Finish up.  The stores will be closing in a mere three
hours." 


"The
bank closes in an hour so Mr. Potter can run down soon," Lucius said. 


Narcissa
looked at him.  "They are Malfoy spouses." 


"We
haven't decided on the last name issue," Harry told her.  "None
of us really want to lose our last names.  We'll figure that out when we
graduate." 


She
smiled.  "You're still Malfoy spouses.  He is the higher ranking
spouse."  The boys finished up and left with her. 


"At
least the boy tried to save our vault," Lucius sighed. 


Remus
smiled.  "He is a thoughtful boy most of the time."  Lucius
got a drink and settled in to hear how much this shopping trip was going to
cost him. 


***



Harry
walked up to Lucius later on that evening, glancing around.  "Save
us?" he begged quietly.  "Please?" 


Lucius
hesitantly patted him on the back.  "Pray to Merlin that Draco does
not pick that up from his mother." 


"If
so, I'm locking the vaults."  He looked around again.  "She
bought you something to tease you.  She said to tell you that.  It
was the same place she got us these really uncomfortable silk
boxers."  He walked off trying not to pull at them. 


Lucius
got another drink before going home.  It was probably another gold leaf
covered skimpy outfit.  She did adore them, no matter how bad they looked
on her.  The boys were on their own about the silk boxers.  He had
learned to deal with them long ago, or conveniently just forgot to wear any. 


***



Harry
walked into the bank, the others behind him.  He presented his key. 
The goblin looked at him.  "Mr. Potter.  Mr. Malfoy and
Weasley.  We have found the missing allowance pouches."  He
smiled.  "The manager has those for you."  He sent a
messenger to get them. 


"Thank
you," Harry said with a smile.  "How is Bill?" 


"Curse
breaker Weasley is doing just fine, Mr. Potter.  He'll be in tomorrow
night." 


"That's
wonderful.  We're avoiding doing some shopping," he said quietly. 


"We
saw Mrs. Malfoy out last night."  Draco smirked at him for
that.  The manager came out.  "Mr. Potter is looking to avoid
being seen for a bit." 


"My
office will do such a task," he agreed dryly, leading them there. 
"I have already gotten Mrs. Malfoys charge slips," he assured them
once the door was closed.  "We understand."  He grabbed a
bag and poured the contents on the desk.  "I believe those are yours."



Harry
beamed and gathered them together.  "Will I have problems this
year?" 


"Probably
not." 


Harry
looked inside, blinking.  "That's a lot of allowance." 


"We
can reduce it," the goblin assured him.  "One hundred?" 


Draco
looked at Harry.  "I didn't think your vault was that big." 


"His
trust one was meant to only last during his school years," the goblin
said.  "It was divided equally." 


"How
about twenty?" Harry asked.  "There's nothing in Hogsmede that
should cost more than that.  Anything left can move back to the main
vault?"  The goblin nodded.  "Thank you." 


He
wrote out the order and let Harry sign it.  "It will be started
tonight.  Are you going to put some of that back?" 


"We
need to buy some normal boxers," Ron said.  "I don't know how
Draco's father does it."  He tugged at his. 


The
goblin smirked, making the boys shiver.  "I believe half the time he
simply forgets to put any on."  The boys all gaped at that. 
"Many wizards do so."  He gave Harry the accounting
paperwork.  "Your vaults.  The money was found and
returned." 


"Thank
you."  Harry read it over, signing it at the end to say he had seen
it.   "Wonderful of you.  Your help has been
wonderful." 


"You're
welcome, Mr. Potter.  If you could help us keep your aunt somewhere
else?" 


"She's
promised to show up and help us with our defense work but I think there's only
one painting outside the house," Harry offered. 


"Yes,
it's at Malfoy manor, to talk him into retraining his minions to be more
useable." 


"Well,
if he can make Fudge a better being," Harry said dryly, cracking Draco up,
making him shake his head. 


The
goblin looked at him.  "It'd be a miracle that no being has ever
performed," he said sarcastically.  "He should start over. 
It'd be easier." 


"Maybe,"
Ron agreed.   "My father thinks so too."  The goblin
smiled and shook his head.  "Thank you."  They left, going
to Olivander's.  Ron gave Harry an odd look. 


"We
agree, you have to get one fitted to you, Ron," Harry said. 
"Before that one causes more problems."  He pushed him inside. 


"Harry,
I can...." 


"Shut
up or I'm not buying any chocolate frogs for the next month?" Harry
joked.  "Yes, you can." 


Ron
huffed.  "I can't...." 


Draco
covered his mouth.  "Shut up, Weasley.  Before you end up
damaging us and yourself." 


"Fine,"
he huffed. 


"Thank
you," Draco said dryly.  "It's always best to say 'thank you' to
any present, even ones you don't want.  Otherwise you seem like an
ungrateful spouse who's a whinger." 


Olivander
laughed.  "Yes, some day he may...."  He stared at
them.  "How did they do that?" 


"Lockhart,"
Ron said dryly. 


"I
heard about that.  I take it someone's wand isn't correct?" 


"Ron's
is broken," Harry said.  "I think mine fits." 


"We
can check.  This is a life and magic changing event."  He pulled
down some for Ron's new wand.  It took about six and a few storms, plus a
fire, but he had a new wand that worked.  The other two worked well enough
so Olivander let them keep them.  The boys paid and left to go to the
bookstore for comics.   Ron was leading the way, he insisted. 


Then
they went to lunch to let Molly fuss over them. 


***



The
trio finally got to escape onto the train, hiding in their compartment. 
They had some people try to get close to Harry on the platform.  Ginny
walked on with Ron's pet rat in a cage and her trunk. 
"Finally," she complained. 


He
shrugged.  "They wanted to mob Harry." 


Hermione
walked in with Neville.  "I see you spent some time fooling around
outside," she said with a smile. 


"We
escaped to town, where everyone thought Harry was scary and a poofter,"
Ron said with a grin.  "No matter how much we corrected it." 


Hermione
sat down, staring at them.  "So, how was it otherwise?" 


"His
family is slightly insane," Draco admitted, pulling out a book. 
"Most of them are quite firm in the belief that Harry can do whatever he
wants, including following a few of the older relatives into public service as
a dark lord, albeit a nice one." 


"Excuse
me?" Hermione demanded. 


"My
great-aunt was Eleanor Mercator," Harry started. 


"OH!"
Neville said, his eyes going wide.  "She never took out anyone that
wasn't threatening the wizarding world but she was a scary woman.  One of
the few women to ever make it to Minister for Magic." 


"So
I'm told," Harry agreed.  "She's going to be helping us in defense
and another relative will be helping us with herbology if you wanted to listen
in," he offered. 


"I
might not mind," Neville said with a smile.  "It's said she
pioneered some things we still use today, Harry." 


"Cool. 
Oh!"  He dug into his carry-on bag, handing over a small box. 
"All in stasis.  I found the box at the market down there.  Some
herbs, some flowers.  There's one in there with Hermione's name on it
that's a tropical flower." 


Neville
beamed.  "Thank you!"  Hermione beamed too, helping him
look over the plants. 


Ginny
looked at Ron.  "Did I get anything?" 


"You
can steal all the silk boxers Draco's mum made us buy."  Neville gave
him an odd look.  "She insisted." 


Draco
nodded behind his book.  "Mother likes them, thinks they're good for
men."  He turned the page.  "You get used to them but
they're comfortable to sleep in." 


"Aren't
comfortable to wear under things, but sleeping was okay," Ron agreed. 


"I
was thinking about going the way your Dad did now and then, just not wear
them," Harry admitted.  Hermione and Ginny both blushed.  
"Gotta feel better than it crawling up my bum." 


"Probably,"
Hermione said, coughing to clear her throat.  The trolley witch showed up
and Ron pouted until Harry bought him the promised chocolate frogs.  Draco
held up a hand and got one too but Harry was giving him an odd look. 


"Thank
you, Potter.  Since you stole all my covered pretzels." 


"They
were good," Ron said. 


"That's
why I buy them," Draco agreed dryly.  He opened it and nibbled while
turned the page and going on with his reading. 


"Did
you tour the local school?" Hermione asked. 


"No. 
Not after some thief tried Harry and went to pray that Harry let him go after
just breaking his hand," Ron said before biting the head off his chocolate
frog. 


The
other three stared at him.  "Why?" Hermione asked. 


"Aunt
Eleanor," Harry told her. 


"Oh,"
she said, sounding flat and dismayed.  "I see." 


Harry
smirked.  "I told her I wanted to be respected, not feared." 


"I
can fully understand that," she agreed.  Luna opened the cabin
door.  "Good afternoon, Luna." 


"Happy
Friday," she said cheerfully.  "Harry, the Slytherins are
wondering if Draco is still one of them or not.  They're a bit scared that
you're starting a new movement of some sort and he's now your
second-in-command."  Harry's mouth was full so he pointed at
Ron.  "I'll tell them." 


"You
can tell my friends they can visit," Draco said dryly.  "I'm
right here, Lovegood."  He looked up at her.  "The bond is
more vast now.  I can probably get a whole car away if any of them had
found me." 


"I
can do that."  She skipped off.  She ran into Pansy Parkinson.
"Draco said the link is more vast and he could get a whole car away if his
friends actually wanted to find him."  Luna beamed.  "Harry
said Ron's still his second-in-command." 


Pansy
gave her an odd look.  "What?" 


"Some
of you were wondering.  I told him so he'd know."  She went back
to her compartment. 


Pansy
shook her head quickly.  "That girl is *strange*," she
complained to one of the older Slytherins. 


"Yes,
she is.  So is Malfoy still a Slytherin?" 


"I
can go check."  She walked up to Gryff territory, finding the crowded
compartment. "Draco."  He closed his book and put it away,
walking off with her.  "You could've said you needed saved." 


"I
didn't need saved," he said dryly.  "They're always very polite
around me."  He smirked.  "I do believe Potter laid down
the law." 


"Possibly." 
She noticed him swallowing so stopped.  "Not as much as you
thought." 


He
held up a hand and concentrated then they were able to make it to the next
car.  "I can lengthen it for a while but it's not permanent," he
told her.  She ran to get Crabbe and Goyle, plus a few others.  They
kicked a few of the older Slytherins out, all of who gave Draco a long stare. 


"Is
it true Potter's grandmother was a dark lord?" Goyle asked as he walked
in. 


"Great-aunt
actually.  Eleanor Mercator."  They all gaped and he
smirked.  "She was quite firm all summer long.  We had to sneak
off from her lectures and teachings." 


"Wow,"
Pansy said.  Harry walked in and sat down, Ron with him. 
"Excuse us," she said. 


"We
got a death threat," Harry said, handing it to Draco. 


Draco
looked at the stationary.  "Hmm."  He put it into his
bag.  "Did you want to take it to Professor Lupin?" 


"I
heard he's a *werewolf*," Pansy said with a grimace of distaste. 


"And
Potter's godfather," Draco agreed.  They all stared at Harry. 


Harry
nodded.  "Yeah, Dumbledore set it up when he was a student.  One
of the pranking guys my father hung about with.  He said they became
animagus to hang out with him when he was changed." 


Crabbe
blinked.  "Think he'd tell anyone else?  I always wanted to
try." 


"Ask
him," Ron said with a shrug.  "He's a nice guy.  He brought
down a portrait of McGonagall to help ease Harry's aunt off his
bum."  Pansy snickered at that.  "They had a long talk
about the current teachings.  Apparently she hated Binns when she was one
of us." 


"I
think that's mutual," Goyle agreed.  "Was he alive
then?"  Harry nodded.  "Huh.  That was a long time
ago." 


"She
made us study royal and war histories this summer," Draco told him. 
They all moaned.  "Plus defense, transfiguration, and some
charms." 


"We
had to sneak away every few days," Ron told them, getting a grin back from
Draco's friends.  "Nice small town but they're all scared of Harry's
family." 


"I
don't know why they'd be scared of me since I'm so young," Harry
complained.  He got comfortable.  "What are we doing about
that?" 


"I'm
giving it to Professor Snape," Draco said simply.  "Then letting
my father know he has it." 


Ron
looked over.  "Your mum's scarier." 


"Yes,
but I save my mother for the *big* threats.  Father is for the general
threats."  They all smirked at that.  "Any other teachers
beyond Lupin on with us?" 


"Just
him I think," Harry admitted.  He looked at the Slytherins. 
"We don't mind if you guys show up to hang out with Draco if they put us
in the same room.  It sucked that our friends came down and you
didn't.  We almost felt sorry for him."  They got up and left,
going to find Remus.  Halfway there, the train stopped and Harry
shivered.  "Cold," he muttered.  His breath was fogging in
the air.  "Ron?" 


Draco
came rushing out.  "Potter, dementors!"  Harry shuddered,
letting Draco handle it.  Remus came rushing out to handle it for
them.  Once they were gone and the train was going on, he handed out
chocolate. 


Remus
looked at Harry.  "Are you all right?" 


Harry
shook his head.  "I heard that night," he said quietly. 


Remus
stared at him then hugged him.  "They would be proud of you," he
whispered.  "I know I am.  We'll work on that."  Harry
nodded quickly, letting Remus pull back. 


"What're
dementors doing bothering the train?" Draco demanded. 


Remus
looked at him.  "They're looking for Sirius Black." 


"So
they'll be at the school?" Ron demanded. 


"Perhaps."



"Hell
no!" Draco shouted. 


"Seconded,"
Harry said weakly.  He ate the chocolate, thinking about it. 
"What does Sirius want?" 


"I
have no idea," he admitted quietly.  "If I could find the
bastard, I'd ask him as I beat the hell out of him." 


"Hell,
I'm Harry Potter, he'll show up around us sometime," Harry said
dryly.  He walked off. 


Ron
looked at Draco, who shuddered.  "He's probably right." 


"No
probably about it, he's right," Draco said dryly.  "I really
must learn more defense." 


"You
two can both join Harry's extra lessons with me," Remus said with a
smirk.  They groaned but walked off.  Remus went to check on the
students.  There was no reason for Sirius to have been anywhere near the
train, even if he was tracking Harry. 


***



Harry
walked up to McGonagall that night, handing over the shrunken portrait. 
"Thank you, ma'am." 


"It
was not a problem and I'm sure I helped her quite a lot, Mr.
Potter."  She stared at him.  "How strong is your
link?" 


"We
can get about a train car apart most of the time." 


"So
probably a few floors but not from say the dorms?" 


Ron
nodded.  "Mostly.  Usually we're good about three-quarters of
that and have to push it further.  That'll work for a bit but not more
than a few hours." 


"I'll
take that into account with your schedules."  They smiled. 
"And the rooming situation." 


The
headmaster looked over.  "I thought that would be solved." 


"It
is mostly, sir.  To the level of separate classes but the books all said
that was about as far as they'd allow normally."  He sighed in
displeasure.  "We're still working on it. We finally have fully
functioning shields between us." 


"That
is good to hear," McGonagall said with a smile.  "Go eat,
boys."  They nodded and left. 


Ron
came back.  "Draco has the death threat we got earlier to give to
Professor Snape later." 


"I'll
have a look at that myself," she said firmly.  He beamed and went to
sit down.  She looked at Draco, who sighed and brought it up.  She
read it and grimaced.  "Severus."  He came over to get it
and grimaced as well. 


"I
was going to be subtle and give it to you tonight," he said. 
"They're paranoid thanks to a few members of the family wanting to do
spells to make Harry stronger."  He went back to his seat. 


The
headmaster looked.  "Is it a threat?" 


"Quite,"
Severus said, handing it to him. 


The
headmaster grimaced in distaste.  McGonagall left to get the first
years.  He handed it back.  "Let me know if we have to do
anything about that." 


"I
shall."  He sat down to think on that problem.  He looked at
Remus Lupin.  "He does not want him able to go to town." 


"Harry
is very careful and would simply find a way around that," he said dryly. 
"As we once did." 


"I
don't like to think on those things," Snape said stiffly. 


Remus
looked at him.  "I was not aware of his plan that night," he
said quietly.  "When I find him, you can kick him around a bit as
well."  Snape nodded slightly, starting to look smug. 
"Then we can calm his aunt down." 


"I
had a few talks with her.  She wanted me to be stronger on the students
academically.  I did inform her what dunderheads we presently have as
students.  She was not amused and wanted to start at the top and work her
way back down straightening things out." 


"I
wish her much luck," Remus said dryly.  "Please start with
Fudge." 


Flitwick
looked down.  "I'm not sure if anyone has that strong of a
stomach." 


"Harry's
great-aunt." 


"We
talked a bit when she was here." 


"She
is quite firm in her desire to see the educational standards raised
again," Snape told him. 


Flitwick
smiled.  "I heard."  He smiled as the first years came
in.  "A good sized class." 


"A
bit small," Snape countered.  "We usually get a few more
yearly."  They waited through the sorting ceremony then dinner was
served. 


After
dinner, Severus followed his students down to the dorm, looking them
over.  "Mr. Malfoy, I believe you live upstairs." 


"According
to the note on my plate I don't," he said, looking like he was having a
migraine and an asthma attack at the same time.  He swallowed and looked
up.  "Beyond that, we need to be here for the first night's
lecture." 


Severus
nodded and made it quick this time.  The first years were exhausted, like
usual.  Draco walked off looking less than concerned but the other two
were clearly getting closer as well.  Severus followed, finding McGonagall
doing the same.  Severus summoned the house listing since she had
hers.  "I see I have two other inhabitants this year," he said. 


"I
was wondering why our room only had enough beds for the others," Ron said
tiredly.  He was rubbing his throat and upper chest.  Harry gave him
a nudge closer to Draco and they both relaxed further once their arms made
contact.  Harry touched Draco's arm and it was better for all of them. 


"Are
we done soothing each other?" Snape demanded. 


Harry
looked at him.  "Too long and he could die," he said quietly. 


"I
knew that.  Did you not get the book your guardian sent?" 


"This
summer finally." 


Snape
sighed.  "No wonder the goblins were looking for things." 


"His
allowance and all of Bill's letters too," Ron told him.  "It's
nice someone cleaned so well during the summer too.  Things look spiffier
this year." 


He
looked at McGonagall, who looked pissed.  "We have a room they can
take up.  Then next year they can have your house?" 


Draco
looked at him.  "Some of the upper years will kill them," he
pointed out. 


Snape
looked at him.  "I can make sure they do not even think of such
thoughts."  He looked at McGonagall.  "Or are you going to
talk to him?" 


"I've
already talked to him.  He said it was for the best to keep them in a
house.  He did say that they could stay on their teams." 


"Charming,"
Snape sighed.  He looked at the boys.  He summoned the house elf for
Slytherin.  "Is that Prefect's room populated with three beds and
their things?" 


"One
bed, three dressers, Professor," she reported with a squeak at the
end.  She stared at them.  "Potters have not been one of our children
for years." 


McGonagall
shuddered.  "They're still Gryffindors, Moppy."  She nodded
at that.  "Severus?" 


"We
shall try it but the first time there's a fight, I'll be correcting
things."  The boys gave him a pointed look.  "On either
side."  They nodded and followed him. 


Draco
walked in first.  "Seventh years please?" he called.  They
came back down the stairs in time to see their head of house walk in with the
other two.  "The headmaster," he said at the horrified looks. 


Ron
shrugged.  "No clue, just got the note at dinner." 


"Well,
I suppose we can replace Malfoy with Potter on the team," one of them said
dryly. 


"No,
the headmaster has said that they're on their own team," Draco said dryly.



"That
was what he told Professor McGonagall," Snape agreed.  He stared at
them.  "There is a prefect's room that they'll be taking up. 
They shall not have any problems." 


"Could
be worse," one sighed.  "Could be Granger.  Or
Longbottom.  At least most Weasleys are slightly temperamental." 


"If
it helps, most of my family were Slytherin," Harry offered.  He
pulled out the picture he had grabbed from his trunk before getting off the
train and put it on an empty wall. 


Cordelia
sighed.  "This is *wonderful*!  They redecorated since the last
time I was here."  She beamed at the seventh years.  "Now,
who am I tutoring in herbology and who is my cousin Eleanor tutoring in other
things?" 


"Bloody
hell, you're Cordelia Bankman," one said in awe. 


"Why,
yes, child, I am."  She beamed back. 


"How
did you get her painting?" one of the Slytherins asked Harry. 


"She's
a cousin."  He grinned.  "As I said, most of us who went
here were Slytherin." 


Draco
nodded.  "Eleanor especially." 


"Yes,
your father has been found to be a wonderful family minion, Draco
love."  She beamed at him.  "He'll do quite well helping
Eleanor making changes that she desires in the modern world."  Draco
gave her an odd look.  "Well, he's not as strong as her.  You
know that rule." 


"Quite,"
he admitted quietly.  "I'll let him figure that one out himself. 
I hate to make him mad enough to yell."  He looked at the
professor.  "Which prefect's room?" 


"The
one with the pretty view," Cordelia said with a smile.  "The
headmaster was most displeased that you three had to share another room but we
did switch things with a former headmaster's help to get you a window. 
Otherwise you'd be in that small room behind the entry wall."  Draco
shuddered.  "Exactly." 


"Thank
you, ma'am," Harry said. 


"You're
welcome, Harry, and I told you to call me by my name." 


"Yes,
Cousin Cordelia." 


"Good
boy.  Now, go rest.  You need it before things tomorrow." 
They went to their room. 


Eleanor
pushed her way in.  She looked over the staring seniors.  "Well,
not much time to mold you so you can make positive changes for the wizarding
world but we can try, shall we?" 


"Who're
you?" one of the girls asked. 


"Eleanor
Potter-Mercator, dear.  You?" 


"Sybil
Sidelene." 


"Ah! 
I knew your grandmother.  Such a charming young woman.  Very
Hufflepuff but very nice and polite.  Very strong willed when you upset
her." 


"Yes,
ma'am, I have had the pleasure of meeting that strong will a few times as a
child." 


"Of
course, that's why you're so good now."  Sybil nodded quickly. 
"Have a good night, dears, if Severus doesn't need you."  They
fled back to their rooms.  Eleanor sighed, looking at her cousin. 
"My year were stronger willed," she said quietly.  "We'll
have to help tutor them.  Their education has been lacking and the current
society isn't strong anymore." 


"We
will, dear cousin.  You know we will." 


She
smiled.  "I know.  It will be fine by the time our Harry
graduates." 


***



Snape
walked into the room, looking around.  He touched the wall. 
"They are not married in that manner and are too young to share a bed as a
marriage should."  Three beds appeared instead.  "Thank
you."  He let the wall go.  "Try to rest.  We'll see
if we can fix this in the morning."  They nodded, going to the
attached bathroom to get ready for bed.  Severus went back down there,
staring at the ladies.  "Do not warp my students.  I have been
subtly showing them what they need to learn but some have not gotten the point
yet and probably won't until they're on their own." 


"We'll
simply tutor in classes and help with research," Eleanor said with a
smile. 


Severus
glared at her.  "I do not believe that." 


"Well,
we may help...strengthen a few backbones.  They're fairly limp these
days." 


"The
whole world is."  He left them to their plotting.  If it got
that bad, he'd put them back in the entryway. 


Cordelia
looked around.  "I don't see the House potions box." 


"I
got told they removed it after some students misused it." 


"That's
their fault.  How else are you supposed to get calming potions for the
first years when they panicked?" Cordelia complained. 


"They
go to the infirmary," the Bloody Baron noted as he faded in. 
"Lady Cordelia.  Lady Eleanor."  They both smiled at
him.  "Do not warp the students or I shall have them remove you from
our house, children."  He stared at them. 


Eleanor
smiled at him  "It's nice to see you still haunting and trying to
terrorize the students, Baron." 


"I'd
bounce and try to hug you but I know I can't as a painting," Cordelia told
him. 


He
stared at them.  "Do heed my warning."  He left to tell
Severus they had *plans* for their students. 


***



The
next morning, Harry and Ron walked over to their table for breakfast, getting
dirty looks.  "Not like we changed houses," Ron said
dryly.  "The stupid link won't let us live in our own
dorms."  He flipped his tie.  "See, no green in it." 


Harry
looked at them.  "Next year he's coming up to live in our
dorms."  The upper years all gave him horrified looks.  Harry
smirked back.  "The headmaster arranged it." 


"We'll
start a petition to get you guys your old room back," Justin said. 
"Porridge?" 


Harry
and Ron got their breakfasts once they were sitting.  Ron looked at
them.  "Fair warning, his great-aunt's in a portrait in
Slytherin.  She's already decided half the upper years need worked on and
made stronger.  Plus she wants classes to get tougher."  They
all moaned, shaking their heads. 


"They
have said they're willing to tutor anyone who wants it," Harry
offered.  "Cousin Cordelia was tops in herbology." 


Madam
Sprout choked and stared at them.  "Mr. Potter, did you say the
painting of your cousin was back in Slytherin?" 


"Yes,
Professor, and she's willing to tutor." 


"I'd
like to chat with her." 


"It's
on the wall above the spare candles," Ron told her.  "With his
great-aunt Eleanor hanging about to tutor in other things." 


"I
see."  She looked at Severus. 


"I
believe it would be better if they were more centrally located, and could take
the painting with them," he told her. 


Harry
walked up there.  "She wanted to know if that mini-tower was still
useable, Professor.  The one with the window in the lake and the small one
above ground?" 


He
stared at him.  "Why would she want that room?" 


"Because
we're down by it?" he said with a shrug.  "She didn't tell me
why.  She did praise the Baron for trying to scare them, but said it was
about the same as when Cousin Cordelia used to pounce him." 


Snape
shook his head quickly.  "I heard stories of her using intangibility
potions as a second-year to pounce him to hug him.  I believe he's still
traumatized.  I shall look into that room, see if it is fitting for them
to tutor from." 


Harry
beamed.  "Thank you, Professor.  It might make some people
calmer," he said quietly. 


"Indeed. 
Including my own nerves.  Go eat, Potter."  He went back to his
food.  He took the potion that appeared beside his plate.  He knew
what it was and it was nice Draco had sent it to him.  He looked at Madam
Sprout, who gave him a pitied look.   He went back to his food. 
Not that he was hungry anymore but he knew he had to eat something. 


***



Remus
walked into his classroom Monday and looked around, rearranging the
desks.  He found a painting and shook his head.  "Out of my
room, ladies.  This is defense but they do not need to defend against you
teaching." 


"We
can help," Cordelia said with a pout. 


"Perhaps
but they've had dreadful teachers the last two years.  They're nowhere
ready for higher help.  I have to get the fifth years through the rest of
the second-year curriculum."  She whined.  He stared her
down.  "They can find you and ask you for your help with research
topics and papers."  She nodded and he covered all the paintings in
the room.  He didn't need the interference and someone had left one of
Lockhart.  That one he unstuck and walked it out to the entryway, putting
it up in a blank spot.  The headmaster gave him an odd look so he
uncovered it. 


"I
see.  That is most decent of you, Remus." 


"I
didn't need him trying to bollox up the students any farther.  He's done
enough harm to their educations."  He went back to his room. 


The
headmaster got tired of the pouting so he recovered it and went to his office. 


***



Draco
followed the paintings's directions, finding a hidden area at the end of the
stairs.  "Interesting."  He couldn't get it open so he went
back to the painting.  "I can't get it open but I think I found
it."  He took the painting down and carried it that way. 


Cordelia
looked.  "That's not quite what I was talking about; the opening
leads somewhere different."  She pointed.  "Look
there."  He did and found it, and she taught him the opening
charm.  It slid open with a shower of dust and dirt, making him splutter
and choke. 


"What
are you doing?" the head prefect of the house demanded. 


"She
wanted me to find this room," Draco said. 


"We
have hidden rooms?" he demanded. 


"There's
one there too," Draco said with a point.  "I don't know where it
goes."  He put the painting down and glanced into the new room. 
No light.  "Potter!" he bellowed.  Harry came jogging down
the stairs to join him.  "Go search this room your relatives wanted
us to find." 


Harry
sighed but did it.  Starting with the lights. 


The
prefect gave Draco an odd look.  "Why send him?" 


"He's
used to exploring and danger.  If there's something dangerous in there,
he's better at killing it," he said with a shrug and a smirk.  "He
knows that.  It's wisdom that lets each of us use our strengths.  I'm
letting him be his Gryffindor self." 


"Uh-huh,"
the prefect sighed, following Potter in.  Unlike Malfoy, he wasn't
scared.  Even when he ran into a huge snakehead. 
"Huh."  He backed out. 


Harry
looked at him then at the head.  "Please open for me," he said
in parseltongue. 


"Say
your name, boy," Cordelia called. 


"Call
me boy again, watch me burn the painting," Harry called back. 
"I'm Harry James Potter, please open for me."  The mouth
opened.   He lit his wand and waved it around.  Some cobwebs but
nothing dangerous looking.  He carefully walked in, finding a whole, huge
area.  As promised it had a window that showed the inside of the
lake.  It had a few places with overhead lights from outside. 
"Draco, come here," he called. 


Draco
walked in, checking around before going through the mouth. 
"Interesting," he said as he walked though.  "It's almost a
mini tower."  He walked up the spiral stairs to the left of the snake
mouth, finding a section of bookshelves.  A long table too.  He came
back down, finding Harry looking around the other areas. 
"Bedroom?" 


"No. 
Not that I've found yet."  They walked back out of the mouth, then
Harry came back and pointed.  "That's another opening."  He
went to examine it, finding a house crest.  He smiled.  "There's
a link to Hufflepuff." 


Draco
came to look around.  "Here's one to Ravenclaw."  They
found the one to Gryffindor and went back to the main room.  "Here's
another opening," he said.  Ron was staring at it. 
"Bedroom?" 


"Yup. 
Huge bedroom but a single bed."  They walked in to look around. 
An old tub made of what looked like copper was in there as well.  There
was a toilet in a closet and a sink in there too. 


"What
is this?" Snape asked from the doorway. 


"Cordelia
wanted us to find it," Draco told him with a small frown.  He came
out but the snakehead was gone.  "Potter."  Harry came out,
looking at the spot.  Draco moved forward and it appeared, making Snape
hiss and step back.  "I am Draco Malfoy."  The head opened
and he stepped through.  He waved the teacher in.  "There's
links to other towers." 


Harry
walked in and to the Gryffindor tower.  "I am Harry Potter, please
open for me."  It hesitated but the Gryffin head appeared and opened
its beak for him.  He smiled and patted it, looking around. 
"They've got another entry room like ours," he called back, coming
out.  "I couldn't find a bedroom though." 


Snape
stared at the room then at the boys.  "Why did they want you to find
this?" 


Draco
shrugged.  "We have no idea."  He went to talk to the
painting.  "No bedroom on the Gryff side?" 


"No. 
Not that I could find."  He shrugged and they walked out
together.  Ron was leaning in the doorway.  "There's a link back
to our tower." 


"She
just told Snape this was created for inter-house projects plotting
purposes."  He smirked.  "Our bedroom is sealed beyond what
we usually do." 


Draco
and Harry sighed, going to check it.  Locked.  Snape walked up behind
them and tried to open it.  No luck.  Cordelia shouted a few spells
too so they tried them and nothing.  Snape was glaring at the doorway now.



"Should
I go find Flitwick?" Ron asked. 


"No,
we can handle it," Snape assured him.  "Twenty points from
Gryffindor for that smart question." 


Harry
looked.  "Draco, help me knock these hinges out," he said
quietly.  Draco gave him an odd look.  "I've had to do it to get
out of a locked room before," he said bluntly.  They knocked the
hinges out and the door listed, then finally the locking spell broke. 


"Now,
how do you fix that?" Snape asked. 


"You
put them back, hopefully without the spell being on it," he shot back with
a shrug.  It made sense to him.  Snape glared but did try to cancel
the spell.  He supposed he did and the boys put the door back up then
checked their things.  Ron came in to check his own.  Snape left and
as soon as he walked out, the door slammed shut and locked itself again. 


Draco
looked and sighed.  Harry shrugged.  "I'm pretty sure we can at
least get dinner," Harry said. 


"Hopefully. 
I'm not starving tonight." 


Harry
looked at him.  "This isn't starving, Draco. With starving, you lose
weight and it's like your stomach is eating itself."  Draco shuddered
at his calm, quiet, reasonable tone.  "We can get a house elf,
right?" 


"Moppy?"
Draco called.  Nothing for a minute then a house elf popped in,
Dobby.  "Dobby," he sighed, smiling at him. 


"Harry
Potter family called?" he asked, looking at Harry. 


"We're
locked in here, Dobby.  Can you make sure we get something for
dinner?  Whatever we're having tonight at the tables?  And tell Snape
we're locked in here now?" 


"Dobby
will do."  He disappeared. 


"I'll
see if he'll quit ignoring you," Harry said quietly. 


"Thank
you.  I was never mean to Dobby."  He sat on his bed with a
sigh.  "Any idea who did this?" 


"One
of the sixth years," Ron said.  "He's been watching us awfully
hard." 


"Can
we prove it?" Harry asked. 


"No,"
Ron admitted.  He grimaced.  "Who do you think will miss us
first?" 


"Hermione
probably." 


"No,
she and Neville asked Madam Sprout for help with the cuttings we gave
them." 


"I'm
not due to study with anyone tonight," Draco admitted.  "Potter,
extra lessons?" 


"Not
tonight.  Remus is changing tonight."  They all sighed because
that meant it'd be breakfast before anyone probably got them undone if Snape
didn't listen to Dobby.  At least they could get food and Dobby could be
talked to about ignoring Draco. 


***



Two
days later, Snape looked around his classroom.  "Where is the ungodly
trio?" he sneered.  "Are they cutting classes?" 


Hermione
looked at him.  "No one's seen them today, Professor, and I don't
remember them being at dinner last night." 


"Or
lunch," Neville said quietly, looking at her. 


He
glared, going to check their room.  The door was invisible this
time.  "How very charming of them to do," he sneered, casting
the charms to open it.  The boys looked up from their studying on the
floor.  "What did you three do?" 


"Wasn't
us," Ron complained.  "We told Dobby to tell you that first
night." 


Draco
nodded.  "We did, sir." 


"I'll
beat that house elf myself.  It's time for Potions."  They got
up and grabbed their robes and ties, heading out.  He followed.  The
door shut and went invisible again so he broke that spell once and for
all.  The caster probably had a good migraine so he'd have to see which
one it was.  His Slytherins knew the rules about attacking people in the
house.  The boys were in their seats when he got there, working on the
ingredients for the potion on the board.  He looked then at them. 
"That is last class's and I doubt you three have that much skill," he
sneered, changing it.  Most of the things they had already done could be
used for that but Draco did tightly seal the others for him.  He nodded
his thanks and sat down to watch them all stumble. 


***



"How
did a seventh year Ravenclaw get into my house to lock and seal a
doorway?" he asked during the staff meeting that evening.  Madam
Pomfrey had told him who had shown up with the headache. 


Professor
Flitwick gave him an odd look.  "Are you certain?" 


"He
is the only one that showed up with a migraine from the backlash of me breaking
the charm." 


"Interesting. 
I have no idea but I will be finding out why he chose to prank them." 


"It
was no prank." 


"Is
it the reason no one's seen Mr. Potter or Weasley for a few days?"
McGonagall asked. 


"Indeed."



She
politely muttered something under her breath.  He smirked at her for
it.  "Are they all right?" 


"Dobby
apparently kept them fed.  He did appear that first night but didn't tell
me more than 'the door is locked and hidden' before leaving." 


"Have
the boys talk to him about being more specific," Flitwick suggested. 
"He appears to adore Mr. Potter." 


"He's
still ignoring Draco," Snape admitted.  Someone knocked then walked
in to whisper in his ear.  "I'll be back."  He followed her
back to the house.  That was probably not a good thing.  He found the
seventh years glaring at the trio trying to stop the water leak. 
"What happened?" he demanded, casting the repair charm.  It
wouldn't hold.  He created a barrier in front of the window to hold off
the water so it could be resealed.  When it was whole, the three boys
relaxed.  "What happened?" he repeated. 


One
of the seventh years stepped forward.  "They were having a fight and
it cracked, sir." 


Snape
looked at him then at the boys.  Draco shook his head.  "What
happened?" 


"We
were studying," he said with a point at their soggy books.  He cast
the drying charm on them.  "Our wands were in our bags until the
water started then we tried to hold it back.  I have no idea who cracked
it, Professor.  I was paying attention to Transfiguration for our upcoming
test." 


Snape
looked at the papers then at the water.  "The crack should have
sprayed outward." 


Harry
pointed.  "We fixed one there first, sir.  Then it radiated
over.  We were working on that one when you came in." 


Snape
checked that one, nodding.  "The repair went well.  Ten points
for not flooding Slytherin."  He glared at the massed other
students.  "Who cast it?"  No one said anything. 
"I will know or you will all be suffering." 


"Is
it possible it's a natural crack?" Ron asked.  "We heard some
thumping earlier of something running into it, Professor." 


He
turned to look at him.  "What?" 


"The
mermaids were fighting again," Draco told him.  "One did thump
into the glass earlier but it was nearer to the center."  He
pointed.  "About there." 


"That
doesn't mean one didn't thump it earlier in the other spot," Ron offered. 


Snape
checked the rest of the glass, nodding.  "It has been weakened in
that area as well."  He cast the charm to put the barrier over all
the glass.  He found a few more minute cracks.  "It appears it
was natural.  There's multiple little fissures."  He nodded and
left. 


Draco
dried the rest of their stuff and they went to their room.  The upper
years could get vicious when they wanted to be and it was best to get out of
the way.  He told his spouses that as he walked off.  They
followed.  Harry had to summon his book but that was fine. 


Snape
walked into the meeting.  "The merpeople were fighting next to the
window again, Headmaster.  It cracked this time."  Dumbledore
shuddered.  "The trio managed to solve some of it but the window is
fully cracked in a few other places and will be breaking soon if not
replaced." 


"I'll
call someone before dinner," he promised, making that note.  "Is
the flooding bad?" 


"They
solved one leak and were working on the bigger one.  I've got a temporary
barrier up."  That got another nod.  "I'll check any others
tonight." 


"Good. 
Let me know if it's more than that one.   We wouldn't want to have to
rename your dorms for the lake."  Snape grimaced but sat down
again.  "How are the boys doing?" 


"Better
now that they were released."  The headmaster looked at him. 
"One of the seventh year Ravenclaws decided to lock them in their room for
three days." 


"Oh,
dear.  Are they fine?" 


"They
got Dobby to feed them but I did not understand the message he gave
me."  That got a nod and another note made. 


"We'll
look into punishment for that one.  It is wrong to lock any student who is
not mentally unstable into a room," the headmaster said.  "Any
other topics we need to hear about?"  No one said anything. 
"Then have a good evening."  The professors left.  He went
to call the glass company.  That was going to be very bad. 


***



Harry
woke up to the insistent calls of his aunts.  "What?" he said,
sitting up to open his curtains and look at them.  "What's going
on?" 


"The
common room is flooded and the water is rising," Cordelia said. 


"Draco!"
Harry shouted.  "Ron!"  They got up. 
"Pack.  Now.  Aunts, go tell the other years to get up and
pack."  They fled to do that.  "Ron, get that room
open."  He ran to do that.  If they couldn't get through the
main doorway they had to use the emergency exit they had. 
"Draco?" 


"I've
got our stuff and the youngers," he sighed.  "I don't like being
a hero." 


"Get
used to it," Harry quipped.  He headed for the room.  For some
reason the Gryff door wouldn't open.  "Open please, it's an emergency
with Slytherin.  I'm Harry James Potter."  The beak
opened.  "I don't know," he told Ron.  "Maybe because
we're coming from Slytherin.  Get the prefects up to help."  He
rushed back out.  "Kids, this way," he called.  "We
found an evacuation point that'll take you to Gryffindor, and we can come down
from there."  They ran that way with their trunks.  The seniors
were herding.  "Anyone not accounted for?" he called the prefect
at the bottom of the stairs. 


"Two
kids finding their cats.  One finding his toad." 


"Have
someone summon them."  He nodded, doing that with the kids. 
Then he summoned the very damp pets.  Harry got them moving in the right
direction.  "Check the other rooms." 


"Why
does it go to Gryff?" he demanded. 


"It
goes to all the other houses but Ron couldn't get it to open to Gryff and I
could." 


"Oh." 
He went to check the dorms, getting those who slept potioned.  They fled
the house and ran into the prefects. 


Harry
came up front.  "Thank you.  We're half flooded," he told
the prefects, getting a nod.  "Can we bum the common room?" 


"Gladly,"
the head prefect said.  "I've already sent for McGonagall and
Snape."  He pointed.  "Fire's lit, kids.  Go get
warm."  They went that way.  He looked at the doorway. 
"That's neat." 


Draco
went to seal the other side.  "That way it won't flood
too."  He came back through.  "Why wouldn't it open for
Weasley?" 


"I'm
guessing because we came in from Slytherin," Harry admitted.  He
walked back into the study area.  He looked at the Ravenclaw one. 
"Open for me please?"  Nothing.  He shrugged at
Draco.  "It won't so I'm guessing it's reading us that way but I'm
speaking in Parseltongue.  It looks like Slytherin built it maybe." 


"Okay,"
he decided.  He looked around.  "The aunts are going to be
hellishly pissed." 


Harry
winced, going to the other doorway for Slytherin and summoning their
painting.  "Sorry," he said at the scowls.  "Living
people first."  He reclosed the door and let it dry in there. 
"We'll come get you from Gryff later.  That way you don't scare
anyone."  He left them there, going back to Gryffindor.  He shut
the doorway when Snape stared at him.  "Aunts.  They're drying
out there because they're scowling." 


"Get
the other portraits as well, Potter." 


He
nodded, going to do that.  They all got stacked around the study area then
he went back to Gryff.  He ran into Ron and Draco.  "Do we have
temporary beds?" 


"We're
all bumming spares in the towers.  We're here," Ron told him. 
Harry beamed and they went up to their rightful dorm.  The bed was nice,
clean, cool.  Perfect to rest on.  Unfortunately only one but they
could handle that.  Pajamas solved any issue of impropriety. 


***



Hermione
walked down to the common room the next morning, staring at the sleepy Slytherins. 
"How did you lot get in here?" she demanded. 


"Our
tower flooded," one told her.  "We're all bumming spare
spaces." 


"Oh,
I'm sorry.  Did you lose much?" 


"No,
Potter's relatives told us to pack quickly and taught us the packing charm very
quickly." 


"Wonderful
of them."  She went up to the boys' side, knocking before opening the
door. 


Neville
waved.  "They're asleep, Hermione," he said quietly. 
"How did they get up here?" 


"Slytherin
flooded grandly apparently.  They're bumming spare beds." 


"Wonderful." 
He went to the bathroom to get dressed. 


Hermione
walked over, nudging Ron to wake him up.  "You're going to miss
breakfast and I'm sure Draco has a beauty routine."  He smirked at
her so she left.  He nudged Draco, which got him moving, and then Harry,
who grunted and went to bathe as well.  Ron waited because Draco could
take forever in the bathroom.  He'd get Harry's shower after he was done. 


***



The
Headmaster looked at the students across breakfast.  "There is
someone coming in to fix Slytherin's window today," he announced. 
"It may take us a few days.  Please be kind to the students who were
displaced by the lake."  They all nodded at that.  "I'm
also awarding fifty points to the prefects who acted so well to get the
students out of harm's way."  They smiled at him for that. 
"Very good work."  He sat down again.  "Severus, he'll
be here at ten." 


"That's
fine."  He looked around.  "Potions will be canceled
today.  I will expect my students to have a study hall." 


"Any
of you guys who need to learn how to dry books and things, we can help with
that," Hermione promised.  "I have a very good drying
charm."  A few nodded. 


"The
house elves are going to be gathering clothes that need washed and doing
them," the Headmaster added.  "We'll figure things out
later."  They all nodded and got back to eating.  He looked at
Severus.  "Was your office affected?" 


"No,
not in the least.  There's only three lake windows in Slytherin. 
Plus one in that study center that they evacuated through since they couldn't
use the main door." 


"Study
center?" 


"It's
multi-House, each one has an entry point and then there's a study area with a
small, empty library," Harry said as he walked up.  "Sir, the
twins noted that there's spare dormitories in the west tower," he offered.



"That's
a storage area for spare beds," the Headmaster corrected. 


Harry
held up the map.  "This area, sir." 


He
looked.  "That area has been sealed for years, Mr. Potter.  I
have no idea how to get up there." 


One
of the twins came up to manipulate the map but Remus looked and pointed. 
"The entry's in that room, Headmaster.  It's only got about sixty
beds but there's a second floor with about thirty."  He looked at
Severus.  "Would that suit your students for a bit if it takes too
long?" 


"If
their beds are ruined we may have to take from there," Severus pointed
out.  "For temporary quarters that may work for most of the students
if it goes overly long." 


Harry
smiled.  "There's rooms like we used last year too." 


"Also
true.  Yours had room for another two beds."  Harry
nodded.  "We'll consider that if this goes on, Mr. Potter.  Good
thinking for once." 


"Thank
you, sir."  He smiled at the twin and went back to the table to eat. 


Remus
smiled.  "Very good thinking, George.  Five points for
that," he said quietly.  George smiled and went back to his
plate.  "Did anyone get hurt, Severus?" 


"One
child's familiar drowned but otherwise they were only damp and scared. 
Thankfully the Gryffindor prefects weren't mean and coddled them until we could
get there."  McGonagall smiled at that. 


"I
would like to see this study center," the headmaster said. 


"For
obvious reasons you'd have to Professor McGonagall take you," Severus
said. 


"I
can ask the boys." 


"Mr.
Malfoy does need his education, Headmaster." 


"Before
dinner?" 


"I'll
have them in extra defense lessons," Remus said.  That got an odd
look.  He smiled.  "Harry does need to know such things,
especially with how behind the last few teachers were." 


"I
understand that.  Perhaps after dinner?" 


"They'd
only have homework tonight," Snape agreed. 


"That's
fine then."  He went back to eating.  The day was going to be a
long one. 


The
Bloody Baron floated in and up to the head table.  "The merpeople are
using the children's beds," he said grimly.  "They're trying to
figure out what they're for." 


"Well,
they wouldn't have the same things," Flitwick admitted.  "I'd
suppose they'd be curious." 


Snape
nodded.  "We will banish them as soon as possible, Baron." 


"Thank
the Potter boy for getting all the paintings, Severus.  He left a few
statues but they won't be harmed.  Calling for artwork also got all the
wall hangings rolled up and sent there."  He bowed and left. 


"Mr.
Potter, the Bloody Baron wishes you to have five points for following
orders." 


"Thank
you, Baron," he called. 


"Houses
are supposed to be separate," one boy said a bit loudly.  "I
don't care about emergencies, but to have them stay?  There's a reason we
were sorted." 


"In
the real world there are no houses," McGonagall said, staring the idiot
down.  "You'll be working beside people of various houses and even
other schools.  You were sorted here because it would give you the support
you needed to succeed from people like yourself.  The Founders never meant
for students to be as divided as they are now."  The boy shrank
down.  "Headmaster, we really should find more projects that can be
done inter-house." 


"That
is up to the individual teachers," he reminded her. 


***



Hermione
looked at Ron after he said something about some pureblood snobs that Slytherin
was hiding in the upper years.  "But they're not all
purebloods," Hermione said.  Draco gave her the strangest look. 
"Tom Riddle was not a pureblood; he's a half-blood and he was a prefect
and head boy in his year."  Harry choked.  "Are you all
right?" 


"Tom
Riddle?  Voldemort?" 


She
gaped.  "He is?" she shrieked. 


"He
is?" Draco echoed.  "Bloody hell, my father's going to throw a
fit."  He went to owl him.  His father could look the guy up,
make sure it was the same one and if he was indeed a half-blood.  If she
was right, then his mother was going to be gloating for years.  She hadn't
liked the pureblood movement.  Thought it was beneath the family.  If
she was right, there'd be shopping in celebration. 


"As
long as we don't have to go," Harry muttered, cracking Ron up. 
Hermione looked confused.  "Draco was thinking about his mother going
shopping in celebration of being right about him.  As long as she doesn't
bring us.  I'm too tired to shop right now."  He heard Draco add
that into his letter and looked at Ron.  "Manure pile?" 


"Yup. 
It's good Ginny really likes those silk boxers though." 


"All
of mine disappeared," Harry sighed.  "All but them." 


Ron
patted him on the back.  "I don't know who did it, but let them steal
the rest, Harry.  We can get more next Hogsmede weekend." 


"If
Harry's allowed to go," Hermione put in.  "The headmaster might
want him to stay up here." 


"Bill
and Remus both signed my slips," Harry said with a smile.  "If
not, we'll find a damn way."  She blushed.  "I'm not a
bloody prisoner."  He walked off, heading toward herbology since they
had that next.  Ron stayed behind to wait a bit.  If they spread out
this way it gave them extra links in the chain that bound them together. 


Draco
came out and headed for the greenhouses as well.  Harry cast a shoving
charm, getting him into the manure.  "Hey!" he complained,
getting out spluttering.  "Potter, that was evil!" 


"So
was telling your mother I'd shop with her some other time!"  He gave
him a dirty look.  "Got some in your hair," he said with a grin,
going inside the greenhouse. 


Ron
moved around him.  "Remember, Harry only had hand-me-downs from his
cousin before," he said quietly.  "He never got to learn to shop
like you did."  He let Draco clean himself up.  They may be
married but he wasn't touching manure for Draco Malfoy. 


Draco
cast the cleaning charms as he went to shower and change.  There was no
way a cleaning charm was going to handle this mess.  The professor ran
into him on his trudge.  "My spouses are evil to me," he
sniffed.  "Just because my mother wanted to take them shopping."



"I'll
give them detentions for you, Mr. Malfoy.  Go shower and
change."  He nodded, going to do that.  She walked in
there.  "You two must learn how to put up with his family as
well," she said.  "Two nights of detention for misusing the
fertilizer pile."  She went to the front of the class. 
"Today we're going to be working with the second year's dragonflies. 
They did dreadful with them."  They all got the plants and the things
they'd need to help them get better.  She watched those two.  She
hadn't considered Mr. Potter mean before but apparently his family was having
an adverse effect on his temperament.  She'd have to tell the Headmaster
that. 


***



Harry
walked into the Headmaster's office.  He really didn't want to be there
today but he supposed it was necessary to something again.  He was really
starting to hate being called up here for things.  "Yes, sir, you
wanted to see me?" 


The
headmaster looked at him.  "You don't like our chats?" 


"I
don't like that the other students see it as favoritism," he
covered.  He also strengthened his shield. The headmaster grimaced at
him.  "They do." 


"I'm
sure it'll work out fine soon enough.  I believe we have to talk about how
your family is influencing you." 


Harry
stared at him.  "I would've shoved him in the manure pile before this
summer, Headmaster."  He gaped.  "It's not like we can duel
in the hall like before.  He and Ron can't fight any longer.  It's
not like we get along that well.   We're at the stage where we can
tolerate each other most of the time but all marriages have conflict and
fighting according to Remus." 


"Here
he is your professor." 


"Only
in class.  Outside he said I could call him by his name.  He is my
godfather.  The same as Draco gets to call his godfather by name outside
of classes and the house."  He heard the sigh.  "Other than
that, Draco deserved it.  He signed me up to take another whirlwind
shopping binge with his mother.  I'm not in good enough shape for
that.  Quidditch shape isn't the same thing." 


"I
see."  He stared at him.  "About your permission
slips...." 


"Bill
is my legal guardian, sir." 


"Your
aunt...." 


"Had
her custody severed," Harry overrode.  "She nearly ended up in
jail, Headmaster."  He opened his mouth.  Harry held up a
hand.  "I saw the letter you sent her." 


"I've
since read some more materials on that ...bond of yours." 


"I
still didn't choose to do it and sending that letter nearly got me killed by
her.  Thank you ever so much," he said dryly.  "I'm sure
you would've been most happy with that outcome."  He walked
off.  "I am emancipated, Headmaster.  I can sign my own papers
if I want.  Bill's signature is only a formality.  The bond does
legally make us emancipated minors."  He closed the door behind
himself without slamming it.  He heard Ron and Draco congratulating him
for holding in his temper.  He was really not in a good mood now so he
told them he was going to the pitch.  They came out to fly with him. 


Severus
Snape came out a half hour later.  "That is not an allowed
activity," he called. "Get down here." 


Harry
floated near him.  "I just had to talk to the Headmaster, who thinks
my family is making me mean and evil, and he didn't look too pissed that his
letter to my family explaining the bond would've gotten me killed,
Professor.  I don't rightly care about house points."  He flew
off again.  His temper was calmer in the air. 


Draco
felt it rising and moved away.  Ron too.  They knew not to be in
close contact.  When the seething turned more violent, Draco waved the
professor away too.  Snape glared but even he felt the rise in magic so he
moved.  Quickly.  In case it was focused his way.  He had no
idea what the headmaster had said but it was clearly bad. "Potter,"
he called.  Harry glared at him.  "Let me read what he did this
time."  He cast the legimens spell, wincing at the magic tinging the
edges of his mind.  Potter was in a true snit this time and the meeting
wasn't as bad as it could have been but the others he read in the same area...
those were bad.  He disengaged.  "Get down here, meditate that
out before you have to repair this set of grass too." 


"I
can't do that," Harry growled.  "It doesn't ease it any." 


Draco
frowned, casting a diagnostic charm at him.  Harry turned to look at
him.  "Turn back.  Let me read what they dosed you with this
year."  Harry slumped and let him.  "I'm not seeing a
potion." 


"I'm
seeing something," Ron admitted.  He moved closer.  "Harry,
your scar's glowing." 


"Fat
bloody chance he's getting back in my damn head!" Harry shouted. 


"Land! 
All three of you!" Snape ordered.  They landed and he checked the
boy.  There was indeed an attempt to invade his mind from a more powerful
source.  "Someone is." 


"Father,"
Draco muttered, touching his beacon.  He and Ron touched Harry's
shoulders, letting the shields between them fall.  Draco's stronger, more
orderly mind was able to grab onto some of the invading presence.  Ron's
more chaotic, booby-related thoughts got the rest and Harry slumped unconscious
between them.  They both had their own ways of dealing with things. 
Draco looked at the professor.  "The Dark Lord is not pleased that it
was severed in the first place and he's not pleased that Potter's not very
open." 


"I
see.  How in touch are you, Mr. Malfoy?" 


"More
than I feel comfortable with."  He set up a diverging thought pattern
to distract the searching mind.  Ron was mentally humming and thinking
about broomsticks with breasts again.  That's all that was in Weasley's
mind.  "I think you're making him disgusted, Ron." 


"Good. 
Gets him outta my head," he quipped with a smirk.  Lucius and
Narcissa both appeared this time.  "Parents." 


"Father,
the Dark Lord bastard tried to reestablish the link again," he
called.  "He's not pleased that I'm doing so well in Potions in the
least. Or about Ron's interest in putting large breasts on
broomsticks."  Harry moaned.  "No, you stay down," he ordered,
keeping him asleep with a hex.  His mother gave him a pointed look. 
"We were flying because Harry's temper came back thanks to the
Headmaster." 


"I
see."  She brushed a hand over his head, then quietly cast the
legimens charm herself to get in there.  "Very nice shields for your
age, my son."  She shoved that bad link out.  Draco moaned and
went limp in relief.  Lucius got the other boy.  Then she got
Potter.  "I believe we'll be severing that link more
permanently." 


"How
did it come back?" Severus asked her. 


"I
do not know.  It would have to come from someone that had one." 


"I
was reading his mind about the meeting with the headmaster before then." 


"He
can't travel through the marks that way," Lucius said simply. 
"He tried once and it killed them."  He looked up. 
"If this was the other's doing I'm going to kill. 
Pleasurably."  He heard a growl and looked around. 


Snape
knew that sound and sent a summoning at Remus Lupin.  Dealing with that
right now would only complicate matters too much.  Remus came jogging
out.  He pointed.  "Growling sound familiar?" 


"Yes. 
What happened to Harry, Lucius?" 


"The
Dark Lord is trying to reestablish the link we had cut." 


"Bill
got one of the senior curse breaker teachers to finish severing the link. 
Whoever you had do it only removed part." 


"I
heard."  He let Harry's mind go.  "He'll be fine. 
It's blocked.  Very good ways to divert them, boys, but dangerous to take
it from him." 


Ron
looked at him.  "You didn't see him our first year when his head
split open a few times thanks to that stupid curse scar or the headaches or
even him having a few seizures he wouldn't let us report," he said
quietly.  "There's no way I'd want him to go through that
again." 


"I
agree," Lucius said.  Because his son would go through the same
thing.  "We can teach you better ways of doing that."  He
looked at his son.  "Yours was very advanced for your age." 


"The
aunts gave Ron and I some work on it this summer while Potter was
sleeping," he admitted quietly.  He looked around.  "Who is
that growling?" 


"Sirius,"
Remus said.  He walked that way.  "Don't you dare
run."  The dog gave him a horrified look so he caught him and pulled
him into the forest so they weren't seen.  "What the hell are you
doing?" he demanded.  Sirius changed back.  Remus glared. 
"Leave the boys alone!  I'm not going to let you hurt Harry!" 


"I'm
not going to hurt him!  Peter's here."  He looked that
way.  "He's in tight with the Malfoys?  Have we lost him?" 


"No. 
Lockhart married those three."  He shrugged.  "Lucius is
very protective of his son and therefor our godson.  How can you be sure
he's here?  You killed him!" 


"I
did not!" he shouted. 


Harry
stormed over, glaring at him.  "Prove it." 


"Get
your friend's rat down here." 


Ron
looked at him as he walked up behind Harry.  "My Scabbers?" 


"Yes,
your rat.  He is a rat."  He looked at Harry.  "I'm
trying to protect you, Harry." 


Harry
held up a hand.  "I'm confused, tired, and I have a headache. 
Ron, get Scabbers so he can prove what he said."  Ron jogged off to
do that with Snape behind him.  Lucius made him go instead of going after
Sirius.  Harry looked back then at him.  "Why didn't you have me
when they found me?" 


"Dumbledore
took you from me, gave you to Hagrid.  I went after Peter." 


"You
killed twelve muggles," Remus said. 


"No,
I didn't.  That was Peter."  Ron came back with his pet
rat.  The thing saw him and started to struggle. 


Remus
looked.  "That is his animagus form," he admitted. 
"Change, bastard, so we can settle this now."  Severus came out
with the headmaster.  "Shit.  This we do not need. 
Lucius!"  He pointed.  "Please.  Ten
minutes?"  He nodded, going to distract them.  Narcissa came over. 
"We don't...." 


"Do
shut up now, Remus Lupin," she said blandly.  She looked at the rat,
casting something at him to make him want to change back.  It only
affected rats.  He changed and glared at them.  "Ah, he was
right." 


"Thank
you, Narcissa.  I think I have it from here," Sirius said, lunging at
Peter. 


Harry
was tired.  He was cranky.  He cast stopping charms on both
sides.  "I've had enough," he snarled.  He looked at the
cranky potions professor and Headmaster, both of whom were looking
horrified.  "I don't rightly give a damn and it's a family
matter.  One of them killed my parents.  That goes beyond whatever
Snape has the desire to kill him for." 


"The
dementors are coming," Dumbledore soothed. 


"They'd
better not," Harry said.  "Because I'm not real fond of hearing
my parents death over and over with them around!" he finished in a shout. 


"Having
his mind invaded by the Dark Lord makes him a bit cranky," Ron said,
patting Harry on the shoulder.  "For right now, this is a family
matter, Headmaster.  Don't you agree, Mr. Malfoy?" 


"I'd
like all three of them to be away from my son but I will accept Lupin being
there for now," he admitted.  Remus glared at him. 


"ENOUGH!"
Harry snarled.  His magic shook some of the trees around them. 
"I've had fucking enough for the night!"  He looked at
Peter.  "Someone cast an unbreakable truth charm or something. 
I want some answers please." 


"Harry,"
the headmaster started.  Narcissa cast it.  "You
shouldn't...." 


"Do
shut up now, thank you," Lucius ordered.  "Before I have you
removed again.  Ask, Mr. Potter.  My beloved wife put it on both of
them." 


Harry
unfroze them.  "Which one of you was the secret keeper?" 


"Peter
was," Sirius said.  Remus gasped.  "We changed it because I
was too obvious as the choice." 


Peter
tried not to say anything.  Finally he had to mumble he was.  Remus
took a swing at him. 


"Me
first," Harry ordered firmly.  "They were my parents and your
friends.  I have eleven years of hell to pay him back for."  He
stared at Pettigrew.  "Why did you turn on them?" 


"I'd
be spared.  For power," he was forced to admit. 
"I...."  Harry took a swing and hit him. 


"I
need to teach you to hit better, Harry," Sirius said. 


Harry
looked at him.  "Were you totally blinded by everything that went
on?"  Sirius looked hurt.  "Where were you, Remus?" 


"Not
anywhere near there, unfortunately.  I did try to get custody of you but
my condition means that I'm not allowed to have custody of any child, even one
I fathered, Harry."  He moved closer.  "I wanted to be
there.  If it hadn't been for that damn spell making sure I couldn't get
near you, I would've been there all those years, done what I could to protect
you." 


Harry
swallowed and nodded.  He looked at Sirius.  "My temper got the
best of me and I went to avenge them.  It was stupid of me," Sirius
said before he could be asked.  "I know that now.  I've had a
long time to think, Harry." 


"Not
near long enough for all your other sins," Snape sneered. 


Harry
glared at him.  "Butt out.  That's a later matter to go
over.  Right now it's my turn."  He ignored the spluttering and
taking of points.  He didn't care, he was going to take this opportunity
to get answers before anyone else tried to *help* them.  He looked at
Pettigrew, who was trying to change back but it still hurt.  "Oh,
no.  No way in hell." 


"He
has Lily's temper," Sirius told Remus. 


"You
two sound like the twins," Ron said dryly. 


Harry
snorted.  "They were doing it first."  He shot a hex at
Pettigrew that his Aunt Eleanor had taught him, making him scream in
pain.  "Aunt Eleanor said your Dark Lord is a bratling compared to
her."  Pettigrew gave him a horrified look once he quit
twitching.  "Absolutely pathetic, the both of you."  He
stared.  "Ron, can you get Susan Bones to call her mum?" 


"Already
asked," he promised.  "Told her we found a major problem that was
coming for you." 


"She'll
come with dementors," Remus said. 


Harry
looked at him.  "I'm sure my godmut can hide for another few
hours."  Remus nodded that was true.  He looked at Snape. 
"Then you two can kiss and go over whatever happened.  Remember, Lockhart's
out now too.  They gave him parole for being so pouty in
prison."  He smirked at the shudder.  "I'm sure he'd love
to see more happiness in the wizarding world.  He said us being bound
would cause more happiness and therefore peace."  Lucius was trying
not to laugh, he really was.  Harry stared at him.  "I got it
from your son's mind.  Ron, broomsticks again?" he demanded. 
Ron blushed and cleared it.  "Thank you."  He put back up
his shields again with a sigh.  He stared at Pettigrew.  "I'm
not evil.  I haven't been evil a day in my life.  Right now, I'm
about to forget that.  I want to forget that." 


"Halt!"
the auror shouted.  "Sirius Black." 


"He
wasn't the one responsible," Harry said.  He stunned her, looking at
her boss.  "Do you know who this is?" he asked with a point at
Pettigrew. 


She
looked.  "Peter Pettigrew?"   Harry nodded. 
"But Sirius Black killed him." 


"He
set the explosion, not me," Sirius told her.  "I had to break
out to protect Harry from him!" 


She
looked at him.  "Why didn't you say so at your trial then?" she
demanded. 


"I
didn't get one," he sneered. 


Harry
looked at Narcissa.  "Are you two related?" 


"He's
unfortunately my scrungy brother."  She grimaced.  "I have
much better breeding than that one." 


"Ah." 
He nodded.  "I need to build stamina before you take me shopping,
Mrs. Malfoy.  Quidditch shape isn't good enough for shopping.  Give
me a few months?"  She beamed and nodded.  "Did you get
Draco's letter earlier?" 


"I
have and whoever was quite correct." 


"Hermione."



"Hmm. 
That ...unblooded witch?"  He nodded with a smirk. 
"Interesting.  Now and then an unblooded one shows up with a lot of
skills.  They're usually acceptable because of that." 


"All
families started out as unblooded," Ron pointed out.  "If they
breed true then they become the next wave of purebloods in a few
generations." 


"That
is a point."  She looked at the two men.  "Sirius, you
really need a bath and a shave." 


"You
don't get that when you're hiding in the forest," he shot back. 
"Do they have to be here, Harry?" 


"They're
Draco's parents.  I'm married to Draco, and he's in my head, so yes. 
Because Lucius has helped us a lot more than most people.  Ron's family
was good to us.  Lucius helped us solve a few problems at the beginning
and he's helped us since then, like when I was being fed a compulsion
potion." 


Sirius
backed down some.  He remembered Lily's temper all too well and didn't
need abused tonight.  "Oh.  I suppose that's fine.  As long
as they're not drawing you to the dark." 


"My
Aunt Eleanor can't, I doubt they can," Harry said dryly. 
"Though I'm not sure where I got my temper from." 


"Lily,"
Remus and Sirius said dryly. 


"His
aunt said his father had a great one," Draco added. 


"Lily's
was worse and burned hotter, then she felt bad," Remus said. 
"He has his mother's temper." 


"Indeed,"
Narcissa said dryly.  "She said about the same thing about not
wanting to be dark but she was willing to step across the line to hex your
father," she told Harry. 


Remus
laughed.  "I remember that day.  We had to bodybind her and
carry her off to save James' life." 


"I
still have scars from that weekend," Sirius admitted.  He looked at
the head auror.  "I would never betray Lily and James, Madam
Bones.  If you give me a fair trial I can prove my innocence under truth
serum." 


She
stared at him.  "I can arrange that for both of you."  She
looked at her person.  "Undo her."  She was unbound by
Ron.  "Thank you.  In the future, just yell at them, do not bind
them, Mr. Potter." 


Harry
looked at her.  "I was going to get to the bottom of who had my
family killed even if you were here." 


"There's
others who'd like that same gift." 


"Agreed. 
That's why I only bound her." 


"Good
job with that."  She waved.  "Get Pettigrew and Black in my
office, untouched by anything or anyone, within minutes."  They moved
to do that.  "We'll have the trials tomorrow." 


"I'll
be there," Harry agreed. 


"I
don't think that's going to be good for you, Harry," Dumbledore said. 


Harry
gave him a cold glare.  "I want to know what happened to my
parents." 


"You
don't want that in your memories." 


"I
already hear it whenever a dementor gets near me," he sneered. 
"Can it really be worse?"  He walked off.  "Draco,
Ron, what do you think about switching down there?" 


"It's
a good school academically," Draco offered, not following.  He looked
at his father, who smirked and patted him on the head.  "Thank you,
Father.  May we go?" 


"Remus?"



"I
have no problem and I'll be going with them." 


"Who
is going to cover your classes?" Dumbledore demanded. 


"I
shall," Snape said.  "The irritating toad was correct, it is
about his family and he must settle it so he can do whatever that prophecy you
hoard like a secret said." 


Harry
stopped walking to look at them.  "I find it interesting that I'm the
only wizard besides Neville who was born at the end of July.  I'm sure
there were other ones."  Dumbledore looked stunned.  "I
didn't hear a year code in the date code.  Did you, Draco?" 


"No,
I didn't.  That means it could be anyone with your birthday, Potter. 
Or even for another dark lord."  He mentally smirked at that
brilliant point.  "Aren't some of the aurors born about then?" 


Dumbledore
looked at him.  "Perhaps.  I'll look into that.  You've
heard it?" 


"Eleanor
asked me so I told her what I had heard," Lucius said smoothly with a
smirk.  "Best to have the boys prepared so I don't go without my son
and heir."  He walked off with his wife on his arm. 
"Son?" 


"Thank
you, Father.  Can it come back?" 


"During
the hearing I'll have you and Weasley blocked off again then get Mr. Potter
later that afternoon."  Draco beamed at that.  "Learn more
on that subject from Severus, my son.  You're taking to that area of study
very well."  They disappeared. 


Draco
and Ron looked at Snape, who huffed. "I can test that next week, after all
this drama is done with." 


"Thank
you, Professor," Ron said with a grin.  "I doubt he liked what
he saw in mine but it's odd having that creepy feeling inside my
head."  He and Draco walked off together to try to help Harry calm
down again. 


Remus
coughed.  "Let me help Harry." 


Dumbledore
looked at him.  "You have to be a professor, Remus." 


"I
am, Albus.  I'm also his godfather and local guardian."  He
walked off.  "I don't find that a conflict at all.  If there's
something disciplinary, then I can handle that as well.  The same as I
would for other students." 


Snape
snorted.  "He's more objective than others have been."  He
left the headmaster to seethe in peace for another plot being broken.  There
was no way Sirius Black got the Prophet in his cell.  Someone had to have
sent it to him.  There were only a few people who would've sent it to him.



***



Harry
nearly cheered when Peter was sentenced to be Kissed by the judges.  The
sentence for Sirius was coming up.  He waited, hoping that it was going to
be okay.  They had heard about some of his more dangerous stunts in school
from Snape and others.  He had served twelve years though.  Surely
more than enough and the others hadn't had a criminal complaint made. 


"Sirius
Black, we find you not guilty of the crime that you were imprisoned for,"
the judge told him.  He stared at him.  "However we do not feel
that you are totally fit to rejoin society.  That incarceration has done
things to your mind and temper that need to be fixed before we can let you
loose.  Therefore we are going to send you to St. Mungoes until you are
ready to rejoin society as a sane member." 


"In
truth, sir, I was wild before," Sirius said. 


"Yes,
but now your wildness is more dangerous," the judge said. 
"Before it was dangerous enough.  The changes the dementors caused
can make you act in ways that would get you back before us.  Therefore you
will serve six months there for healing time.  At that time, if the
healers think you're ready to regain society, you shall be freed.  If not,
a plan will be worked out for home confinement and continued treatments." 


"So
I'd be free but not free?" he demanded. 


"The
outside world is not structured like prison is," he said more
kindly.  "You'll need time to reacclimate to making your own
schedule, not having to live in a tiny space, and having to do things for
yourself again.  This will give you that time and by the time it is done,
you'll be more capable of helping your godson finish growing up into a good,
honest man like his parents were." 


"I
understand." 


"Good." 
He smiled.  "I think it'll help you greatly, Mr. Black. 
Especially to get over some of the anger issues you apparently have. 
Which I find totally reasonable for what you went through."  He
banged his gavel.  "Report there by tonight."  He got up
and walked off.  Peter Pettigrew was led off spitting and howling that the
Dark Lord would save him for being so loyal. 


"If
he does, I'm sure people will be there to stop him," Harry said with a
wave.  "Have fun with that kiss.  I'm told snogging is supposed
to be nice."  The aurors shuddered.  He looked at his
godparents, staring at them.  "At least they'd get you a
haircut," he offered weakly.   He wasn't sure what to say. 


Sirius
smiled.  "True, and a shave.  Plus real food."  He
moved closer.  "Are you better?" 


"Probably." 
He stared at him.  "We'll see."  Sirius nodded. 


"Want
dinner before you go in?" Remus asked quietly. 


"No,
I think he may have had a point.  I need time to get used to things and
time to think.   "You'll visit?" 


"Each
weekend," Remus said.  "As often as I can get away and spring
Harry."  Sirius smiled.  "The other two can read
nearby." 


"Must
they?" 


"Yeah,
the bond," Harry admitted.  He shrugged a bit.  "You get
used to it." 


"I'm
sure you do.  Your mother would've killed Lockhart for that." 


"I
nearly killed Lockhart for it," Harry quipped sarcastically.  Sirius
gave him a hug. Harry slowly hugged him back.  "Have a good haircut,
Sirius." 


"I
will, sprout.  Maybe I can get sprung for the next game." 


"It's
against Slytherin.  They're debating if that's fair with Draco and I
playing against each other."  He smiled and left with Remus once
Sirius had walked over to the hospital staff.  They walked out and found a
reporter waiting.  "What are you doing?" he demanded. 


"You
came to the trial of your parents' betrayer?" 


"Yes,
Pettigrew was sentenced to be kissed."  The woman gave him a
horrified look.  "Sirius was found not guilty."  She sat
down hard on the floor.  "Do try to print the truth this time. 
It's really annoying when the Prophet lies about things.  I end up hearing
about it for months on end."  He walked off, leaning against Remus'
side.  "Ice cream before we go back?" 


Remus
smiled because that was a Draco response from Harry.  It was terrifying
that they were starting to merge that way.  He might get hexed if he
didn't act normal.  "That'd be fine.  The boys are in Arthur's
office."  They went up to gather them.  Arthur was teaching
Draco about some machines that did the same thing some harder homemaker spells
did. 


"Did
you know there's machines to help house elves cook?" Draco asked when they
walked in. 


"You
mean like microwaves and things?  Yeah, muggles use them.  I wasn't
allowed to touch it but we had one for defrosting meats." 


"That
black box with the buttons?" Ron asked.  Harry nodded. 
"Dad's picture has a knob that turns." 


"Some
do."  He sat down, looking at Draco then at Arthur.  "Have
you shown him hair dryers?  Or curling irons and the like?" 


"I
hadn't."  He found that section of the catalog he was working on,
letting him see them.  "The irons are self heating.  Hair dryers
blow hot air out so you can dry your hair faster." 


"Interesting. 
Would it harm it?" 


"Dries
it out some but that can be countered according to the magazines women
read."  He smiled.  "Much faster than having to use curlers
that you heat on the stove or the radiator." 


"Next
summer we need to see if we can find an air conditioner," Harry told
them.  "It blows cold air."  Draco gave him a stunned
look.  They had all gotten sick from the heat during the height of
summer.  "We'd need a few for the house but it'd be very handy."



"It
would," Draco agreed.  "The fans only blew warmed
air."  Arthur found that and let him see the description. 
"That's bloody brilliant!" he said happily.  "We need some
of those this summer." 


Ron
nodded.  "Definitely.  It got too hot to even think about
napping in the heat."  His father smiled at him.  "You
couldn't go near some of the windows it was so hot.  Hotter than the days
we end up in the pond because it's too hot to do anything else, Dad." 


"That
close to the equator would be hotter," he agreed with a smile for Remus. 


"I
agree with the boys.  It was too hot to swim."  Arthur
chuckled.  "We'll look into those before we go back this coming
summer, boys."  They nodded.  "I was requested to stop at
the ice cream shop."  They smiled at him and followed.  "Thank
you, Arthur." 


"You're
welcome, Remus.  I'm glad it worked out fine."  Remus nodded and
they left.  Arthur straightened up a bit.  Draco hadn't known how
complicated the muggle world was.  Now he had a better idea.  Maybe
he'd find a way to take some of those innovations for the wizarding
world.  He had some brains if he'd ever get talked into using them. 


***



The
Headmaster met them at the entryway.  "Ice cream?" he asked
dryly. 


"I
needed some.  I was good and kept my temper," Harry said. 
"Plus I missed lunch."  He finished his up.  He had the
last bit.  "It only took an extra five minutes and we paid for our
own, Headmaster, plus bought his." 


"That's
fine. It's the last class period, boys."  They nodded and went to
theirs.  "Remus." 


"Sirius
was found not-guilty."  Dumbledore smiled and nodded.  "The
judge wanted him to acclimate to normal life again so he's spending some time
in the hospital to get straightened out and back to normal.  Peter's to be
Kissed." 


"Wonderful
news.  Thank you.  Now, we should discuss things."  Remus
nodded, following him to his office.  Remus knew he didn't have a problem
being both a godfather and a teacher.  The headmaster apparently thought
so but Remus countered each point, including that the students were actually
learning something this year.  It was rare in Defense. 


***



Harry
came down to dinner, finding Remus not in his seat.  He sat down, looking
at the gossip hogs in his House.  "Was Remus fired?" he asked
quietly. 


"No! 
Why would he be?" she hissed back. 


"Someone
had a problem with him going with me to the trial today, said he was too much
my godfather and not enough a teacher." 


"No,
he's just running late," she promised with a smile.  "Did Sirius
Black get kissed?" 


"No,
he didn't do anything.  Pettigrew did it.  He's getting Kissed."



"But
Sirius Black killed him," she said. 


"Not
hardly," Ron said as he sat down.  "He was hiding as my pet
rat.  That's why Hermione's orange beast kept attacking him." 
She gave him the most horrified look she'd given anyone.  He nodded. 
"That's why he broke out, to protect Harry.  Sirius is spending some
time getting used to being free in the hospital so they can repair the damage
the dementors did." 


"Oh." 
She blinked a few times, looking at Harry.  "Then... all those other
deaths?" 


"Pettigrew
trying to get away," Harry told her. 


"Oh,
dear.  Well, I suppose it's good they found out.  Why didn't he say
so at his trial?" 


Harry
snorted.  "Fudge forbid him from having one." 


"Oh,
my."  She stared.  "Really?"  He nodded. 
"Oh, dear.  Do you mind if I tell my father that?  You know he's
a reporter, right?" 


"Go
ahead," he agreed with a smile.  "You might also talk to
Hermione about what she found out recently about the last Dark Lord. 
Kinda stunning and it blows some of the stereotypes of Slytherins out." 


"Really?" 
She looked at Hermione. 


"He
was a half-blood.  Muggle father."  The girl looked stunned and
rushed off to the nearest floo to tell him that.  Hermione smiled and
handed Harry the meatloaf.  "Eat more than the ice cream you probably
had for lunch."  Ron looked confused.  "You're both young
men, of course you had ice cream for lunch." 


"After
the trial," Harry corrected but he did take some.  "I missed
lunch." 


"That's
fine."  She handed it on to Ron and Neville, who just sat down. 
"We took notes for you today." 


"Thank
you, 'Mione," Ron said with a smile.  "Knew we could count on
you.  What did we do in defense?" 


"Werewolves."



"Hmm." 
Harry stuffed his mouth before he said anything.  She smiled at him for
that. Remus walked in and smiled at him, giving him a wink before sitting down
in his seat and telling Snape something quietly, getting a nod. 


"When
does Slytherin get their tower back?" Neville asked. 


"Within
the next two weeks.  They'll have to find new furniture to replace
everything that was destroyed.  Apparently the merpeople trashed the
furniture for not working for them."  Ron shrugged.  "I
know someone yelled at them for fighting next to the windows and cracking
it." 


"Is
that what did it?" Hermione asked.  They both nodded. 
"Just suddenly?" 


"No,
it had cracked earlier in the day but it got repaired," Harry said. 
"Then it cracked again while we were asleep.  We woke up to flooding
from a few minor cracks that were spreading."  He ate a bite and
chewed.  "I have no idea how they're going to get all the plants and
animals, plus the water, out of there." 


"I'm
having bad thoughts about detentions with Filch and buckets," Ron said
with a shudder. 


"You
can't open the door," Harry pointed out.  "It's dripping out of
the seams there.  One of the seventh years did a bubble headed charm and
got back in there through the study area's entrance using a blocking
charm.  He said it's full all the way to the ceiling all through the
dorms.  Even if they get the window fixed, they're going to have to push
the water back somehow." 


"I
hadn't thought about that.  They can't simply suck it up," Hermione
said, considering the problem.  "Or banish it back at the
lake."  They both nodded.  "If they could find a way to
push it back and then seal it back in it might work but I don't think there's a
way to push water that way.  If you sealed it first you'd have to do it
underwater and then drain the rooms," she realized.  She looked up at
the professors.  She was daring enough to talk to Snape. 
"Professor, we just wondered about how you're getting all the water out of
your dorms.  Are they going to seal it underwater and then push it out or
push the water out and then do the windows?" 


He
stared at her.  "I do not know.  You'd have to ask the
headmaster, Miss Granger.  He was handling that." 


"Thank
you, sir."  She moved to him.  "Headmaster?" 


"I
have not decided which would be easier, Miss Granger.  Why?" 


"As
Harry said Draco pointed out, you can't open the doors.  It's full to the
ceilings." 


He
blinked a few times.  "I thought it was less than that." 


"Half
the lake is in there by the level it was at during Care of Magical Creatures
earlier," she said. 


"I'll
have to check on that.  If I need to, I'll ask some of the students to
help me research methods."  She beamed and left again.  That was
an interesting question.  How to get the lake out of Slytherin? 


***



Severus
looked at the map of Slytherin.  "We're doing what?" he asked. 


"We
are going to put up some barrier walls so no new water can get in.  We'll push
all the water out of a room," the engineer said.  "That'll leave
it sealed until we can get the rest cleared." 


"The
creatures and plants?" Snape asked. 


"We're
going to use something sonic, sound waves, to drive them off.  Plus a good
feeding on the other side of the lake."  He smiled.  "We'll
start with the highest rooms then work our way down but I doubt you'll be able
to save any of the furniture.  It'll be rotten probably." 


"I'm
told the merpeople damaged some anyway," Snape admitted. 


"Probably
so.  They can be arses about things."  He smiled.  "It
should take us about three days to drain everything, then we'd set up both a
super strong window that's reinforced magically and a barrier in front of it
for the next time they're fighting over who gets what mate."  Snape
nodded once at that.  "Once that's done, we'll reinforce the other
windows as well." 


"Will
they have a view?  Most barriers aren't clear." 


"We're
going to go with a muggle product.  It's harmless, see-through, but nearly
indestructible.  We've used it before for the large aquarium at the
University." 


"I've
seen that.  It was a bit blurry but suitable." 


"Did
you want clear glass or colored glass?" he asked the headmaster. 
"It'll be only a few knuts more per foot for the colored glass as long as
it's all one color." 


"Clear
would be fine," he said.  "I'm told it's restful staring at the
water." 


"That's
fine."  He made that note.  "If we do smaller panes of
windows it's easier to reinforce them instead of one longer piece.  It'd
also be easier to repair in the future." 


Snape
considered it.  "Can we do four equal panes?" 


"Yes,
easy enough to do.  Four side-by-side or two upper and two lower?" 


"Is
either option cheaper?" Dumbledore asked. 


"About
the same.  It's the same price basically as doing one large one but that
one's going to stretch out the charms too far probably.  This way we'll be
able to do each pane and then the whole overtop of it." 


"That
makes good sense.  Severus?" 


"Side-by-side,"
he decided.  "It'll be easier for those who want to move furniture to
do so.  Less fussing at us later." 


The
engineer smiled.  "Every house has a few, Professor."  He
looked at his figures and handed that over to the headmaster. 
"That's the estimate.  I've added how much it would be if the
draining ran long or we ran into other problems.  That would also leave
the issue of new furniture out." 


"We
can replace most of it with what we have in storage," Dumbledore said,
looking it over.  He was not happy with how expensive this was going to
be.  "I'm wondering if mermaid steaks would taste good." 


"Probably
not," Severus said dryly.  "It might also be considered
cannibalism since they are half-human."  The headmaster
grimaced.  He took it to look at, wincing.  "I did try to shore
them up as soon as I heard." 


"Sometimes
you can't stop water," the engineer said.  "Frankly, that window
was over a hundred years old, Professors.  It was long past due for a
change-out."  They nodded at that.  "Are there any other
lake entrances or windows we should look at?" 


"I
know of one," Severus admitted.  "We'll see if we can find any
others."  The engineer smiled at him for that.  "Before we
have to repeat this exercise."  That got a nod and he went to tell
his workers what they needed to get for the job.  He looked at the
Headmaster.  "Perhaps we should check the rest of the windows as
well.  I know there's some broken in Hufflepuff." 


"This
summer.  When we have the budget for it," he said blandly. 


Severus
left him to his thoughts of the budget and what the Board was going to say. 


***



Lucius
got the paperwork for the estimate at the Board meeting that night. 
"This meeting of the School Board for Hogwarts is now called to
order," the chairman said.  "This is an impromptu meeting about
a necessary repair.  Lucius, I believe you got handed the paperwork?"



"The
estimate.  Apparently we're changing the main window in Slytherin for some
reason."  He handed it over.  "It seems excessive and I
have no idea why we'd need more than one temporary wall." 


"We
should see why this is such a massive fix," one of the others said. 
"My boy hasn't said anything recently that would tell me there was a
problem." 


"Then
let us adjourn until we can see the evidence of need ourselves," the
chairman decided.  "All in favor."  Everyone nodded and
they went to Hogwarts.  The headmaster was only too happy to let them
in.  They had no idea why he had cast a charm around the doorway.  It
looked a bit damp to their eyes.  So apparently there was a small
leak.  That was a safety issue and they would be fixing it.  Lucius
knew the current password thanks to Draco so he used it. 


They
got a face full of water and a mermaid landed in one's lap. They spluttered but
the door shut automatically.  The one with the mermaid was still
spluttering and she was complaining too.  The headmaster smiled as he
banished her back to the lake.  The headmaster looked at them. 
"The students are presently in borrowed quarters in the other three
houses." 


"The
cost is approved," the chairman said simply, casting a drying charm. 
He was still wet but not sopping or dripping.  "How long has that
been going on, Dumbledore?" 


"We've
been trying to get it resealed for three days now," he admitted. 
"Thankfully we got all the students and all but one familiar out of there
in time, plus Severus had Mr. Potter save all the paintings and wall
hangings.  We have some replacement and spare beds."  House
elves appeared with mops and buckets for the spilled water. 


Lucius
gave him a look.  "Why did my son not tell me this recently?" 


"I
believe he was stressed by other matters.  Those three are in
Gryffindor.  They're non-carnally sharing a bed." 


"We'll
approve new beds as well," Lucius said.  "Even if we do have to
ask the alumni for donations for new furniture."  They all squished
as they walked off.  He found his son in the entryway waiting on
him.  Draco gave him a long stare.  "Why did none of the
children write us about the main window breaking?" 


"I
did and I know Crabbe did," Draco said with a shrug.  "I sent it
to Mother." 


"I'll
check with her then.  We've approved the repairs to start as soon as
possible.  That way you don't have to live in Gryffindor." 


"Since
all three of us are in Slytherin this year, we'll be up there next year,"
Draco said dryly.  "Longbottom snores like a woodcutter's saw." 


Lucius
shuddered.  "I'll see if the separate room is still available, that
way you don't have to share a bed."  He squished off to the aparation
point, going home to change.  "Narcissa, did you get a letter from
our son about a flood in Slytherin?" he asked casually as he walked in. 


She
stared at him.  "Why are you wet?" 


"We
went to see why Slytherin needed repairs.  Draco said he sent you a
letter?" 


"I
did not get a letter from our son in the last week and a half." 


"Look
into that for me please.  Also, see if we have any spare furniture we can
donate since they'll need to replace everything."  He squished all
the way up the stairs to his nice, warm shower that his wife was calling a
house elf to start for him.  Then dry clothes, a brandy or two, and he'd
be back to his normal self. 


Narcissa
went to her room to giggle madly at Lucius and what must have happened, but she
did gather the household inventory.  Then she'd see why the letter hadn't
gotten to her. 


***



Narcissa
met Lucius at the breakfast table the next morning.  "We don't have
many things in storage that are suitable for a school.  Most of them are
more delicate antiques."  She sat down and accepted her tea and plate
from the house elf.  "I was thinking about taking some of the other
alumni wives shopping." 


"We
may be one of the richest families in this country but we are not wealthy
enough to redecorate Slytherin." 


"That's
why I was going to take the other wives." 


He
looked at her.  "I don't believe so.  You'd still spend the
greatest majority of it.  We will donate some, much less than a quarter of
what is needed.  After all, our son will be out in a few years. 
Leave it to the families that have multiple children in the school." 


"If
I must." 


"Yes,
you must.  Perhaps the new study areas?  Some nice candelabra." 


"Perhaps,"
she decided.  "The beds?" 


"The
headmaster thinks they have most of them covered from the spares in
storage." 


"Then
the next larger class will have problems." 


"True,"
he admitted.  "But then we'll have a budget that can buy more
beds.  This year's is shot with the repairs." 


"Is
it really that bad?"  He gave her a dirty look.  "What
broke?" 


The
main window."  She shivered.  "Nott didn't like the mermaid
that landed in his lap when we opened the door."  She
shuddered.  He opened his paper and read the headlines.  "It
took three days for the Prophet to report on it as well.  Dumbledore must
have spies somewhere stopping information."  He kept reading, sipping
his morning tea gradually. 


***



Aunt
Bresbis, who was a cranky, elderly aunt - even at twenty she looked
horrendously old and cranky - cleared her throat since everyone was
yelling.  "Shut the bloody hell up!" she shouted making everyone
flinch.  "Thank you, *children*."  She stared at
them.  "There are alumni I'm sure," she said dryly to stop the
board members from fighting over the costs of replacing all the furnishings. 
"Can we not ask them?" 


"We
have.  They're not inclined to donate here without stipulation,"
Malfoy said dryly.  "I cannot, for the good of my family, let my wife
do all the shopping alone either." 


Eleanor
pushed Bresbis out of the way.  "Thank you for doing the menial
watching for me, Aunt Bresbis."  She looked at Lucius. 
"Fine, we'll figure out what to hand over to help with that as a donation
and you can use it to goad and guilt the others, including the ones around you
presently, into helping, Lucius."  He smirked.  "But to do
so, we need our heir.  We haven't decided if we're settling him into the
wards or not.  He seems a bit...nice for most of the family. 
Probably because of that stupid aunt of his.  Either that or James' mother
wasn't very good at her job.  Clearly falling down on the family
image." 


"Who
are you?" Mrs. Longbottom demanded. 


"That's
one's of Potter's aunts," Lucius said.  "Eleanor
Potter-Mercator." 


She
blinked a few times.  "You're related to *the* Harry Potter?" 


"Yes,
I'm his great-aunt," she said with a happy smile.  "Harry is a
charming young man.  Bit confused but well, he *was* raised
muggle."  She glared at Dumbledore.  "We still wanted to
talk to you about that, Headmaster."  He nodded once at that. 
She smiled at her family's new minion.  He was very helpful. 
"Would that be enough to encourage others?" 


"Possibly,"
he agreed. 


"Grand. 
Let us have our nephew for the weekend.  It's a long trip you know." 


"Yes,
I do know.  I've made it once to make sure it was appropriate for my
son."  She smirked at him and winked.  He smirked back. 
"I believe we can arrange that in a few hours.  It's Thursday." 


"He
has a test in Potions tomorrow," the headmaster said. 


"Severus?"



"I
am not holding off my test for that trivial of a matter." 


"He
has you early in the day?" 


"For
my nerves, yes." 


"Send
him down after that.  With Remus if you can, if not, tell me and I'll go
with them." 


"Them?"
the headmaster demanded. 


"If
they can barely get a floor and a half from each other, I doubt one can leave
the country," Severus said dryly. 


"What
happened?" Mrs. Longbottom asked. 


"Lockhart,"
he said grimly.  "He was given a restraining order so I can't harm
him.  It's most unfair." 


"He
didn't get one for us," Harry said as they walked in together. 
"Aunt Cordelia told the Baron she wanted to see us up here?" 


"We
are cheerfully donating something to help restore my former house,
nephew." 


"That's
fine, Aunt.  Is it somewhere I didn't discover?" 


"Quite. 
We'll have to key you into the family wards, Harry.  We were going to wait
until you were older."  He gave her a pointed look.  "Even
if you are the white sheep of the family." 


Ron
looked at her.  "Harry never follows orders.  He can't be a
sheep, Aunt Eleanor."  She chuckled. "Maybe the white cat of the
family?"  She cackled at that, nodding.  He smirked at Harry,
who was glaring.  "You don't." 


"It's
sad that I'm the voice of reason," Draco complained, looking at his
father.  "Though Potter was correct, there is no restraining order
from one of us dueling him and killing him in a grand, open, messy
manner." 


"Not
sleeping well?" his father guessed. 


"They
snore too," he complained dryly.  "And the bed's very
lumpy.  Plus tiny.  I keep waking up whenever anyone bumps into
me.  Since Potter has nightmares, Weasley hunts garden gnomes hoarding
chocolate frogs, and those oh-so-entertaining broomsticks with boobs let him
take them for a fly now and then, no I'm not." 


"That's
why a lot of those beds were put into storage," the headmaster
admitted.  "Mattresses that are unsuitable to sleep on, frames with
cracks."  He looked at the board for the school.  "We are
all making due and he is not the only one that has decided to sleep in the
infirmary instead." 


Draco
looked at him.  "It was that or the stables and they stink, so
therefore I would stink," he said bluntly.  "Though the rest of
the Gryffindor mattresses aren't much better.  Longbottom of all people
took pity on me and let me borrow his bed.  It was just as lumpy but there
was less kicking.  Even if I did have to sleep in some odd cat-like
position." 


Lucius
shook his head.  "Next year, son.  Unless the donations are
*very* generous." 


"Yes,
father.  If so, can we also up the food farm?  We've had stringy
chicken again." 


Ron
rolled his eyes.  "The house elves did a good job stewing them so
they'd be less tough." 


"Personally
I liked the poisoned juice the other morning," Harry said.  Everyone
stared at him.  "It wasn't rotten," he told them. 
"The potion detection spell Draco hit it with went off." 


Draco
nodded.  "It was beautiful of them to give us arsenic.  Which
house elf hates us now?" he asked the Headmaster. 


"I
have not heard anything about this."  He looked at Snape, who shook
his head. 


"Dobby?"
Harry called.  He appeared.  "Which house elf tried to poison us
the other morning?" 


"Martingale,
Harry Potter."  He beamed at him, bobbing his head about and bouncing
some.  "Dobby did beat Martingale for trying to poison Harry Potter,
who is a great wizard and needs his food.  Thankfully his snuggle mate is
paranoid and found the poison before Harry Potter or his Weasy could drink
it." Harry motioned Dobby closer.  "You want to tell Dobby a
secret?  Harry Potter is *great* to his Dobby."  Harry whispered
in his ear, getting a horrified look.  Harry nodded.  Dobby looked at
Draco then at him.  "Dobby will be nicer since Master Draco sir is
given to Harry Potter and his Weasy as bride."  He left, looking a
bit upset for Harry.  Poor him, having to make Malfoy bear Potter babies. 


Harry
looked at Draco and shrugged.  "At least it probably stopped him from
ignoring me," Draco sighed.  He shook his head quickly. 
"Eww."  He rubbed his forehead so his father handed over the
vial of headache potion he carried for board meetings.  "Thank you,
Father." 


"Thanks,
Dad," Ron said with a grin. 


"Yeah,
Da, thanks," Harry agreed with his own smile. 


Lucius
stared at them.  "My son can take a hex for a few hours," he
promised. 


"If
we call Narcissa Mum think she'd send us cookies too?" Ron asked
him.  Draco stared at Ron like he was suddenly transfigured into something
weird. 


"I
believe if you did, she might hex you as well.  My name is most
appropriate, Mr. Weasley.  Father-in-law if you *must*.  Anything
less and I will be proving that your mother failed in one of her children's
manners lessons and how to fix it.  You as well, Mr. Potter, even though
your aunt never tried any home training for you."  He looked at his
son, who handed back the empty vial.  "I won't tell her you told them
to do that." 


"Not
me.  I had no idea what took over their minds.  They've been like
this all day since Hermione was nagging them and Pansy tried valiantly to save
myself and herself from being caught." 


Lucius
shook his head.  "You three all need a rest.  Or medicine."



Snape
cast a diagnostic charm.  "It seems Miss Granger was trying to cheer
them up.  I know Mr. Weasley gets a bit...demented on cheering
potions." 


"Clearly
it's spread," Lucius told him.  The two were pouting but he could
ignore that.  He could ignore his son's much more powerful pout, he could
ignore those two.  And the house elf that popped up behind them to
help.  It wasn't even Dobby. 


Eleanor
sighed.  "Really, Lucius, they're being playful boys again. 
Boys, enough or *I'm* spanking." 


"How?"
Draco asked. 


She
stared at him.  "I will come out of this painting if I must,
boy." 


"I
was just wondering if you had a preset resurrection already set up or not, Aunt
Eleanor." 


"No
but I'm sure I can find a few.  Harry could use a more corporeal
relative.  Don't you think, Lucius?" 


"I
believe it would frighten a great many people if you should, Eleanor." 


"Then
the idiots who think I'm going to be the next dark lord can be worried about
someone else," Harry quipped sarcastically. 


Draco
shrugged.  "People think the stupidest things," he said blandly.



"Usually
because you tell them those things," Ron told him. 


Harry
patted him on the arm.  "It's all right, Ron, I forgive you for
thinking the same thing."  He walked off shaking his head. 
"Let me know when we have to go." 


"He
was my enemy," Draco told the staring adults.  "It was rather a
brilliant plan since we were only second years."  He smirked. 


Ron
walked off shaking his head.  "Let me calm Harry down before he decides
we're all running away to join the circus this year," he muttered. 
He knew Draco had just rolled his eyes but his father could swat him for
showing off in public.  Must be the new girl parts prompting him to act
like a girl. 


"I
am not!" Draco shouted at him.  "Take that back,
Weasley!"  He stomped after him to kick his ass, even if he'd be
bruised too. 


"Is
there truly no way to unlink them?" the headmaster asked Lucius. 


"Do
you think if there were a way, I would hesitate to use it before they finish
driving my only heir insane?" he asked back. 


"Good
point."  He sighed, looking at Eleanor.  "I will allow them
down for the weekend to retrieve that donation.  They are to be back by
Sunday night." 


"Of
course.  They need what little education they're getting in their
classes.  I really must find a way for Cordelia to talk to Professor Binns
again."  She walked off thinking. 


"I
cannot believe Harry is related to someone like that," Mrs. Longbottom said
with a grimace. 


"It
proves where his father got his pranking from," Nott said dryly, getting a
nod from Severus.  "Are any still alive?"  Lucius shook his
head.  "Pity, it'd keep Potter from his muggle relatives." 


"As
the three can't be separated that far, they spent the summer at the family
home," Lucius told him.  "Draco was most verbose about the
education they received this summer. 


"It
was nice that their summer homework was suitably done for once," Snape
said dryly.  "They even managed to impress on Ms. Granger that there
is such a thing as too long of an essay." 


"Perhaps
that family can do miracles then," Lucius said dryly.  He walked off
shaking his head.  They'd talk about the donations again on Monday. 
That way his poor son could quit living in Gryffindor. 


Harry
landed back at the house, the other two behind him slightly.  Harry looked
around, seeing some shimmer of an extra wing to the house.  He walked in
and to the portrait gallery.  "Aunt?" he called.  The other
paintings woke up and stared at him.  "Aunt Eleanor told me to come
back down to fetch something for the school's distress fund." 


Cordelia
showed up.  "Slytherin was all but destroyed thanks to a broken
window," she said.  The whole family shuddered.  "Harry and
the boys did very good getting the others out of there, and then Harry kindly
got the paintings out of the way when the Head of House reminded
him."  Harry grinned at her for telling them that.  "He is
very heroic." 


"We're
trying to break that streak," Draco assured her.  "Before it
gets us all dead.  Did he tell you about his first year's battle against
the ghoul of Voldemort?" 


Cordelia
stared at him.  "Excuse me?  There was a ghoul of him?" 


"He
had parts of his soul stored around so he didn't die," Eleanor said as she
reappeared.  "He was living on the back of the defense teacher's head
that year."  The others stared at her for a moment, then at the boys,
who all nodded.  "The Headmaster charmingly told the boys not to
worry about his curse scar being set off." 


"Then
the git came for the stone the Headmaster had hidden so Harry, Hermione, and I
went to stop him," Ron said with a grin. 


Draco
looked at Ron.  "I will chain you two up if you should attempt to do
something that dumb again.  Before we all die."  He looked at
the aunts. 


"I
have some wonderful chains that can't be magicked off, Draco.  Of course
you may borrow them," Cordelia said with a smile. 


Harry
snorted.  "Fat chance he won't end up in them," Harry said
dryly.  "Not like he can fight all that well," he said when the
family stared at him.  "If it needs done....." 


"There's
teachers for that," Eleanor told him.  "Someone clearly missed
pointing that out to you." 


"Which
is why last year it took us, while we were in the infirmary, to figure out it
was a basilisk roaming around the school petrifying people," Draco told
them.  "It took them over a month to figure it out when we told
them." 


Eleanor
stared at him.  "Why was there such a creature anywhere *near* the
school, boys?" 


"The
Chamber of Secrets," Ron said with a happy grin.  "The Dark Lord
was trying to take over Ginny with this journal that had part of his soul in it
so he could be brought back.  When they finally found it, Bill had it
destroyed." 


She
stared at him then at Harry, who nodded.  "What happened?" 


"I
made them tell Snape," Draco said simply.  "That way we were not
in that much more danger.  We were second years.  We didn't know
enough magic and Potter can't use a sword if it had needed beheading." 


Aunt
Eleanor squeezed the bridge of her nose.  "I had no idea I could
still have migraines in this state.  We'll talk to someone about that
later," she decided.  The others nodded they would be *talking* to
someone later.  She looked back at the founder of the family line. 
"I need to let Harry into the vault so we can transfer something to
Hogwarts for the rebuilding of the house." 


"He
is our only heir," he decided.  "Even if he isn't like some of
us." 


"He's
definitely the white cat of the family," Ron agreed. 


"Usually
it's sheep," Eleanor told him with a smirk. 


"Harry
and I can't always follow orders when they're dumb or counter-productive. 
So we're lap cats."  He beamed back. 


She
looked at the others, who were snickering.  "I can tell.  How
did you end up following our nephew into a tournament of challenges?" 


"The
git can't do it on his own," Ron told her dryly. 


"Draco,
were you there?" 


"No,
we were cheering when the Gryffindor hero ended up in the infirmary for a few
days."  He smirked evilly at her.  "Before this bond, we
were not friends.  Weasley and I were enemies and Potter joined the wrong
side." 


Harry
sighed, looking at him.  "Why would I want to be friends with the
snot you were our first year, Draco?  You were an annoying little craphead
with delusions of being a better wizard than anyone else in the school, even
the upper years.  You were a parrot for your father's viewpoints on
purebloods, which is really annoying to hear when they're your friends, and you
decided to dismiss the only friend I'd made so far at that point." 


"Him?"
Draco snorted, pointing at Ron. 


"Hagrid." 
Draco opened his mouth but shook his head.  "You've become much more
tolerable now that you don't spout off things that annoy the hell out of
us.  Especially about Hermione." 


"She
really doesn't deserve to be in the same school most of the purebloods belong
in," he defended, looking pissed as hell. 


"That's
why she's got better grades than most of you?" Ron asked dryly. 
"Why she was doing fifth year potions last year?"  Draco
gaped.  "Every family started out unblooded.  It's their ability
to breed true that made them purebloods.  Plenty of our class will end up
having squibs.  It probably won't be her though.  Even if she marries
a muggle." 


"Fine,
whatever, I do not feel like arguing this point with you.  Though the
blood had to start somewhere." 


"Probably
from a magical creature or one of the older lines of magic," Harry told
him.  "The old rites that used earth magic instead of wands.  By
the way, according to one of the history books, Merlin was an unblooded wizard
too."  Draco went pale, shaking his head.  Harry went to get the
book and brought it back to hand over. 


Draco
found the section and looked at it, mouth falling open and squeaky noises
coming out.  "How in the hell!" 


"Exactly,"
Harry said simply.  "Every generation has people who are
different.  Everyone should be judged on what you do with the power you
have, not the way it got into you.  Like Neville has fairly weak magic for
some areas but he's wonderful in herbology and could probably grow nearly
anything." 



Draco
stared at him.  "You're serious?"  Harry nodded. 
"What about your family's connections?"  He closed the book. 


"Why
should it matter what your father did?" Harry asked.  "That's
just enforcing the whole 'ministry is full of idiots' problem because they get
hired by relatives already in the Ministry who're dumb.  If we got judged
on what we do, and how much power we have, and what we do with that power, it'd
be a more honest place to live.  It might take some of your father's fun
away but maybe, just maybe, we'd have less idiots in charge." 


"My
father is fairly powerful, Potter," Draco said dryly. 


"Harry's
stronger than I was," Eleanor said.  "He's right, it should be
that way if the world were perfect." 


"Unfortunately
the world is run by idiots who brag more about what their ancestors did than
what they've done," Harry finished.  "It's also that viewpoint
that lets people like my uncle into positions of power." 


Draco
nodded once.  "Well, until you remake society, Potter, the system's
going to stay broken." 


"Then
see what you can do to find the strongest, more able wizards in each
field," Ron said.  "Half the Slytherins aren't as powerful as
Hermione is." 


Harry
nodded.  "Dean's more powerful than a good third of them." 


Draco
looked confused.  "No they're not." 


"Yeah,
they are," Ron said dryly.  "Hermione's more powerful than I
am."  Draco gaped, staring at him.  Both other boys nodded. 


"Interbreeding
is bad for people, the same way it is for sheep," one of the cousins
called.  "That's why all the pureblood with the most power should be
made to marry muggle-born ones who're strong.  Adds new life to the magic
in the blood."  Draco looked at him.  "Don't worry, boy,
you already have by being bonded with our nephew." 


Harry
nodded.  "My mum wasn't blooded.  My father...."  He
waved a hand at the wall of paintings. 


Draco
considered that.  "Why did your parents marry?  Was it
arranged?" 


"No. 
It was a love match," Harry said. 


"We
wouldn't have fought James that much as long as his girl was good to him,"
Eleanor admitted.  "We have married some extraordinary half-bloods
over the centuries, Draco.  It's what keeps us so strong." 


Harry
looked at her.  "Mum was muggle-born, thank you." 


She
nodded.  "And you're one of the strongest of your generation,
Harry.  Also the most stubborn from what Remus told us." 


Draco
considered that, looking at Weasley.  "You're not that
unpowerful." 


"I'm
about midway for the House," he admitted.  "In my areas I'm
better than more than that.  Same as Neville is in his." 


"Half
of Ravenclaw can't use a wand with any accuracy," Harry offered. 
"Neither can some of Slytherin's first year." 


Draco
considered that, examining it. The whole house had complained that the first
years would be a weak year.  Then he looked at them.  "They're
all pure." 


"Riddle
wasn't and he was one of the strongest in his year," Harry said. 
"Half and three-quarters are a lot stronger than the simple
pureblood.  How many of the kids in the school are related to you,
Draco?" 


He
grimaced.  "Too many for my comfort."  He shuddered. 
"We'll shelve this topic until you can argue blood rights with my father,
Potter.  He's better at that sort of thought and logic is more my Mother's
area than mine." 


Harry
shrugged.  "Sure."  He looked at the paintings. 
"Now that we're done with this fight."  Eleanor gave him an odd
look.  "What?" 


"Just
like that?" 


"He's
going to think, talk to his parents, argue the points we gave him, and then
Lucius will ground him for thinking," Ron said with a shrug. 


"My
father does want me to question and learn," Draco said dryly. 
"He won't be upset that I bring a logical argument in front of him to work
out my own thoughts.  He may not like the subject matter but he'll argue
the point with me so I learn."  He shifted the book in his
arms.  "Shall we so we can eat?  I'm hungry and I don't know
why." 


Ron
shrugged.  "Sorry, mine I think." 


Eleanor
sighed but got Harry inducted into the wards. They all saw the door at the end
of the hallway appear and Harry went to look.  Eleanor switched paintings
to keep up with the trio.  She ended up in the portrait on her
crypt.  The boys stared at her.  "This way we're reminded of our
mortality." 


"I
know I can die," Harry assured her quietly.  "I've nearly been
there a few times in the last few years." 


She
looked at him.  "Don't tell me that.  I'll destroy that old
man."  He grinned.  "This way, boys."  She led
them to a sealed room, opening it for them.  "You can't get into this
room until you're older."  If they decided to let him into the rest
of the wards.  Harry breathed as he looked around.  Ancient paintings
and artwork.  A few nice pieces of jewelry laying on the tables.  A
few on small stone pillars.  She pointed.  "Get the red
one." 


Harry
walked over to it and picked it up, looking it over.  "Are you sure
we want to give this to the school, Aunt Eleanor?  I doubt anyone could
buy it from them." 


She
sighed, moving as close as she could.  "It's large but it can be
useful for spells, Harry." 


He
looked at her.  Ron answered.  "Jobs are in the crapper right
now," he told her.  "Even Draco's father works." 


Draco
nodded.  "Mostly to hold our social position secure but he
does.  The Ministry has been complained about because the jobs available
to graduates are less each year unless they go muggle." 


She
stared at them.  "Honestly?"  They all nodded. 
"Why?" 


"Because
they're insistent that we stay stuck in the old ways," Ron said
simply.  "My father's job was the last innovation or updating they
did at the ministry and that was when he was just starting out, over twenty
years ago."  She shuddered.  "We still use quill pens and
the muggles have went far past that according to him.  Including solid tipped
fountain pens.  My father uses those at work instead of quills.  They
can even hold ink so you don't have to keep dipping them." 


Harry
looked at him, shaking his head.  "They have whole realms of pens
outside of those, Ron.  Ball pens, with little rollers at the tip, gel ink
ones that write smoothly, all sorts of pens."  Ron gave him an odd
look.  "We'll see sometime soon I'm sure."  He
grinned.  "After all, I need to go clothes shopping this
holiday.  Cheaper to do it muggle."  He looked at his aunt, who
had just sighed.  "It is." 


"Cheap
isn't always best, Harry." 


"No,
but if I'm going to outgrow it in a few months, then it makes no sense to get
good clothes," he countered. 


"True,"
she admitted. 


"Most
wizarding clothes, outside of robes, are like muggle clothes, only muggle clothes
go on sale now and then so even the really good stuff is cheaper." 


"Oh,
I didn't realize that."  She shrugged.  "We'll talk about
that later." 


"Yes,
ma'am." 


"Thank
you."  She pointed.  "Try that blue box."  He put
the gemstone down and picked up the box to open it, gasping in pleasure. 
She smiled.  "That should fetch a pretty penny.  It was a
diplomatic gift back when I was the Minister."  She smirked
evilly.  "Doing so would make very clear who it came from." 


"If
you're sure," Harry said.  "Will anyone get mad?" 


"No. 
If they do, you let me talk to them, dear." 


"Yes,
Aunt Eleanor."  He smiled and looked around.  "Are those
journals?" 


She
looked then shrugged.  "It never interested me."  He went
over to look.  "Are they?" 


"From
F. I. Potter mostly." 


"That
would be the grandson of the first Potter, Harry."  He looked at
her.  "Back in the very old days, you were a first name from a town,
not a last name."  He nodded he knew that.  "Then you
became known for what you did for a living.  The line's founder made
capturing boxes and pots."  He grinned.  "That was his
grandson's but I remember being told he was whiny." 


Harry
found the first one.  "May I?" 


"Of
course.  It'll give you some more family history."  She smiled
because it might make him like the rest of the family more, or try to fit in
better.  She did despair that Harry would never fit in around the house. 


Ron
looked at something, then held it up.  "What's this for?" 


She
looked.  "That's a chastity belt.  They were started in the
nineteenth century for paranoid men who believed everyone would want what they
had.  Usually because they knew they weren't pleasing their wives so
they'd look elsewhere."  Draco coughed, shaking his head to keep from
laughing.  "It's the truth.  That one is actually for a male,
Ron.  To keep a son from siring multiple children on the village
girls." 


"Eww." 
He put it down carefully, making her laugh.  "Should've had my
mum.  She'd just beat us to death."  Eleanor cackled and nodded.



Harry
smiled.  "Nothing I'll have to worry about for a long
time."  He looked at his aunt.  "Can we explore the rest of
this wing tomorrow?  Ron's about to eat one of us." 


"Of
course.  Go eat, boys."  They went to scrounge in the
kitchen.  The family watched from the hallway - no paintings in the
kitchen - and wondered why Harry knew how to cook like a house elf.  They
had a conference later that night once the boys were in bed to try to figure
that out.  How had Harry learned to cook?  The one aunt who had used
Draco to do a memory review grimaced when she butted in and told them how he
knew.  She told them it explained the boy's temper too.  They
considered all the facts and decided someone had to torture Harry's maternal
aunt and her family.  They did have minions again....  Eleanor went
to talk to Narcissa about them.  She was a mother, she'd understand their
concerns. 


***



Harry
walked into the Headmaster's office, looking at him.  "We're
back." 


"What
did she have you fetch?" the Headmaster asked, ignoring the Minister for a
minute.  Harry pulled out the box and handed it over.  He opened it
and sighed, smiling.  "That's a beautiful donation, Mr. Potter. 
Thank her for me?" 


"Of
course." 


"What
is that for?" the Minister for Magic demanded. 


"To
fix all the damage that was done to Slytherin when the window broke and half
the lake ended up inside it," Harry told him. 


"How
did you get it?" he sneered. 


"My
aunt." 


"She's...." 
He snatched it to look over.  "This is Ministry property!" he
said firmly. 


"It's
not.  Aunt Eleanor said it was hers.  She got it when she was a
Minister."  Fudge sneered harder at that.  Harry, tired from the
trip and a bit portkey sick, decided he'd go with Draco's plan for staying out
of conflicts.  "Aunt Eleanor?" he called, looking at the
paintings.  Cordelia showed up.  "Cousin, he wants to talk to
Eleanor about how she got that.  He thinks it's Ministry property." 


"It
was given as a diplomatic gift," he huffed. 


Eleanor
sighed as she showed up.  "I know he did.  He gifted it to me on
my birthday, right before he and his wife joined me in a wonderful birthday
celebration in my suite," she said with a smirk.  Fudge
spluttered.  She stared at him.  "It was a personal gift, not a
gift to the Ministry.  I checked to make sure and he would not mind in the
least if it was sold to help the House since he was part of the House
himself.  He used to sneak his wife in through the inter-house library as
a matter of fact.  We had all sorts of fun in there.  Nephew, you
really do have to take that into consideration.  Some day the family will
want heirs." 


"After
all this stuff is done and after I've graduated," he said firmly. 
"If I ever figure out what use girls are." 


She
smiled.  "That is sensible and we adore that.  Perhaps the
adaptation from the bonding spell?" 


He
shrugged.  "That's up to him.  I have less idea about that than
I do girls." 


"We'll
teach you, dear," she promised with a smile. 


"There
are not supposed to be any assignations in the school," the Headmaster
warned. 


She
stared at him.  "In your day, that was how half the witches got
married, Dumbledore.  The same as it was in mine." 


"We've
moved into a more modern time now," he said firmly. 


"Yeah,
because the muggle world has birth control," Harry told him.   "That's
reliable too."  He looked at her.  "I'll let you two argue
about that.  I need to sleep.  It's a long portkey, so may I please
be excused, Headmaster."  Fudge opened his mouth and Harry stared at
him.  "You're not the Headmaster, Minister Fudge.  This isn't
your school or your office.  I don't have to ask your permission." 


"Go,"
the Headmaster agreed, smiling at him.  "Mrs. Mercator, his temper
has been showing more recently.  What did you teach him?" 


"That's
mostly his mates.  We really do want to talk to the one who did that to
them, and some others."  She smiled sweetly and Fudge
whimpered.  "Give it back," she ordered.  He handed it back
and fled.  "Thank you for not making my paint stink," she called
after him.  "I must get the new minions to deal with him." 


"Mr.
Potter is not your minion," he pointed out. 


"Of
course he's not.  Lucius is lending us a few of his."  She
smirked.   "The gifter of that one would probably buy it back
for his daughter, who is in Brazil going to school."  The headmaster
nodded at that information.  "Especially if you tell him why. 
He'd probably give you a very good deal for it."  She smirked. 
"That should outfit at least two dorms and the common room." 


"It
should, yes.  I did want to talk to you about your plans for Mr.
Potter." 


She
stared at him.  "Yes, we wanted to talk to you about the same thing,
Dumbledore."  He looked stunned.  "Why did a trio of first
years take on a dark lord's ghoul?" 


"I
wasn't here." 


"Why
would you hide something like that here?  In a school full of
children?" 


"Gringotts
got broken into," he explained. 


"Afterward. 
We asked and read the accounts."  He nodded at that.  "I'm
supposing you heard?"  He nodded.  "Then why guard it with
tests a first year could get through?" 


"The
teachers chose their own defenses." 


She
stared at him.  "Then we clearly need to hire better teachers who
want to push the students farther ahead.  Three first years should not be
able to get into any hidden area of that school.  We couldn't.  Your
class probably couldn't." 


"No,
we were more restrictive in my years." 


"Hmm. 
You're plenty restrictive, Dumbledore, but your teachers aren't as qualified as
they used to be.  The old bat in Transfiguration, Flitwick - the midget,
and a few others like Snape.  The rest... we're not sure if they
graduated." 


"Teaching
is not considered the noble art it used to be.  Those sort don't
apply." 


She
stared at him.  "Then recruit, Dumbledore."  She walked off
shaking her head.  "We'll be working on why no one has any jobs waiting
when they graduate as well.  That way our nephew's spouses will have jobs
waiting." 


He
huffed.  He hated that woman and most of the Potter family.  Damn the
boy for bringing them back into consciousness. 


***



Draco
met his father in the front hall the next mid-morning. 
"Father."  Lucius looked at his son, nodding slightly.  The
other members of the Board walked in.  "May I borrow him to look over
something for a moment?" he asked politely.  He walked Lucius off,
handing over the book, bookmark in place.  "That information is
making my head hurt." 


Lucius
read the section, frowning.  "What?" he muttered.  Draco
nodded.  "Where did you find this?" 


"The
Potter family library, Father.  I need to argue with someone logically to
work my mind around it.  Potter and Weasley are off on a non-real world
where people are looked at for their personal accomplishments instead of their
family with their accomplishments and it's giving me a headache to think of
such thoughts," he said quietly. 


He
stared at his son.  "If this information is correct it could change
some things." 


Draco
led him father off to tell him about that conversation.  He knew the other
two knew he was telling his father but they knew Lucius would fight back this
disease of thought they had put in his head. 


Lucius
considered it.  "I believe that there may be some point to some of
it, that exceptional individuals to appear randomly every few years.  I do
believe that they have discounted some who were not in their specific
viewpoint." 


"Father,
the last one was Riddle," he said quietly, glancing around.  "He
wasn't one of us." 


Lucius
nodded.  "That is true, but a great many of us are powerful. 
We're simply less open about it because we learned discretion and that showing
that point got us attention." 


Draco
shook his head.  "No, Harry's stronger than Weasley and I
together," he hissed, glancing at the person coming their way.  
"Even Eleanor has said that." 


Lucius
sighed.  "He is?  She's sure?" 


"After
he lost that impressive temper of his down there over the arguing going on,
which admittedly I set off slightly," he said.  "He destroyed a
good portion of the gardens in three simple blasts." 


Lucius
grimaced.  "There's ways to find out how powerful one is.  I'll
talk to Severus about that.  If he's *that* strong, then he'll need extra
lessons." 


"They
had a point that some people are stronger in a single area?" 


"Of
course.  No one can be great at everything.  Look at
Longbottom.  His whole family is good in herbology, Draco." 


"That
was the example they used as well.  May we discuss this when you have
time?" 


"I
can," he decided.  He patted him on the shoulder.  "It is
very mature to bring these things to me so we can discuss what is really
logical and what is not.  Using inferior logic will stunt your mental
growth and I would hate that."  He walked off, taking the book with
him.  It got put into his pocket for later reading.  That was an
interesting look at history but he had no idea if it was correct or not. 


Draco
went back to his study period, still thinking.  Ron slid down a piece of
peppermint candy, earning a nod of thanks.  "Can't think heavy things
without something to chew on," Ron said quietly.  "Plus it helps
the stomach."  He went back to his potions essay. 


Draco
put the candy into his mouth and got back to his own homework.  His head
was still full of things that he had no idea about.  It was quite strange.



***



Severus
Snape stopped the trio before dinner, staring at them.  "There are
rumors that one of you is abnormally strong as well as stubborn." 
Ron and Draco both pointed at Harry.  "I knew that."  They
quit pointing.  "There is a way to tell." 


"But
if it gets out, people will start rumors again," Harry pointed out
quietly, glancing at the students walking past them. 


"Also
true," Snape agreed.  "Thank you for using logic.  There
are ways to tell that no one can eavesdrop on."  He handed Draco a
small book.  "That way you can do so in private so no one need find
out." 


Draco
nodded, putting it into his pocket.  "Thank you, Professor.  I
had been wondering about that information myself." 


Snape
looked at him.  "You look like a mush-minded newling, Draco. 
Why?" 


"Some
thoughts and possible facts came to me during an argument in front of the
family this weekend.  Including that Merlin was unblooded?" 


Snape
stared at him.  "I don't think the pureblood families were more than
starting out back then," he admitted, considering it. 


"We
know Riddle was a half-blood," Draco continued.  "So's
Potter." 


"He
was tainted by the Dark Lord through that curse scar," Ron said. 
"That one I'll argue there might be a reason." 


Snape
shook his head.  "Contagion does not work that way, Mr.
Weasley." 


"But
the Headmaster said that's why I can speak to snakes," Harry said quietly.



Snape
stared at him.  "No."  He scowled.  "That is not
why."  He looked inside then at the boy.  "You will do that
in my presence so that we may see.  It will factor into things like
occulmencary lessons."  They all nodded.  "I do not have
detentions tonight."  He walked in and went to his seat. 


Draco
looked at Potter.  "It shouldn't be hard."  He went to his
own seat to eat.  Weasley was starving again.  So they all ate too
much.   He checked the book a few times but it was still in his
pocket.  Pansy gave him an odd look.  "He's teaching us some
healing potions later," he said quietly.  "In case we need them
for some strange, Potterish reason."  She snorted, shaking her head. 


Goyle
leaned closer.  "Is this year's threat already done with?" 


"I
hope so," Draco admitted quietly.  "Before I get an
ulcer."  They all smiled at him.   "All his family
have now agreed that Potter is the white cat of the family."  They
all cackled at that image.  "Weasley nailed that
description."  He got seconds, frowning at his plate.  He glared
at Weasley, mentally nagging him about how they were all going to get fat from
him wanting too much food.  Harry snapped back to put up his shields if he
didn't want to deal with it.  Draco did and it was better.  Though he
knew not to waste food.  So he had seconds, Potter had seconds, and
Weasley had fourths.  They met up down in the dungeons afterward. 
Draco stared at Ron.  "How do you eat that much?" 


"I
only got a sandwich for lunch," he defended.  "I'm also growing
again." 


"You're
going to need to be as big as Hagrid for all that food." 


"I
get plenty of exercise," he defended. 


"Chasing
after Potter?" Draco shot back sarcastically. 


Harry
stared at him.  Then he rolled his eyes and walked off, heading toward the
back sections of the dungeon.  "Let me go find a vise to put my head
in so I don't have to listen to you two," he muttered as he walked off. 


"Down
three more doors, take a right, then three left hallways later, take that
one," Draco called helpfully.  Harry just waved a finger salute back
at him. 


Ron
looked at him.  "There's torture equipment down there?" 


"He
wanted a vise.  There's one for some bigger, harder potion ingredients in
that storage area." 


"You're
certifiable," Ron decided.  "Harry?" he called,
following.  "Please don't squish your head.  You'll mess up the
princess' hair." 


Snape
coughed.  "This does no good if the boy is elsewhere." 


Draco
thought at him.  "He's coming back this way with Weasley." 


"How
charming," Snape sneered.  They waited on the boys to get back
there.  "If you don't like what's in his mind that much, build better
shields, Potter." 


"Tell
him that," he said, pointing at Draco.  "He was the one nagging
Ron about being in a growth spurt and being hungry.  Apparently it'll ruin
his figure." 


"Enough,"
Snape ordered.  They stopped.  "Build your shields higher. 
It'll save all of our sanity.  Because you three are enough to drive all
of us there."  He pointed in the classroom, making them go that
way.  He got them into the storage area and let Draco set the spell while
he worked on papers at his desk.  He saw the glow snap into being and
glanced in there.  Draco was glowing silverish gold.  Fairly powerful
but not enormous personal power yet.  He'd have to teach him how to build
his stamina in that area.  Weasley read about the same level. 
Potter, he was glowing white.  Painfully bright white light. 
"Cancel it," he ordered quietly.  They canceled the spell. 
He looked at Potter.  "What did you do to gain more power, Mr.
Potter?" 


Harry
looked at him.  "As far as I know, nothing.  Unless the
Headmaster was right about it coming from when I nearly beat Voldemort as an
infant." 


Snape
stared at him, then shook his head.  "Contagion, even if you had
absorbed some of his power during that disastrous spell, would not account for
that." 


"Living
in a cupboard do it?" he asked dryly.  "Being treated like a
house elf?" 


"No,
not as far as I know."  He found another spell in the book and cast
it at the boy, reading things from his muted aura.  There was not much of
anything except a few runes.  He wrote them down and switched the spell,
which brought back the white light, but muted because he didn't need
blinded.  He stared at him then cast it at Draco.  The same things
without the runes.  Snape canceled the spell and grabbed a runes textbook
to look them up. 


"The
spell his parents did?" Ron guessed. 


"Perhaps." 
He read them, then stared at the boy.  "Did no one see that you were
marked when Weasley brought down the cursebreaker?" 


"No,
he said he removed all the spells," Harry said.  "Am I?" 


"Indeed." 
He moved to the floo to call the bank.  That was what one did when they
needed a cursebreaker.  The head cursebreaker came on and he held up the runes
he had copied down.  "I found those in a student's aura after one of
your teachers had spell cleaned him." 


"When
did they get there?" 


"The
boy has no knowledge of it and I believe it's been pushing his temper to
explode." 


"Let
me come through, Professor."  He stepped through and came to check
the boy over.  He found most of the runes but Snape showed him what he had
seen.  He stared then got that same teacher.  If anyone knew that
stuff, he did.  He showed up and looked then groaned and stripped that
off.  "Is it recent?" he asked. 


"Within
months," he said grimly.  He looked at the Professor, seeing the
notes he held.  "That's only half that."  He finished
removing the spell.  Harry looked less angry, less powerful by a little
bit, and a whole lot more tired.  "Fucking morons."  He
walked off to make notes.  "I'll owl Bill Weasley, boys." 


"Thank
you, sir," Harry called.  "You as well," he told the other
one.  "Any idea who put that on?" 


"We'll
investigate it, kids."  He left to get that information.  They
were required by law to hand over such incidences. 


"Well,"
Draco said, looking at him. 


"Could
it have been when the Dark Lord came back?" Harry asked quietly. 
"Or why?" 


"Why,
definitely," Snape admitted.  He called Narcissa.  She was the
brains in that family.  He held up the runes.  "The curse
breaker who cleaned the spells off the boys found those on Mr. Potter a minute
ago." 


She
took them to look over, then at him.  "Are they reporting
it?"  He nodded.  "Good.  If I find out who did it
this time I'm going to be quite peeved."  She disappeared.  Her
poor boy was probably shuddering in a corner but she wasn't upset with
him.  This time. 


"I
have seen my mother take a whip to someone in that humor," Draco admitted,
curled up around his knees.  "I never want to see such again." 


"Me
either from the flashes of memory I'm seeing," Ron said, shuddering. 
"My mum just gets loud." 


"Mother
can't indulge in her temper that way.  It's unseemly for a woman of her
station," Draco said.  He looked at Potter.  "Who wants to
kill you now?" 


"Take
a guess beyond the obvious?" he said with a small shrug then a
yawn.   "We should tell Remus." 


"Go
to bed, Mr. Potter.  I'll inform your Godmutt of that information." 
Harry glared but knew they had to go before Snape got meaner.  Snape went
to the Defense classroom, finding Remus reading at his desk.  He picked up
some chalk and wrote the runes out on the board. 


Remus
came to look.  "Which one?  I would expect Ron." 


"Potter." 
He handed him the chalk.  "Narcissa knows.  We had them removed
by the same one William used." 


"That's
fine then," he said a bit too calmly.  "Perhaps I'll help her
tie someone to the center quidditch hoop and flay them from our brooms." 
He erased them and went to write her an owl.  Snape walked off shaking his
head.  Really, people should know better than to mess with Narcissa's
boy.  She got peeved and people bled a lot for it. 


***



Narcissa
got the owl and wrote back a simple 'I won't need help, thank you for the kind
offer and the charming idea I'll use on the next one' response before leaving
the house that day.  She went to the bank first.  The curse breaker
was in his office.  "Have we found out who endangered my son through
his unfortunate marriage?" she asked. 


He
looked at her.  "I couldn't tell a signature, Mrs. Malfoy.  I've
turned over the investigation to the aurors." 


"Thank
you.  Let me know if you should find more."  She walked off,
going to the aurors.  She hadn't been there before but they all knew her
at the Ministry thanks to Lucius' position.  She walked in and
smiled.  "A curse on a young, male student who happens to be mated to
my son against both their wills was turned over.  I would like to see the
evidence so I can talk to someone about it.  Hopefully to prevent another
occurrence." 


The
desk auror pointed.  "It was given to her, Mrs. Malfoy," he
said. 


She
nodded her thanks and went to talk to that one.  Tonks had gotten it and
while Narcissa didn't like her sister's daughter by a muggle she decided this
time she was usefully placed.  "Nymphadora," she said
quietly.  Her niece flinched, staring at her.  "You have the
case on that curse that was applied to my son's bondmate?" 


"I
haven't been able to do much on it yet," she hesitated, glancing around. 


Narciassa
smiled.  "I wish to know what it was so I can hopefully prevent it
happening again." 


"The
boys could use some better shields between them," she admitted. 
"I talked to the Professor this morning and he said so.  The curse
breaker didn't get more than a male put it on.  Could've been a few dozen
that he has access to." 


"Hmm." 
She took the file to read the full account and report, nodding at the end and
handing it back.  "Thank you, Nymphadora.  It will definitely be
prevented in the future."  She walked off.  She knew who had
done that.  She'd seen him doing it to others.   Peter Pettigrew
had better hope he had already been kissed.  If not.... he'd wish he was. 


***



Lucius
came up to the aurors' department to gather his wife.  "Is she under
arrest?" he asked calmly. 


"No,
sir," the desk auror said.  "Saved us some energy by making him
confess to other cases that we had open."  He swallowed at the Malfoy
Look of Doom.  "He did admit to cursing Potter, sir." 


Narcissa
looked up from finishing off her new nail polish.  "He was most
problematic, Lucius my dear.  Cursing Potter did curse our son and one of
these days that energy would come out to hurt our boy."  She stood
up, magically drying her nails and putting her polish back in her purse. 
She closed it with a snap and looked at her husband again.  "I dare
say no one will ever put a curse near our son again.  Shall we go
home?  I had the house elves make roast tonight."  She took his
arm and walked him off.  "I had them make those baby carrots you
adore as well."  She smiled at him. 


He
smiled back.   "That sounds wonderful, dear."  Even
though he hated carrots.  The pot roast was good and would keep his mouth
occupied for hours of chewing so he couldn't complain or make her go shopping
to destress.  "Was he any trouble, dear?" 


"No,
not in the least."  She smirked at him once they were in the
elevator.  "He simply gave in very quickly.  Most unsatisfying
really.  But it shall not happen again."  Lucius smiled at her
for that help.  "We must test Mr. Potter as well.  The
cursebreaker said that the aura exploring showed that he was very strong. 
We should see how strong and if we want to make our heir carry the next one for
him instead of having a surrogate mistress." 


"We
can do that during the holidays.  I doubt the boys want to stay at the
castle."  She beamed at him.  "They'll need to do a bit of
shopping too.  Draco's letter this morning complained that Mr. Weasley was
growing and eating enormous amounts of food that were going to make him
fat." 


"I'm
sure our son will work it off somehow, dear."  They went back to the
house through the floo.  She did enjoy the pot roast so much when the
house elves were ordered to make it. 


***



Dumbledore
was sent the notice for Mr. Potter.  He carried it to him during dinner,
handing it over.  "From the Aurors, Harry." 


Harry
opened the letter, looking at the information.  He sighed. 
"Draco, letter from the aurors," he said.  Draco came over to
get it and walked back reading it.  He suddenly shuddered. 
"Thank you, Headmaster."  He got back to dinner.  "I'm
sure it won't be happening again now that he's gone." 


"Quite." 
He went to his chair and looked at Severus.  "It's official, Mr.
Pettigrew is no longer an issue in the boy's life," he said quietly. 


"With
the curse we found that he had placed, I'm not surprised," he
admitted.  "Malfoy?"  Draco brought him the letter, letting
him read it.  He knew the subtle hints that Narcissa had lost her
temper.  Clearly a mess.  "Better for society anyway," he
said, handing it back. 


"Thank
you, Professor."  He went back to his seat.  The letter got put
into his bag and he drafted a letter to his mother while he ate.  He
almost wished the house elves here made their pot roast the same way they did
at home but some people would probably complain it wasn't soft enough. 
He'd put up with mushy meat for the rest of the year then go home to real meat
done the way he wanted it to be done.  His mother would make sure his
first night back would have steak.  She always did. 


***



Draco
looked at Harry that night, then at their bed.  "Can someone maybe
beg the castle so I don't have to sleep with you two?" 


"Slytherin
should be fixed in a few days," Harry said, half asleep. 
"Unless you want to find that other dormitory tower and see if it's any
better." 


Draco
stared at him.  "Is it easily gotten to?" 


Harry
shrugged.  "Ron?"  Ron got the map and looked at it,
finding the entrance.  Draco stared over his shoulder.  Harry could
hear the question.  "The twins had it but my father's group made
it," he said quietly. 


Draco
smiled at that.  "It's nearly brilliant."  He got their
things and they put on the invisibility cloak to check that out.  Harry
only grumbled a bit about needing to sleep.  Draco tested the first few
beds and nodded, sending a Slytherin-style message to the head Prefect. 
He snuck in and checked.  "There's another upstairs for the girls,"
he said, letting him see the doorway. 


He
checked a few beds and nodded.  "It'll work.  I'll gather. 
You three sleep." 


"They
can share a bed if they must," Draco offered.  He didn't like to
sleep with them, they kicked him and had nightmares.  It was bad enough he
got bleedover from them without the kicking and fighting they both did -
clearly that was a hero's reward for doing great things, one he didn't want to
ever achieve. 


The
head Prefect counted.  "There's enough."  Draco beamed and
picked out his bed.  "First years on that side, Malfoy." 
Draco counted and found a bed.  Harry and Ron got across from him. 
That worked.  He got the others found because there was a Slytherin
prefect in each house to make sure their charges were behaving.  The rest came
in and the top female prefect put up wards on the girls' door for now. 
It'd work.  He got his own bed that didn't smell like Hufflepuff perfume
and sighed in pleasure.  A few lumps he could put up with but the perfume
some of those boys wore was turning his stomach.  He threw a light sleep
hex at Potter when he started to have a nightmare.  That was better for
all of them and he'd tell Snape in the morning so he could dose Potter before
bed, as was needed. 


***



Dumbledore
walked into the Great Hall the next morning, looking at Severus. 
"All the Slytherins are missing?" 


"I
believe they went to that spare dormitory," he said.  "They are
also apparently sleeping in this morning." 


Dumbledore
sent a house elf to wake them up and sat down to eat.  "If that's
what they chose to do, that's fine, Severus.  As long as the females are
protected from the boys." 


"There
was a separate dorm for them," Remus reminded him.  A few of the
Slytherins walked in looking well rested for the first time since their house
had flooded.  "They look better." 


Snape
looked them over, pointing at the head one that had shown up to come up to
him.  He looked her over.  "Is that more suitable?" he
asked quietly. 


"It's
quiet, it's calm.  We opened the Prefect's bathroom for the kiddies since
we don't have one, Professor."  He nodded at that.  "The
toilets are up the hall a bit but that's fine and we can share."  He
nodded again.  "I did feel a sleep hex so I think someone was having
nightmares perhaps.  You might want to talk to the boys, sir." 


"I
shall.  Are the girls suitably protected?" 


"Yes,
sir.  I warded that doorway myself.  If any of the boys get in,
everyone in the castle will know." 


"Good
work.  Five points," he said quietly.  She nodded and smiled,
going back to her seat.  He had checked into that dorm.  It had been
used for visiting schools during the old Triwizard Tournament and when they had
a mass case of chicken pox one year.  It would do until Slytherin was
redone.  "How long before the water is gone, Headmaster?" 


"Probably
tomorrow, Severus." 


"Thank
you." 


"Donations
are coming in quite well to rebuild your house and refunish it."  He
smiled.  "Including one that got Minister Fudge quite peeved from the
trio's aunt.  Apparently it had been a personal gift from a House friend while
she was at the Ministry." 


"Hmm. 
Fudge tried to claim someone's wedding ring was one because he coveted it if
you believe the papers," McGonagall said quietly.  She sipped her
tea.  Most of her house was down and looked sleepy still.  Slytherins
were trailing in slowly in clumps.  "Is there a bathroom in those
rooms?" 


"I
believe it was broken, that's why we didn't send them up there when it was
found," Dumbledore admitted. 


"They're
using the Prefect's bathroom," Severus said. 


"That's
suitable," he agreed.  The rest of the students came in but a
few.  He frowned when his favorite students didn't show up. 
"Severus?" 


The
head Slytherin Prefect came in and right up to Severus a minute later. 
"Sir, I think I need to intervene in a student," he said quietly once
he was in front of him.  "I had to sleep hex him last night due to
nightmares." 


"One
of ours?" Snape hissed. 


"No,
sir." 


"I
see." 


"Malfoy
is bruised, Professor.  I saw that when I went to try to wake them. 
I'm letting them sleep in because they're clearly exhausted." 


"Bruised
why?" Remus asked.  He was in the next seat over. 


"I
believe he's complained about kicking and nightmares, Professor."  He
looked at Snape.  "I believe someone should ...perhaps intervene
further, sir.  If it was anyone else, I'd have called upstairs
already.  I know one's father would hex me to death and have fun doing so
however." 


"I
will talk to them.  Are they still under the spell?" 


"No,
sir.  It was a very light one.  Just enough to nudge them out of the
nightmares." 


"I'll
check on them before classes."  The student nodded and walked over to
his usual seat so he could have breakfast.  Severus finished up and went
to check on them.  It wasn't that hard to get into the doorway.  The
painting cooed at him and thanked him for 'letting her house the poor
Slytherins during this trying time'.  He walked up the stairs, finding the
trio in separate beds.  Draco was sprawled out, uncovered.  That was
not usual for him.  He checked but he could clearly see the bruises. 
Weasley didn't have any when he checked.  Potter had a few light ones but
not in the same areas.  He woke Draco, staring at him. 


Draco
yawned, blinking at him.  "It's the middle of the night and it's
nicer up here, Professor, plus it's just our house so we can't be polluted by
the others' ideals." 


"I
agree with the reason and ten points for deciding to lead the House, Mr.
Malfoy."  He pointed at a bruise.  "How did that
happen?" 


Draco
looked and grimaced, shrugging.  "They're fresh.  They still
hurt."  He gently tested one.  "I didn't get kicked last
night."  He frowned, looking at the others.  "Thank Merlin
someone stopped his nightmares," he sighed.  He looked at the
Professor.  "I may have done it to myself last night.  Usually
I'm a fairly still sleeper." 


"I
know that."  He checked him over, frowning.  Then he checked the
other two with the same spell.  That woke up Harry, who blinked at him
like he was fuzzy.  Since he wasn't wearing his glasses he might be. 
"Mr. Potter, are you bruised anywhere?" 


Harry
looked and shook his head.  "Should I be?" 


"I
am," Draco admitted quietly. 


Ron
yawned, pointing at his leg.  "I can feel one there," he said
through a yawn. 


"His
nightmare last night started off with something about a ball and a gym
class," Draco said, staring at Harry, who slumped some, shaking his
head.  He looked then at Harry.  "That's an interesting
side-effect of the bond." 


Ron
looked then shrugged.  "It might be.  I don't know.  We'd
have to see if it was that or being kicked.  You did plenty the last few
nights, Malfoy." 


"I
remember."  They both looked at Harry, who moaned and put his head
back down, covering it with the sheet.  "We'll figure that out. 
I know it's not something I ...."  He watched as another came
up.  "Professor."  He came over to watch the same
thing.  He checked the other boys.  Nothing.  He looked at Draco
again, knocking him out, which automatically set off his beacon.  He got
the nurse in. 


She
looked at the forming bruise.  "What is that?" 


"It
formed while he was sitting there," he said quietly. 


"Let's
get them all upstairs."  She looked.  "The shields are
up?"  Ron nodded, getting up and throwing on clothes.  Harry did
the same.  They got Draco upstairs to check over.  She noticed Ron
had a few as well so she checked him.  "Mr. Weasley, how thick is
your mental shield?" 


"Not
as thick as Harry's or Draco's.  I can barely form one some days," he
admitted.  "Why?" 


"Because
I believe someone is attacking you and having it bleed over." 


"Who'd
want to attack me?" he demanded. 


"Anyone
who decided they didn't want Mr. Potter around," Narcissa said as she
walked in.  "You're apparently thought to be the weaker link in the
chain, Mr. Weasley."  She checked her son, grimacing.  "Bruises
do not look good on his skin."  She tested Ron's mind. 
"Your method of diversion instead of shielding works for some things but
for others you need to shield better." 


"I've
been doing the exercises." 


"Not
everyone has that sort of gift," Snape admitted.  "Very few have
minds strong enough to cast the legimens spell or guard against it." 
Narcissa nodded that was true.  She strengthened the shield on his
necklace and it eased it a lot.  Draco quit looking so sick.  Ron
started to look sick.  She blocked it more firmly from her son and it was
easier to treat him.  Ron's present curse... she'd have to find them and
deal with them for making her poor boy bruised. 


"Let
us," Snape ordered calmly when he saw the look on her face change. 
"You can talk to them over break." 


"We
were going to request a day to go to London to do a bit of clothes shopping in
the muggle world since we're all growing," Harry told them. 


Narcissa
stared at him.  "Why?" 


"Because
we're growing and will outgrow them in a few months probably.  Plus
they'll have some sales for the holidays.  Cheaper and easier to hit a
department store to get everything at once." 


She
considered it.  "We'll see, Mr. Potter.  I do not like the idea
of my son around muggles.  They're usually filthy and grubby." 


"Not
all of them are, Mrs. Malfoy, just some.  There's many who have more money
than even your family does.  I also saw some ads last year when I was
taking out the built-up trash that showed some fantastic glass ornaments for
the holidays at Harrods." 


"We
have many that are beautiful, plus some very old family heirlooms." 


"I'm
not sure if my family does or not but this will be my first holiday season with
my new family and I'd like to get some of our own for the dorms." 


She
considered it then nodded.  "It will be chaperoned somehow." 


"We'd
welcome Bill or whoever helping us pick out jeans and shirts," he said
with a smile.  She smiled back.  "I'm sure he's ventured into
muggle Cairo a few times." 


"Probably." 
She looked at Severus again.  "Would that be suitable?" 


"Children
who stay over the holidays can apply for such trips," he agreed. 
"Remus would probably go as well." 


"Hmm. 
We'll see if they stay or not."  She helped remove the curse from
Ron, making someone very sorry somewhere.  She got the boy laying down
again and knocked him out.  Harry yawned and she smiled, putting him to
sleep as well.  "They clearly need it." 


"Potter
apparently has nightmares." 


The
mediwitch looked up.  "I allow Mr. Potter six doses of dreamless
sleep a month, Severus.  Otherwise he's taking too much and it's dangerous
for him." 


He
stared at her.  "How many nights does he have nightmares?" 


She
shrugged.  "I have not asked.  He had them when he came in and
his dorm mates made him come see me about them.  That is the top dosage so
a being can't be hooked on it." 


He
considered it.  "I'll see if there's something more suitable that can
be made." 


She
shook her head.  "Anything less than dreamless sleep either traps him
or doesn't help any at all.  I've tried all the ones you've made for me
over the years." 


He
grimaced.  "Do we know the cause?"  She stared at
him.  "That battle?" 


"His
aunt," she said firmly. 


"That
too shall be taken care of," Narcissa said lightly with a smile. 
"His Aunt Eleanor was most upset with her."  She looked at
Severus.  "I know we have a few potions journals and private journals
in the family library.  I'll have Lucius look."  She checked her
son then smiled at him again.  "Let me see who I just made miserable
by having their head explode."  She breezed out, going to check on
that.  The aurors were ever so nice to take the account of the spell and
check for her.  That way she could gloat over the mess their brains had
made without messing up her nails again.  She did so hate having to
repaint them every few days. 


Snape
shuddered.  "She's not pleased." 


"She
reminds me of what used to be said about Mr. Potter's aunt." 


Severus
nodded.  "Quite."  He left, going to report the boys were
in the infirmary, the curse trying to kill Weasley had been removed, and it was
better now.  He dreaded to think what would happen when Molly heard but he
could hide since he had only helped discover it.  He hoped. 


***



Bill
walked up to the man holding his head while trying to get something at the
apothecary.  "Headache?" he asked. 


"Hmm. 
Backlash."  Narcissa looked over and pointed, nodding some as she got
her own potions for Malfoy headaches.  Bill walked around the guy to stare
at him.  The man stared at him.  He swallowed, you could see
it.  "Um....  You're a Weasley, aren't you?" 


"Yeah,
I am." 


"Are
you Charlie?" 


"Nah. 
He's still in Romania."  He smirked his most evil smirk.  Ginny
said it was a good one. 


"Oh,
good, I heard he had a temper." 


Bill
snickered.  "Not even close, mate."  He punched the guy,
knocking him back out of the building and following to kick his ass. 
"You wanted my brother for what?" 


"To
power Potter stronger!" he begged, holding up his hands. 
"Please!  You have to know that they need him to be stronger!" 


Bill
stared at him.  "Potter's already strong.  My brother follows
him to help him and said that Harry's got an even worse temper than I do."



"I
thought you weren't Charlie!" 


"I'm
not, I'm Bill, the oldest."  He smirked. 


"Oh,
shite," he muttered, trying to get away. 


"Oh,
no you don't," Bill growled, picking him up to hit him again. 


"William!"
Arthur shouted.  "We do not fight in the Alley!  You know that
and your mother is going to tan your hide." 


"He
was trying to sacrifice Ron to make Harry stronger, Dad."  He smirked
at the man.  "Clearly someone doesn't follow the papers since they're
*bound* and you nearly killed him too."  The man burst out
crying.  He handed him to the aurors with his father.  "He's not
fun anymore."  He stared the man down.  "Harry's going to
hear about this.  He's going to be hellishly pissed and we know Harry has
a worse temper than mine." 


Someone
coughed from behind Arthur, walking around him.  "Bill, is there a
problem?" 


"No,
Sirius.  This man tried to sacrifice my baby brother to hype Harry's
powers." 


"Hmm. 
Interesting."  He looked at the man, watching him start to pray to
any God that could hear him.  "I'd suggest he have a time out
somewhere before he messes himself."  The aurors nodded quickly and
walked off.  He looked at Bill.  "You should probably ice your
knuckles." 


Bill
looked then shrugged.  "Gotten into worse fights with the Gringotts
trolls."  He shrugged again and put his hands in his pocket. 
"Sorry, Dad.  Had to happen though."  He grinned. 
"I'll be home for dinner." 


"If
you're not under arrest," he sighed. 


"Oh,
no, he's not," Narcissa said with a smile.  "It was most
dreadful to have to take that curse off your youngest son because mine was
bruised."  She stared at the auror that had remained behind. 
"It was ever so gallant of Mr. Weasley to spare my manicure and
clothes."  She smiled.  He nodded and walked off. 
"Now, we must have a meeting about the holidays.  Mr. Potter has asked
for a trip to Harrods to find some nice ornaments for their new family plus
some cheap muggle clothes they can grow out of by this summer.  Where are
the boys going this holiday season?" 


Arthur
shrugged.  "I haven't given it a thought yet, Narcissa.  I'll
talk to Molly tonight?" 


"Please
do, Arthur," she agreed with a smile as her husband joined them. 
"Lucius."  He kissed her on the cheek.  "William was
just very gallant to spare my manicure and clothes from the mess I'd make with
the one who tried to sacrifice Ronald earlier to hype Mr. Potter's power
apparently." 


"Interesting. 
I wondered why they dragged him through the Ministry crying and threatening him
with a worse beating from Mr. Black."  He nodded at Sirius. 
Then at Arthur.  "Are we discussing the holidays already?" 


"The
boys wanted to travel to muggle London to do some inferior clothes shopping
since they're growing and to find some new ornaments for their family.  I
informed them it would be chaperoned." 


He
nodded.  "Draco would have to learn to cover his emotions better by
then," he said, considering it.  "I can see that happening
though.  Might do him good."  He looked at Arthur. 
"Are they coming to your house for the holiday dinner or ours?" 


"I'm
not sure yet.  Molly hasn't made any concrete plans yet." 


"Whichever's
fine with me as long as neither family's slighted," Bill assured them with
a grin. 


"That's
most reasonable of you, son," Arthur agreed.  "Doesn't get you
out of trouble for brawling in the Alley like a student." 


"It
had started off some very bad bruising and was going to end his life by this
evening," Narcissa told Arthur.  "Thankfully they knocked my
poor boy out because he was getting most of the bruising.  Your son's
shielding isn't as strong as theirs because he doesn't have that gift.  He
has a wonderful diversion shield but not that sort." 


"Interesting. 
We'll see if we can help him with that," Arthur said with a smile for
her.  Since they were being polite today, he could as well. 
"Anything else we should hear?"  He waved and his wife came over
with a smile.  "Molly, the boys are starting to make holiday
plans." 


She
looked at Narcissa.  "Which meal do you usually do for the holiday
meal?" 


"We
have a traditional one on Christmas Eve," she admitted. 
"Christmas is usually spent sleeping in and letting Draco play with his
new toys." 


"We
usually do a late lunch/early dinner on the day itself.   Would you
like them until that point and then they can all come to our place for the rest
of the holidays?" 


Narcissa
nodded.  "That would be most acceptable.   Did you want go
with the boys when they went shopping in muggle London?  Harry did suggest
that Bill has probably been shopping in Cairo's muggle section." 


She
considered it, looking at her son.  "I think he can handle
them.  Bill?"  He nodded, still smiling.  "What did
you do?" 


"Beat
the crap outta the bloke that tried to kill Ron to make Harry stronger,
mum." 


She
pinched him on the cheek.  "Next time, don't brawl like a student,
Bill.  You're more sneaky than that.  You could've gotten him at home
or something."  She smiled at Narcissa.  "Thank you for
letting him handle this one." 


"He
was ever so nice to spare my manicure this time," Narcissa assured her. 


"Wonderful." 
Molly smirked back, they had an understanding on how to protect the boys. 
"Has Harry's aunt been telling others about his maternal aunt?" 


"Quite
and she even kindly sent me the address," Narcissa said happily. 
Molly shuddered.  "I'm sure they're going to rue treating the boy
like a house elf."  She took her husband's arm and walked off. 
"I'll see you before they leave for the holidays to make concrete plans
for the boys, Molly.  Early December?" 


"That's
fine.  I'm only knitting until they come home."  She smiled at
her husband and son.  "You'll be beaten later," she assured
Bill. 


He
slouched some.  "Could've let Harry do it, mum." 


"No
you may not.   Not until someone teaches him how to properly
fight."  She walked off with her husband.  "Come along,
Bill." 


"Yes,
mam."  He followed, mentally wincing.  His mother would be
nagging for weeks.  "You know, the guy thought Charlie had the worse
temper." 


She
looked back at him.  "I still haven't told Charlie about all this
mess because of his, Bill.  You have fun with that, dear." 


"Sure,
Mum.  It's nearly on the way home."  So maybe she'd let Charlie
nag instead.  He could do it nearly as well as she did sometimes. 
And everyone thought he was the poof in the family, him and Ginny! 
Charlie was *so* much worse! 


***



Draco
finished his letter to Bill and then sent it, going up to the temporary
Slytherin dorm.  The others were up there, he had been in the hallway for
a few minutes.  He handed over the one Molly had sent to Ron and he had
caught.  It was nice his hyper little owl would come to him now.  Ron
opened it with a grin, reading it.  "Harrods?" he asked quietly.



Harry
looked at him.  "It's a very nice department store.  Has a lot
of very nice things, including some wonderful cakes if you wanted to get one
for your parents." 


"I'll
think on that.  Do we need ornaments?" 


"Isn't
that what families do?  We're technically our own family and should settle
those things before things get too hectic and we have problems like wanting to
go the same place at once." 


Draco
considered that.  "Perhaps but you can afford to get normal
clothes." 


"Muggle
clothes and wizarding clothes are about the same, Draco.  Only some of
ours have patterns that move and they're not mass produced.  Plus they're
less expensive so I can get more." 


"I'll
think on it."  He went to his bed to do his homework and think about
that.  He had never been to a department store.  "Is that like
Madam Malkin's?" 


"No,
it's like Javier's," Ron told him, glancing up then back at his current
pre-test studying.  "Harry, Transfiguration test," he reminded
him. 


"I
know that.  I've been studying, even without Hermione pushing
us."  He looked at Ron.  "Where's that?" 


"By
their house," Draco admitted.  "So it sells all sorts of things
and clothes?"  Harry nodded.  "Hmm. 
Interesting."  He thought about it some more.  "I wouldn't
want someone like my mother going.  She might faint at the muggle
items." 


"Bill's
been in the marketplaces in Cairo plenty of times," Ron said, smirking at
him.  "He can go with us." 


"That'd
be fine.  As long as my parents agreed.  Perhaps I'll find something
to amuse my Mother for the holidays.  She usually spends the next day
reading and watching her knitting needles knit for her." 


"Yours
does it with magic?" Ron asked.  "My mum does her knitting by
hand with the needles." 


"Mother
finds it calming to watch." 


"Oh." 
He nodded and got back to his studying.  "Why do we have to keep
dealing with these sort of things?" 


Harry
looked at him.  "Because at the higher levels it's worse?" he
guessed.  "Harder and maybe human to human transformations?" 


"That's
in the advanced, post Hogwarts, classes," Draco told them. 
"We'll only learn up to inanimate to animate and human to inanimate
transfigurations by their book."  Both boys nodded and shrugged a
bit.  "We have a test tomorrow?" 


"Hermione
said so," Ron admitted.  "Ask Crabbe."  The boy looked
up.  "Test in Transfiguration?" 


"I
thought it was next week," he admitted.  He got up and went to knock
on the girls' door.  "Pansy?" he called once it opened a
bit.  She came jogging down the stairs.  "Transfiguration test
this week or next?" 


"Next. 
Granger was panicking because she knows they've got that defense paper due on
the same day."  She looked at the trio, who had just sighed in
displeasure.  "She nags you two to study?" 


"She
makes them schedules, used to check their papers for errors," Draco said
dryly.  "Nags them to start revising now for the OWLs." 
She moaned, shaking her head as she went back up to their dorm. 
"Defense paper?" 


"Done,"Harry
muttered.  "Did it earlier while you and Ron napped." 


Ron
grimaced.  "I hate papers."  He found that set of notes to
see what it was on.  He groaned and stood up.  "We need the
library for this."  Draco stared at him.  "She'll keep
nagging." 


"It's
only a foot and you can probably find a bit in the book," he
suggested.  "Or maybe some of the upper years' books."  He
pointed at one.  "He's doing his senior defense paper on mythical
swamp monsters so some of his books might have something."  Ron looked
then shook his head.  "Brads."  He looked up from his note
taking on his bed.  "Can we borrow something for a defense paper on
something blood sucking and water based?" 


"Of
course.  I think I have most of them actually.  I'll have to check
with Professor Lupin to make sure he knows I have most of them with
me."  He looked and tossed Harry a book, letting him hand it
over.   "Have fun, kids."  He got back to work. 


Ron
gaped.  "Our upper years wouldn't do that," he said quietly. 


"Slytherin
is a tighter house," Draco said dryly.  "Yours are yappy and
mostly isolated from the lower years."  He let Ron have it
first.  He had half his paper written already.  He had done it during
History.  He looked at Harry.   "Don't have one?" 


"Have
it done and the special topic one," he sighed.  Draco smirked at
that.  "He wants to see you two for the extra defense practice too
this week." 


"That's
fine," Draco said.  "It'll get me out of Runes for a
test."  He pulled out his paper to read over and finish what he had been
thinking of putting down.  He could edit it later.  Ron was reading
and mumbling.  Draco came over with a huff to teach him how to cite
sources.  "That way you don't copy.  Did no one show you
that?" 


"No,"
Ron said.  "Where did you learn it?" 


"My
mother used to assign summer research papers."  He went back to his
own.  He could probably do it from memory but teachers liked
citations.  "Don't copy the whole thing, only useful
passages."  Harry gave him a funny look.  "Teachers like
them.  That shows we read the material." 


"Oh. 
I didn't know that." 


"You
went to primary school, correct?" Draco asked. 


"Yeah. 
They didn't have us doing papers." 


Draco
stared at him.  "Why not?" 


"Because
they didn't.  We had a lot of other stuff to learn." 


"No
papers at all?" 


"A
few short paragraphs here and there.  Tests.  Lectures. 
Sometimes film strips, which we usually had to write a short report on, or book
reports.  Worksheets." 


Draco
shook his head quickly.  "Your future offspring will be going
somewhere better, even if I have to get pushy.  That way they can't warp
mine."  The upper years around them laughed. 
"Honestly!" 


"As
long as no one sends the kids somewhere to a school that will make them want to
be mean or cold," Harry ordered with a sigh.  He looked at Ron. 
"If I have one," he agreed at Ron's thought it might not happen. 


"There's
no more Potter line if don't," Draco pointed out carefully.  He could
hear something from the back of Harry's mind.  "Surely your mother
and father wouldn't want that." 


"Mum
and Dad might not have but I think Dad might agree that it's not time to think
about that until well after all this crap is done with."  He looked
up.  "It's not something I'm looking forward to, Draco.  You
have to have an heir for the family.  I might have to have an heir for the
family.  I don't know if that's something I want or not." 


Draco
nodded once.  "Well, none of us are ready for that thought yet."



"Harry,
Dad said something about muggles having things to help with that stuff?"
Ron asked. 


Harry
looked at him.  "You mean like doctors who can put seed into a woman
because for some reason she hasn't gotten pregnant yet and wants to, or doesn't
have a husband?" 


"How
would you not have a husband and want a family?" Draco asked. 


Harry
stared at him.  "They're not exclusive.  Even in the wizarding
world there's unmarried mothers, Draco." 


"True,
though it's usually considered shameful." 


"The
muggle world lives on different values.  It's mostly acceptable for women
to have a child because they want one.  They can either go pick up
someone, which gets them looked at oddly and badly sometimes, or they can get
some seed from a doctor.  They have whole banks of places where men sell
their seed and have it stored." 


"They
do?" he demanded.  Harry smirked but nodded.  "Why?" 


"In
case they need some and can't have any more," Harry offered. 
"Due to injury or medical problems.  Some sell theirs for
money.  Some women sell their eggs for the same reason." 
Draco's mouth fell open.  "That way women who might be widowed and
want a child, or women who're together and want one, can go to a doctor, who
helps them select some based on the profile the father gave, and inserts
it." 


Draco
let out a small whimper, looking at the upper years.  "We've never
heard of such things," one said in awe. 


"Hermione's
father had to bank some last year," Harry told him.  "In case a
medical problem he had got worse.  Plus they're all over the news. 
Or parents can adopt.  Some adopt from overseas." 


"Get
Granger to explain that to us," one of the upper years called at the
doorway. 


"Explain
what?" one of the girls demanded.  "Why Granger?" 


"There's
banks in the muggle world to store man's seed so the wife can have a baby later
or even without a husband."  She laughed, shaking her head. 
Harry nodded.  "Someone?" 


"She's
coming," one of the ones guarding outside said.  He had no idea why,
he hadn't heard anything yet.  He let her in when she got there. 
"They called for you." 


"Thank
you," she said, walking up the stairs.  "Is there a problem,
Harry?" 


"They've
never heard of sperm banks or egg donation or any of that.  I was trying
to explain it and bollixing it up." 


She
beamed at them.  "It's a wonderful place for those who need the
services.  Of course, some men donate for the money but otherwise many
families wouldn't have children without them."  The upper years
stared at her.  "Wizards don't have something like that?" 


"NO!"
one of the girls said, starting to get huffy.  "We have husbands for
that." 


"What
if your husband can't get you pregnant?" Hermione asked.  "Or
your eggs aren't fertile for some medical problem?"  The witch gaped
in horror.  "That's what those things are for.  There's even
surrogates for when a mother can't carry a child but wants one
desperately.  Or there's adoption." 


"Surrogate? 
Like having another woman carry for her?" the witch clarified. 
Hermione smiled and nodded.   "Then it'd be her child with the
husband, like a mistress?" 


"No,
if both parents are fertile but the wife can't carry they can take her eggs,
his sperm, combine them to make sure the baby is started, and implant them in
the surrogate.  So it's their child, simply carried by someone
else."  She pulled a chair over to sit down and went over how those
things worked as far as she knew.  She had read the literature her father
had picked up before his hernia surgery.  Snape came in during it and she
smiled at him.  "I'm explaining something, Professor." 


"They
have whole banks to store a man's seed," one of them told him. 
"In case he's hurt or has a medical problem that means he can't
shoot.  Did you know that?" 


"There
are?" he demanded, glaring at the girl. 


"Quite. 
My father has some stored in case his hernia surgery went wrong and he couldn't
function." 


Snape's
mouth fell open.  "Why?" 


"In
case my mother wanted another child," she said with a small shrug. 
"I'd love to be a big sister, Professor.  I've got plenty of practice
helping Ron and them with things.  There's ones for women who want to
store their eggs as well.  That way they don't age and die off too
soon.  There's a program in Israel that helps women who are post-menopause
have children as well.  That way they can have one last one.  I think
their oldest one was seventy or late sixties." 


He
blinked a few times.  "That does not seem medically possible, Miss
Granger." 


"We
have hormone pills and shots to make the hormones come again or to stop them
completely," she told him.  "That's how female birth control
pills work, Professor." 


"There's.... 
what?" he demanded. 


"A
pill to make sure girls don't get preggers until they want to," Harry
said.  "They's a few different types and brands.  They're on the
tele now and then."  He went back to his studying for defense. 


Snape
stared at him then at her.  "Why would they need such?" 


"Because
in our world, it's not that shameful if a girl chooses to climb on top of a
bloke before they're married," she said bluntly.  "Some couples
even live together before marriage."  He shuddered and walked
off.  She shrugged.  "It's much nicer.  Women are looked at
better than they do in our world too."  She got up.  "I can
get my mum to send me those brochures if you want." 


"And
on that birth control stuff?" one asked hopefully. 


"Of
course.  It's about time I start thinking on that subject
myself."  She smiled and walked off.  She had a thought and went
up to talk to the nurse.  "Madam Pomfrey?"  She looked up
from her note writing.  "I had a slightly personal question.  Do
you have a moment?" 


"Of
course, dear.  What's wrong?" 


"Will
me taking a birth control pill affect my magic any?" 


"A
what?" she demanded, then snorted.  "Those are myths, Miss
Granger." 


"There's
over ten brands and different methods in the muggle world," she
corrected.  "From hormonal to non-hormonal."  The nurse
gave her a horrified look.  "So it won't interact?  A hormonal
one I mean?"  She pushed her hair back.  "I'm about at the
age where I should start thinking about it.  Some can even decrease your
cycles to a few a year instead of monthly and that would be wonderful." 


The
nurse stared.  "You can't do that to a body.  It's bad for
it." 


She
sighed.  "I'll get the information from my mother and let you read
it, then you can figure out if it affects magic.  Also, where do we go in
Hogsmeade to get tampons?" 


"What?"



"For
monthly cycles?  To plug up the bleeding and catch it?" 


"We
have pads." 


"Those
are bulky and tampons are *so* much more comfortable according to my
mother." 


"I've
never heard of them." 


"That's
fine.  I'll have mum send me some then."  She smiled and walked
out.  "I'll get that information in a few days," she decided,
going to the owlry to use Pig.  Ron wouldn't mind.  He never did. 


The
nurse went to talk to the headmaster.  She had never heard of such
things.  She ran into McGonagall and hissed the problems at her
instead.  She was a woman and might know since she saw more muggle borns
every year than she did.  McGonagall knew something about the
subject.  She explained it better and Madam Pomfrey decided she'd look
into those things.  Just in case they were more handy.  Or harmful. 


***



Hermione
accepted the package from Pig, smiling at the tiny, hyper owl.  It was
always better behaved for her and the package was clearly heavier than the owl
wanted to deal with for an extended fluttering around their heads to tease
them.  "Thank you, dear."  She fed him some sausage. 
He flew over to Ron to get some more then back to the owlry.  "Thank
you for letting me borrow her for a message home, Ron." 


"Not
a problem, Hermione.  What did you get?" 


She
looked inside.  "The information the upper years wanted and things
for girl issues."  She smiled when she found the letter. 
"My mother's pleased that I'm thinking about that subject but she's a bit
sad that I'm growing up again."  She settled in to read the long
letter.   When she was done she walked over to the Slytherin table,
handing that witch the information she had promised.  "Mum said she
wants that back if possible." 


"Did
you get it on the other stuff?" she hissed. 


"Of
course.  I was going to check with the nurse to make sure it wouldn't do
anything strange to my magic like decrease it.  Hormones are so
unpredictable with magic and mine goes oddly each month," she admitted. 


"Most
witches do," she admitted.  Hermione let her have the other
information too.  She read it over, letting the boys who wanted the sperm
bank information have that for now.  That birth control stuff sounded very
helpful.  So did those tampon things.  "How bad can this illness
be?" 


"Mum
told me it's happened when you keep them in over ten hours.  Most women
wouldn't anyway." 


"Ah!" 
She nodded and got back to it.  "Four a year?  That'd be
nice."  The nurse came over.  "Madam Pomfrey." 


"Is
that the information, Miss Granger?" 


"Yes,
I had explained that topic earlier and she wanted to know more." 


"That's
fine."  She took it to look over, glancing at the other
information.  "They can do what?" she demanded, taking it to
look at more closely.  "You can store those?"  She looked
at the young girl.  Who nodded.  "Why?" 


"Depends
on the person." 


"Oh,
I see."  She took that too to look over.  Snape took that part
of the information to look over while she and McGonagall got the
rest.   She really had to get in touch with the mediwitches who
worked in London with older patients.  They might have more information on
this and if it was useful to witches.  Those tampon things did sound very
handy.  You could even bathe in them apparently.  McGonagall made an
interested noise and took something to read more closely. 


Madam
Sprout looked over.  "I've had a few students with those.  I
always suggest that they keep them out of sight of the other students,"
she said quietly.  "That way they are not confused.  The
mediwitch showed her the one on tampons.  "Oh, really?" 
She read it over again.  "Interesting.  How bad would this risk
be?" 


"Over
ten hours," Hermione called.  "Overnight is fine, more than that
is bad.  My mother wanted that other information back,
Professor."  She gathered her books and left for the library for
now.  Then to class.  She was feeling very good today.  Margaret
Sanger would be proud of her, as would all the foremothers in the women's
liberation movement. 


The
Headmaster looked down.  "What is that on?"  The nurse let
him see, earning an odd look.  "Why are we reading this?" 


"Questions
have been asked about any conflicts with being a witch.  I thought it best
to look at the literature myself before answering it."  She took it
back.  "It seems harmless enough but I'll be talking with a colleague
in London about such matters."  She got the other information to look
over.  "Oh, in case of medical problems," she said. 
"That's not a bad idea.  I wonder if we can do the same." 
She walked off with it.  The headmaster could be a bit...old fashioned
about some things.  Then again, he was a century and a half old. 


The
headmaster grimaced.  "I do not think that is appropriate for the
students to learn of." 


"That
would be up to their parents," McGonagall said firmly.  "I
certainly would've felt better at their age if I had known about such
things."  She finished up and went up to the infirmary to look
through the other information.  It looked very thought provoking but
related. 


The
Headmaster considered it but he didn't like this idea at all.  It would
change things among the students. 


***



Harry
was let into the Headmaster's office.  "You wanted to see me,
sir?" 


"Harry,
it was brought to my attention that you started off the discussion on the topic
of birth control last night?" 


"No,
I mentioned a sperm bank for those who wanted to store some for later
use.  It devolved into birth control talk because I wasn't explaining it
very well but Hermione knew because her father had put some up before a surgery
he had.  She told them about birth control.  She was fully horrified
that you don't let witches use tampons to control their girlish times and that
the wizarding world couldn't deal with those matters on their own.  So are
most of the muggle-borns that were talking about it in the courtyard
earlier." 


"We
do have potions for those who have those sort of problems." 


"This
is so a wife can get pregnant and the muggle world doesn't have potions,
Headmaster.   Cordelia, is Aunt Bethany around?" he
called.  Aunt Bethany had been a healer before she died.  She
appeared in Cordelia's painting with her.  He grinned. 
"Hermione was explaining the needed services of a sperm and egg bank, and
then they talked about birth control.  The headmaster has no idea
why.  Frankly, neither do I since guys only use condoms for that. 
Can you...."  He waved a hand. 


"As
long as you listen, nephew."  She smirked.  "It'll be
necessary some day." 


"Only
if I suddenly understand women and I really don't think it's necessary
yet.  I got the standard lectures the year before I came in health
class." 


"Wonderful
of them."  She beamed and looked at the headmaster, explaining birth
control and it's methods to him.  He was bright red but shuddering at the
thought.  "Were there other topics being discussed?" 


"Hermione
wanted to know if tampons or birth control pills that might stop her cycle for
a few months would hurt her magic," Harry asked. 


"No,
dear.  It's not that linked.  Usually hormones make magic go a bit
more wild so it might settle those down for months on end.  Though, if she
uses that shot, the commercials say you can not have a cycle for up to a
year.  I'm not sure how that would do her." 


"It's
every three months, I doubt the nurse could," Harry pointed out. 


"True." 
She beamed.  "What other topics were discussed?" 


"I
mentioned sperm and egg banks but Hermione had to explain because I was crap at
it." 


"That's
not a bad idea for you, nephew.  If there's a magical one you should
perhaps bank some."  He shrugged but nodded.  "Good
boy."  She looked at the headmaster and explained those to him too. 
He was clearly horrified but oh well! 


"We
have potions for that." 


"That's
for when you can't get erect, Dumbledore, not when your sperm isn't able to
impregnate anything.  Or when a woman's eggs aren't fertile for some
medical reason." 


"Both
can be caused by the pain curse, right?" Harry asked.  "Draco
wondered about something he had heard gossiped about at a party." 


"Indeed,
nephew."  She beamed at him.  "It has been the cause of
much infertility.  That's why a lot of families only had one child during
the last war." 


Dumbledore
cleared his throat.  "It did?" 


"Yes." 
She stared at him.  "Some cancers are also a cause of that. 
Most of types of cancer's treatments are also a good cause for
infertility.  There's other medicines that can do the same sort of
harm."  He stared at her.  "It's wise of a witch to think
on her options for the future.  They say a woman's eggs aren't as fertile
after thirty-five.  She should store some when she's younger so they're
more likely to work if she needs to.  Or has to use a surrogate to carry
due to health reasons."  Harry nodded.  "Plus girls who are
school age should all be taught about birth control, that way they use it and
don't end up trapped with some wizard who really needs a good hexing every few
days to be straightened out."  She stared at him.  "It
takes the pressure off her.  Lets her think about a career and the
like.  Many older witches are on it once they get out of this repressive
institution.  Harry, did you find that pen set on the desk?" 


"I
did but it was much too fancy to bring here and the teachers only let us use
quills, Aunt Beth." 


"Nonsense. 
There are more efficient pens so you can take better notes." 


He
shrugged.  "They won't let us." 


She
stared at the headmaster.  "Quills are the standard instrument for
writing in the world." 


"No,
not even fountain pens are," Harry said.  He pulled out his for notes
and held it up.  "Ball points are more common in the muggle
world.  Cheaper too than a good quill or fountain pen.  Some are
refillable, some aren't."  He put it back into his pocket. 
"No dipping and dripping ink on everything." 


"It
can't be that much cheaper," Dumbledore complained. 


"For
under 10 sickles I can buy a 12-pack of the cheap, non-refillable pens,
Headmaster.  They come with the ink already in them.  It'll last me
about four months or so, depending on how much I have to write."  He
got stared at.  "That's less expensive than my bottle of ink and the
nineteen quills I usually go through a year.  It's cheaper than the ink
alone actually." 


"Quills
are a fine tradition," Dumbledore said. 


"Of
course they are.  Then again, how many of us grew up in the muggle
world?  I'm doubting Hermione doesn't miss her computer every now and then
for papers.  Much easier to type and then print instead of hand-write
thirty pages.  Even a typewriter would be faster probably once you learned
how to type.  I took it in school and I could type six pages of written
notes into one page of typed notes in about five minutes but I'm out of
practice." 


"Typewriter?"



"Yes,
there's purely mechanical versions.  Arthur Weasley has one in his office
I believe.  I think I saw it in the corner.  Probably needs a new
ribbon." 


The
headmaster called him.  "Arthur, what is a typewriter?" 


He
beamed and went to get his from the storage building, bringing it back. 
"This one's a few years old.  I'm told muggles have updated them
quite a lot." 


"Usually
to computers," Harry agreed.  "Same keyboard but it's virtual
and then you print it when you're done instead of having to go back and type or
correct." 


"Brilliant
of them."  He beamed, letting the headmaster see it.  "You
push the buttons and it stamps them on the paper."  He showed him how
it went.  Harry came over to load the paper correctly for him with a smile
and showed him. The headmaster gave him a horrified look.  Harry beamed at
Arthur.  "It's much faster.  Molly figured out she can do about
twenty words a minute if she needs to.  We use it for invitations these
days."  He put it down behind him and they could hear Molly
complaining it was dusty.  "Albus wanted to know, Molly." 
He looked at the headmaster.  "Are you thinking of getting some for
reports?" 


"Hermione
had to explain a few things last night," Harry told him. 
"Somehow we went from birth control to pens then to computers and
typewriters." 


"Birth
control?" Arthur asked. 


"So
Molly could've spaced them out more," Harry said delicately. 
"If she had wanted to." 


"Oh! 
They can?"  Harry nodded with a grin.  "That's
amazing.  I'll have to tell Bill and Charlie that so they know for when
they *finally* find someone nice."  He beamed.  "Thank you,
Harry." 


"Not
a problem.  Hermione's looking over the various options.  For guys,
there's condoms.  Though I have heard that someone's trying to make a
daily pill for guys to take instead." 


"Rubbers?"



"Latex
instead of rubber, and there's some called sheepskin that're pretty thin and
the teacher I had for health before I got here said they were nicer to use." 
He shrugged.  "Whole aisle in the pharm these days." 


"Not
behind the counter?" 


"No,
muggles are pretty open about condoms with the diseases you can catch and the
like for no kids.  You can walk in, buy them, walk out without having to
do more than nod at the cashier." 


"That
is amazing.  I'll have to see if that's something that we'd have on the
permissive list for Diagon's apothecary."  He beamed. 
"Pens?"  Harry held up his.  "You dip those?" 


"No,
ink's inside," he said, using his teeth to get the cap off so he could
see.  "Ink inside.  You write with it."  He put it
back together and grabbed some blank paper off the desk to show him. 
"It's thinner lines unless you get a really thick tip and I like thin
ones."  He let him see.  "These are the cheap kind." 


"That's
very interesting."  He took it to look over, then handed it
back.  "Expensive?" 


"Under
ten sickles for a pack of twelve.  They last me about four months for this
brand.  Depends on how much you write though." 


"Huh." 
He nodded.  "Thank you, lad." 


"Welcome,
Mr. Weasley."  He grimaced when a thought hit him.  "Ron
said Ginny stole all the cookies again.  The twins helped." 


He
rolled his eyes.  "I'll tell Molly that, Harry."  Harry
grinned.  "Draco have a sweet tooth?" 


"Yes,
but he won't share his cookies when his mother gets the house elf to make
them." 


He
gave him a smug look.  "I'll see what she can do about
it."  He looked at the headmaster.  "Any other things we're
thinking about, Albus?  I'll gladly check the lists and see if anything
can be approved quickly if it's not on there." 


"I'll
think on that and the machine," he said.  "Thank you,
Arthur." 


"Not
a problem, Albus."  He cut the connection. 


Harry
grinned at his aunt.  "I'm trying to get a trip to Harrods for the
holidays.  That way I can pick up some new jeans and some ornaments. 
I figure that's what new families do." 


"Something
like that to make their own holiday traditions," she agreed with a 
smile.  "Harrods is a nice, picky store.  Draco should enjoy
it."  She looked at the headmaster.  "Any other questions,
Headmaster?" 


"No,
I don't believe so.  Thank you both for clarifying things.  Though I
do believe that students do not need to know such things, Mr. Potter." 


"Headmaster,
there's eleven-year-old mothers in the muggle world."  The headmaster
shuddered.  "Mostly because they weren't taught the right things soon
enough and fooled around.  Muggle girls mature faster than the purebloods
do.  Some of the seventh years are barely finishing puberty and we're
mostly through it by fifteen.  You've probably got half the upper years of
muggle born girls on birth control already if their parents are smart.  It
can help with the female issues that make them cranky and steal chocolate from
us guys and it can stop them all together in some cases from the ads.  We
love it as guys because it means we don't have to fear for our lives any longer
some months."  He left, going back to his room, where Ron and Draco
were cackling. 


"The
pill has been around since the sixties, but some of the older methods have been
around since the turn of the twentieth century.  Diaphragms and condoms
have been around since the middle ages, now they're safer and easier to
use.  They're wonderful inventions that have led to women being much more
liberated and able to make their own life choices instead of being forced to
marry if they find themselves fancying someone."  She stared at
him.  "We know the wizarding community in England has been behind the
times for most of your life, but it is time to get with the modern century a
bit more, Headmaster.  Or at least the last one." 


"It's
not proper." 


"It's
not your choice," she reminded him.  "It's a woman's choice
because it's her body."  He glared.  She stared back. 
"I've seen toddlers with that same look.  It didn't bother me much
then, Dumbledore."  She walked off happier.  She hated that
man.  The whole family hated that man. 


***



Hermione,
like all the other women, got handed the folded, sealed notice the next morning
at breakfast by her head of house.  She read it then snorted. 
"It's none of his business what I and my mother decide for my health and
well being," she said firmly.  "He does not have the right to
decide that for me."  She got up and walked off, going to floo her mother. 
They had a floo connection, very basic but she could call.  She let her
mother read the notice, seeing her very pissed off morning.  "Mother,
I'm not sure how you can get into the Ministry but call Mrs. Weasley, she'd
know who to talk to."  She smiled.  "She might also be told
more for her daughter.  I know Ginny doesn't want seven children like her
mother did." 


"Gladly,
Hermione.  Persevere.  We'll talk soon, dear."  She hung up
and called the very nice Mrs. Weasley, staring at her when she answered. 
"That headmaster is trying to take my daughter's health decisions away
from her.  Who do I talk to and where would I go to find a lawyer to sue
him?" 


"Surely
it can't be that bad." 


"He's
just banned the girls from discussing or using birth control, Molly." 


"What's
that?" 


"Medicines
that can make sure that you only get pregnant when you want to, no matter how
much you and whoever have relations." 


"There
is?" she demanded. 


"Yes. 
Some since the middle ages.  The hormonal methods that work best came about
in the nineteen-sixties." 


"Interesting. 
I've never heard of such." 


"Most
girls go on it when they're about to date, that way if they do make the mature
decision and decide to knock a boy down and take him for a test drive, they
don't get caught."  The other woman blinked.  "Where do I
go to find a decent lawyer?" 


"Is
it safe for witches?  Albus usually wouldn't ban anything that wasn't
dangerous." 


"The
mediwitch I talked to at your hospital said it was perfectly fine.  I made
sure before I sent my daughter the information." 


"Oh,
dear.  Hmm.  I'll come gather you in an hour, then we'll go to
Diagon.  There's a few there or ...  Let me call someone to see if
she'd know someone who is tough enough to stand against the headmaster. 
I'll be there in an hour."  She hung up and called Narcissa. 
They were being tolerably polite these days.  It was early but not that
early, even for a Malfoy.  She got Lucius.  "I suppose you'd
probably know as well.  Mrs. Granger wants to hire an attorney to fight
against the headmaster decreeing that girls can't use birth control.  Is
there better than the ones in Diagon?" 


He
considered it.  If that was what it sounded like....  He would've
killed to have had it available in his school years.  "Whiplen. 
He's in Wales though.  Birth control?" 


"Yes. 
She said it's perfectly safe but the headmaster apparently outlawed it." 


He
stared at her.  "I want information on it, the decree banning it, and
I'll bring it to the Board.  Half of the students there I hope never
breed."  She smirked at that statement then hung up and went to get a
copy of that from her daughter.  Lucius called a few board members so they
could be aware there was another problem from the headmaster.  Plus St.
Mungoes to get expert testimony to make sure it was an appropriate ban. 
If not, well, the Board did not really like Dumbledore's methods
recently.  It almost made him giddy. 


***



The
board filed in for their monthly meeting and Lucius held up a formal notice for
a rule challenge.  The head of the board sighed.  "What
now?" he asked. 


"Dumbledore
has taken it upon himself to decide what sort of medicines the girls can be on
and how they handle their womanly moments." 


"Why?"
he demanded. 


"Birth
control and tampons.  It's not the way it was when he was a lad
apparently."  The lone female member, Mrs. Longbottom gasped. 
He gave her a bland look.  "Apparently there's a few different
methods.  I have a healer's name so we can ask for expert testimony if need-be."



"What
are tampons?" she asked. 


"Blood
controlling devices.  She gave me a sample pack so we can look at
them."  She nodded once and sat down.  His son strode in and sat
beside him, handing him information.  "What is this on?" 


"From
Granger, about the other subjects she had informed people about - and she wants
it back sometime for her mother.  The headmaster went on a 'muggles can't
do that because we can't' rant.  Unfortunately he's mistaken this
time."  Lucius looked it over, giving his son a horrified look. 
He stared back.  "My unfortunate mate's Aunt Bethany suggested that
he take part of that information and use it.  Just in case something were
to happen."  He stared at his father.  "I'm not sure he
could even if he wanted to.  Something was mentioned about potions?"
he asked very quietly.  "We haven't seen them." 


"Have
you talked to Severus?" 


"He
seemed not to have any idea what I was talking about, Father." 


"I'll
ask him myself then."  Draco nodded.  "Where do you stand
on this issue?" 


He
stared at his father.  "If I were eligible to be playing the field,
as you did in your day, I would be ecstatic not to have to worry about a
wand-point wedding," he said dryly, leaving them alone. 


"What
is that about?" the head of the board asked, looking resigned. 


Lucius
looked it over.  "The muggles have a way of storing seed in case of
medical mishap.  Also eggs."  He handed it down.  "He
wanted my opinion on the fact that his spouse's aunt wants him to use such
services in case something happens." 


He
read it over.  "I would've loved this before I became
infertile," he admitted quietly.  A few other members took it to look
over.  He looked at the agenda, adding Lucius' petition to it. 
"Get your expert, Lucius.  It's a short meeting."  He
called her and she showed up a few minutes later with a folder of information
for them.  That would make this a very long meeting but it had to be done
for the good of the students. 


***



The
head of the Board looked at the headmaster a few hours later when the old man
walked into his office.  "Unfortunately we feel you have overstepped
yourself this time, Dumbledore."  He smirked, handing over the
official note.  "There is no legitimate reason to ban birth control
or tampons from the students.  Frankly, most of us would not want our
children to be burdened with a forced marriage for being needy some
night."  He stood up.  "The ban was repealed on a unanimous
vote, based on healer testimony.  We were less unanimous about letting the
head nurse stock such items, but most of us felt she needed to learn about them
first.  Once she's fully qualified to administer them, she is hereby
allowed."  He walked off looking smug.  His daughter was going
to be put on that over the holidays.  Before she could get into trouble
and have to marry someone he'd have to kill. 


Dumbledore
glared at the doorway and the notice.  This was not how his school should
be!  He took the notice with him to the Ministry.  The Minister would
back him up on this.  Surely it wasn't good for the wizarding world at
large. 


***



Hermione
read the paper the next morning, grimacing.  She got up and walked it to
over to Draco, handing it to him then huffed back to her seat. 


"It's
good I don't have to take an account with the paper," Draco said
sarcastically, reading the headlines.  He got up and went to call his
parents.  His father had been very happy that he could screw any girl he
desired and not get her pregnant until he chose a suitable one to bear his
heir.  He held up the paper when his mother answered.  She grimaced but
took it and walked off, closing the connection.  He smiled as he walked
back to his breakfast.  His father might have a good day getting people
around to his point of view in the Ministry.  It was a pity Fudge didn't
see the benefit of birth control, but then again no one would sleep with him. 


Harry
looked up from his mashing of breakfast to give him an odd look for that
thought.  He sent one back, making Ron choke.  Draco snickered,
shaking his head and corrected it.  Harry snickered too and Ron
moaned.  "Cheer up, it means Ginny can have as many as she wants and
can stop when she's done," he said quietly.  "Maybe with just
three kids." 


Ron
looked at him for a minute.  "Harry, if she crawls on top of a bloke,
I'm going to kill them both," he said bluntly.  "The twins'll
help." 


Harry
beamed at him.  "I'll cheer."  Draco sent over a picture of
Harry in Draco's favorite quidditch team's cheerleader costumes, making them
both shudder.  "Never mind then."  Ron nodded quickly then
went to tell the twins. 


Ginny
looked at him.  "That means I don't have to have one every year when
I finally marry," she reminded them.  "I can have two.  One
of each.  Then stop forever."  They beamed at that
idea.   "Even if it would mean that I'd have to find someone to
see so I could get married and give Mum the grandkids she wants so she quits
nagging you older boys." 


"That's
not...." 


"A
bad plan...." the twins said. 


"But
I'll still kick their arses," Ron assured her happily.  "Harry can
cheer."  That mental picture came back and he glared at Draco for a
moment then at her.  "Got it?" 


"Sure,
I'll pick randomly," she quipped, waving her fork around. 


"We'll
pick for you," George said. 


"We
do have very good taste," Fred assured her. 


"He
won't be ugly..." 


"Weak...,"



"Stupid...,"



"Vain....,"
the twins said. 


"He'll
have a job," Ron agreed.  They nodded that was important.  She
huffed but oh well, they were her big brothers for a reason.  He went back
to his breakfast, looking at Harry.  "Eat." 


"Not
hungry," he muttered but he did eat a forkful of the mash he had created. 


Ron
stared at him.  "Nightmares?  I didn't hear any." 


"I
worked on my shields before bed." 


"Wonderful,
thank you."  Harry shrugged and ate another listless bite. 


Draco
finished up and walked up to Professor Snape.  "May I have five
minutes sometime today?" he asked politely. 


"You
may.  Let me finish and we'll discuss whatever, Mr. Malfoy."  He
nodded and went to wait down by the office.  They could get this far now. 
It was good for their classwork.  Severus came down and let him in,
shutting the door again.  "What is this important?" 


"This
summer, and last year, nutritional potions were mentioned." 


Severus
frowned.  "They were?" 


"They
were.  Father said he'd talk to you last night about them." 


"I
don't remember....."  Draco stared at him.  Severus growled and
checked something, ending that dratted spell.  He composed himself
again.  "Do we think it's still necessary?  This last summer
should have been better for him." 


"All
of the boys in our year have had at least one salacious moment with themselves
in the showers.  Potter can't even figure out what that means." 


"I
see."  He considered it, nodding.  "I'll talk with him
tonight." 


"Professor
Lupin has him before dinner for his extra teaching time." 


"That's
fine.  Have him come down before detentions." 


"Why
would someone make people forget that topic?" he asked quietly. 
"Especially with how they want him to handle it if the Dark Lord should
come back?" 


"I
do not know," Severus admitted.  "It's troubling but I will
figure that out as well." 


"Thank
you.  I gave Mum the morning paper Granger gave me." 


"What
paper?" 


"The
Prophet had a decree from the Minister banning birth control." 


"That's
ridiculous." 


"Personally
I believe he can't see the uses of it because no one would sleep with
him."  Snape snorted, shaking his head.  "Has
someone?" 


"I
believe he drugged a few female students in his day," he said dryly. 
"Compulsions and blackmail." 


"Eww. 
Thankfully I'm more worthy than that and won't have to." 


"Your
mates will know." 


"They
said they don't care and it may help with Weasley's fascination with breasts on
broomsticks," he said dryly.  "Or with Potter's continued
nightmares." 


"He
is?" 


"Madam
Pomfrey told you that I believe." 


Severus
sighed.  "I believe I have to start making notes of things about
Potter.  Thank you for bringing this problem to my attention, Mr.
Malfoy." 


"Uncle,
I would not want to see what would happen to any of us if Potter had to face
him down again with as tired as he's been," he said quietly.  He left
him alone. 


Severus
got his journal to look back.  He always made notes about important
conversations because memory charms were so prevalent.  He found the ones
he wanted and grimaced.  He felt the thought slip away, making him realize
it was coded into the wards.  He would get that old man if he had
to.  Snape knew he was bad to the students but not that horrible! 


***



Ron
watched Harry nap in Transfiguration, shrugging when the teacher caught
him.  She glared at Harry but it didn't wake him.  She checked Draco,
who was giving him worried looks as well.  The rest of the class got to
work on their practice examples while she came to check him over. 


"We
spend too much time in the infirmary thanks to him," Draco muttered when
she started to call the nurse.  "There's no nightmares yet.  I
know he had some last night." 


Ron
nodded.  "He didn't want to eat breakfast either."  They
shared a look and Draco cast the checking charm they had learned from the
mediwitch. 


The
teacher gasped and went to floo someone at the hospital from her office. 
She came out a moment later.  "Mr. Malfoy and Weasley, please help
your sleeping mate into my office for now so I can wake him and
yell."  They nodded, doing that.  She shut the door, knowing the
other students would think she was chewing him a new one.  One of the
emergency department came through the floo to check the boy over. 


Draco
put a hand on his wand.  "Nutritional potions have been mentioned a
few times but for some reason everyone who talks about it seems to
forget." 


He
looked at the boy under a different charm, nodding.  "He's delayed,
it might help.  It's part of what's making him tired."  He cast
something different and nodded.  "He needs to be out of here." 


"Then
we have to go too," Ron told him.  The healer gave him an odd
look.  "We're the ones Lockhart bound." 


"Oh,
dear.  I read about that."  Draco nodded, grimacing. 
"Very well, come along."  They all went through the floo together. 
"Would that make you legitimate adults or should we have someone
called?" 


"My
father's at work, so's his.  Potter's guardian is Bill Weasley and he's
probably in Egypt at the moment." 


"Sirius,"
Ron said. 


"That's
true, Sirius Black is his godfather and healing here." 


"I
can have him sent for.  He's been given monthly passes I know." 
He had the witch at the desk send up that note and got another healer in to
help him.  It wasn't the worst draining they had seen but nearly so. 
Plus his other health issues. 


***



Dumbledore
looked around at dinner.  "Where is the trio?" he asked quietly.



McGonagall
put down her knife and fork.  "When he passed out during classes, Mr.
Malfoy cast a checking charm that read he was under a fairly bad curse.  I
had him evaluated by a healer and they took them to the hospital.  I dare
say he's in a bed."  She sipped her water, then looked at him. 
"Before he died this time," she finished quietly.  Remus looked
at her.  "I have gotten a floo call from Mr. Weasley.  Harry is
fine, he's resting, they do have him on a potion now for his nightmares, and
have Sirius waiting with them.   The boys called their fathers
already so they wouldn't hear it through gossip.  The healer said he'll be
sending him back in about a week, with the proper medicines to help
him."  The mediwitch smiled.  "He called?" 


"He
needed Mr. Potter's folder.  He asked about the bond and I explained what
I knew of it so he took all three's in case it carried over.  If he was
that poorly it would have been why Mr. Weasley hasn't been quite as loud
recently." 


"It
could be," she agreed.  "And why they haven't been
fighting."  She ate another bite of dinner.  "Is he
complaining like he gives you?" 


"Quite
but Sirius growled."  She beamed.  "He's behaving at the moment." 
McGonagall smiled back. 


"That
is against protocol," Dumbledore said mildly.  "He should have
went to the infirmary." 


"According
to the healer, he should have been on nutritional potions last year," she
shot back, staring at him.  "But for some reason, even though it's in
his file, he wasn't put on any." 


"Indeed,"
Snape said quietly, sipping his own water.  "Because something in the
wards is preventing us from remembering he needs them.  Or anything about
his nightmares."  He looked down at them.  "Is Mr. Malfoy
all right?" 


"He's
just fine at the moment.  They have Harry in a single room because some
unkind reporter tried to break in.  Thankfully Sirius alerted the staff so
she could be tossed out a window in front of the emergency entrance.  Much
quicker getting her help."  He smirked at that news.  She went
back to eating.  The head of the Board walked in and up to them. 
"Is there a new problem?" 


"The
trio?" he asked.  "Lucius was not amused and said to take down
the wards if we must." 


"He'll
be fine.  They're finding out what was draining him and fixing it." 


"Excellent. 
This problem with the wards?" 


"I'm
sure it's just a glitch," the headmaster sighed. 


The
head fo the Board stared at him.  "I would hope so since so much
rides on that boy's shoulders."  He walked off.  The boys would
have to get used to Lucius being pushy.  Everyone else around him was. 


***



Harry
woke up in the school infirmary, blinking around.  "They moved me without
waking me up?" 


Ron
looked at him.  "Yup."  He went back to his reading. 
"They knocked you out good to fix that curse and the block and all the
other stuff.  Plus start pouring nutritional potions down your throat,
Harry." 


"I
hate being in here."  He sat up, looking around.  "How
long?" 


"Few
more hours.  Another dosage of potion.  Then another fifteen days of
them," Draco said from his seat.  "Mother said if we end up in
here one more time this year, she's going to show her displeasure on whoever it
was that time and then on us." 


"It's
not my fault," Harry complained. 


"No,
but it's getting to the point of horrible."  Draco looked at
him.  "The healers said that your file was thicker than some
critically ill patients' files, Potter.  Also, I cannot save you if Mother
decides to fuss over you.  You're on your own."  Ron
snickered.  "Your mother has nothing on mine in that area,
Weasley.  Mine's quieter but more forceful." 


"Any
idea who did what this time?" Harry asked.  Since he couldn't hear
them in his head. 


"It's
a potion," Draco said, looking at him.  "It'll last for a few
more days so we can be sure to get some sleep as well."  He put his
book down, staring at him.  "As for who did it?  Yes, they're
saying the wards were miscalibrated and you weren't the only one.  Other
than that, no one's admitting anything other than Granger's mother in a mood
makes mine look gentle.  Mother helped her find a lawyer and slipped her
the renewal potion so when Granger marries her husband won't be disappointed."



"Most
muggles don't care about that on the wedding night," Harry said. 


"My
mother pointed out she had a chance of marrying inside the wizarding world and
they would," Draco countered.  He smirked evilly.  "In
Mother's day, some girls went to the altar virgins but had 'miraculously
conceived due to a potions accident'.  It wasn't uncommon, that way the
boy wouldn't have to worry any longer since she had already caught." 


"Also,
Dad said the Ministry is throwing a fit," Ron said, putting down his book
and putting his feet up on the end of Harry's bed.  "Apparently the
new diplomat from one of the African countries has a daughter young enough to
be in school but she's got children and is married.  They don't want to
admit her or her older husband." 


"That's
probably cultural for them," Draco said.  "Father told me a few
of those tribes have multiple wives."  He looked at Potter. 
"What?  You're frowning." 


"When
I went home that first summer, one of the girls I had been in class with was
pregnant from fooling around with her boyfriend." 


"She
was held back?" Draco guessed. 


"No. 
Same age we are.  I wonder if she kept the baby." 


"We
would never allow that," Lucius said as he walked in.  "Or her
in polite society ever again."  He looked at the boys. 
"The one from diplomat is going to be here next year.  She'll be
taking classes but living off campus."  They nodded at that. 
"Though we do think she's a bit young to be a mother.  Apparently
their society has arranged marriages and they start when the girl has settled
into womanhood, which they do sooner over there than we do here." 


"Harry
said one of his former classmates, our age, was pregnant when he went
home," Ron told him. 


"I
heard.  All of twelve and her life is now over with." 


"No,
not necessarily.  The school has a daycare program for her if she wants to
continue to go, or she can get a GED and have her mother sign her up for
training so she can work when she's old enough.  It's possible her parents
are raising it or she adopted it out.  I didn't get a chance to see her
again before coming back." 


"You
act like this happens all the time," Draco said. 


"Sometimes. 
It's not fully common but it's not the first time it's happened.  Usually
to older girls in their last few years.  The school district runs the
daycare and uses it to teach those who want to work in one or run their own
someday how to do so.  Plus there's special counselors for them so they
can talk to someone who understands having kids and the stresses this puts on them
for things like homework." 


"It
would be hard to study if the baby needed things," Ron admitted, looking
at Draco.  "Did you have a governess?" 


Draco
nodded.  "She transitioned to my first teacher.  That way I was
protected if something was going on." 


Lucius
nodded.  "She was quite good at it.  I hear she has a daughter
now who is doing the same thing.  So perhaps when you have an heir, she
can come for them."  He looked at the boys.  "It was
stopped.  Your appropriate medicines, including for the nightmares, have
been sent over and made for you.  This way no more visits up here will be
necessary." 


"I
hope not," Harry sighed.  "I hate being up here." 


Lucius
smirked.  "The lot of a hero." 


"Not
like I volunteered, Mr. Malfoy.  Someone had to and that someone ended up
being me because I was affected.  He started this whole battle, not
me." 


"True,
but you could let others handle it." 


Harry
snorted.  "When?  No one wanted to handle him trying for the
philosopher's stone in our first year.  The teachers weren't doing more
than locking us in our houses after hours when the basilisk was here. 
Though it was nice the greenhouse was growing exactly what was needed and it
was being taught to our year."  Lucius' mouth fell open.  Draco
nodded.  "I have no idea what this year's problem would have been but
I had no intention of going to solve things unless I had to and it was
affecting us." 


"It
probably would've been Sirius," Ron pointed out.  "Everyone was
in a fit about it.  They were trying to control you thanks to it. 
Dumbledore hired Remus due to it."  Harry nodded that was true. 
"Any idea what next year's is yet, Mr. Malfoy?" 


"I
have heard rumors of an old tradition being brought back but nothing
concrete." 


Ron
grimaced.  "Does it require blood sacrifices?" 


"No,
not that I'm aware of," he said dryly. 


"Soul
contracts?" Draco asked. 


"I'd
certainly hope not since this is a school," he said casually. 


"A
new defense teacher since I doubt the Board would let Remus stay?  Though
we'd like it.  It's nice that he's teaching us things we should've learned
last year." 


Lucius
looked at him.  "Don't push your luck." 


"Damn. 
I was hoping.  It'd be nice to have a defense teacher that taught us
things.  Especially since the OWLs are only two years away as Hermione keeps
reminding us." 


Lucius
nodded.  "I'll make sure next year's is suitable.  How about
that?" 


"Sure,"
Harry agreed with a grin.  "Thanks.  Think you can make it one
that won't try to kill me?  Unlike the first two?  Or maybe one that
handles the problem of the year himself?" he asked hopefully. 


"I'll
see if I can find any shiny knights," he said dryly, shaking his
head.  "Or an auror with a hero complex." 


Ron
grinned.  "Please?  That we don't have to follow Harry into
whatever happens."  Draco stared at him.  "If we're going,
you'd have to, huh?" 


"Don't
remind me," he complained.  "I will learn tying hexes and use
them." 


Lucius
patted his poor son on the shoulder.  "We will see if we can make it
a safe school year next year."  He walked off shaking his head but he
did tell Narcissa she could go fuss.  It would make their minds go back to
normal, boyish, student things.  Plus Ron's broomstick fetish that he was
broadcasting.  Clearly someone needed to have a talk with the boy. 
Women weren't built that way, men weren't built that way, and broomsticks did
not have perky breasts that bounced when you flew or rolled. 


***



Lucius
was looking into what the next year's 'old tradition' would be.  He had a
bad feeling and he had never even taken Divinations.  When he found out
what it was, he nearly complained to Merlin.  He'd have to stop that
because otherwise someone would somehow put Potter's name in the cup. 
Which meant that all three of them would be legally bound to participate in the
Tournament.  Which would mean his precious heir would end up dead. 
Potter had been right, the defense teachers were horrible and they hadn't
learned a thing in years.  So, perhaps an auror with a hero complex would
be a good idea. 


***



Dumbledore
got the notice from Minister Fudge that he wanted to talk to him about the
Triwizard Tournament he had planned for the next year.  That earned a sigh
and a trip to the Ministry.  He was let in as soon as he made it to the
Minister's office.  "You have a problem with the plan for that
event?" he asked calmly. 


"I
did.  It was felt there were not enough safeguards for younger students to
put their names in the cup, Albus." 


He
looked at him.  "You must be at least seventeen." 


"Or
a legal adult," he said dryly.  "Arthur Weasley thinks that
someone will take Potter's name and put it in there.  That is a loophole,
anyone can put someone else's name in even if they aren't
seventeen."  Albus winced at that.  "Which would mean all
three boys had to compete if what the binding's information book says is
true."  He looked smug.  "Also, there's been a complaint
issued about your defense teacher this year." 


"Remus
Lupin is an excellent teacher." 


"Yes,
we've heard from numerous students that they're finally learning something this
year.  Madam Bones has suggested perhaps an auror next year if Lupin can't
return?" 


"I'll
consider that option," he agreed.  "The other schools have
agreed to participate." 


"Then
I'd warp the cup so you can't put someone else's name in and you have to go by
the age limit, not adulthood, Dumbledore."  He smirked evilly. 
"Or else there's going to be another problem that would end with Potter in
the infirmary.  Which will make the papers.  Again." 


"He's
determined not to get into any more trouble." 


"As
far as the aurors who investigated the last few incidents could tell, it's not
been the boys' fault." 


"Not
fully," he said. 


"The
wards?  The boys can't do anything with them, can they?  They
couldn't in my years." 


Dumbledore
bit back the retort that he hadn't been much more than a squib then and still
wasn't.   So of course he hadn't been touched by the wards. 
"It was a glitch and it's now fixed."  He nodded.  "If
you'll excuse me, I'll work on those stipulations and we're reopening Slytherin
this weekend."  He left, going to brood in his office.  Why were
things going so horribly wrong?  Everyone was looking forward to the
tournament.  It'd be morale building. 


Though,
an auror he could hire if they wanted.  He had just the role model for the
boys. 


***



Harry
looked around the slytherin dorm.  They were bac k in it, had been for a
few months now, and it was the holidays so most everyone had went home. 
Which suited him just fine; now he could relax more.  He had some plans of
course, and Narcissa had helped him plot out a few things plus get
permission.  He sat up and counted his allowance pouch.  It had a lot
because he never bought more than sweets in town when they were allowed to
go.  He had a lot more than he thought.  He stared at the small
stacks and sighed.  Seventeen hundred.  Draco supplied the exchange
rate currently based on what the paper said.  So about eighty-five-hundred
Pounds.  Yeah, he could make a happy first christmas with that.  He
got up and changed, then put the galleons back into the sack.  He grabbed
his jacket and went to find the other two.  Ron had gotten Draco to play
chess with him in the common area.  Only Crabbe had stayed and he was
staring at them like they had four heads each. 


Draco
looked at him.  "Are you sure we have to go to muggle London?" 


"Yes,
I wanted to look at the decorations." 


"Ours
are more interesting," Draco pointed out. 


"There's
nowhere in Diagon to get holiday things." 


"Good
point.  Does this mean I have to get dressed?" Ron asked. 


"Decent
clothes.  They won't let you in Harrod's in jeans and a
t-shirt."  Ron sighed but nodded, going to get dressed in better
clothes.  Draco was still impeccably dressed.  As usual.  
"No cloak, Draco.  It's not exactly the usual thing for muggles to
wear."  He huffed but put it away.  They left, going to the bank
first.  The headmaster had their permission forms and Snape was
accompanying them that far.  Draco had asked nicely and bribed him with a
book from the manor's potions library.   Lucius handed it over when
he met them in the bank with an evil smirk.  Harry smiled. 
"Thank you for escorting us, Mr. Malfoy." 


"I
wanted to see what they could get up to without magic anyway.  It will of
course prove their inferiority but sometimes it's...amusing to see." 


Harry
smiled.  "Wait until you see the moving ornaments and
things."  He bounced over to a desk.  "I need to change
this to muggle money." 


"Euros
or pounds?" the goblin asked as he took the bag. 


"Pounds. 
We're going to Harrods." 


The
goblin nodded at that information.  "I'm told the display this year
is typically fantastic."  He changed it out, handing over the
envelope.  "There."  Harry signed the paper for the small
fee for the exchange and they left. 


Lucius
took the envelope from him and put it into his own jacket pocket. 
"That way it won't get stolen."  The boys walked out of the
Diagon entrance together, him following.  They walked through the Leaky
and Harry got them a cab easily enough.  It came and Lucius paid once they
were at their destination.  It wasn't immense but bigger than most stores
in the wizarding world.  "Why here?" he asked. 


Harry
smiled, pointing at a window.  "Those sort of displays.  It's
our first holiday together, Mr. Malfoy." 


"Good
point.  I understand the need for family rituals."  He looked,
frowning.  "They're moving.  Magic?" 


"Electronics
and robotics," Harry said happily.  He walked them inside, taking
them to look at the other displays.  Harry picked up a few blown glass
ornaments.  A few candle holders as well, plus some pretty candles to put
in them.  Draco frowned so he let him smell them.  "They can
scent them." 


"I
can smell the pine."  He turned his head and sneezed. 
"Anything less...loud smelling?" 


Harry
looked.  "Berry, pumpkin...."  Draco sniffed them,
selecting what he wanted.  Ron got one thick one of the evergreen and
Harry had to pick out a holder for it.  They checked out for those and
went up to the clothing floor.  Lucius was staring around but Harry knew
where they needed to go.  He had looked at the map.  "Over here,
guys."  They followed him and Lucius followed the boys.  Sure
enough, teenage boy clothes.  Jeans, dress pants, shirts, t-shirts, underwear. 
Shoes.  Draco grimaced but Harry and Ron stocked up.  "Do we
have enough left?" Harry asked. 


Lucius
looked in the envelope, shrugging.  "It appears to be quite a
lot."  Harry took it to look over and nodded, handing it back. 
He got a pair of sneakers too and they checked out.  "What else is
here?" 


"Women's
clothes, household things," Harry said.  "We can look there if
you wanted.  Jewelry for Mrs. Malfoy's present." 


"She
has already picked out what she wanted," he assured him.  He took the
boys that way anyway.  They had to learn how to deal with family
jewelry.  He was sure the Potters had some somewhere.  Draco
certainly had some waiting on him to reach majority and then when his mother
died.  He studied the pieces, nodding.  "That is very
pretty.  Blue diamonds are rare among our shops," he said
quietly.  "How much is that?" he asked the confused looking
saleswoman. 


She
looked then smirked.  "Eleven thousand Pounds, sir." 


"Hmm. 
Less than it would be at the shop my wife usually frequents to spoil
herself."  He walked off, taking the boys to the Leaky
Cauldron.  They did pause by the holiday showpieces again.  Harry got
another ornament and paid for it then they left.  Lucius let them have the
money back because his head was throbbing thanks to that noise they called
music. 


Ron
grinned.  "Holiday music hurts your ears," he agreed. 
"The rest of the time it's probably more quiet and less crowded." 


"Definitely,"
Harry agreed.  "But the holidays are special."  He smiled
at the bags.  "We should've gotten some treats.  They have cakes
and things." 


"We
can get them in our own shopping area," Draco ordered.  Mentally he
was begging not to have to go back.  He was tired just from that hour and
a half and his head hurt a lot.  Harry nodded, giving him a sheepish
look.  "I'll show you some of the other shops that aren't in
Diagon.  Are we spending the night at the Leaky, Father?" 


"No. 
You can go back to the school to set all that up," he ordered.  The
boys nodded.  "We'll go to the other places after the holiday madness
has lessened."  They all smiled and nodded.  "Do we have
enough to suit ourselves?"  The boys nodded.  "Draco,
you're getting new clothes in one present." 


"I
figured I was since I usually do," he agreed, smiling at his father. 
The boys got out ahead of them.  "Thank you for humoring them. 
It does mean a lot to Potter to make his own family rituals." 


"I
understand that urge.  As did your mother and Mr. Weasley's
mother."  He walked them back and charmed the delicate glass pieces
so they wouldn't break in the floo.  He sent the boys back home and was
relieved to be free.  He got a drink and went to find himself some
chocolate.  He swore that ungodly musical noise was worse than a dementor
at sucking him dry. 


***



Harry
handed Ron the bags of clothes.  Crabbe looked up from reading so he
grinned.  "We're decorating.  Want to help?  Draco has a
headache." 


"Sure,
Potter."  He got up to help him put up a wreathe and the candles
around it.  The ornaments were pretty.  "Where did you get
those?" 


"Harrods." 
He smiled.  "They had some fantastic ones again this
year."  Draco came in with his bottle of headache potion. 
"What do you think?" 


He
looked then pointed.  "Move the large one to the center and the
others varying outward to mimic the wreathe."  He downed the potion
as they did that.  Draco lit a few of them and Crabble grinned. 
"Some were strongly scented but I made him get more subtle
ones."  They finished with the ornaments and it was pretty. 
Harry beamed at him for that mental comment.  "Where's Weasley?"



"Dealing
with the new clothes." 


"That's
fine."  He waved a hand.  "I doubt he gets too much that's
brand new with the way they hand down clothes."  He settled in to
look at the display.  The others hadn't decorated at all before they
left.  It was only them and Crabbe in the dorms.  Snape walked in and
stared at the decorations.  "They even managed to have some that
moved for the display," Draco told him quietly. 


Snape
looked at him.  "Scented candles?"  Draco nodded. 
"Interesting."  He looked.  "Are they delicate?" 


"They're
glass but not that thin," Harry offered, letting him touch one to test
it.  "The house elves should leave it alone.  Right?" 


"They
should, yes," he agreed.  He put it back and looked over it. 
"Nicely arranged, Mr. Malfoy."  Draco smirked at him. 
"I know he decorates and I doubt either of you are that
artistic."  He looked around.  "Mr. Weasley?"  He
came down from their room in new jeans and a new shirt.  He stared at
him.  "Clearly muggle." 


"That's
an undershirt," Harry told him. 


"I
can tell.  Put on a real shirt, Mr. Weasley.  Miss Bulstrode is
coming back early."  He nodded, going to find one and put it on as he
came back down.  "Better," he decided.  "What other
plots do you three have?" 


"Mother's
for Christmas Eve, then the Burrow for Christmas," Draco said. 


"That's
what I forgot, to pick up presents for the parents," Harry sighed. 


"I'm
not going back out there with those millions of muggles and that ghastly
music," Draco said firmly.  "We can shop in town." 
That got a nod from Harry.   Who, exactly, was Rudolph anyway?" 


"One
of the reindeer that pull Santa's sleigh, but he was still young and a bit
different due to his nose so the others didn't like him as much," Harry
said with a small shrug. 


Draco
blinked at him.  "Excuse me?  Talking reindeer?" 


Harry
smiled.  "It's a children's story, Draco." 


"Fine. 
Whatever.  Still migraine inducing."  Harry sighed but left it
at that.  He looked at his head of house.  "Mother should
appreciate a good book." 


"Probably. 
She does like to read," he agreed.  "There's that fabric and
yarn shop for Mrs. Weasley," he added to save Draco's sanity.  Harry
beamed and nodded.  He left them to their giddy minded stupidity before it
ruined his mind as well.  He did not want sucked into their holiday glee. 


Harry
settled down to stare at the decorations.  He'd have to carefully pack
them when the holiday was over with.  As long as no one bothered
them.  He looked at the aunt in the painting.  "Aunt Beth, did
we have any usual holiday rituals?" 


"Beyond
a dinner?" she asked.  "Not really, Harry." 


"Any
decorations for the tree?" 


She
blinked a few times.  "Well.....  There's some older ones but
they're mostly in tatters.  Grandmother Henrietta bought all new ones a
few decades before she died and they're probably tattered now too.  I do
like those glass balls.  They're very pretty and capture the light very
well."  Harry beamed at her for that.  She smiled back. 
"I'll ask the others if they left any in the family vault." 


Draco
considered things in his private mind, behind his shields.  Why was this
so important to Potter?  He looked at the boy.  Maybe it was time to
probe some memories.  "What was the last present you got from your
family?" he asked quietly. 


"A
few tissues." 


"Tissues? 
Like you blow your nose on?" he asked to make sure. 


Ron
nodded.  "His aunt sent them.  How many presents do you think
your cousin got this year, Harry?" 


"Probably
a good ten or twelve like usual."  He shrugged. 


Draco
thought on what he knew of those relations of Potter's.  "My mum
usually read me something on Christmas Eve while we were waiting on
dinner.  It kept me calm and made me wait longer for presents," he
offered.  Harry smiled at him.  "I... maybe I can get her to do
it this year?" 


"If
she'd like," Harry agreed quietly, still smiling.  "Holiday
stories or other things?" 


"Last
year it was about the lineage of the Hapsburg family in Austria." 


"Interesting?"
Ron asked. 


"Some. 
They were the ruling family that underlined the monarchies in most of Europe at
their height."  Ron nodded once at that, mentally shaking his head. 


Harry
smiled.  "I guess we're too old for holiday stories anyway,
Draco.  It's wonderful that she keeps that tradition." 


He
smiled back.  "I'll ask, see if she'll do it even though you two will
be there."  He felt the happiness that offer brought and decided
maybe starting some family rituals weren't so bad of an idea.  After all,
they were officially married to each other.  "Any in your family,
Weasley?" 


"Picking
on the others mostly while Mum cooks and Dad gives us all tolerant looks. 
Most of the time we don't visit the cousins or anything like that.  Some
may pop around for a drink and a chat but nothing like an extended
dinner."  He shrugged.  "I spent last year picking on the
twins." 


"I
suppose that's what you do with siblings," he decided.  He got back
to his book.  Harry was curled up at the other end of the couch, staring
at the ornaments.  Draco ... well he was feeling mushy and he wasn't sure
why.  Fortunately Millicent walked into the house in a snit. 
"Family having a fight?" 


"Of
course.  What else would they do over the holidays," she
snorted.  She stared at the display.  "Who put that up?" 


"Me,"
Harry said.  "Vincent helped." 


She
stared at him.  "Why did you decorate down here?" 


"So
I could stare at it," he told her.  "Why else do you decorate
for the holidays?" 


She
huffed.  "That's such a *girl* thing to do, Harry.  It's clear
that the bonding is good for you."  She stomped off. 


Draco
looked at him.  "It's her temper," he said quietly. 


"He's
right, most of the time Mothers are more into decorating but my father likes to
do the tree," Ron told them to calm Harry down.  Harry shrugged,
slumping down some more.  Millicent came down and stomped out again. 
"She's in a foul mood." 


"Her
parents fight all the time," Vincent said from his seat.  "I
think it's brilliant, Harry."  Harry gave him a weak smile. 
"Fortunately mine are in Paris right now or I'd be at home being bored and
listening to them complain about my aunt's fruitcake."  Draco
shuddered.  "I take it you got some?" 


"Yes
and since she was there to hand it over in person we had to each eat a
slice.  Father had a sudden call-in to work for an emergency," he
said dryly.  "I swear I got drunk off it." 


Vincent
nodded.  "I usually do."  Millicent stomped back in and he
sighed.  "Let me...."  He followed her to calm her
down.  She was throwing things around her room so he got in her way,
staring at her.  "Potter's trying to start some family holiday
rituals," he said quietly.  "Because his didn't celebrate
it."  She slumped onto her bed.   He sat beside her. 
"What were they fighting about this time?" 


"My
future spouse.  Mum wanted me to marry Draco or you but now he's off the
market thanks to Lockhart and I like you, Vinnie, but not that way." 


He
grinned.  "Thanks for that.  My mother suggested I give her a
list so she could figure out which one she'd hate the least.  She
suggested I choose someone I could talk to because we live a long time and
friends are better than spouses who don't speak." 


Millicent
looked at him.  "Perhaps."  She slumped back against her
headboard.  "Why did he decorate?  Don't they have a tree in
Gryffindor?" 


"They
haven't been very polite when they've hung out with their friends,"
Vincent sighed.  "I don't know what's crawled up their bums. 
Did you complain?  Snape might make him take it down and Harry's not real
...settled right now by what I saw." 


"I
said it was dumb but otherwise no.  Didn't his family do a tree?  I'm
sure his aunt did something.  Most of them do." 


"Harry
said he got tissues last year." 


She
gave him an odd look.  "Excuse me?" 


He
nodded.  "Apparently his cousin's getting about a dozen things."



"But....
he's Potter.  We all know that he's got to have a family that supports him
and cheers him on." 


Draco
walked in and shut the door.  "No he doesn't.  They loathe the
very thought of magic."  She stared, looking horrified. 
"Just... don't start on that topic in front of him please.  Jenara,
last year's little butterfly we thought should've been a Ravenclaw?  She'd
probably understand very well.  This is important to him, Millie." 


"I'm
fine with it.  I won't touch it," she said, waving a hand. 
"Have your parents met his?" 


"No,
my father said that killing them and dark marking their house would get him the
wrong sort of attention."  She swallowed.  He nodded. 
"We're heading home for the holiday meals.  Want to come? 
Either of you?  Mother said to invite whoever was stuck here." 


"I
might," Millicent said quietly.  "Weasley?" 


"We're
going to his house for the holiday dinner on the day.  Mother's having
ours on the eve as usual." 


"That's
fine, Draco.   Tell her I'll gladly accept," Vincent said with a
grin. 


"I
can do that.  Millicent?" 


"Sure,
why not.  What are you getting this year?" 


Draco
shrugged.  "I don't know yet."  He walked off, finding
Harry still staring at the ornaments.  "They're coming to dinner with
us," he said quietly. 


"That's
fine.  Millicent and Vincent have been very decent to us," Ron
assured him with a smile. 


Beth
reappeared with a cleared throat.  "There's not many ornaments left
but we do have the tree out back at the manor house that we usually
decorate.  It's getting a bit huge to fully decorate but it's still
there.  So next year, you can come decorate that with us,
Harry."  He smiled at her.  Beth heard Eleanor complaining and
went to stop her.  "Be right back, boys."  She went to nag
the loudmouths of the family.  Clearly they weren't helping their nephew
in the ways he needed.  Eleanor especially.  She finally had enough
and lost her temper, hexing the rest of them into stillness so she could rant
at them. 


Ron
looked at the painting.  "Beth is yelling at Eleanor, Harry." 


He
looked at him.  "I think they do that a lot but I have no idea how to
make them stop, Ron."  He shrugged. 


"Good
point."  He tapped the edge of the painting.  "Aunt Beth,
we can hear you," he called.  The yelling got quieter.  He
grinned.  It had been yelling about being better to Harry and them. 
That was nice to hear.  "Are there other family homes, Harry?" 


"Beyond
my parents' house?" he guessed.  "I'm told that was snatched for
a public memorial."  He snorted.  "I have no idea how they
legally did that with me alive."  He settled in to think.  "I'm
told there's an old ruins of a house somewhere."  He shrugged. 
"I don't know.  Ask them when they're done fussing at each other over
whatever it is this time." 


"I
can do that." 


Draco
considered it.  "The Ministry can confiscate things if it is in the
interest of national security but not for a memorial.  How did they do
that?"  He went to look that up in the library.  That made no
sense.  He brought the book to his head of house.  "Is that
legal?" he asked dryly. 


Snape
read the account of the stealing then shook his head.  "No. 
Someone had to sign off on it." 


"He
had no legal wizarding guardian though," Draco pointed out. 


"Tell
your father, Mr. Malfoy.  That is his sort of job." 


"Good
point."  He wrote out a message and sent it to his father.  That
way he could look into it.  He went back to the common room, handing Harry
the book.  Which disappeared as soon as he touched it. 
"Interesting." 


Harry
smirked.  "I've had a few others that mentioned my parents that did
that.  I don't know why someone doesn't want me to know about my
family." 


"That's
not reasonable," Draco agreed.  Ron nodded.  "Have you
asked the librarian?" 


"She
said it was done as a kindness so I didn't have to mope, her words, over losing
them so tragically young." 


"Ah. 
I see."  He nodded once.  "Huh."  He sent that to
his father as well.  His mother was busy or he'd have told her. 
Perhaps they'd be having a long chat after the holiday dinner. 


***



Lucius
read the note a second time.  "How on earth?"  The other
owl landed and hooted at him.  "You must be Potter's beast," he
said dryly, taking the note.  "Thank you, Hedwig."  She
hooted and left again.  She was flashy and large, Potter must love her for
it.  He read that note.  That was insane.  He went to the
ministry archive to look up that event.  Those sort of events had to be
legally registered.  The snatching and the spell were both in there. 
Interesting.  He brought it to a few others on the judicial council. 
Clearly someone did not follow Ministry regulations or protocol. 


***



Harry
was summoned up to the office, walking in to find Lucius waiting on him. 
"Mr. Malfoy, is there a problem?" 


"Yes,
but not of your doing, Mr. Potter."  He handed him a book and it
disappeared.  Lucius summoned it back.  "That is illegal,"
he told the headmaster firmly. 


"It
was done as a kindness," he countered.  "So he wouldn't read
anything that might upset him." 


"I'd
rather know since I don't remember them," Harry said firmly. 
Dumbledore flinched.  "How did they take my parents' house, Mr.
Malfoy?" 


"The
deed still belongs to you, Mr. Potter.  They simply appointed a caretaker
you pay and put up a monument you pay to upkeep." 


Harry
nodded.  "What makes my parents sacrificing themselves for me any
different than any other parent that tried to do the same?" 


"What?"
Lucius asked. 


"I'm
told that why I survived the killing curse was something my mother did to
protect me by sacrificing her life." 


Lucius
shook his head.  "No, that's not how magic works, Potter." 


"How
would I know?  I can only go on what we're told and that sort of thing
probably won't ever be covered.  What did my mother do?  That way we
can tell other parents?" 


He
considered it.  "I do not know.  The curse breaker that removed
your link the third time and the fourth said that there was a spell from
something they had run into in the past in a tomb.   Not specifically
what it was." 


Harry
nodded.  "So, the Ministry took my inheritance without anyone's
authority?" 


"Basically,"
he agreed.  "Though you do still have the vaults."  Harry
pulled out a letter to hold it up.  He snatched it to read,
grimacing.  "That is not legal either." 


Harry
stared at him.  "I hope like hell some auror was born on my
birthday.  I really do."  Lucius stared at him. 
"I..."  He walked off.  "We'll be there at eight for
dinner, Mr. Malfoy?" 


"Six,"
he ordered.  "Give his mother time to fuss over him,
Potter."  The boy nodded before closing the door.  It wasn't a
slam.  No, this time the temper was hotter than that.  He looked at
Dumbledore.  "You've just lost your warrior I do believe." 


"He
cannot leave." 


"He
can.  There's other schools."  He left, going to stop the
current stupidity of the Ministry.  Even if Fudge was pressing things,
there was the International Courts.  This would make some fine headlines
as well. 


Harry
walked in and looked at the small display then picked it up and blew out the
candles.  He called down a packing box and packed it all away. 
Millicent was the only one in the common room but he didn't pay her any
attention.  She was presently trying to pretend to be invisible on the arm
of the couch.  Harry carefully carried the box up to the dorms and packed
things.  Then he shrank them and walked off. 


Ron
and Draco had been napping but they came running after him.  Ron had his
things already packed.  Draco was casting the packing charm and looking
strangled again.  So apparently Potter had left the school.  They had
to follow or they might die from the strain on the bond. 


Millicent
got up and walked out, going to her head of house.  "Professor?"
she said quietly.  He looked up from his writing a new test.  "I
believe Mr. Potter has decided to visit for the holidays a bit earlier than
planned," she said quietly. 


"Indeed? 
Why do you think that?"  He put down his quill. 


"Because
of the cloud that was around him when he was packing his things and stomping
out.  The other two followed at a run but by the time Draco made it down
the stairs he looked like he was about to die from being choked." 
She came in.  "I don't know what happened.  He was annoyed and
pissed off earlier.  Then a house elf said that Mr. Malfoy was waiting on
him in the office?" 


Snape
considered it.  "I'll talk to Mr. Malfoy myself.  Do not let
on." 


"Of
course not, sir.  Vincent's going to be heartbroken he won't get to go eat
dinner with them." 


"I'm
sure they'll show up there.  Mr. Malfoy knows not to piss his mother
off."  She grinned and nodded, leaving it with him.  He
considered all he knew and then called the Slytherin house elf.  "Why
did Mr. Malfoy summon Mr. Potter to the office?" 


She
shrugged.  "Was not Moppy that got him, Professor." 


"Thank
you.  Send me Dobby please."  If anyone in this castle knew
anything, Dobby would.  He doted on Potter.  That house elf and his
socks on his ears popped in.  "What happened to Mr. Potter this
time?" 


Dobby
looked around then at him.  "Harry Potter was gotten letter that said
the Ministry was thinking his inheritance was theirs since they had captured
his house, Professor Snape. Then Dobby was getting Harry Potter for Lucius
Malfoy for talk that upset him because Harry Potter asked about that
letter." 


Snape
mentally sighed.  "What else happened in that meeting?" 


"Lucius
Malfoy is not looking pleased.  Harry Potter is not with family yet either." 
Snape stared at him.  "Dobby does not know where Harry Potter
goes." 


"Make
sure they make it to the house later on and tell me if they do not," he
ordered.  Dobby nodded.  "Dismissed."  He called
Lucius.  "What did you do and you might want to provide a portkey for
them wherever they're hiding." 


"They're
...hiding?" 


"Yes. 
Apparently Mr. Potter is in a snit of epic proportions and left the school with
his things." 


"Interesting. 
He was wondering how the Ministry had the balls to steal his parents' home and
now trying to take his inheritance vault." 


"As
Dobby told me.  Anything else I should be aware of?" 


"Not
that I know of.  Of course the other two took off with him?" 


"Miss
Bulstrode said that Mr. Potter walked off and they had to catch up. 
Described a cloud around him." 


"I
see."  He nodded.  "Then we'll see what comes of this
move.  Thank you for letting us know that Draco may be late to
dinner.  Tell the other two that they can still show up."  His
head disappeared and he went to swear in his office for a few minutes. 
What on earth did that boy have in mind? 


Harry
walked up to the man in the formal robe in Copenhagen.  "Sir, are you
a judge or a lawyer for the International Wizarding Courts?" he asked
politely. 


The
man looked at the boy.  "I am.  Why?" 


"I'm
Harry Potter and I want to lodge a complaint about my family's things being
stolen by the British Ministry because I had the misfortune to survive." 


The
man blinked.  "What?"  Two others appeared behind
him.  "Schoolmates or friends?" he guessed. 


"No,
Lockhart bound us," Harry said dryly.  "He got a grand total of
ten days in jail for binding us in such a way that we're permanently together,
even if we couldn't stand each other and we did not ask him to do so." 


Draco
cleared his throat.  Harry was beyond livid and he wanted to live so he
wouldn't blatantly butt in but it needed to be said.  Before this
counteracted some more of his father's plans.  "Potter, my father is
handling some things." 


Harry
looked at him.  "That's nice.  The Ministry will need people who
have a mind."  He looked at the judge again.  "Can I file
the petition without a lawyer of my own or should I get one?" 


The
judge stared at him.  "Let us start with an informal talk, young
man.  That way we can see if there are charges to be filed.  I can
get a representative from your Ministry to come help you." 


Draco
snorted.  "Dumbledore is behind half of this." 


Ron
nodded.  "We don't trust him as far as we can throw him since he
blamed the teacher attacking us to bind us on us." 


"That
is not something I have heard."  He walked them to his office and got
a few others in to come talk to them.  Including a neutral party to help
aid the boys.  "I believe the Potter family has a home in your
country," he said bluntly when that one walked in.  "I wish you
to act in their best interests at the moment.  We are meeting to see if
this is a valid complaint that is going to be filed or not." 


"Of
course," he said, sitting down.  "Mr. Potter," he said with
a nod.  "I had been told you have found the family home nice during
the summers?" 


"We
were hiding there from Dumbledore and others," Ron told him.  The men
all stared.  Ron started off with what he knew.  Draco added in facts
while Harry was mostly silent.  Finally Harry told them what he knew had
happened.  That Lucius was trying but apparently he was surrounded by
idiots with *plans*.  The judges talked while the boys calmed down and
decided to get them a good lawyer to help them file the forms.  The lawyer
wouldn't charge them, Mr. Malfoy had made sure.  They included the
incident of their marriage as well.  That was something that should have
been severely punished.  It was by international standards. 


***



Harry
settled into the small room they had found to stay at during this
problem.  It was a small flat but they could afford it and food. 
Draco had set up wards.  Ron had helped.  Ron had also sent a public
post owl to his mother telling her not to worry, they'd still try to be there for
dinner; to tell Draco's parents the same.  Then they went to calm down
Harry-the-boy-who-got-revenge.   Ron looked at his buddy. 
"You done snapping?" 


"Maybe,"
he sighed, looking at him.  "I don't know what was the last
straw." 


"I
do," Ron admitted.  He patted him on the head.  "Want to
unpack the holiday stuff?" 


"If
we're raided it might get broken or left behind if the headmaster tries to have
us pulled back," he said quietly. 


"You're
paranoid," Ron pointed out. 


"No,
I read that prophecy," Harry said dryly.  "It says that
Voldemort's coming back and it's up to me to kill him or him to kill
me."  He stared at him.  "I'm *thirteen*, Ron!  How am
I supposed to defeat a bastard that's been studying for *years*!  Even if
I had been taught I might not do it.  I'll be damned if I'm going to throw
away my life when others can be handling it too.  With the way things are
going, I'd probably be there about by myself.  Which would get you two
killed too." 


"We'd
fight beside you, you know that," Ron reminded him.  "Me,
Hermione....." 


"You,
me, Hermione, against an army," Harry said dryly.  "Yeah,
that'll work, Ron.  Especially since we're less than half trained at best
for our year." 


Ron
grimaced but nodded.  "Others would help." 


"That
would get them dead because they're not being taught either."  He sat
up.  "I'm all for people being able to protect themselves but why
does it have to be me?" 


"It
doesn't.  You're not the only one born on that date," Draco reminded
him.  "The other is Longbottom."  Harry grimaced. 
"I doubt he'd get any more help than you are." 


"His
grandmother would throw fits," Ron told him.  "She's hyper
protective and half the time calls Neville by his father's name." 
Draco grimaced at that fact.  He looked at Harry.  "We'd stand
with you, Potter." 


"Last
year, you nearly dropped our friendship because someone got some press
attention shined my way, Ron."  He stared at him.  "Is that
going to happen again?"  Ron gave him a horrified look. 
"I've done nothing to be vilified or hated or anything else.  I've
done nothing to have people look at me like I'm sort of hero.  I did what
I had to do and the myth behind my name is because of my parents.  Which
I'm not allowed to learn about so I might have decent role models to go on."



"I
know that," Ron soothed.  "You know I'd never...." 
Harry stared at him.  "That was before all this, Harry." 


"Which
makes you a worse target, Ron.  If they can affect me by getting you and
Draco, how is that safe for you two?  Or your families?" 


Draco
coughed.  "That is a point but not a happy one.  Can we calm
down for tonight?  I've never had this much drama in a single day
before."  Harry slumped but nodded.  "Weasley, can you make
dinner?" 


"Sure." 
He went to put on some pasta.  Harry tried to help but he shoved him back
at the bed.  "Rest.  You need sleep, Harry."  He got
back to work and it was nicer.  "Maybe there's a special school for
people who have prophecies about them.  I'll write 'Mione.  She'd
probably know."  He did that and set it aside for the morning
mail.  Then he went back to cooking.  Sure enough, later that night
someone tried to break in but Potter was still in a pissy mood.  The
aurors or whatever they were called locally, they weren't much happier when
they heard why Harry had to take his pissy mood out on them.  The
international court heard about that as well.  They got to be pissed off
the next morning instead of the middle of the night.  The benefits of
power and position. 


***



Harry
looked at the panel of judges, hands behind his back, looking respectful. 
"Mr. Potter," the head judge said.  "We find your complaint
with merit.  We also find that there is apparently something going on in
your ministry that we should butt into.  What are your plans?" 


"As
of this moment, finding a school that will teach me what I need to do to
protect myself and my new mates.  Plus anyone else who needs
it."  Someone walked in and he stared back at Sirius then at the
judge again.  "Does this mean that you're going to look into the
confiscation of my funds and my family's properties, sir?" 


"It
does, Mr. Potter."  He stared at the boy.  "This prophecy
was also seen.  We do not take much stock in such things but it appears
this one was self-fulfilling."  The boy nodded once at that, biting
his lip.  "Which schools are you considering?" 


"We're
making a list right now.  Looking specifically at good defense and charms
programs, sir." 


"Excellent." 
He looked at the others then at the boy.  "The one by your natal home
is quite strenuous." 


"Yes,
sir, but when I was in the village near the family home they all acted like I
was going to snap and kill someone," he said dryly.  "I'd rather
be Harry, just plain Harry, with no benefits to my name.  That way I learn
what I need to learn." 


"Agreed,"
the judge said.  "Quite wise as well.  Mr. Black, we were
informed of your status in his life and that you were...healing?" 


"After
a false imprisonment in Azkaban, Your Honor."  He walked up behind
Harry, laying a hand on his shoulder and giving it a subtle squeeze. 
"As his godfather, I'd be more than happy to travel with him if the other
guardians could not.  Since I'm not doing much right now." 


"That's
not a bad idea.  They are thirteen, for all that the bonding made them
official adults."  He stared at Harry.  "I've gotten
reports on your temper." 


"Only
when someone tried to break in to get us back to England," Harry said,
looking pissed off again.  "I did not ask to be broken in on and
nearly killed, Your Honor." 


"I
know that, young man.  Calm down."  He stared at him then the
other judges huddled, getting a few nods from the group.  He came
back.  "Would you feel comfortable going back to your natal
country?" 


"I
don't know," he said honestly.  "My mates would prefer it but
I'm seeing so many ways of them trying to undermine anything I do yet again or
curse one of us so the rest suffer, or anything else that they've done." 


"As
we've heard testimony about," one of the other judges noted. 
"None of the witnesses particularly cared for you it seemed, Mr.
Potter." 


"No,
Sir, but they wouldn't lie about it either." 


"Good
point."  She nodded.  "Very strategic." 


"Ron's
idea."  He smiled slightly. 


"Good
of him to help you then.  There is a small academy called Glen Mara. 
You should talk to them.  They can also help you with off-site tutoring if
you must go back to your original school." 


Harry
nodded at that wisdom.  There was a petition to get him back to Hogwarts
already going.  Narcissa had tortured three people over it already and was
sharpening her claws for another few.  "I'll look at them tonight,
Sir." 


"Good." 
He stared at the boy.  "We will be looking into this complaint, Mr.
Potter.  What would you do if the prophesied problem happens anyway?"



"I'd
do what I had to do.  I don't want to see anyone hurt because they knew
me.  Beyond that, half of everyone is looking for me to do so
anyway." 


"That's
not very good for you," the head judge noted. 


Sirius
nodded.  "The press and others have been pushing the same agenda,
Your Honor.  Minister Fudge has made himself a problem as well over this
situation." 


"I've
already had him kicked out of my office twice."  He stared at the
boy.  "It was wise to handle it before it became more
problematic." 


"I
honestly don't understand the political dances and games that people like my
headmaster, Minister Fudge, and Draco's parents play every day, sirs.  All
I know is I cannot and will not take it any longer.  I'm not their
whipping post and I'm not their savior.  I'm thirteen, I can't be a savior
of anyone but myself yet.  Not with the speculation that I'll turn into
the thing that I'm supposed to kill some year from people like Minister
Fudge.  Especially not with the undermining I've been having so I can't do
what they expect me to do." 


The
head judge nodded.  "That is sane and sensible, Mr. Potter.  I
believe it's a good plan so far.  Check into that school tonight.  We
will start a full investigation of this matter.  It may take longer than
you would hope for but it will be done." 


"Thank
you, sir."  He bowed and stepped back.  Sirius walked out behind
him.  He found Draco talking to his father and stared at him. 
"Glen Mara?" 


"It's
a small, private academy which does not take many students unless they are
exceptional," Lucius admitted. 


"One
of the judges suggested he ask for admittance," Sirius told him. 


"They
would definitely teach him what he needed to know but they are fairly gray in
nature instead of white lighters." 


"Will
the teach me to protect people when the prophecy snaps?" Harry asked
quietly.  Lucius nodded.  "Plus how to protect your son since
he's got a target on him?" 


"Definitely. 
Draco nearly passed in on his own." 


Harry
nodded.  "Can I floo them to talk to someone?" 


"I
did," Lucius stated.  A messenger for the court walked out and handed
him something.  "Ah, the address of the school."  He nodded
his thanks and walked the boys off.  "This was very gutsy, Mr.
Potter, but not very subtle." 


"I
don't understand subtle yet and I really don't think I'll ever understand power
and politics, Mr. Malfoy.  If I have to protect them, I will.  Even
from people who think they want me to fight and then conveniently die for
them." 


Lucius
smirked.  "Good, otherwise my son would have been a
widow."  Harry smirked back, he knew that threat and understood
it.  "Now, it is nearly the holiday dinner.  Are you coming
home?" 


"It
depends, are they going to bust in to try to kill us or drag us back to the
school?  If so, our place is small but you're welcome to eat with
us." 


Lucius
stared at him.  "We'll see how it goes.  If that should happen,
the manor has some of the best wards there are.  Some have been on for
centuries."  The boys gathered their things and told the landlord
they were going home then left with them.  Lucius paused Sirius. 
"He's correct, he'll never understand it." 


"I
never played those games myself.  Gave me a headache," Sirius noted
with a grin of his own.  "I hate politics."  He walked off,
following the boys.  He scooped up some snow and threw it at Harry, who
snorted and tossed one back with a smile.  Ron joined into the snowball
fight.  Draco and his father wisely got out of the way of the boyish
fun.  That was not the Malfoy way. 


***



Harry
looked at the headmistress of the new school he hoped would accept them. 
"Thank you for seeing me today, ma'am." 


"It's
not a problem, Mr. Potter.  I think we've all heard about the problems
you've had with your present school."  He handed over a scroll. 
She read it and grimaced.  "Is it already started?" 


"So
far, two years out of three, ma'am.  In ghoul form so far."  She
nodded and put it aside.  "I know that I'm not the ideal
student.  I know I bring the problem of publicity since they can't see fit
to leave me alone."  She smiled and nodded.  "Or my
mates." 


"How
did that happen, Mr. Potter?" 


"We
had Gilderoy Lockhart as a defense teacher our second year."  She
burst out cackling, shaking her head.  "He caught Draco and I after
class to slap them on us.  Then he got Ron a few minutes later. 
Tried to lock us in the closet and all that."  He shifted. 
"I'm taking extra defense lessons from our present one, Remus Lupin."



"He's
a werewolf." 


"He
was a friend of my parents," Harry said.  "I don't care what he
turns into three nights a month, ma'am.  He always takes protection to
make sure no one can get hurt." 


She
stared at him.  "That's not the usual wizarding attitude." 


"No,
but I'm not the average wizard.  I wasn't even raised in the wizarding
world.  The first I knew of it, there was a lot of letters that nearly
made my uncle have a stroke."  He shifted again.  "Since
then it's been ... well, not fun certainly." 


"I
can understand that.  What are you hoping for?" 


"A
new school or possibly a tutor I can work with.  I'm sure you've seen the
complaint I filed." 


"I
have, including that Minister Fudge tried to have you retrieved by
aurors." 


"That
was my headmaster's plan, ma'am.  He was trying to hide the prophecy from
me as well.  Also, whenever I touch a book that has something about my parents
in it, it seems to disappear." 


"Hmm. 
That's not good.  How are you supposed to learn modern history?" 


"Ma'am,
we have Professor Binn's ghost teaching us history," he said
quietly.  "I've had three years of goblin wars and a summer with my
extended family's portraits making me study other history lessons." 


She
stared at him.  "What was the last spell you learned in defense, Mr.
Potter?" 


"In
class?  He's been catching us up to the things we missed, ma'am.  It
was the repelling charm."  She gaped.  "In private, I'm
still catching up but I'm working in some of the higher level curses. 
Including working on my anti-dementor spells since they bother me so
much." 


"I
can understand that.  What of your godfather?" 


"Sirius
came back with us from Copenhagen.  He's at home." 


"He
was in the hospital?" 


"It
was thought that it could help him after his unfair arrest." 


"I
see."  She looked at him.  "You're opinionated." 


"I
can be, yes, but I still need taught and the judges thought you'd be a good
school for me to attend." 


She
nodded.  "There is that.  How many spells do you think you
know?"  He shrugged.  "An estimate?" 


"Maybe
about a third that I need to know." 


She
smiled.  "Good answer.  It would be easier for us to find you a
tutor."  He nodded at that.  "Even if you do go back to the
other school." 


"I'm
told our next year's defense teacher is going to be a former auror." 


"Yes,
I've heard rumors of Mad Eye Moody.  He's paranoid." 


"I
can reach that state myself sometimes, but I think I have good reason." 


She
smirked.  "Probably."  She looked at him.  "I'll
talk to a tutor for you, Mr. Potter.  He'll be able to help your godfather
and parents' friend."  He nodded at that, smiling some. 
"What are your summer plans?" 


"I'm
thinking the family home in Central America and more lessons from them. 
Frankly, Aunt Eleanor doesn't understand me all that well.  She didn't
understand that I want respect for things *I* do instead of what she and the
others have done and I hate being looked at like I'm the next Dark Lord." 


She
nodded.  "That's something many people want but not many
attain." 


Harry
smiled.  "I can't brag about anything my family has done.  I
don't know anything my family has done, ma'am." 


"Good
point."  She wrote out a message.  "I'm sending this to
your headmaster and the tutor I think will work best.  I think you two
will get along and they can also help your spouses catch up and finding a way
to protect themselves." 


"I'd
gladly give up my life if I had to so others were protected but I'm
thirteen.  I think there's people who should be with me, not nagging in
the papers." 


She
nodded.  "Definitely.  Your headmaster was one." 


"Now
he's cranky and tried to blame this bonding on me." 


"Hmm. 
That's not a good thing, no."  She handed him the letter, letting him
read it.  He beamed at her.  "Good boy.  Now, go back to
your holiday, Harry." 


"Yes,
ma'am, thank you for your help."  He shook her hand and left, using
the portkey back to Malfoy Manor.  It was safer and when they had went to
the Burrow for Christmas dinner, they were all tense but it had been fun. 
He walked up to the gateway, finding Narcissa waiting on him.  "She's
asking a tutor to come to us at Hogwarts."  She smiled and pinched him
on the cheek.  "Thank you for your help with all this mess." 


"It's
no problem.  Especially not with the way it could infect our
son."  She walked him back inside.  "Did she mention a
name?" 


"No,
ma'am." 


"That's
fine.   I'm sure we'll see." 


"I'm
told Mad Eye Moody will be next year's teacher." 


She
stared at him oddly.  "Lucius?" she called, walking him that
way.  He came out of his study.  "They've sent a note to a tutor
for the boys."  He nodded at that, smiling some.  "Also, he
heard that Mad Eye is going to be next year's teacher." 


Lucius
stared at her then at Harry, who nodded.  "She said that's what she
heard." 


He
cleared his throat.  "No, I think not.  He won't appreciate our
heir and you'd never get the lessons you need."  He went to see if he
could change that.  Before his son got harmed by that paranoid psycho
former auror. 


She
smiled at the boy.  "The house elves made cookies." 


"Your
house elves are *wonderful* bakers, Mrs. Malfoy.  Even if Draco won't
share them with us, we understand why now."  She pinched his cheek
again and walked him back to the kitchen so he could get a few cookies and head
up to his room.  He went to study some more.  His aunts had insisted
their painting be in his room so they could tutor him.  She went to have a
headache.  The very thought of having someone like Mad Eye near her son
made her have a horrible vision of the future.  Even though she didn't
normally have visions. 


***



Draco
was walked into the school first, the other two behind him.  The
headmaster was waiting on them.  "Sir." 


"Boys." 
He smiled.  "I'm told your tutor will be here around the spring
break, Harry."  He nodded at that.  "I believe we'll be
moving you to Gryffindor this term." 


Lucius
grimaced.  "Must they?" 


"Yes,
they must."  He smiled, walking them that way.  "Our things
are here?"  The boys all nodded.  "Excellent.  I know
Professor Lupin was waiting on you to see him tonight, Harry." 


"That's
fine.  I have notes for him about what I learned over the break,
Headmaster."  They were let in.  "Evening," he
called.  A few people came down the stairs.  He pointed. 
"He said it's our turn here." 


Hermione
shrugged.  "Draco can be polite and so can we."  She walked
off.  "There's no extra beds in your old dorm, Harry.  Neville
said so last night." 


"We'll
find something I'm sure," Draco sighed.  They went up to that room,
Lucius following. 


Harry
leaned in.  "Are we stuck in here again, guys?" 


"No,"
Neville called.  "There's no spare beds, Harry.  Check the attic
room." 


"Sure,
thanks, Neville.  Come up and see us later?"  He walked up the
hall and to the ladder, climbing up it.  "Yup, three beds," he
said.  They put their stuff up while Lucius grimaced and cast cleaning
charms.  Draco smiled at him for that.  Lucius handed over a package
and left, changing the ladder to a set of steep stairs instead.  It was
much safer and easier to use.  He left, going home to tell his wife. 
Maybe she'd like to talk to the headmaster for their son. 


Harry
looked around and cast a few charms himself.  Eleanor had taught them to
him.  He grinned at the small bit of comfort.  Draco smirked back and
so did Ron.   Dobby popped up.  "Harry Potter needs a
better couch?" 


"We
could use a small table to study on," Ron offered.   Dobby
snapped his fingers and they weren't in the attic anymore.  The roof was
higher and not wood.  The beds were there, their things were there. 
The old couch was there.  Ron looked around.  It had desks. 
"Will someone get mad that we're here?" 


"Dobby
not care."  He disappeared, bringing back some cold water and glasses. 
"Bathroom for boys is through blue door."  He disappeared again,
going to tell the headmaster he had fixed the room problem.  He appeared
beside the desk.  "Dobby fix so Harry Potter and his wifes not have
to fall through floor when it breaks.  Dobby puts Harry Potter and wifes
in gray room.  That way Dobby not have to worry about mean people who want
to hurt Harry Potter or wifes."  He disappeared. 


"What
gray room?" he called.  "Which tower are they in?" 
Dobby didn't come back so he sighed and dug out the rooming chart.  They
weren't on it at all.  "Dobby!"  He reappeared, handing him
a glass of milk.  "Where is this gray room?" 


"The
west tower."  He disappeared again. 


Dumbledore
dug out the classroom chart, finding that room but no way into it.  "How
are they supposed to get to class?" he muttered.  Then again that
might be helpful to calm Mr. Potter down before he caused more problems. 


***



Snape
found the room that night and looked around.  No doorway.  "Mr.
Malfoy," he complained.  The door opened and he stared.  It
still looked like a blank wall.  "How did you get down
here?"  He walked in. 


"Dobby."



"I
see.  No wonder the Headmaster has asked him to go live at the Potter
manor house."  He looked at Harry, who grimaced.  "This is
not a good room for you." 


"Actually
it's a great room for us," Ron countered with a smirk. "It's got a
bathroom, a private hall to Slytherin for Draco.  A link to the study area
for us.  The Gryffindors in the upper years who want to think Harry's a
dark lord in the making aren't in our faces.  We're not in an attic that
was going to fall in."  Harry nodded at that, still reading his
defense book.  "It's got a blank room so we can practice
spells." 


Snape
looked around.  "It is quite...lavish." 


Harry
grinned.  "I think if that ambassador's wife shows up next year, she
should get this one.  We had nothing to do with it, Professor.  Dobby
popped us down here when we asked for a small table to study on."  He
looked up.  "We were waiting on someone to come yell at us." 


"No
one has decided this is a bad move yet," he admitted.  "Are you
satisfied down here?" 


"I'd
be more than happy to be left alone down here," Harry assured him. 
"Out of sight means less rumors, less stress, and less problems from the
others, Professor.  That way they leave us alone and don't feel the need
to take sides if something happens." 


"I
see."  He stared at him.  "There are others who that
prophecy fits." 


"Longbottom,"
Draco told him, making Snape nearly whimper.  "Any aurors?" 


"Three
actually." 


"Wonderful!"
Draco said happily.  "That means *I* don't have to pick a side and
possibly die when he drags me into something." 


Harry
nodded.  "There is that as well." 


"Fine. 
The headmaster has approved of this move.  Why did he pick down
here?" 


"Study
area, private bathroom with a nice tub," Ron told him.  "Space
to get away from each other if we need to." 


"I
see."  He left, marking the door on his way out.  He went up to
tell the headmaster that and heard that the boys needed the space anyway. 
They were technically married and the bond may make them ...practice married
life sometime soon.  Which they could not do in the dorms. 


That
thought was enough to make Snape drink heavily that night. 


***



Harry
looked at the note that got delivered to him the next morning, grimacing at
it.  "No it won't," he said, putting it aside. 


Ron
and Draco walked in and came over to get the note.  "From Bill?"
Draco asked. 


"No. 
Not signed.  Generic post owl."  He pointed at where it was
eating his breakfast for him.  He sipped some of his juice.  "It
still won't be happening anytime soon." 


"No,
it won't," Draco agreed.  He handed it to his head of house since
Snape seemed to be dealing with them this year.  Snape shuddered, handing
it back.  "It won't happen." 


"Are
you certain?" 


"Yes. 
Those nutrition potions are good but not that good." 


"Interesting." 
He cleared that thought out of his mind while Draco went to eat. 


Ron
was mentally complaining but the other two let him because they were just as
confused, disgusted, and sure it wasn't going to happen. 


***



Harry
got called up to the infirmary.  "You needed to see me?" he
asked. 


She
smiled.  "Just checking to make sure that you're fine now, Mr.
Potter."  He hopped up onto a bed, letting her check the
spells.  "Hmm."  She looked at him.  "Have you
any questions about that problematic stage you're coming up on?" 


He
stared at her for a minute.  "No, muggle health class covered all
that," he said blandly.  "Though apparently I'm not near it yet
and someone asked?" 


"Someone
did wonder if you were close but I'm not seeing any sign of it." 
Harry just nodded once.  "Though I can't seem to find a reason."



"Curse?"
he suggested.  "Spell, hex....  Natural causes?"  She grimaced,
shaking her head at that one.  "Okay, what do you need to tell?"



"Have
you.... gotten an erection yet?" she asked quietly. 


"Nope. 
Not that I'm aware of." 


"Oh,
dear.  We might have to get a full healer up here to check, Mr.
Potter." 


Harry
looked at her oddly for a second then shook his head.  "It's not
bothering me any and those who want me to start shagging Ron and Draco can come
do the spells themselves."  He hopped down with a grin. 
"You can tell them I said that."  He walked off, telling them
about what had happened.  Draco was a bit worried about that topic as well
but Harry pointed out he was only thirteen.  He had a few more years
before they had to worry or it was a problem.  He went back to
class.  McGonagall gave him an odd look.  "Someone was wondering
if my medicine was still working and if other things had started to work so
they could perve in my personal life some more."  She choked and
spluttered.  He sat down and got back to work on the current exercise. 


She
stomped off to ask the nurse what had happened.  This was not going to be
allowed to keep going on.  She did not want to hear about such things! 


Harry
just grinned at Ron.  Maybe she could stop the people that wanted them to
shag. 


***



Harry
looked up as the Headmaster walked in front of his seat in the Great Hall a few
weeks later.  "Yes, Headmaster?" 


"Questions
are being asked about you again, Mr. Potter." 


"I
heard the last one wondering when I was going to shag my mates."  The
headmaster went pink and walked off shaking his head.  "Is there
another topic being asked about?" he asked him as he walked off. 
"If so, I'll come answer questions."  Draco sent over a thought
about that being very uncouth but Harry pointed out they quit asking.  So
it apparently worked very well.  Ron said he was staying out of it and
stuffed his mouth again.  McGonagall came down to talk to him but Harry
shrugged and she huffed off back to her seat.  Harry looked down at the
twins.  "So, are you in the pool about when I finally knock them down
and stuff them up?"  They choked, spluttered, and one nearly vomited
but they rushed out to get sick in the hallway.  Harry grinned at
Ron.  Ron smirked back.  Ron's mother... a very mean witch when she
wanted to be more than loud.  She might even be more mean than Narcissa if
she wanted to be.  She definitely did not want to see her son
pregnant.  So she'd stop that talk immediately. 


Which
suited the trio just fine! 


***



Eleanor
looked at the boys later that night.  "Harry, dear?"  He
looked at her, grinning some.  "Why are they bothering you about the
fruit of your loins?" 


"They
think it's odd that the bonding hasn't made me jump them yet." 


"I
see."  She considered that.  "Clearly your body isn't ready
yet though." 


He
hummed and nodded.  "Yup.  I got called up to the infirmary to
see why."  She sighed, shaking her head.  "So apparently
someone *really* wants me to shag them sometime soon.  Got any practical
advice on that, Aunt Eleanor?" 


"No,
dear, I've never had male-on-male sex," she said dryly.  "Even
under polyjuice when I traded with my friend for the night."  Ron
gaped, staring at her.  She smirked.  "I had a lot of fun with
his girlfriend."  She cleared her throat.  "Do we think
perhaps it's a problem?" 


"I'm
thirteen," he pointed out.  "Give me a few years and I'll have
naked women pictures all over the room and still won't want to shag them."



"Fine.  
Someone must carry on the family name for you and Draco though." 


Harry
looked at Draco, who grimaced.  "The spell was adaptive in my
case," he sighed.  "Though they have said I can find someone
suitable and stuff her up for the family heir." 


"I
don't think we'd like that." 


"We
would," Ron quipped.  "I don't like babies that much and as much
as I like Harry as a bloke and mate, I do not want to shag him." 


She
sighed and walked off to complain to Lucius and Narcissa.  They would
understand her frustration. 


The
boys smirked at each other.  This was a topic they could work against
together. 


***



Remus
Lupin looked at his nephew.  "Well, you've gotten about as much as I
can give you," he said quietly.  Harry hugged him.  "Thank
you, Harry."  He smiled at him.  "I am still going to be
around.  Even if that tutor of yours doesn't like it." 


Harry
shrugged.  "You're my uncle, of course you will be."  He
smirked.  "Though I haven't seen this tutor yet."  He let
out an evil smirk.  "Maybe he's scared off by all the talk of heirs
and how I should be shagging them." 


"Maybe,"
Remus said dryly.  "I know Sirius got drunk when he heard about
it." 


"I
wanted to but I'm too young."  He let him go and stepped back. 
"So, now what?" 


"Now,
it's nearly the end of the year.  Are you going back down there this
summer?  We can go with you." 


"I
think we are.  As far as I know."  He thought at Draco and Ron,
who agreed.  "They think we are." 


"Excellent. 
We'll come down to make sure you three have time to be boys and not just
study."  Harry beamed and nodded.   "Go
eat."  Harry rushed off and he flooed Bill Weasley.  It was a
week until the end of school, he was back in London.  "Are they going
back down this year?" 


"Narcissa
and Mum both said so.  If only so they don't end up with grandchildren
soon."  He smirked evilly.  "Harry sent them a note saying
it wouldn't be soon but someone asked them if the bond had bent that way
yet." 


"No,
it hasn't.  Harry hasn't started puberty yet." 


"Wonderful!" 
He beamed.  "I'll meet them at the train this time.  Bring them
to the bank, let them get some allowance out, then take them shopping for summer
clothes before sending them down." 


"Can
Sirius and I go?" 


"Yes. 
Bloody hell yes.  Keep them from being overwhelmed."  He waved
and cut the connection. 


Remus
called Sirius to let him know then finished packing his things.  Mad Eye
would do just fine.  He'd talk to him about the extra lessons Harry needed
and the tutor would probably do the same if and when they showed up. 


***



Dumbledore
stopped the trio from walking out of the castle.  "Mr. Potter, we
believe it would be safer if you were in England this summer." 


"I
believe I don't have a house there and I doubt we want to hang out at Malfoy
Manor and give the Weasley's a heart attack or the Burrow and give the Malfoys
migraines.  Besides, Aunt Eleanor is expecting us for some future
lessons." 


"That
is what some people are afraid of." 


Harry
stared at him.  "I'm not dark, Headmaster.  I've never been
dark.  I'll only go dark if I'm pushed that way.  Thank you for your
concern but my godfather and my guardian both agree it's safer if we do that
and better for all of us so we're not pulled in any particular
direction."  He walked around him and out to the carriage.  Ron
and Draco both gave him pointed looks.  He shrugged since they weren't
alone and sent to them about what had been said.  "Remus and Sirius
will be down in a week," he said conversationally. 


"Wonderful. 
They'll make sure we don't study all summer long," Ron said with a grin. 


Draco
nodded.  "They were quite hard taskmasters last summer," he
agreed. 


Harry
smirked.  "Maybe the village will think we're nicer this year." 


"Let's
hope so because we all know you're not the scary one in this group," Ron
joked.  "That's Malfoy before tea."  Draco shot him a dirty
look.  They got onto the train, Draco with his friends.  Harry and
Ron with theirs.   It was nice until the dementor tried to stop the
train.  Then Harry hopped up and went to handle it before the memory got
louder and more painful.  The thing ran off and he went back to his
seat.  "Maybe the Americas are safer," he said as he walked in
and sat down.  Ron snickered, shaking his head.  "Are you
certain?" 


"Fairly
so.  High death rate and all that the last time anyone looked." 


"Pity." 
He settled in to read and calm himself down.  This was not looking like a
good start to a peaceful summer.  Bill met them at the other side of the
ride and took them to the bank.  The goblins all stared.  "Did I
do something wrong?" he hissed. 


"The
international court was very displeased with some things," Bill said but
he was smiling.  "They were highly displeased that someone tried to
interfere in your vault especially."  He looked at the boy. 
"Wasn't that a huge step?" 


"Did
you hear what was going on before then?" 


"Well,
yeah," he admitted.  "So Ron planned it?" 


"No,
I stomped off in a huff," he admitted quietly.  "I figured
maybe, just maybe, they could make people leave me alone.  Before I become
a hermit." 


"That's
not a bad plan," Bill agreed.  He let them into the right office and
followed.  "Here they are." 


"Boys,"
the goblin said, nodding slightly.  They smiled and nodded back. 
"The international court was able to cut through a lot of things that the
Ministry were trying to force, Mr. Potter.  Do not worry about
that."  Harry beamed at him.  "Including someone trying
claim your money for you."  He handed over the papers. 
"This is the preliminary.  Their rulings won't be final until they've
been over everything." 


"What's
the chances that they'll decide I shouldn't have my own money after all?"
Harry asked. 


The
goblin looked at him.  "Why would they?" 


"The
Prophet this morning," Ron sighed, handing over his copy.  The
headline story called for the 'reeducation' of Harry Potter until he was the
savior they all needed.  Including a mind healer if necessary. 


The
goblin sighed.  "How many would believe such drivel?" 


"Too
many," Draco admitted.  "Father's already been approached I'm
sure." 


"He
has said that someone should probably teach you three more," Bill
admitted.  "Nothing about that."  He took it to read,
grimacing.  He called his mother on the floo, handing it over.  She
growled and closed the connection.  "Mum will be happy to have Ginny
and the twins back later," he quipped.  Ron smirked at him. 
"Let's get the boys down there," he decided.  The allowance
pouch was handed over.  "Portkey," he said, handing one
over.  They all smiled and disappeared.  "Does it never
end?" he asked the goblin. 


"Apparently
not if your last name is Potter." 


"Huh,
well, maybe he wants to change it then.  Hell if I know what to do about
things.  Thanks."  He walked off shaking his head.  He ran
into Lucius.  "They're already gone." 


"Good,
it's much safer."  He grimaced.  "There really is a cry to
put Potter in an institution." 


"I'm
thinking Harry needs to stay out of England but Mum would shriek," Bill
admitted.  Lucius nodded Narcissa would do the same.  "I don't
know anymore.  I know Potter's worried that the court will decide he's not
legally able to do anything and take all his money from him again." 


"No,
that would be a travesty of law," Lucius noted.  He suddenly got a
look when he saw an owl heading his way.  "Thank you, Horace,"
he said when it landed on his arm.  He read the note his son had sent from
the train apparently.  He laughed.  "Draco was not pleased over
the paper either.  There may be some easing of things."  He
walked off happier. 


Bill
would have to wait and see.  Malfoy was in an evil mood again and wasn't
likely to share the current plot.  He went to cue Sirius into the wards so
he and Remus could do down later that night.  That way the boys had
someone with some sense watching over them and Sirius could play like the puppy
he was. 


***



McGonagall
opened her paper the next morning, grimacing at the story on the front
page.  She read it and clearly it was the Malfoy touch.   She
mentally was smirking as she handed it down to Severus. 


He
read it and grimaced.  "I don't think the boy's that powerful." 


"You'd
be surprised," she said dryly.  He nodded that may be true as he
handed it back.  "I'm sure Remus and Sirius are with them
already." 


"Hopefully. 
Last year they managed to not get into trouble but I'm doubting that will
happen again." 


She
read the rest of the paper.  Draco's reminder that pissing Harry off made
him angry and closer to going dark every time he lost his temper was a good
one.  Even if it was more subtly pointed out that the last time Potter got
mad at the wizarding world, he went to the International Court to get the
Ministry disbanded. 


***



Sirius
came out of talking to the portraits shaking his head.  "I know some
people like that." 


"I
brought down McGonagall's portrait so they could talk to her last year about
their education and modern things," Remus said with a smug look. 
Sirius shuddered.   "They all agreed we were too easy on the
students but I had to make them catch up to current standards so I didn't get
them much ahead.  Mad Eye will have a better chance next year." 


"Good!" 
He sat down.  "Where are they?" 


"Village. 
Getting sweets probably."  They heard giggling and looked. 
Harry was mud covered and Draco was snickering heavily, so was Ron. 
"At least they're getting along at the moment." 


"They
have to.  The bonding includes a compulsion to get along," Sirius
admitted.  They walked in.  "Godson, did you roll around in the
mud?" 


"Nope,"
he said dryly.  "The driver of the lorry that splashed me apologized
like I was going to eat his soul though."  The adults smirked at
that.  "Any fallout from the papers yet?" 


"Not
yet," Sirius admitted.  "Go change, Harry."  He ran up
to his room to bathe and change.  He looked at the other two. 
"What else is on your agenda today?" 


"Finish
unpacking, letting Harry tell his relatives about our summer homework to see
where they want to add to it," Ron said, considering it. 


"The
usual nagging by the family," Draco added. 


Eleanor
looked over from reading in a picture of a chaise lounge in the sunny
courtyard.  "Why would we nag?" 


"For
heirs," Ron told her.  "Same as you did last night." 


"Well,
someone must carry on the family name," she pointed out. 


Harry
came down the stairs still damp and pulling on his shirt.  "Aunt
Eleanor, until all this dark lord shite is done with, there'll be no heirs from
me.  If it's not done by the time Draco has to have one, we'll figure out a
way to hide him, the child, and the mother so they're not a soft, squishy
target."  He stared at her.  "I'm not going to let anyone I
care about be a target ever the bloody hell again," he said firmly. 
She sighed but nodded.  "Thank you!" 


"Would
you consent to putting some seed in that new bank Lucius got started?" 


"That's
hellishly expensive," Harry pointed out.  She grimaced. 
"Beyond that, I'm not working that way yet, Aunt Eleanor.  Can't we
wait until I actually can get a stiffie to talk about kids?" 


"Of
course, I meant when it did happen, Harry.  Beyond the price was there an
objection?" 


He
stared at her.  "You know what, maybe I'll do a temporary aging
potion and go to the muggle centers.  Wank in a cup, let some nice women
use my seed all they want, and I'll make some pocket change for the
family," he said dryly. 


"You
will not!" she said firmly.  "That's not something the family
will stand!" 


"It'd
be heirs," Draco said.  "Might even be magical depending on the
mother's background or if he breeds true.  How many times can you do that,
Potter?" 


"I'm
told four at each bank, or four per country if it's a central registry. 
That way you don't have too many kids related.  There's about sixty,
seventy countries with banks.  That would mean Voldemort wouldn't be able
to decide which kid and if we had to, with those odds, there'd be someone else
to turn into a warrior for the light."  He stared at his aunt. 
She shuddered.  "Let me be *Harry*, Aunt Eleanor, not the Potter heir,
not the warrior Potter, none of it.  Please?  Or else we're
moving.  I get enough of this at school." 


"I
know, dear.  Calm down.  Your temper is getting worse." 


"It's
Draco's fault," he quipped. 


"Hey!"
Draco complained.  "Why is it my fault?  Weasley has the temper
usually." 


Harry
looked at him.  "Because before I never seethed and plotted when
angry.  I got that off you." 


Draco
smirked.  "It's a good trait to pass on," he quipped
happily.  "I'll accept the blame for that one." 


Aunt
Beth showed up with a towel over her hair.  "Boys, there must be
family heirs some day," she chided gently. 


"Pick,
either I go to muggle seed banks and spread it around the world or you can wait
until after the war," Harry told her.  "The wizarding bank is
very expensive and things are in flux thanks to the court." 


"You'd
need a few years anyway, Harry.  Draco?" 


"We
have plans.  Mother is finding a good surrogate." 


"Thank
you.  Ronald, dear?" she asked with a smile. 


"There's
five other boys and I hate kids," he said bluntly.  She slumped,
shaking her head.  "I don't rightly give a damn but I'm sure there'll
be little Weasleys some day.  Probably a great lot that'll all be about in
the same year." 


"That's
a thought to make Snape shudder," Draco said, considering it. 
"If they all have their first kids in the same year....  That's at
least six, plus any possible twins....  McGonagall and Severus would go on
a drinking binge." 


"Probably,"
Harry agreed with a smirk.  "We should tell them that thought and his
mum, Draco.  That way they can have a happy summer and his mum can make
sure they're not together." 


"Good
point," he agreed, going to write those letters. 



Aunt
Beth sighed.  "That's mean, Harry." 


He
smirked.  "I got tormented all year.  It's only fair to pass it
back!"  He beamed.  She shuddered.  "Exactly. 
Now, can we just be teenage boys most of this summer?" 


"Gladly,"
Eleanor agreed.  "Though you do have some assigned homework." 


"Grand,
we figured we would," Harry agreed.  "Not like Remus could do
more than catch us up to where we should be." 


"True. 
I did hex Lockhart's painting," she offered with a smile. 


Harry
beamed at her.  "If I could hug you I would, Aunt
Eleanor."  She snickered, patting the painting.  "No
demands for heirs or for us to shag?" 


"Definitely
not until you're ready, dear."  He walked off happier.  Ron
followed since Harry was heading for the kitchen.  She looked at
Remus.  "You did try." 


"At
least he'll take some OWLs." 


"We
do hope so."  A distant cousin ran in to whisper in her ear. 
She nodded.  "I'll be right back."  She left, going to that
painting.  She cleared her throat.  "Dears, I do believe this
matter is not in your hands," she said firmly.  The whole Wizengamot
looked at her.  She stared back.  "In case you had no idea,
Harry is my great-nephew."  A few shuddered.  "Harry is
fully back in the family's fold, even if he is a bit...nice." 


She
smirked.  "I can tell you that this pissing contest is one you will
not win because my great-nephew is more than welcome to come live at the family
manor home permanently."  A few blanched.   "That
would include withdrawing all his funds from this country, all his investments,
all that, and then suing the hell out of you lot for all the crap you've put
him through."  She looked at Fudge. 


"I'm
not sure how you even got your job.  When I had it, I was very good to our
country.  It prospered, there wasn't a lack of jobs, and families were
gaining in wealth.  Now they're failing miserably and I hate to tell you
this, but the pureblood movement is already fizzled out, even if he should
return.  You see, how do I put this, the bloodlines are a bit too
tangled.  If you don't believe me, ask a healer." 


She
stared at them.  "Continue with this path against my great-nephew and
I will make sure the Ministry is decimated and rebuilt in the image I want it
built in.  After all, no one taught the boy anything so he'd have to have
advisors beyond his spouses.  Who better than family?"  She
walked off.  It felt good to be evil again.  She'd have to prove to
Harry how fun it felt.  Then again, he was busy getting vengeance and that
was nearly as fun. 


Dumbledore
coughed.  "She was correct, Mr. Potter is her great-nephew on his
father's side."  A few members started to shout.  He raised a hand
to be heard.  "So far we have mitigated their influence but she has
been pushing for some reforms in the school to make the education better for
him.  She believes we're falling down on that as well." 


"We
are," Lucius agreed.  "My son is over a year behind where I was
when I was attending."  A few other parents nodded.  "It's
sad that it took a werewolf to actually teach the children this year and get
them back up to grade standard.  I do hope next year's is better,
Dumbledore." 


"Next
year's is a retired auror." 


"Who's
paranoid, slightly delusional, and probably going to hurt a student," one
of the female members snorted.  "Wonderful choices, Headmaster."



"He
is fully qualified."  He looked around.  "She has
threatened before to withdraw Mr. Potter from England and not let him come back
if something should happen.  I believe she was behind him going to the
court." 


Harry
strolled in.  Time turners, his aunt had introduced them to him when she
had gotten back.  "No she wasn't."  The other two walked in
behind him.  "That was all me being mad."  He stared at
them then at someone.  "So I'm told that you took my rightful
seat?  On whose authority?" 


"You
are a minor," Lucius reminded him.  "That emancipation does not
count for such matters, Mr. Potter."  He looked at that member as
well.  "Though I do wonder who appointed you as well since the courts
proved no legal wizarding guardian was ever named for Mr. Potter." 
The man spluttered.  "Well?  Speak up." 


Harry
shrugged.  "I want briefed on his positions and he'll be asking for
mine," Harry ordered him.  "Or you're fired."  The man
glared.  Harry stared back.  "I do have a legally appointed
wizarding guardian now.  I'm sure he can find someone suitable." 
He looked at Lucius again.  "The judge called and said that the
preliminary ruling was done?" 


"I
had not heard.  When did you?" 


"In
about two hours." 


Lucius
smirked.  "Interesting.  We can go hear them." 


"He's
coming here.  So do you have time to sit with us as our father-in-law and
have a peaceful dinner?" 


"Of
course, Mr. Potter.  It'll save me from the overly tough pot roast waiting
on me at home."  He stood up.  He stared at Dumbledore. 
"Were we doing more today?" 


"No,"
he sighed.  "When will he get here?" 


Harry
stared at him.  "Within an hour or so.  He'll send notice to
summon us."  He looked over as Bill walked in with a folder. 
"Is that everyone who got hired for me?" 


"It
is," he agreed.  "Half of them are nice people.  I've met a
few, known a few for years.  I'll make sure the rest are fit," he
told the boys, getting a smile back.  "Mr. Malfoy, are you joining us
for dinner?" 


"I
am."  He walked down to join them, walking out with them. 
"That was purely too dramatic, boys," he said dryly. 


"That's
because if we hadn't, Dumbledore would've pressed his luck and tried to get an
order making me a ward of the Ministry again," Harry said dryly.  He
grinned up at him.  "The IC judge was going to have to arrest him for
it."  A nearby painting ran off to let them know that.  Lucius
smirked at that show of drama.  "Besides, it's getting me away from
talk of having kids.  I swear the next time someone mentions it I'm going
to make myself infertile.  That way no one can steal anything and go make
me an heir without my consent." 


"Is
that possible?" Bill asked quietly.  Lucius nodded.  "We're
sure?" 


"The
family got a bill for seed storage," Harry said with an evil smirk. 
"I wrote back saying that I had not knowingly put any in.  To please
destroy it and let me know who had added some to the bank.  Then I had
Dobby steal the file before it could be destroyed."  He rolled his
eyes. 


"Mum?"
Ron guessed. 


"Nope. 
Guess again." 


"Father?"
Draco asked casually. 


"I
was aware of the rumors.  I did not do that." 


"Madam
Pomfrey signed off on them," Harry said, handing that shrunken file to
him.  "Since it's summer I can't unshrink them without being charged
with underage magic.  That would play into their hands." 


"It
would," Lucius agreed, enlarging it so he could read it.  He snorted
and walked over to the public floo to send it to his wife.  "Let the
women handle that one, Mr. Potter.  Though I believe that wanted
combination is not going to be worthy." 


"I
love the girl but not that way," he said dryly.  Ron popped over to
pay the fee and send a file over himself.  Harry waited until he got
back.  "Luna or Neville?" 


"Neville." 
Lucius and Bill stared at him so he grinned a mean, evil grin. 
"Someone had a plan to make Neville take a gender reassignment potion and
bear Harry's heir for him.  I thought he might like to know that." 


Lucius
sent a message back to the Wizengamot chamber.  "Thank you for not
telling her in person, Mr. Weasley," he said once the messenger was
gone.  "She has quite the temper about him and a tendency to throw
things when that highly pissed off."  They went to Diagon for an
early dinner to wait on the judge. 


***



Neville
got handed the folder by a house elf, looking at it.  "What the
bloody hell!" he shouted. 


The
elf gave him an awed look.  "Much like Father, Neville son." 


Neville
smiled.  "Thank you, Dunk."  He got up and quickly dressed
since he was in gardening clothes, then headed to his grandmother.  He
nodded at the Wizengamot guards.  "It's important, are they
busy?" 


"Arguing
as usual, sir."  He was let in. 


Neville
walked in and to his grandmother's side, handing her the folder.  "It
got sent anonymously to the house," he said in her ear. 


She
read it, looking at the note on top from Ron Weasley that said 'found this out
and thought you should hear too'.  She read the contents then looked at
her son, who was seething.  She could see that.  She stood up. 
"I make a motion to remove Albus Dumbeldore from this ancient body that
forms the backbone of Wizarding Society." 


Fudge
glared.  "Why now?" he sneered. 


"For
his plot to make my grandson a granddaughter so he can bear an heir for Harry
Potter against both their wills."  A few people gasped.  She
read the note the messenger had handed her.  She had been in the middle of
an argument and had put it aside for a few minutes.  She looked at the
head wizard when Dumbledore was being questioned, handing over that file. 
"From Mr. Weasley's hand and they told Mr. Malfoy because he sent me a
note as well."  She handed that over too. 


She
read it over, then looked at Dumbledore.  "You absolute fucking
bastard," she said dryly.  "I enter this file into
evidence.  In it are requisition items for a gender reassignment potion
and a billing statement, plus a copy of a letter, to the new wizarding seed
bank by Mr. Potter.  On that form are the noted, able users for it. 
Including Neville Longbottom, Hermione Granger, and Luna Lovegood." 
She handed it to their evidence person. 


He
read it over, nodding once.  "It does say that Mr. Potter did not
voluntarily contribute to the seed bank, to please destroy them and he had no
intention of paying for something that he did not put in there."  He
looked at the others.  "Those are the ingredients and since some of
those require paperwork, it does list a gender reassignment potion." 
He changed pages.  "Filed with the Ministry, with Minister Fudge's
seal, to approve the potion."  He looked up.  "I add to
remove Minister Fudge to the removal call." 


The
paperwork got passed around.  "His aunt allowed it," Dumbledore
said. 


"I
most certainly did not!" Augusta Longbottom snarled.  "Nor did
his aunt.  She and I have had a few chats and she is more than ready to
wait on Mr. Potter to be able to produce one the natural way." 


Fudge
tried to move but Madam Bones, head of the field aurors, stopped him by
freezing him in his seat.  "No, I believe you'll answer to this
charge, Minister Fudge."  She looked at Neville.  "Under
oath, do you swear that you have no intention of ever doing such a
potion?" 


"I
freely take an oath," Neville said formally.  "I also freely
admit that while drunk I wondered what it was like to be a girl once but I do
not and never have had any thought of doing a gender reassignment potion or of
bearing Mr. Potter heirs.  I like Harry, he's a friend, but not that
way." 


"I
think that's something all teenagers have wondered about," the pro-tem
chair admitted.  "I know I did wonder what being a boy was
like."  His grandmother swatted him.  "I believe you'll be
grounded for drinking though," she finished dryly. 


"He
certainly will be," Mrs. Longbottom agreed, staring at her son. 
"Though it is probably a wonder most people have had."  He
blushed and ducked his head.  "You had no desire to ask for such a
potion to be made?" 


"No,
ma'am.  I think that's an icky thought that means I should puke violently
at the very hint that it might happen to anyone I know."  She looked
satisfied with that admission.  "If I may ask, which potions master
was going to make that?" 


The
evidence holder looked.  "Snape."  She sent a quick summons
for him.   Basically it pulled him to the court against his
will.  He landed and looked at them.  "We're sorry for the quick
summons but there is a motion before this council, Severus Snape.  It
hinges on a file that was handed over."  He handed down the sheets on
the potion.  "Were you aware of that potion or were you asked to make
such a potion for anyone?" 


He
read it over, grimacing.  "I am, of course, familiar with the potion
and its purpose," he said, handing it back.  "I was not asked to
make it for anyone however.  Especially not the person it was listed
for."  He looked at Longbottom.  "Did you need one?" 


"Bloody
hell no," he said, getting swatted again.  "Sorry, please excuse
my language.  I'm a bit upset about this information." 


Snape
looked at the board staring at him.  "I was not asked to make such a
potion by anyone as of when I was called in here but those are shipping forms
so I would probably not be asked until they were in." 


"How
long could these ingredients last if properly kept?" Mrs. Longbottom
asked. 


"Six
years," he said.  "The only fresh ingredient is not listed and
is freely grown behind Greenhouse four." 


She
looked smug.  "I call a vote on my motion." 


"Seconded,"
the chair agreed.  "All in favor of removing both Albus Dumbledore
and Minister Fudge say 'aye'."  A chorus was sent up.  No one
dissented.  "You are both hereby removed from the Wizengamot. 
Clear out your offices and turn your seats over to the next capable member of
your families."  She looked at Snape.  "Thank you for your
honesty, Professor.  We are again sorry for such a precipitous
summoning."  He nodded and stalked out.  Those two slunk
off.  "Neville, are you all right?" 


"I'm
fine and I know I haven't been fed any potions.  I haven't been in the
infirmary in months."  He looked at his grandmother.  She stared
back then smiled and patted his hand.  "Thank you," he said
quietly and left them to their usual business of screwing up the wizarding
world.  He went to have a butterbeer and maybe a shot of
firewhiskey.  He shuddered at the very thought of him being Nevillina
Longbottom, mother of Harry Potter's baby. 


***



Harry
walked out of the judge's hearing, looking at them.  "They are
ordered to release my parents' house, my vaults, all that."  Lucius
smiled as he walked out of the room with Bill and Arthur Weasley. 
"Thank you," he told them. 


"It
was no problem, Mr. Potter, and it does make things easier in some
ways."   He nodded at his son.  "It is fixed,
hopefully for good."  He walked around them, going to tell his wife
so she could quit fretting and knitting.  Before they had another
closet-full of scarves that no one was going to wear. 


Arthur
smiled, hugging his boy and Harry.  Then patting Draco on the
shoulder.  "Good job, Harry."  He and Bill walked off after
Bill winked at him. 


Harry
shared everything with them.  "He agreed with Neville, the very
thought of him taking that potion is nasty." 


"Are
they going to charge Lockhart?" Ron asked. 


Harry
smirked evilly.  "Hell yes."  They all smirked and walked
off, going back to the house. 


"Mr.
Potter," Dumbledore said, walking up the hall toward them.  "We
thought it might be easier to let you stay up here tonight." 


"No
need, Headmaster.  The portkey isn't that long and Dobby held a late dinner
for us." 


"Sirius
would allow you to stay at his home, I'm sure.  I'm sure he'd like to see
you for a visit." 


Harry
stared at him.  "He's waiting with dinner, Headmaster." 
They walked around him.  Harry dodged the grab attempt, glaring at
him.  "Do not."  He walked on, leading the way.  
An auror walked past them and grabbed Ron, taking him with him.  The other
two went after him and brought him back to the house.  Fortunately they
had the portkey on them.  Molly was there where Ron was. 
"Sorry, didn't want him stolen."  They disappeared. 


Molly
looked at the auror.  "What did you do?" 


"The
Headmaster wanted him here for the meeting," he defended. 


"That
could kill Harry," she said bluntly.  "The bond has a range that
they can get apart.  It's barely the width of the school."  The
auror winced and started to back away.  "Oh, no."  She
grabbed him and started to scream at him.  The others waiting on the
meeting got out of the way.  They knew Molly's temper. 


***



Harry
landed.  "Remus!"  He came jogging out. 
"Dumbledore had an auror kidnap Ron as we came out of the
hearing."  Remus started the checking spells while Sirius looked over
Harry and Draco.  Harry got free of his grip and took a deep breath. 


"Potter,
calm down," Draco ordered.  He stared his mate down. 
"Getting that upset will not help anything.  The judge already told
them to give it back and leave you alone."  Harry nodded, going to
blow up something. 


"Not
that tree," Remus called when he saw him heading for it.  "It's
too solid and old, it'll crush the house." 


"Not
the garden!" Cousin Cordelia yelled.  "I worked for decades on
that, nephew!' 


"Yes,
Cordelia!" he called, stomping off farther to blow up the stone and iron
work wall.  It made a good mess. 


Draco
sighed, looking at Weasley, who went to calm him down this time.  He
looked at the adults.  "He was told to quit meddling.  The
Ministry was told to give it all back," he said quietly.  "Even
my father is pleased.  Then he tried to get us to stay up there, saying
Sirius might like a visit."  Sirius growled.  "Should I
give you ear scratches, Uncle Sirius?" he asked dryly. 


"Wait
until I change to bite him first."  He walked over to calm Harry
down.  Remus came to help too.  Harry was still trying to blow things
up.  Sirius grabbed Harry to hold him but he struggled.  He didn't
let go until Harry finally went still.  He looked at him.  "I
had to do that to your mother once.  She had just found out she was
pregnant and was destroying the house around James' head." 


"I'm
not mad for the same reason," Harry said a bit more calmly. 


"No,
but you're scarily like your mum," he said with a smirk.  "Maybe
that potion...."  Harry slugged him on the arm, scowling.  He
grinned back.  Harry made himself relax further.  "We'll handle
him, Harry.  You know we will."  He patted him on the back of
the head.  "For now, sit and plot.  You seem to be good at
it."  Harry nodded.  "Let's go eat, then you can rant at
the blood purists.  I never understood how James ignored my
mother."  Harry snickered, shaking his head.  "C'mon. 
Dobby's going to be upset."  They walked back that way.  Harry
fixed the wall before he made it more than a few steps.  Cordelia was
still huffy when they walked past the painting.  "He had to calm down
somehow.  You guys need a target range." 


She
nodded.  "We do."  She watched them go.  Harry was
still quite pissed.  She went to warn the rest of the family.  They
would not be upsetting Harry for a few days.  Or possibly a few
weeks.  That temper was clearly bad but it was nice that his mother had
been able to stand up to the stubborn Potter mindset. 


***



Harry
got the notice of a court date and sighed.  "It's nice they sent it
the day of the hearing, two hours after it happened."  He found the
family's time turner and got dressed quickly.  "Guys?" 


"We
heard," Draco complained, coming out of his room looking dressed but half
asleep.  Ron was yawning when he came out.  They twisted back three
hours, time for the portkey too, and went to England.  They landed and
presented the notice of hearing so they could get in.  Their wands were
registered and they headed up there.  The guard let them in when they
presented the notice. 


Draco
nodded politely at his father as they took a seat, waiting to be called. 
Most of the people on the council were arguing over something procedural. 
Something minor that made no difference anyway.  Very few people paid
attention to the comings and goings of the watching people since it changed so
often due to breaks, going to report, and other issues.  So when Harry's
name came up they all listened. 


"I
say that he used underage magic," one of them complained. 


"He's
emancipated," Lucius pointed out.  "Therefore free of
that.  Plus if he did, unless he was here in the building, he was at his
family home and they do not have underaged statues." 


"He's
a British citizen so he has to follow our laws," that one said
triumphantly. 


Draco
cleared his throat as he stood up and walked forward.  "That would
mean that when you go on holiday to the Riviera that you follow all British
wizarding laws instead of French laws.  Since the paper last month was
snickering over you taking out a girl that was underage by our standards but
not theirs, you'd be in front of the judges yourself." 


Lucius
smirked.  "That is a good point, my son.  Thank you." 
He looked at that minister.  "As a country, we accept that other
countries have laws that they uphold which we do not.  The same as there's
countries where what we consider unforgivable is perfectly acceptable.  If
he did magic at his family home, then it would be up to them to deal with the
issue.  As they do not have underage use of magic laws there would be no
problem with him using magic at his family home."  He looked at his son. 
"Has your mate used magic within the British Aisles, outside of the
school, the train ride, or this building?" 


"Not
as far as I know.  No, he summoned a salt shaker but it was inside a
wizarding restaurant and you were ignoring his polite request for
it."  Draco looked at the others.  "Why are you fussing at
him now?  Is Dumbledore calling in favors?" he asked dryly. 
"Or are you just this bored?"  A few flinched.  "Well,
let me inform you of something.  That supposed law is not often upheld for
anyone pureblood.  Nor is it often upheld for those with families who have
magic in the home itself.  Someone like the Weasleys can use magic at
home."  He looked around again.  "Potter doesn't use his
wand most of the time so why would he use it in the open?" 


"His
wand was noted as being used last night in Diagon," one told him. 


"That's
not possible since we were in Central America."  She gaped. 
"Aunt Eleanor?" he bellowed.  She showed up in the painting
Lucius had snuck in there.  "Can you please inform these pitifully
minded and absolutely nosy individuals where we were last night since there is
the suggestion we were in Diagon?" 


"They
were busy fixing the damage Harry's temper caused to one of Cordelia's
gardens," she said.  "Draco, dear, I know you need tea,"
she said gently.  He smirked at her.  She nearly shuddered. 
Draco Malfoy had reached that point that Harry called 'I'll be damned'. 
This might be interesting.  "I believe that whoever made use of a
wand either faked the signature, which isn't all that hard really, or they
fixed the information.  Plus, Diagon is and always has been a safe place
to use magic." 


"That
is also true," Lucius agreed.  "Diagon is an allowed
place." 


Draco
looked over the angry people.  "Whatever this plot is, can you just
jump to the end point so we can get angry, fight back, and make your lives
miserable yet so very reviled by the press?"  A few's mouths flopped
open.  "Not like any of us are going to put up with any new plots,
plans, or other things.  We're on summer vacation, finally.  We're
tired, we're cranky, and all of are now sharing the infamous Weasley
temper."  A few more flinched at that.  "Beyond that, I've
even taught Potter to plot, plan, and ruin people back.  He's having a lot
of fun with it.  Now, what plot is this?" 


"To
have his wand snapped after a hearing in front of the full
Wizengamot."  He held out a cup.  "Tea, son?  That way
your arguments make more sense than Weasley's?" 


Draco
walked over to take it, sipping it as he went back to his spot.  "Is
there anything else that was wanted to be known?"  He took another
drink. 


"There
was magic used near his muggle home last night," one said. 


"We
were in Central America," Harry said dryly, standing up and walking out
there.  They gasped.  "Not like we can be countries apart if we
can't even live in our correct dorms."  He stared at them. 
"I'd be pissed that someone attacked them but I don't rightly care. 
Now, is there anything else?" 


"They
are your relatives," Mrs. Longbottom said. 


Harry
looked at her for a moment, then walked up there.  "Can you use
occulmencary?"  She shook her head.  "Anyone other
than  Mr. Malfoy who can?"  Madam Bones raised her hand. 
"Can you please read why I don't care?"  She did that and burst
out swearing.  "Exactly."  He stared at her.  "Were
they injured?  I can come back for a funeral but I'm not willingly
stepping foot in that house again." 


Bones
looked at Mrs. Longbottom.  "I'd go attack them myself," she
said simply.  The elder Longbottom nodded.  "Harry, did you ever
press charges?" 


"People
are aware of it, but beyond what the wizard who does child protection has done
I think it got blocked."  She glared.  "Including evidence
of muggles doing the same job being obliviated." 


She
sighed.  "Yes, I can look into that." 


"As
can I," Mrs. Longbottom said stiffly. 


Harry
smiled at her.  "Neville is a very good friend who's helped me calm
my temper down when needed.  You've done a good job making him a good
boy."  She beamed at that compliment.  He looked at the rest of
the court.  "Was there anything else?  I was the only one up
when we heard about this hearing.  Draco could use more tea before he
loses his temper and turns into his mother." 


Draco
snorted.  "I learned much from my mother and father both,
Potter.  If I lose my full temper on you, you'll regret it for far longer
than you'd ever hope for." 


Harry
blew a kiss.  "Good to know you're trying to be nice, Draco." 


Draco
sneered.  "You asshole." 


"Yes,
apparently I come by it naturally, and have you noticed how many of these
people looked so interested in how we're going to get heirs?" 


Draco
sneered at the panel.  "If I ever lower myself to sleep with my
unfortunately chosen spouses, I'll obliviate myself after I remove the evidence
from life."  He turned and walked off.  "I'm for more
tea.  Father, did you want some as well?" 


"Please,
son."  He looked at Harry. Then at the others.  "Were there
any other questions about my son's marriage partners or their lack of
consummation?" 


"Eww,"
Ron complained from his seat.  "That's not in my plans either before
someone asks.  We need to find a woman to add to us." 


"From
Lockhart's testimony, it was nearly your sister," Lucius taunted with an
evil smirk. 


"I'd
have to kill her, which might kill me but I'll gladly take that," Ron said
dryly.  Mrs. Longbottom snickered.  "How is Neville today?"



"He's
fine, gardening happily today, Mr. Weasley.  And yourself?" 


"I
was happily asleep when we heard.  I was planning on letting Aunt Eleanor
nag us into studying today." 


"Ah." 
She smiled and nodded.  "I'm sure you'll learn a lot." 


"Yup,
since Harry doesn't want to be in the public notice, she's grooming Draco and I
take her old spot as Minister."   Lucius choked and
spluttered.  Mrs. Longbottom just choked. 


Draco
walked in with two cups of tea, handing his father one.  "Some day I
may want to be Minister for Magic.  I'm sure I'll have some very good
advisors."  He sipped his tea.  "Potter?" 


Harry
hummed, looking at him.  "Sorry, thinking." 


"Yes,
we heard," Draco complained.  "Please quit." 


Harry
grinned.  "Why?" 


"Good
point."  He sipped his tea, looking at the panel.  "Are
there other matters we have to discuss?" 


"No,"
Mrs. Longbottom said, smiling at them.  "Have a good breakfast,
boys."  They smiled and left.  "Lucius, is your son being
warped by Mr. Potter's family?" 


"Eleanor
has been very firm in making them study.  She believes our education is
lacking in substance.  My son complained quite a lot about his studies
last summer."  He sipped his tea.  Draco had even put some honey
in it for him.  It was nice of him.  He looked at the note that was
underneath it and mentally sighed.  Narcissa was shopping. 
Wonderful!  He wondered what happened this time.  "I'm afraid I
must cut this meeting short.  My wife is in Diagon waiting on my
opinion."  A few winced in sympathy.  He left, going to calm her
down before she shopped him poor again. 


***



Harry
opened the paper the next day, looking at the headlines.  None of the
stories in the Prophet were worth reading but sometimes the headlines were
funny.  It was like the comics for him.  "Hmm.  Draco,
apparently I'm letting you be the next dark lord and I'll quietly use you as a
puppet master since I don't want publicity.  We've seriously warped Ron so
he's going to be your lieutenant."  Draco snorted, stuffing his mouth
before he said something. 


Sirius
snatched the paper to read that article.  "Excuse me?  Harry,
your aunt was a dark lord?" 


"She
was counted as one but she was also Minister for Magic at the same time,"
Harry said dryly.  "She was hard on everyone but made sure no one in
the country got attacked by anyone else."  He sipped his juice. 
He liked orange juice and they had oranges outside so he could have all he
wanted.  "She thought Dad should've knocked down Voldemort and told
him how pathetic he was compared to her and a few ancestors." 


Draco
grimaced.  "That was not a good night." 


"True,
and it was freaky that they used you to read my memories," Harry said
dryly. 


"What
was I doing?" Ron asked. 


"Snoring,"
they said in unison. 


"Oh,
that."  He grinned, going back to eating. 


Sirius
growled.  Remus reached over to scratch him behind the ear, getting hit
with the paper.   Harry and Ron snickered.  Remus outright
laughed.  "What's wrong?  Pissed they didn't say you were
warping them?" 


"No!" 
He looked at Harry.  "That doesn't worry you?" 


"No. 
Draco's done worse than that to me with the paper." 


Sirius
looked at Draco, who casually put down his tea cup.  "It was rather
brilliant of me to make him seem so insane or evil.  After all, we are enemies
who are unfortunately bound.  Potter, what is with that bad, evil thought
suddenly?" 


Harry
shrugged.  "What bad, evil thought?"  Draco pushed it back
at him.  "That's me?  I thought that was Ron." 


Ron
looked at him.  "It's not me!  Check him for the thing coming
back again." 


Remus
looked then tested all three.  "Ron, it is you."  He did
the exorcism, making him quit eating for a few minutes.  Barely. 
Finally Ron was free, the spirit was trapped, and Harry and Draco clapped for
that performance.  Remus shook his head as he walked off to bury that in
the garden. 


Sirius
looked at Ron.  "Does nothing make you quit eating?" 


"No,"
he said, smirking and shaking his head before taking another bite of
breakfast.  "His house elf cooks really good.  Are you going to
eat your muffin?" 


"Yes,"
he said, shifting his plate away from Ron.  "I hated that part of
growing."  He started to eat again.  "What are you going to
do about the Prophet?" 


"Ignore
it.  Next week they'll be saying that I'm a wonderful savior for killing
Voldemort and hopefully if he does come back, like the rumors state, then I'll
get him again." 


Sirius
stared at him.  "He is?" 


"We
think it's got something to do with whatever is happening next year at the
school," Draco said. 


"Want
to switch down here for a year?" Harry asked Draco. 


"Hey,"
Ron complained.  "This school is harder.  Hermione said it'd be
hard even for her." 


"Which
means you can get a real job when you graduate," Draco quipped with a mean
smirk. 


"Beyond
following Harry into things?" he quipped back, smirking as well. 
"Don't worry, you'll look just smashing as a warrior for the light." 


"That
pathetic half-blood comes near me and I will end him," Draco assured
him.  "No one is going to bow down to that thing if I have my say."



"He's...."
Sirius started. 


"A
half-blood who is unworthy of support?  Definitely," Draco
agreed.  "Potter, do any of the relatives have any idea about
removing the Dark Mark?" 


"I
haven't asked but you can," Harry said with a small shrug.  Draco
took his tea that way to ask the family that important question.  "He
is a half-blood." 


"My
mother would be rolling over in her grave," Sirius said.  Then he
smirked.  "I should tell her painting."  He finished his
breakfast and took seconds before Ron could.  "You're going to grow
to Hagrid's size." 


"That's
fine.  If that's what I'm meant to do."  He put food on Harry's
plate then took the rest for himself.  "Eat, Harry." 


"Yes,
mum." 


Draco
came back, staring at them.  "If he's your mother, I'm disgusted and
I'm going to take your vault shopping like my mother does."  He
walked off again while they snickered.  Draco wasn't kidding but they'd
find out soon enough. 


"You
know, if the Ministry does confiscate things against the other court's orders,
then you can be the Malfoy spouse, Harry. That means you'd get to shop,"
Ron quipped. 


Draco
came back and punched Ron, staring at him.  "I doubt that," he
growled.  "He is not worthy to be my mother.  Or fashionable
enough or pretty enough or classy enough."  He walked off again
waving his hand. 


Harry
burst out cackling.  "You're so evil, Ron." 


Ron
shook his head, rubbing the new sore spot.  "We need to work on that
with him.  He hits like Percy." 


"Not
like Ginny?" Sirius asked dryly. 


"No,
she hits harder than Percy and the twins."  He finished his breakfast
and headed for the library.  "Aunt Cordelia, can you teach me
herbology?" he called as he walked.  "My grades sucked because I
couldn't tell the difference between the plants that wanted to eat me." 


"Of
course, Ron.  Get some water and we'll go to the herb garden first. 
That way you don't get bitten or poisoned."  He beamed and got some
water then headed that way. 


"Remember
to see if you need to degnome this one," Harry called.  "Since
you have such fun doing it." 


"Bite
me, Harry." 


"If
he does, I don't want to feel it, see it on myself, or have him drool on
me," Draco yelled from the portrait gallery. 


Sirius
put his head down and groaned, shaking it. 


Harry
snatched the rest of Sirius' plate for himself.  "Thanks,
Godfather." 


Sirius
looked at him, smirking some.  "You're all insane." 


"It's
being married," he quipped.  He stuffed his mouth since Draco was
cackling and so was Ron, who had told Remus so he was giggling too. 


***



Draco
opened the present supposedly from his mother, staring at the small
bottle.  "What are you?" he muttered.  He didn't touch it,
it could be coated with poison.  He found the note and pulled it out
carefully by holding a tissue over it.  He read it then shook his
head.  "Who on earth?" he muttered.  He found the mirror
spell in the library and cast it in there, holding up the note to his mother's
face since she was fixing her hair. 


She
pulled the hairpin out of her mouth and tucked it back into her hair. 
"Who would send you a compensation potion, my son?" 


"I
do not know, Mother.  There's no name beyond yours."  He looked
at her.  "I'm not sure if I want to know what a compensation potion
is." 


She
smiled.  "That is reasonable.  Thank you for staying
logical."  He got the box and came back, holding it up.  She
studied it.  "I cannot tell what that is.  Send it to me,
Draco."  She smiled.  "How are you three doing?" 


"Remus
and Sirius keep us from over-studying.   Weasley is in the garden
working on his herbology grade."  She beamed.  "I've done
more history in the last few days than I had all year."  She nodded
at that.  "We're going to the village tomorrow." 


"Not
tomorrow," Eleanor said from a nearby painting.  "They're having
a religious thing tomorrow and I doubt you three want to be
involved."  He nodded that was true.  "Good boy. 
We'll work on that potion tomorrow.  What is that?"  He let her
see it and the note.  "I have no idea.  The bottle is tinted but
I think it's possibly a fertility potion?" 


"Perhaps,"
Narcissa agreed with a smile.  "I'll have it examined when he sends
it to me." 


"Thank
you, Mother.  We're doing fine.  Weasley is eating more than he
weighs at each meal.  Potter is learning.  Sirius is telling him a
lot of stories about his parents."  He smirked.  "How was
your last trip?" 


"Cut
short by your father but he was most nice to buy me something
pretty."  She found it and held it up.  "Totally muggle but
beautiful." 


Draco
looked at the blue diamonds.  "I know he looked at something like
that at Harrod's when we went.   It was quite expensive.  Goes
well with your current outfit, Mother." 


She
smiled.  "It does."  She blew a kiss.  "Write me
tonight, dear."  She hung up and went to have Lucius help her with
the necklace.  He smiled at her as he hitched it for her. 
"Draco admired it as well," she said, kissing him on the cheek. 


"He
called?" 


"Someone
sent him something called a compensation potion.  He'll be sending it up
so we can check it for him."  She smiled.  "Thank you for
going back there, Lucius." 


"It
was no problem."  He smiled at her as she walked off.  The
exchange rate really did work out well.  The eleven-thousand Pound
necklace was only 2200 galleons.  Much cheaper than buying it in the
wizarding shops.  Even if it wasn't as special or as good of quality. 


***



Harry
looked up as the local paper came in a few days later, taking the paper and
putting a few coins into the owl's pouch.  It hooted and took some biscuit
then flew off.  Harry opened it to read.  He hummed. 
"Sirius, the locals are concerned that I'm not going to follow in the
family's footsteps because I'm said to be nice."  Sirius reached over
to take the paper to read.  "It's nicer than I usually see." 


Sirius
looked at him, then at Draco when he walked in.  "It says that you
two have combined in a mega-dark side marriage." 


Draco
took the paper to look over, snickering at it.  "Someone will be
pleased."  He handed it back and sat down to eat.  No food
appeared.  "Terra?"  She brought out food for him. 
"Thank you, Terra." 


"Master
Draco welcome.  Terra is sorry she is not paying attention.  Was
putting out snake bait for new evil hissy things." 


Harry
looked at her.  "I'll talk to them, Terra.  That way they don't
bother you or Dobby." 


"Harry
Potter speak hissy?  Dobby not say that." 


Harry
smiled and nodded.  "I can.  Show me later and I'll talk to
them." 


"Terra
will.  Boys be eating.  Are too skinny again." 


"Ron's
up," Draco warned.  She squealed and went to make him a huge
breakfast.  He appreciated her cooking. 


Once
Harry was done, he went to find Terra, who showed him where the snakes
were.  He talked to them and had to get into a hidden access pouch to find
her eggs.  The house elves had been trying to keep them out so had blocked
access to the nest.  Harry got them all into a basket and put them in the
outer edges of the garden.  They were content to be out there so he walked
back to the house. 


He
looked at the hidden areas, then found a hallway underground.  He climbed
down into it to follow it.  He ran into a wooden doorway in the dirt
walls.  He checked, it was unlocked.  He walked in and lit the lamp
next to the doorway.   Inside was simple.  Four trunks under a
wooden, square table with a set of chairs.  A few empty bookcases. 
He walked around, looking at things.  He found a magic feeling spot and
probed it.  It got unhidden when he touched it with his finger.  A
book appeared. 


He
stared then pulled it down carefully in case it was fragile.  He sat at the
table to glance through it.  It was in a language he didn't
understand.  He put it aside and pulled out the trunk nearest to him to
look at.  He found books.  "I wonder if they're supposed to be
on the shelves," he muttered.  Almost all of them were in the same
language.  A few were in Latin but he barely understood that
language.  The other trunks contained the same thing.  He sent a
thought at Draco, bringing him down to the hallway. 


"Eww,"
Draco complained.  He walked in a minute later, dusting himself off. 
"What did you find?"  Harry pointed at the books.  He
settled in the other chair to look things over, smiling at the books. 
"This one is dark magic," he said. 


"It
had been hidden," Harry told him.  "The other books are in the
same language or latin." 


"Huh." 
He picked up one of them to look through.  "Interesting." 


Aunt
Beth felt the wards go off where she was sunning her painting and sighed. 
"Of course, they're curious like the white cat he is too," she
complained.  She started to get up then decided to do it easier. 
"Terra, tell Ron to go beat his boys to get them out of there," she
ordered.  The house elf told Dobby that.  She wasn't brave enough to
tell a human to beat their mate. 


Dobby
led Ron down there, letting him go.  Ron walked up the hallway, finding
them looking over the books.  "Aunt Beth said to beat you both,"
he said dryly. 


Harry
looked at him.  "I was wondering what they were and if they might be
helpful with what's rumored to be going on." 


"I
don't know."  He came closer to look, grimacing.  "That's
seriously dark magic and most everyone banned owning the book, Harry." 


"We
don't have a copy for our library even," Draco said. 


"Let's
repack it then," Harry agreed.  They did that and Harry paused,
casting a 'find me' charm that Hermione had taught him for the library research
sections.  "Find me something to undo a ghoul or a
resurrection."  Two books floated back to the table so he looked over
those things.  "So that's how you kill a ghoul." 


"He
wouldn't be a ghoul if he didn't have living soul parts," Draco
realized.  He summoned that topic.  "Horcrux," he said as
he read, running a finger down the latin text. 
"Interesting."  He and Harry changed. 


"That
certainly explains the diary and my scar," Harry agreed.  They shared
a look and let Ron see it. 


Ron
nodded slowly.  "So we're thinking this is why he didn't die, just
went to ghoul form?" 


Draco
nodded.  "It has to be." 


"Then
if we can we'll destroy the others."  They shut the books and put
them back, walking out.  The room rehid itself.  He went to talk to
Eleanor.  She was a fount of all things dark and evil sometimes. 
Much more than Lucius Malfoy was ever thought to be by any Weasley. 
"Aunt Eleanor....." 


She
stared at him.  "How did he find that room?  We sealed it until
someone needed that information." 


"Would
a Horcrux be why Harry had that scar and You-Know-Who's a ghoul?" he asked
bluntly before she complained some more. 


She
stared at him, head tipped to the side.  "Yes," she said. 
"It's the only logical explanation really.  Why didn't I think of
that?" 


He
grinned.  "Maybe the paint's wearing a bit thin?" 


She
glared.  "I should paddle you.  Dobby, spank Ron for
me."  Dobby popped in and spanked him twice before Ron moved and then
Dobby disappeared.  She smirked at him. 


He
snickered.  "He hits like Percy too."  He crossed his arms
over his chest.  "Any idea what he might've used?" 


"No. 
Probably something symbolic to the power he thinks he has the right to
possess." 


"We
know he had a diary, it nearly got Ginny our second year.  Bill
unpossessed her the same day we got hitched together." 


"That,
the scar, there's probably at least three or four more, maybe a few more than
that."  Ron nodded once.  "That's not a bad plan and I can
understand why the room let you three in."  She smirked. 
"Thank you for planning this time." 


"Had
better, Harry can't."  He walked off, sending that at his
mates.  They agreed it was a good thing to search out and hopefully
Eleanor would nose around and find out what they were for them.  It paid
to have nosy relatives sometimes.  Not always because Harry had found a
painting in his shower this morning, but sometimes. 


***



Harry
walked up to Lucius that night, looking around before looking at him. 
"I need to talk to you in secret," he said quietly.  "You
and probably Snape."  Lucius nodded.  "We're at the Manor
for tonight but your wife is wondering why we came up for a day.  She's
already taken Ron shopping." 


Lucius
sighed.  "Thank you for that warning, Mr. Potter, and I'll see you
after dinner." 


Harry
nodded and walked off, he had promised to shop with her once he had asked for
the meeting.  He had told Narcissa he had to talk to someone, not
who.  He didn't want this topic to get out. 


Draco
thought that his father was still a pureblood supremacist but no longer a
Voldemort supporter.  They'd have to see.  He hoped he could trust
one of them.  After a long, exhausting shopping trip for their school
things, and a long nap later on, dinner came, went, and Narcissa went to watch
her knitting needles knit while the boys stalked Lucius to his study. 
Draco walked in first then shut the door, sealing it after the other two were
inside.  Ron added his own privacy spells. 


"Those
can be broken," Lucius noted, doing his own. 


Harry
looked at him.  "Where do you stand on the Voldemort issue?" he
asked. 


"That's
fairly blunt, Mr. Potter."  He stared him down.  Harry stared
back.  "Why?" 


"We
think we know something but if we're right, we need to know some specifics,
Father.  If so, it might lead to him being ...disturbed." 
Lucius added higher privacy spells and stared at them.  He came forward,
staring at him.  "We, personally, don't care if you're a pureblood
supporter." 


"As
long as you're not the next dark lord," Harry offered.  Lucius
scowled at him.  "It has to be said.  The same as I'm not going
to be so therefore Draco probably won't be." 


"I
have no need of that sort of ...notoriety.  It does nothing to enhance the
family's image at this time," Lucius assured them.  "As for the
Voldemort issue, don't say his name in the house.  He may
hear."  They nodded at that.  He cast another anti-spying
spell.  Ron added once Hermione had found, getting an odd look. 
"Where did you find that?" 


"Hermione." 
He grinned.  "She gets into the strangest things in the library
sometimes." 


"Clearly." 
He looked at his son.  "Why is it important?" 


"Because
we think we know how he's a ghoul," Draco said quietly.  Lucius gave
him an evil smirk.  "The same as if we can eradicate those issues,
then perhaps my mate can only have one more battle, one which I won't have to
participate and die." 


Harry
shrugged.  "You can do medical support," he offered. 
"We'd probably need some at the battle site."  Draco nodded that
was true.  Ron did as well.  He looked at his father-in-law. 


"I
swear I am no dark lord in the making and will not follow a halfblood scum into
a battle unless there is no other way to protect my family and its assets,
including my son and wife," Lucius swore.  He lit up for a second. 


Harry
handed over the book he had taken out.  He flipped to the right section
and pointed.  "Aunt Eleanor thought that might explain much." 


Lucius
read, then gaped, staring at them.  Harry pointed at his scar. 
"Diary too," Ron added quietly. 


"Yes,
that would explain those things....  How many more?"  They all
shrugged. "I see the need to talk then."  He considered
it.  "I know there are things that he considers
important."  They all nodded.  "Those things have been
spread out among us." 


Draco
smirked.  "Aunt Beth and Aunt Cordelia have talked to their
great-grandmother, who studied magical soul markings, Father." 
Lucius stiffened, staring at his son.  "She thinks there is a way but
she has to have someone to teach how to examine one." 


"I
see.  Can she come to the painting we have from the school?" 


"She
won't travel," Ron told him.  "Said it makes her sea sick."



"I
can come down to visit my brilliant son and his mates for a weekend or
so," he decided. 

They all smiled.  "I think the information trade is well worth it in
this case." 


"I
hope so," Harry sighed.  "I've got a bad feeling about this
upcoming year." 


Lucius
looked at him.  "There is a historically based tournament that your
school, as well as the other two in the same educational class, used to
hold.  It was stopped because some of the participants were killed by the
challenges."  Harry raised an eyebrow.  "The rules state
one champion per school and you must be over seventeen, but if you are chosen
you must accept.  It is an opt-in sort of choosing however.  You put
your name in the goblet." 


"Or
someone over-age puts someone else's name in the goblet," Ron sighed,
looking at Harry, who was growling.  "Who's this year's defense
teacher?  And do we have any other new ones?" 


"Mad
Eye Moody.  He's a retired auror."  He smirked.  "We
are attending the World Cup.  Are you three attending with us?" 


"Can
we beg?" Ron asked. 


"It
is a pleasing sound," Lucius snarked back with a smirk. 


"Please?"
he begged with a happy grin.  "Pretty please?" 


"Fine. 
Be on your best behavior."  They all nodded.  "I'll bring
you back with me for it.  Come down to visit the weekend
before."  They nodded and left, letting him take down the privacy
spells.  He considered that information.  That was definitely a
worthwhile trade. 


***



A
few weeks later, Lucius brought them up for the World Cup event.  It was a
wonderful game.  They were bouncy, happy boys who clearly needed a
happiness relief potion by the end of the game.  Then the bad thing happened.



Draco
looked around.  Lucius was with them but pale.  People were screaming
and running.  There was a near stampede to get away from the dark mark
that was forming in the air.  "Potter," Lucius said.
"No." 


"I'm
not going to let anyone get hurt by them!" he complained.  He jogged
off to help.  Ron right behind him.  He felt the bond snap and cast
what Beth had suggested, letting Draco roam freer for a bit.  He looked
back at Draco.  "Now we have about an hour and about a mile," he
called.  He headed toward the floating dark mark and the screams. 
"Shite," he said.  He cast at one of the ones trying to flame a
new victim.  That shield saved the victim, letting them escape.  Ron
moved to support him while he fought on. 


The
death eaters got a good look at them through the crowd.  "It's
Potter!" he shouted.  "Get him!" 


"Bollocks,"
Ron complained quietly.  Harry cast something to make the ground sink
underneath the death eaters rushing their way.  It caught three, then they
took off running.  The other four followed their lead into the
woods.  It was easier to hide in here.  Ron panted, looking at Harry,
sending an idea at him.  They nodded and put some of the extra lessons to
work.  Plus some transfiguration.  Fake people appeared from rocks
and trees; squirrels became boggart-looking creatures. 


They
hid to catch their breath, watching as that got another two.  That left
two and they weren't in sight.  Ron nodded and they moved in a way that
the adults wouldn't expect - back toward the people.  They ran into one
and Ron hexed him.  The other tried to jump them from behind but Harry
turned and cast a lightness charm, making him overshoot his leap.  Aurors
appeared and he pointed his wand at that one, floating him over since he had
knocked himself stupid on a tree.  Then the boys lit off to hide. 
They didn't want to deal with aurors.  They found them surrounding Draco,
Lucius, and a downed person.  "Draco?" Ron asked, pushing one of
the aurors out of his way.  "You okay?" 


"Better,"
he said too calmly.  "This one clearly needed more brains.  He
tried to attack my mother and father."  He looked up.  "The
others?" 


"The
woods," Harry said quietly. 


A
few aurors did a double take but someone yelled to go find them.  "We
cast transfiguration stuff to confuse and wear them out," Ron noted. 
One nodded at that, heading off at a jog.  He looked at Harry. 
"Nice feather-light charm." 


"Thank
you."  He looked at Draco.  "Go get sick in private,"
he sent over the bond.  Draco nodded, walking off to do that so he wouldn't
be embarrassed.  They had all done that.  Narcissa looked
confused.  "It's reaction," Harry told her quietly.  She
went after her son to help soothe him.  He looked at Lucius. 
"You all right?" 


"Draco
pulled his wand before I could have," he admitted.  "What *are*
you teaching my son, Mr. Potter?" 


"Well,
they say the bonding leaks part of each of us onto the other," Ron
quipped, then grinned.  "Looks like some of the Gryff tendencies
passed over too."  Lucius scowled. 


Harry
shook his head.  "It's not my fault.  He was being a good son
and protecting his mother," Harry pointed out. 


"True,"
Lucius said.  Someone came running their way.  "Merlin save my
sanity," he muttered. 


Harry
and Ron looked.  "Headmaster.  Draco got this one when it
attacked his parents.  He'll be right back."  He looked at the
being on the ground.  "We got all the ones in the main attacking
group so maybe he got out of the hole?"  He looked at the remaining
auror.  "I promise, nothing else is going to attack us if you want to
go help capture people."  Ron batted him on the arm. 
"What?  I hate being stared at!"  The auror flinched and
rushed off.  Harry rolled his eyes.  They felt the spell to lengthen
the bond snap and Draco had to come back.  They met him halfway. 
"You good?" Harry asked quietly. 


"I'm
better.  Thank you for that help to get me out of sight," he said
stiffly. 


Harry
nodded.  "I needed it myself and found out why later."  He
walked him back to his father's side.  "Here, he's fine, father-in-law."



"Thank
you."  He looked at his son, who nodded.  He looked a bit pale
but not too badly off.  "We should go rest." 


"The
aurors will want statements," the headmaster said. 


"We
were happily enjoying the post-game parties when the dark mark shot up, people
screamed, and I reacted like I was trained to," Harry said dryly. 
"We stopped some hurting people, let the ground eat a few, and then led
the others away from everyone else."  He walked off, Ron and Draco
following.  Draco had taken his mother's arm to make her follow
them.  It was how a proper man walked a lady of her station but he mostly
wanted her out of harm's way. 


Lucius
looked at their backs then at the headmaster.  "My poor son turned
into a hero for a moment," he said quietly.  "I am going to have
to curse Lockhart for doing that to him."  He walked off as well,
following the boys back to their deluxe tent.  The aurors could come find
them if they had to get a real statement. 


Albus
Dumbledore glared at their backs.  Something wasn't right and it was clear
Harry Potter wasn't the boy he used to be.  He went to help the clean
up.  Someone had to be in charge since the aurors weren't guided by
anyone. 


***



"Madam
Bones, would you please give your statement on what happened at the World
Cup?" the head fo the Wizengamot demanded. 


"After
the game, apparently a few covert death eaters decided to show their
arses," she said bluntly.  "They took two witches and a wizard
hostage to hurt.  Upon seeing them put up the dark mark, a stampede started
to get out of harm's way, which was sensible.  Those in the crowd who
could fight did what they could to protect their families and those around
them."  She took a deep breath.  They were going to say
something about this, she was sure.  "Among the crowd was the trio of
Potter, Weasley, and Malfoy.  They were attending with the Malfoy
family."  That got a few nods. 


"Upon
seeing the dark mark, Potter did what the headmaster and past run-ins had
trained him to do, he headed to protect the victims.  They managed to get
one victim away from them and it drew the death eater's attention from their
remaining ones.  Somehow, through the crowd, they figured out it was
him.  Potter opened the ground with a spell we don't know to catch a few,
then led them on a merry chase to the woods, away from the other people trying
to get away.  He and Weasley used some transfiguration to spook them and
confuse them, let them wear themselves out casting spells at transfigured
dummies and the like."  A few more nods. 


"That
took out another two when the transfigured trees and rocks hit them back, who
we found traces of.  They weren't injured just unable to get the
boys.  Two more had tried to get the boys but one got lightened when he
leapt at them and hit a tree.  We have him in custody with the ones from
the ground.  The other one their bondmate got down with a simplistic
hex.  The last unaccounted for one was gotten when he went for the senior
Malfoys.  Draco got him down and miserable with a cutting hex and then a
disabling one that rendered him paralyzed to this day."  She closed
the folder.  "Then they went to hide, calm themselves down, and to
get away from anyone who might want to say anything.  It took us four
hours to find them to get a clear, concise statement." 


"So,
Mr. Potter was fighting against the death eaters?" one asked to make sure.



"Of
course he was!" Augusta Longbottom complained, hitting that person hard on
the back of the head since she could reach it.  "How dare you say Mr.
Potter would do otherwise!" 


"He's
being trained by his family and some of them aren't light," he complained,
rubbing the sore spot. 


Augusta
scowled.  "Not like they'd want the one who took out his parents to
go on, even if a great-aunt was a very Dark Minister for Magic."  He
slumped down.  "The Potters have never been able to stand something
like this.  They all went dark from positions of power that they
legitimately earned."  She looked at the field maneuver head fo the
DMLE.  "Are the boys all right?" 


"Calmed
down fine.  Went back to the Potter residence in the Americas," Madam
Bones reported. 


"Excellent. 
I'll send them a note of thanks."  She looked around.  Then back
at her.  "Is there anything else surprising?" 


"Not
beyond Draco Malfoy taking out one."  She shrugged a bit.  "I'm
guessing that's because of the bond.  He said they were trying to attack
his mother.  Personally I'm thinking he's going to have her temper." 


Lucius
coughed from his seat.  "He was growing into it but they swear that
the Weasley temper has been passed around and tempered by my son's more calm,
analytical version and then turned to getting anyone back who bothers
them." 


Augusta
looked at him.  "How are you handling them being married,
Lucius?" 


"It
is disturbing but they have promised that Draco may bear the family heir he
needs when he wants to.  They won't mind in the least."  She
smiled at that.  "Other than that, they have learned to live together
at the very least.  Most of the time.  Now and then arguments do still
happen and they do pick at each other.  My son is amazed by Weasley's
eating habits, Potter's broom fetish as he calls it, and the fact that he may
be the only sane one among the three as far as he's concerned."  The
others snickered at that.  "Narcissa has stepped in a few times to
help Draco understand what a husband does when he wrote complaining." 


"Excellent
of her," Augusta said happily.  "It's good that they can learn
to get along since that... teacher got them into that mess." 


Lucius
looked at her.  "The boys have pointed out that there is no
restraining order and any duel should be theirs." 


"Indeed,"
she agreed dryly.  She looked at the head of the aurors.  "Were
there any civilian casualties beyond what the death eaters did?" 


"Two. 
Both tripped over the hole and fell on top of those trapped."  She
smiled.  "Minor sprains both of them." 


"Excellent." 
She smiled at the head of the board.  "I move to accept this report
into the records." 


"I
second," he agreed.  "Any opposed?" 


"I
do want it to say supposed death eaters," one said firmly. 


"They
were wearing the masks, put up a dark mark," Auror Bones said
firmly.  "All but one wore the dark mark.  They were death
eaters we missed the last go-round." 


That
one slumped down.  "Then objection removed," he said quietly. 


"Any
other objections?" the head asked.  "Vote?"  It was
accepted by a good margin.  "Thank you, Auror Bones.  Is there
anything else that we should hear?" 


"Not
at this point." 


"Even
better.  Have a nicer day.  We will expect an owl with the hearing
schedule."  She nodded and walked off.  The rest of them got
into the minor details of the report about damages to the field and those
things.  That ground opening spell wasn't one they knew.  "Lucius,
can you get that spell they used to open the ground?" 


"I
believe so.  I'll call Draco later tonight." 


"Thank
you."  They went over the defensive actions as well.  They
weren't bad.  One of them would pass on a copy of the report to Mad Eye
since he was going to be teaching defense.  That way he could go over
better plans for the next time it happened.  It probably would. 


***



Harry
got the summons to appear and sighed.  This was not exactly the summer
vacation he had envisioned.  "Guys?" 


"We
heard," Ron complained.  He came jogging down the stairs. 
"I used to be jealous of your fame, until I realized how bloody annoying
it is."  Harry smirked evilly at him.  "Never happen again
now."  Draco came down doing his tie.  "You look all
dressed up." 


"A
Malfoy's image must always be impeccable," he said bluntly.  "Go
change, Malfoy spouse.  You as well, second Malfoy spouse." 
They glared but huffed and went to change.  Draco smirked at finally
getting his way.  His mother would be so proud of him for it.  They
came down dressed better and headed up there.  The summons had the portkey
already embedded.  It was nice of his father to do so.  They landed
and got registered then walked down to the hearing chamber.  He walked in
first.  "You summoned us?" he asked politely. 


The
head of the panel looked at him.  "Thank you for having tea
first," he said dryly. 


"Last
time was dreadfully early."  He stood behind his mates.  They
were the ones who the summons had been for. 


"You
summoned us to talk about the attack?" Harry asked. 


"Yes,
Mr. Potter, the hex you cast at the ground is considered dark." 


Harry
stared at him.  "How can a hex to open the ground be considered
dark?  I know it wasn't in my father's day.  I got told a story about
him using it to get out of Herbology one day, and it nearly ate the greenhouse
itself." 


The
head of the panel of judges stared at him then at Lucius, who had went to
school at the same time as Potter's father.  "Indeed?" 


"Quite. 
It got all of us out of Herbology for six weeks while Potter's band of merry
pranksteres rebuilt said greenhouse.  By hand."  He smirked at
the boy.  "That's not exactly an argument I would use." 


"Well,
it wasn't dark in his day," Ron pointed out.  "That part of the
argument works well, just not why they used it." 


"True,"
the head of the panel said.  "But it is now considered dark." 


"Since
I've never seen it in any of our textbooks, how would I know?" Harry
asked.  They all stared.  "It's not covered is it?" 
They all shook their heads.  "And I'd have no access to any book that
had dark magic rites at school, correct?"  They all nodded again,
slower this time.  "Then why, since it's listed as a farming spell,
is me casting it at death eaters considered doing dark magic?" 


The
head of the panel stared at him.  "Where did you learn that?" 


"Hermione,"
he said with a grin.  "It's in the library in a spell book for mass
farming applications.  She had to do an essay out of it last year." 


"I
see."  He blinked a few times, looking back at them. 
"Well, even if it is, I'll pass that along to the school's librarian so
she can put it up.  It is now considered dark." 


"Before
or after I cast it?" Harry asked.  That got a few open mouths. 
He smiled.  "If you simply wanted me warned not to cast it again, I
can easily find another method to trap people if I should need to.  That's
no problem." 


"Well,
you see, it's a retroactive law," Augusta Longbottom admitted. 


"That's
bloody stupid, and looks vindictive that I managed to help stop the
attack," Harry said patiently.   They all stared, mouths
open.  "Well, it does.  Doesn't it, Draco?" 


"It
does," he agreed.  "Clearly a vindictive move by someone who had
a dark mark hidden."   A few whimpered.  "Why is it
that you want him to save you lot if the evil git comes back but you won't let
him learn what he needs to know and won't let him do what he needs to do?"



"Fudge,"
Ron said simply.  "This is about his level of 'but it should be
me'," he mock whined in imitation. 


Lucius
coughed.  "You do a very good impersonation of him, Mr.
Weasley." 


"Thank
you, sir."  He grinned.  He looked at Harry again then at the
rest of them.  "You can't really, legally, retroactively make a law,
can you?" he asked Mrs. Longbottom. 


"Well,
it's shaky legally, but it was meant so that no one could do so in the
future." 


Harry
coughed.  "If the spell, as the book says, is indeed used mostly by
farmers who use it to plant crops, then won't that cause problems with the food
in the upcoming year?"  They all gaped.  "I'd ask about
that.  Anyone know any farmers?" 


One
nodded slowly, going to call his neighbor's farm.  He came back grimacing
a few minutes later.  "He said we're all bloody imbeciles for
managing to make his job harder and no, that's how he plants.  Any other
way is too hard, means he can't plant as much, and the cost of food's going to
go up."  The group groaned.  "So I'm going to put in a
motion to quash that stupid law before we all end up starving this year." 


"Seconded,"
Lucius said.  "We shall talk to the person who created this issue,
boys." 


Ron
looked at him.  "So you're going to make him quit doing things on
purpose to get Harry for being born?"  They all stared at him. 
"Not like he did anything to get this problem outside of being born. 
His parents' sacrifice somehow saved him.  All he did was survive. 
That means it's his parents we should be honoring, not him."  He
snickered at Draco's dirty thought.  "Not really, Draco, but it'd be
nice if they left us all alone, before the papers sneak into your shower next
time." 


Harry
sighed, looking up.  "Why me?" he muttered.  He looked at
Ron.  "It was very nice that the aurors wanted an autograph when you
pointed out who I was when they asked why he had crawled into your shower,
Ron." 


"Boys,"
Lucius warned.  They settled down.  "Up here?"  They
all nodded.  "When?" 


"Right
after term tests," Draco said dryly.  "Not even I could've been
that evil, Weasley." 


Ron
glared at him.  "You sure about that." 


"Enough
or I'm paddling you both," Harry snarled.  They stopped. 
"Thank you," he said happily.  He smiled at Lucius, who was
sneering at him.  He stared him down.  "He also suggested the
reporter should've hidden himself for another ten minutes and told him how to
get into the girls' dorm to go bug them since they wanted pictures of Hermione
too." 


"My
mum beat my ass for that," Ron mumbled, looking down.  "I was
sure Hermione could reason him to death, Harry." 


"She
probably could," Draco agreed with a sigh on the end.  "Are
there other matters we have to be here about?  This is our free day this
week from the extra studies his aunt is giving him." 


"In
what fields?" Augusta asked casually. 


"Transfiguration
this summer," Ron sighed.  "Herbology for me since I nearly got
eaten last year." 


"Potions,"
Draco said with a grin.  "I'm doing some very advanced things that
won't be covered for a year with them watching over my shoulder since no one in
the family was really excellent at potions." 


The
head of the panel looked at them.  "Mr. Potter, is your great-aunt
teaching you *other* things?" 


Harry
stared back.  "Even if she were, it'd be to stop a war that I didn't
want to be the only apparent warrior of."  A few mouths fell
open.  "Since no one else was teaching us what we needed to know to
defend ourselves, and in my case fight, then someone had to.  We all know
I don't like publicity.  The punch I gave to the reporter who tried to
sneak into the house last week should've proved that."  A few more
gaped at them. 


"I
hate being noted.  I could care less about the press or anything like
that.  That sort of attention is for someone like Draco."  He
waved at him.  "Or possibly Ron."  He smirked. 
"I could care less if all the papers' ink dried up permanently.  So yes,
I'm learning what I need to know to end this war once and for all, and then I'm
going to retire to be just plain Harry Potter.  No hyphens in my name any
more."  Mrs. Longbottom sniffled.  "Sorry if this upsets
people, but I don't want attention." 


"He's
already decided if I want to be Minister for Magic, he'll stay at home,"
Draco said smugly, polishing his nails on his shirt.  He looked at
them.  "Weasley can take over his father's job or something similar
some day if he wishes.  Or he can stay home and tend the heir I'll have to
have along with any Potter might conceded to have born." 


"Before
anyone can ask about that, I'm not having any until the war is done and if
people keep nagging me, I'm going to go to every single sperm bank in every
single country that has one to donate so there's little Potter heirs all over
the world."  He smirked evilly. 


The
head of the panel nodded once.  "Is Mr. Malfoy perhaps needing more
tea and passing that urge along to you?" 


"No,
we've been nagged too many times," Ron assured him.  "Now, any
other questions?  It's nearly lunch." 


Harry
looked at him.  Then shook his head quickly as he looked down.  Draco
just snorted. 


"All
boys go through that stage," one of the other female members noted
dryly.  "It usually ends in about four months, boys." 
Harry and Draco shook their heads.  "Then perhaps he has worms."



Ron
gave her an odd look.  "How would I have worms?"  She
shrugged. 


"We
can get him checked for that," Draco decided.  "Is there other
business that concerns us before this panel?" 


"No,
I don't think so," the head of the board said.  The smiled and
left.  "Someone might want to warn Fudge that the Potter temper is
still legendary." 


Lucius
snorted.  "Potter spent a few hours this summer rebuilding what he
blew up after the last bout of temper.  My wife thinks it's
charming."  They all shuddered.  "Draco is more calm and
revenge oriented.  The boys clearly picked that up from him." 


"We'll
warn Fudge later then," one of the members in the back quipped. 
"Be a shame to have to elect a new one already."  A few people
gave him funny looks but he ignored them.  Lucius ignored him because he
was an idiot.  As usual.  The panel went onto other business. 
They had things they had to do today beyond speculate about Potter's dark
aunt's teaching methods. 


***



Minister
Fudge stepped in front of the reporters waiting on him.  He loved the
Prophet and it looked like Witch World Weekly had finally sent him a reporter
too.  Maybe he'd make their Most Eligible list or something this
time.  "Yes?  Did something happen that we have questions
about?" he asked with a politician's smile. 


"Minister
Fudge, what do you say to the reports that the new spell you tried to have
announced as dark magic is going to hurt the wizarding world?" the
Prophet's reporter asked. 


"Excuse
me?" 


Witch
World Weekly's reporter smiled at him.  "That ground opening spell
that Harry Potter used?" 


He
glared but nodded.  "It is very dark and not for use in this
country." 


"Minister
Fudge, did you know that's how farmers in our world plant crops?" she
asked. 


"It
is?" 


"Yes,
Minister Fudge, and it's already been said by the farmers that naming it a dark
spell is going to mean they can't put as many crops in the ground, which means
less food this winter and higher food prices.  How do you feel about that
spell now, Minister Fudge?" 


He
cleared his throat.  "I believe *that* *particular* use it can be
allowed.  Wouldn't want anyone to have to suffer or starve you know."



"So
you think it's a harmless spell?" 


"For
putting crops in the ground.  Not in a battle.  Other people got hurt
because of that careless casting." 


The
Daily Prophet's reporter looked at him.  "Two people sprained their
ankles while in a blind panic, but sixteen got injured in the stampede to get
away from them.  Are you going to do anything about these death eater
want-to-bes that decided on that tasteless prank after the game?" he
asked. 


"They'll
be charged with the worst our laws can put at them.  It's reprehensible
that anyone would pretend to be a death eater." 


The
other reporter cleared her throat.  "Minister Fudge, according to the
Wizengamot report by the Department of Magical Law Enforcement, all but one of
them was wearing a dark mark," she said.  "Do you still think
they're playing?  Could this be the start of another comeback?" 


"It
most certainly is not!  How did you hear that rubbish?" he demanded. 


"It's
not a secret report, Minister.  I was sitting in the room when it was put
into evidence against them.  The whole audience section was filled. 
A few people were even standing to hear what the investigation came up
with." 


He
stomped off, going to the DMLE.  "What report?" 


"That
was for the Wizengamot," Madam Bones said tiredly.  She handed over a
copy. 


He
flipped through it.  "Preposterous!  They weren't death eaters!"
he shouted. 


She
looked at him.  "No matter how loud you yell it doesn't change the
fact that they're marked, Minister Fudge.  They're wearing dark
marks.  They were wearing their old robes.  We don't know *why* but
they were.  All they said was they were readying the world when we asked
under truth serum." 


He
sneered.  "They were not death eaters." 


"I
only report the facts, Minister Fudge.  If you want them not to be death
eaters, then you tell whoever that.  I'm not going to go in there and cut
off their arms to suit you."  She got up and walked off. 


"I'll
have you removed," he called after her. 


She
shrugged.  "That's fine.  I could use a good vacation before
going to work for any of the other countries that have sent me letters of
interest to head up new units, to train their people, or any other multiple
tasks, including one small country that wants me to be their
Minister."  She went into the other room and called someone to warn
them that Fudge was going to cover this up.  Then she went back to work in
the filing room.  He hated paperwork so he wouldn't follow her in there. 


Thankfully
she had a bunch of brainless aurors who couldn't do a damn thing right on the
job who made pretty guards for him to ignore.  That way she didn't have to
attend his whims about his guard detail.   She personally thought
that's how they got into the auror academy.   She heard him huff off
and went back to her office.  "Did he put out an official notice we
all need glasses?"  Everyone nodded.  "Do what you have to
do, people." 


***



The
time came for them to go back to England.  Harry looked at Remus. 
"Would it be really selfish of me to not want to go back this year? 
To study down here with you two and my new tutor, who admitted Dumbledore had
told him he wasn't needed during the school year?" 


"No,"
Sirius said.  "It could cause a public stink though.  Fudge
might try to attack again.  Say you're intentionally dirtying the country
of your birth, guilt trip you with your parents' sacrifice, all that." 


"He
still has to comply with the IWC's orders to hand everything back," Harry
said dryly. 


"That
could take a year or so," Sirius admitted. 


"I've
talked to Father about that, he's put in a few pointed reminders," Draco
admitted from his spot.  "He said it is Fudge holding it up. 
They're ready in case Potter decides to sue them again but they're going to
blame him and only him." 


"I'm
about to sue Fudge," Harry told him. 


"He's
exempt due to his position.  He made sure right after he got
nominated," Draco said smugly. 


"There's
the option of a high powered rifle," Harry offered.  "The muggle
world has hitmen who'll kill someone for a fee." 


"We
have wizards who do the same," Draco agreed with an evil smirk. 
"But that isn't exactly how a *hero* thinks." 


"I'm
not a hero, Draco.  Never was.  I just got forced into fighting a
damn war."  He took the owl cage and then his bag.  They
portkeyed out together and it was back to Sirius' house.  They'd leave for
the train in the morning from here.  Almost as soon as they had landed
someone was pounding on the door. 


"I
could've sworn I had that under a secret keeper," Sirius muttered, going
to answer it.  He stared at the woman on the other side. 
"Narcissa.  No wonder you know where the house is."  He let
her and her husband in.  Then Molly and Arthur.  "No Bill?"



"He'll
be here in a bit.  He had to finish some paperwork," Arthur said with
a smile.  He looked over Ron.  "You've grown again." 


"That's
because he eats everything in sight," Harry said dryly, accepting his hugs
from Molly and shaking Narcissa's hand.  "We were good this summer,
what we got to spend of it down there." 


Lucius
snickered.  "They're still trying." 


"You
can tell Minister Fudge if he doesn't give my stuff back to me, I'm going to
publically challenge him to a duel," Harry said dryly.  Lucius burst
out cackling, shaking his head. 


Draco
stared at his father.  "That's probably not a good sign,
Potter."  He looked at his mother. 


"Cornelius
cannot duel," she said dryly. "He tried once when he was younger and
got laughed when he used a jelly legs hex during a formal
competition."  Harry beamed.  "But he could name a
champion, including one of the aurors." 


"Perhaps,"
Harry agreed.  "If they agreed to do it for him." 


"That
would come with some political nudging," Arthur admitted.  "I'll
make sure it's making the rounds again, Harry." 


"Thank
you."  He smiled.  "So, anyway...."  Lucius
smirked at the boy.  "I only want what's mine and then left alone by
all those sort.  I don't want publicity, fame, none of that." 


"I
don't blame you.  It can be tiring," Narcissa agreed with a pat to
his cheek.  "Draco can help you with that.  He does very well in
the public eye." 


"That's
why we'll let him be Minister for Magic and I'll be doing something less flashy,"
Harry assured her. 


"My
poor boy would have a headache from that level of problems," she assured
him.  "I'm certain you'd help where you could."  She patted
him again.  "Draco, let's make sure you three have everything for
your new year."  He nodded, letting her have their trunks. 
Molly helped with Ron's, clucking over the underwear.  "They're good
for boys," Narcissa told her.  "It makes them more aware of
their bodies and how to dress better."  She carefully folded the silk
boxers again. The regular boxers got some grimaces.  "Why do we have
that inferior cotton disease again, boys?" 


"For
quidditch," Harry said quickly.  "You can't really sweat into
the silk ones, it can ruin them, Mrs. Malfoy." 


"That
is a good point since you all three do play."  She smiled at him for
that.  "That's a good reason."  She checked the rest. 
"You could all use some new shirts." 


"We've
got a spare trunk of shirts and pants," Ron said with a point.  He
and Harry hefted it up for the mothers to go over.  Before they had to
shop again.  "Dobby packed it so we each have a pile." 


She
checked, counting them up.  "Yes, that should do."  She
closed the trunks, letting her husband float them off to the side.  Then
she pulled her son aside to talk to him.  Molly and Arthur pulled Ron to
the kitchen to talk. 


Lucius
looked at the last boy.  "He has five," he said quietly. 
"The list is in there."  He nodded and grinned, going to find a
snack.  Lucius relaxed.  If the boy could do as he wanted to do, and
got rid of Voldemort, his family was protected and free to do as they wanted to
do to uphold the older traditions.  He found Remus watching him and gave
him a bored look.  "Yes?" 


"I
already knew.  Beth told me," he said quietly.  "She thinks
the wolfsbane potion is a new twist on what's needed."  Lucius gave
him a smug look.  "Good.  Just don't hurt the boys or you'll
regret it more than you ever think possible."  He walked off to talk
to the boys himself.  He and Sirius had been off for the last few days
doing something for Dumbeldore. 


Lucius
went to the library to find his spouse and son.  He had to check on the
boy himself.  After all, he was a father. 


***



The
trio stepped off the train.  Harry spotted a teacher and ducked around
some of the seventh year Ravenclaws to get to them while Draco handled the
reporter that was standing there.  Let Draco have all the publicity and
they'd smack him later if he said something too nasty about them.  Harry
looked at the waiting professor.  "Which house are we in this
year?" he asked quietly. 


McGonagall
looked at him.  "Your own room.  It was better for you
three."  She looked over.  "He's talking to the press for
you?" 


"Instead
of me.  I hate the press," he complained.  He looked
around.  "Hagrid all right?" 


"He'll
be back tonight.  He's running late from doing an errand for the
headmaster."  She stared at him.  "Will we have more
problems this year?" 


"Did
I cause last year's?" he asked dryly. 


"Well,
no." 


"Can
we make sure that whatever special event is coming up this year, that I'm not
involved?  Please?" 


"I
certainly hope so since it's for adults."  She stared at him. 
"Go up to the school, Mr. Potter.  We'll give you your room
assignment later, after dinner." 


He
nodded and went to the carriages.   Draco was done and Ron had been
guarding Harry while talking with some friends.  They rode up together,
Harry looking at Draco.  "We're in our own room according to
McGonagall." 


"Wonderful,"
Draco agreed.  "Any sign of that diplomat?" 


"No,"
Harry said.  "The paper said she's going to home school." 


"Even
better.  Wonder if we're in the same room." 


"Who
knows," Ron complained.  "Any idea what this year's thingy
is?" 


Draco
gave them a smug look.  "Quite, but I'm not supposed to tell." 


Harry
shrugged.  "As long as I somehow don't end up involved." 
He looked around once the carriage stopped, checking who else was up
there.  "No new defense teacher yet.  Unless he's inside." 


"I
heard he was on the train," Draco said.  He walked in leading the way
this time.  Harry and Ron followed, looking at a few new paintings that
were up.  "Maybe they rotated," Draco agreed.  He paused,
staring at the dias.  "No, he's here." 


Harry
felt a twinge of something inside him.  It was that same twinge that told
him when his Uncle Vernon was home from a bad day at work.  It was the
same twinge that he had upon seeing Lockhart.  Harry got into his
pocket.  Remus had reminded him to take the map at the last moment so it
wasn't in his trunk.  He walked out and tapped it with his wand. 
"I solemnly swear I am up to no good," he hissed.  It came
alive.  He searched, enlarging the Great Hall.  Sirius had taught him
how to use the map better that summer.  "Um, guys."  They
looked over his shoulder.  Draco went inside, looking casual, heading
right for Snape.  Harry caught McGonagall on her way in with the first
years, pointing at something.  "Is that our Defense teacher?" he
hissed in her ear.  She stared at the map, shaking her head.  Snape
came out to look as well.  He growled.  Even Draco backed off at
that.  He looked at them.  "Can we maybe...."  He
shrugged.  "Figure out how?  Soon?" 


"Definitely,"
Snape assured him.  He walked back in there.  The trio walked in to
their tables.  A few students gave them curious looks but figured they had
to talk about married student things.  McGonagall came in with the first
years and they hushed up, waiting on the usual ceremony.  The hat's song
this year was rather creepy and pointed at a bad thing.  Yeah, this year
was already screwed Harry decided.  Ron looked at him and shrugged. 
Harry shrugged back.  They sighed and waited.  Yup, it was gonna be
bad.  Not even quidditch to relieve it. 


***



Harry
sat through his first defense lesson, watching how this teacher did
things.  Something was bothering him and when he saw him take a drink he
knew.  It had to be.  Ron sent him a thought and Draco wondered how
they knew so Harry admitted to it.  Draco glanced down. 


"Pay
attention, Malfoy," the teacher demanded. 


Draco
sneered back.  "I am, Professor.  I was simply wondering what they
were doing this time to get into trouble this year.  So I can counteract
it of course."  He smirked.  "It is my mission in life
after all." 


Harry
snorted.  "We're more sneaky than you, Malfoy.  Good luck."



The
teacher glared at them.  "Shut up, both of you."  He went
back to teaching.  Another student got caught by the magical eye Moody
had.  That was good to know.  Then again, he was Harry Potter and a
seeker.  Draco Malfoy was a Slytherin and a seeker, just not as
good.  They did have better reflexes.  They decided on a plan for
dinner time. 


"Constant
Vigilance," Moody said hotly.  "You must always be aware of
what's around and who." 


Harry
raised his hand.  "That supposes that you trust people.  Plenty
of us are already paranoid, Professor.  We've learned over the last four
years."  The rest of the class giggled.  The teacher
glared.  He stared back.  "It's not like our first year's
teacher didn't have Voldemort on his head under his turban.  The second year
was Lockhart.  It's good Remus Lupin actually *taught* us things, but now
you're telling us that we're to be paranoid about everyone and
everything.  A body needs rest so how do you set up a safe place to let
down your guard before you dull your senses?" 


The
teacher stared at him.  "That's a good question in the middle of the
smart ass remark, Potter.  Ten points for the remark but you have to do
all the spells yourself.  All the warding, the anti-eavesdropping, all
that.  Then, you check it before you go in and before you relax." 


"How
can you be married like that?" one of the girls asked.  "They do
expect some of us to breed the next generation sometime.  It sounds like
if we're that vigilant, then we'd never be able to have a spouse with us long
enough to have a baby." 


He
stared at her.  "Most girls get protected." 


She
snorted.  "Not, most of us do the protecting, Professor.  Most
men are pathetic and more concerned about themselves than their families. 
That job falls to a Mother."  He let that topic drop.  She
glanced at the trio.  Something was already going on and it looked like it
was another eventful year at Hogwarts. 


***



Harry
caught one of the twins in the hallway, glancing around.  "Walk with
me."  He walked them off, hissing in one's ear.  That twin
nodded that they could help that night.  Harry grinned. 
"Thanks, guys." 


"Just
don't...." 


"Stuff
up Ron," they said together. 


Harry
shuddered.  "Why would I want to?"  They smacked him on the
back and walked off happier.  Harry went to his next class.  This was
going to be interesting. 


***



Harry
walked into the dining hall.  He had already done the switch of the flasks
thanks to the twins.  "Professor, reports from Eleanor on our summer
studies," he said, walking up to Snape with a large envelope.  It
really was the report.  "You wanted to know what potions Draco went
over.  Aunt Beth included a list."  He handed it over, letting
him see the irregular outline of the extra flask inside the reports. 


"Thank
you, Potter.  Your own studies?" 


"Transfiguration
mostly.  Some herbology with Cordelia.  Some special topic studying
as well.  We actually had to portkey back to the Manor to get a book from
Mr. Malfoy's library for it."  Snape nodded at that.  Harry
grinned.  Snape raised an eyebrow.  "Did you want that
report?" 


"No,
I believe he mentioned the topic to me.  I can see how it would be...
interesting."  Harry nodded and left.  Snape put the envelope
into his robe pocket.  Moody walked in and sat down in a huff. 
"First day not go all right?" he asked sarcastically. 


"They're
all little heathens but they can learn." 


"If
you're certain.  I haven't been.  Especially with some of the
dreadful mistakes in your present job."  He handed down the meat
platter when it appeared in front of him.  If the brats were correct, this
would be an interesting dinner indeed.  If not, he'd have an interesting
time with them in detention.  He watched the teacher in the next seat take
a drink from a flask.  Then stand up and shout. 


"Who
has my flask," Moody demanded.  "I want it back now." 


"Why
do you need such a flask?" McGonagall asked.  "Especially during
dinner, Professor Moody."  She looked around the room. 
"Has anyone seen it?" 


He
put down the fake one.  "This isn't mine.  Someone took
it." 


"Now
you're sounding like Filch," Snape said dryly.  Clearly this might be
a problem coming up.  Moody stomped off but the doors were mysteriously
locked.  No opening charm was working.  "Do not meddle with the
magic of the Great Hall," Snape ordered.  Still nothing.  They
all heard the popping noise. 


"Did
he just lose his eyeball?" Sprout hissed at Vector, who nodded, looking
sickened. 


"Eww!"
a first year shouted and pointed.  "His face is getting all twisted
and jiggly!"  Dumbledore rushed down to see what was wrong. 
"I don't want whatever he was drinking." 


"Firewhiskey
does that to your brain," one of the upper year Hufflepuffs told
her.  "That's why you shouldn't drink."  The first year
nodded quickly. 


"Nah,
it makes your brain more melted feeling," one of the sixth year Ravenclaws
said. 


"Enough,"
Dumbledore ordered.  "Who has his flask?  I assure you it is
medicinal." 


"He
looks just like what I did when we brewed polyjuice," one of the fifth
year Slytherins said, bribed by Draco to let out that fact.  Dumbledore
gave her a horrified look then looked at the teacher.  He was clearly
changing now.  The peg leg fell off. 


"That's
Barty Crouch!" McGonagall said suddenly.  Dumbledore nodded and
walked him off by his arm.  Snape and she followed to help him.  Crouch
tried to get to his wand but Snape summoned it and he was only able to struggle
and fuss. 


"Wasn't
he a death eater who was kissed?" one of the upper year Slytherins
asked.  "Does no one stay dead around here?  First Pettigrew and
now this one?" 


"At
least this one's not someone's pet rat," Draco said dryly.  She
shuddered.  "He didn't have a chance to curse any of us either,"
he said happily. 


They
heard boots outside and Snape closed the Great Hall's door behind himself,
walking up to the office to hand over the flask.  "One of the
students handed me this earlier," he admitted, handing it to one of the
aurors Dumbledore liked to work with. 


"Why?"
she asked. 


"Because
he has in his possession an older relic from his father's years that shows the
names of people within the castle.  Since he couldn't find the name Moody
he decided to set a little test." 


She
smirked.  "Thank the trio for me then.  Any idea where the real
Mad Eye is?" 


"Not
yet," Dumbledore sighed.  "Is he not on the map at all, Severus?"



"As
far as they showed us, no."  He walked off.  Potter was still
eating and he could ignore Weasley's gorging himself.  "Mr. Potter,
if you would take your map to the office please," he said quietly. 
"They want to see if they can find the real one." 


"Sure,
Professor Snape."  He ate one last bite, washed it down, and then
went to get that for the Headmaster.  He came up with it already
activated.  "I wish they had put a search function on this," he
complained to the auror.  "Which tower is his room in?" 
The headmaster looked then pointed. The map adjusted to that point. 
"Hmm.  There's something...."  He zoomed in and
looked.  "It looks like initials." 


"AM,"
she read.  "Blighter has him captured."  She headed off,
letting Harry follow so he could have his map back.  Once she got
inside.  Harry found the trunk in the closet and let her have it to
open.  She sighed when she opened it.  "Totally drugged." 


Harry
looked around.  "Dobby, can I have the nurse here please
immediately?  The real teacher was drugged."  The house elf
popped in with the nurse, who had to adjust her hat with a huff.  He got
out of the way.  "Sorry, it is an emergency though."  He
grinned sheepishly. 


"Go
eat, Mr. Potter.  I'm sure your bondmate is still doing so."  He
jogged off.  She squatted down to check the poor man.  "He's
unconscious but alive.  Help me get him out of there."  They got
him out and floated up to the infirmary together.  Then she could work on
the drugging he had been given.  She looked at the missing hairs. 
"Polyjuice?" 


"Yup."



"Charming." 
She sneered.  "I don't know what Albus was thinking," she sighed
as she went to get another potion.  "Though he is better than
Lockhart I suppose.  Which is a sad state of affairs when a death eater is
the better teacher." 


The
auror let her vent and watched her former boss.  He had retired to be
paranoid in private instead of in the office.  Poor guy.  Look how he
had fallen. 


***



Draco
looked at the headmaster, since he had called them up there.  "We're
all quite concerned that the next evil thing will draw him into it, therefore
us," he said bluntly.  "If we have to be very active in our
safety, so be it."  He looked at Harry.  "You've already
drawn me into one heroish event that turned my stomach." 


"I
agree, I didn't want one of them teaching us either."  Harry
shrugged.   "Remus was livid in his letter earlier too." 


"About
you three exposing him?" 


"No,
that the wards didn't catch the dark mark."  Dumbledore glared at
him.  Harry stared back then presented the letter.  Once it touched
Dumbledore, his skin started to change to fur and his ears tufted up.  His
whole head turned into a cat.  "Huh.  I think Sirius
helped."  He shook his head.  Ron was trying hard not to laugh
at the headmaster's predicament.  Draco was being stoic but mentally he
was cackling.  Dumbledore opened his mouth but all that came out was a
purr.  "Um.... let us get McGonagall and the nurse, sir." 
They rushed out to do that for him.  Ron had used their new camera, gotten
during the summer, to take a stealthy picture.  "Professor,"
Harry panted, still giggling.  "The letter from Lupin and Black this
morning ...."  He burst out in giggles again. 
"Headmaster," he gasped. 


"Oh,
dear.  I take it they weren't pleased?"  They all smirked and
shook their heads.  She went up to check on him, getting her own picture
for later blackmail.  Poppy had to call Severus and Flitwick as well to
help her uncharm him.  He was not making happy kitty sounds but oh
well!  He probably wanted back to human.  He'd live down the
embarrassment.  Some year. 


***



Neville
slid next to Harry during their next class.   "What happened to
the headmaster?" he hissed. 


Harry
shrugged a bit.  "No clue what really happened.  All I know is I
handed him a letter from Professor Lupin who wasn't happy about the defense
teacher.  Then.... did you see the picture?"  Neville nodded
quickly, glancing around.  "Exactly."  He grinned. 
The real Mad Eye stomped in and they looked at him. 


He
stared at the class.  "Thank you to those who helped get me
free," he said.  "Hopefully he hasn't screwed up too much
because you're already behind."  He stared across the room.  He
stared at Malfoy then at Potter and Weasley.  "You three are taking
tutoring from one of my former aurors?" 


Harry
shrugged.  "Tutoring yes, I don't think he's a former auror
though.  Draco, did you do a background check on him?" 


"Not
a former auror, he taught at the academy," he said smoothly. 


"Knew
him, decent enough sort.  Tell him to write me today." 


"The
headmaster thinks we don't need it while we're here," Harry said. 
The teacher stared at him then Harry smirked evilly.  "I'll tell him
that though." 


"Thank
you, Potter."  He looked around.  "What did the rest of you
learn?" 


"Constant
Vigilance!" the whole class chirped in unison. 


"According
to him, you had to be too paranoid to even trust your spouse," one of the
girls said. 


Mad
Eye nodded.  "Constant vigilance is necessary or you're dead,"
he agreed.  "We'd all hope, for the future of our society, that you
pick a husband you could trust."  He looked around again then turned
to the board.  He caught one boy trying to throw a wadded up note at
someone.  "You're wizards, you can do better than lobbing a note,
boy," he said without turning around.  Draco changed some paper into
a squirrel and let it run over to bite Ron on the ass, making him yelp. 
"Malfoy, detention."  He smirked.  The kids weren't bad,
yet.  He could make sure they weren't going to be too weak. 


***



The
Headmaster walked into the defense classroom.  "I did not think it
proper to keep their tutor during the year, Mad Eye.  It makes the
teachers feel like they're not doing a good job." 


Mad
Eye looked at him.  "They're not.  If they were my kids, I'd
have roasted you by now."  Dumbledore scowled.  He stared
back.  "Beyond that, the Potter boy needs more teaching to do what he
must if rumors are true.  Can't have him weak or we all fall." 


"I'm
sure I won't be the only one in any battle," Harry said dryly from behind
the headmaster.  "As I've pointed out, I'm not the only one that fits
that prophecy.  Or Neville.  There's aurors born at the same
time.  He just decided it was a newborn."  The headmaster
gaped.  "It could easily fit an older, already adult member that he
went to take on." 


"Your
wands are brothers," Dumbledore pointed out.  "That means it's
you, Harry." 


"No,
that means he tainted me when I didn't die, as you've told me.  I asked
Olivander."   He looked at the defense teacher. 
"Draco's throwing up purple foam thanks to a prank by one of the
twins.  We've managed to stop it for me and Ron but he's in the infirmary
for detention tonight.  He wanted to know if he could write a paper
instead." 


Mad
Eye snorted.  "No, the boy needs to be tougher since he'll have to
follow you.  I'll see him when he's well." 


Harry
nodded.  "I didn't figure it'd work but he had me ask."  He
looked at the headmaster.  "I'll do what I have to do when I have to
do so, but I will not be treated like a specimen to be stared at.  I don't
want publicity.  I'm not Lockhart."  Mad Eye snickered. 
"Draco likes publicity, not me."  He looked at the teacher
again.  "I've got three books he said I should check with you
about."  He handed them over. 


"Shite,
crap, and interesting reading," he said bluntly, handing them back. 


"The
top two were introductory." 


"You
can't learn that subject out of a book." 


"No,
but it'll give us the foundation so we can learn it when he's on hand." 


"True,"
he agreed.  "I can do the same." 


"Even
better.  I don't learn much from books.  That's Draco
too."  He grinned.  "Detention with all three of us?" 


"That'll
work.  Lupin giving you special time?"  Harry nodded. 
"When?" 


"This
year I have this schedule and the others have these," he said, handing
those over from his pocket. 


Mad
Eye looked then at him.  "Sunday afternoon, Potter." 


"Thank
you, Professor."  He walked off. 


Mad
Eye looked at the headmaster.  "Someone's got to teach the boy
something so he can do whatever he has to.  He's right, he won't be the
only one fighting, hopefully."  The headmaster nodded and left. 
Mad Eye considered things.  He knew Dumbledore was a planner, he made a
lot of little plots, but he bet the trio had blown some of them up.  The
old man didn't look that happy about the special lessons.  Interesting. 


***



Snape
looked around his classroom.  How dare those three cut his class!  He
went to their current room.  The doorway was missing.  No painting,
no obvious door.  He searched and couldn't find it.  He called one of
the house elves.  "Where is the Malfoy/Potter/Weasley room?" he
demanded.  She pointed.  "There's no doorway?" he asked. 


The
house elf nodded.  "Students suspended by order of Headmaster,"
she said.  "Had head house elf lock it, Professor." 


"For
how long and why weren't the teachers notified?"  She shook her
head.  "Very well.  How long?"  She shook her head
again.  He grimaced and went back to class.  He would talk to the
headmaster later.  That later would be delayed by him forgetting it thanks
to the spell in the wards. 


***



Harry
looked up as dinner appeared without a house elf.  "Draco?" 


"We
can't really get information out, Potter.  The floo is locked.  We
don't have those muggle tellyphones you and Ron told me about." 


"True." 
He considered it, handing them their plates.  He settled in to eat and
think.  This was bad.  Very bad.  No mirrors that could be used
for calls.  No paintings either so he couldn't get information out that
way.  But...  They were near Slytherin house again this year. 
He got up and went to find a book.  "Accio ...  No, who would it
tell," he muttered.  "It's too far away to get to
anyone."  He considered it.  Then he summoned a snake and sent
it at Hermione with a message on his back in green ink from Draco's pot. 
He banished it at her.  It was a harmless thing but she'd get the
message.  He sat down and finished eating.  Not that he had liked
what they had for dinner....  But it was food.  They settled in to
study a bit more.  Clearly someone's plans were being upset again. 


***



Hermione
felt the thing around her foot and nearly shrieked.  She looked down
instead, one hand gripping her wand tightly.  What she saw amused
her.  A small garden snake.  She picked it up carefully, noting the
ink on its back.  She cleaned it with a spell and walked it up to
Hagrid.  "I think it snuck in, Hagrid.  I know it's one of the
harmless sorts." 


He
smiled.  "Thanks, 'Ermione."  She smiled and went back to
her seat.  He petted the poor thing.  It was probably terrified so he
put it into his pocket for now.  He had a few dead mice in that one for
the other creatures. 


Hermione
sat down to do her homework, writing out a note.  "Neville, can you
check my herbology equation?"  He nodded, shifting to look at what
she had written. 


He
blinked at her.  "I think the green growing potion is out of
balance." 


"Hmm. 
Harry was going to use the same formula too.  I should warn
him."   They shared a look and Neville went back to his
seat.  Yeah, they could do something about this. 


***



Narcissa
looked up as an owl landed in front of her.  "Hedwig?" she
asked.  "Did Draco send you again?"  She took the note to
look at.  "Interesting who writes to me these days," she said
dryly.  "Thank you, Hedwig."  She let it have a bite of
sausage then she flew off.  "Dear?" 


"Draco
needing sweets?" he asked from behind his paper. 


"No,
it appears they were suspended to their rooms and haven't been able to leave it
for three days."  One side of the paper was lowered.  She handed
down the note.  "That mudblood Granger wrote us." 


"That
was kind of her."  He read the short note.  He grimaced. 
"I'll check into it."  He put it into his pocket.  "I
wonder what they did this time." 


She
snickered.  "Who knows.  My poor boy might've been caught
pulling a prank or something." 


"Perhaps. 
If it's a true punishment we can't really interfere." 


"True." 
Another owl showed up.  "Thank you, Flower."  She took that
letter from the Longbottom owl.  "Interesting.  No, their
punishment was not announced.  Neville wrote his grandmother." 
She handed that down as well.  He read it and put it into the same
pocket.  "Do have fun, dear." 


"I'll
try."  He finished his paper, his breakfast, his tea, and went to the
school to see what had happened this time.  Really, Potter got his boy
into such trouble. 


Narcissa
finished her own breakfast and got ready for her hectic day of a charity
luncheon.  It did look good on the family to go to such things, even if
she wasn't a supporter. 


***



Lucius
came home that night.  "Dear, how are the boys?" Narcissa asked.



"They
should be fine, why wouldn't they be?" he asked.  She stared then got
the notes to make him read them.  He stared then at her.  "I
wondered why I was up at the school." 


"Hmm. 
It appears someone wants everyone to forget the boys." 


"Apparently." 
He went to consider how to get around that issue.  There had to be some
way to protect himself from memory charms that way. 


She
went do her nails.  One could never have too clean of nails and a perfect
manicure. 


***



Eleanor
had had about enough of the Ministry as it stood.  They were trying to
claim what was her family's by stealth this time.  She went to the nice
judge.  They had a painting there of a very distant cousin, who hated them
all.  She smirked at him as she walked up to him.  "We need to
talk to the judges who ruled for our nephew, cousin." 


"Why?"
he sneered. 


"Because
they're still trying to confiscate the whole family estate from Harry." 


"Harry
Potter?" he demanded.  "We're related to him?"  She
nodded.  "How?" 


"He's
my great-nephew.  James's son."  She patted him on the
arm.  "Unfortunately the Ministry in England is still trying to claim
all that's his by birthright.  Plus they have him imprisoned in the
school."  He pointed.  "Thank you.  Can you show me
which judge?"  He walked her that way, clearing his throat to get the
judge's attention.  "Excuse me, are you the judge that ruled for my
great-nephew Harry Potter?" 


The
judge looked up.  "I am.  You would be?" 


"Eleanor
Mercator.  His great-aunt." 


"Are
you going to say he's not family?" 


"No,
I'm here to let you know that the British ministry hasn't complied and are
trying to do even worse to the poor boy.  He' s presently imprisoned in
the school and the Ministry is trying harder to take his funds." 


The
judge looked at her.  "I can't prove that." 


"Summon
one of the family paintings from the gallery.  I can link to any family
portrait as you know." 


He
did that and she linked the two better.  A bit of grumbling from the other
family got covered as the sounds of the Wizengamot got busy trying to override
those who would not hear of such things happening to a mere boy.  He
listened then nodded.  "I will see what I can do, madam, but the most
we can do is throw them out of the court and union.  Many don't want that
to happen." 


"You'd
rather see more people improperly imprisoned?  Or my nephew turning toward
my path?  Because we can easily instruct him how."  He
shuddered.  She smiled sweetly.  "I'm having to do a lot of
educational help for him already.  It's not that hard." 


"I'll
tell the others of this."  He left, going to talk to the other
judges.  This was a grave matter.  Usually a higher powered country
didn't ignore their rulings this way. 


Eleanor
smiled at her cousin.  "Thank you, dear."  She left, going
back to the school.  Now for the second part of the plan.  She and
Beth went to another painting, casting spells to break it and suck the magic
out to move their painting to the room the boys were locked in.  She
'tsk'd a few times.  "What are you boys doing?" she asked dryly.



"Taking
a rest.  We were up late last night working on something," Harry said
from his bed.  "How did you get in here, Aunt Eleanor?  Is the
door open?" 


"No. 
We ripped the soul out of another painting."  She beamed. 
"Cordelia, please go do that other thing."  She nodded and
left.  "Now, let's see what you boys are studying since we're stuck
in here." 


Draco
lifted his head.  "We need potions ingredients." 


"We'll
see what we can do, boys."  They all smirked at her. 
"Fine, finish your rest and we'll talk in about an hour."  They
nodded and went back to their rests. 


***



Cordelia
appeared in the portrait at the bank.  "How did you do that?"
the branch manager demanded. 


"It's
not that hard, dear.  Some of us were fairly strong enough to cross across
the family boundary.  We have a problem, and so do you.  The
Wizengamot is trying to confiscate our heir's birthright again.  Against
the IWC's ruling and all that.  They're trying very hard right now. 
We'd like to have it moved before they can do so." 


"We'd
need a living person to authorize that." 


"He's
presently locked in a room at the school.  Has been for over a week. 
There was no notice of suspension, no meeting, nothing.  Which goes
against school and Ministry rules." 


He
considered it.  "That could harm this bank." 


"Yes,
but them confiscating it will harm it just as much.  At least this way you
can have it moved to another branch in another country." 


He
smirked.  "I can do that, yes."  He got the papers to
transfer it.  "Where in the castle are the boys locked?" 


"The
south tower, down by Slytherin's dorms.  The house elves call it the gray
room." 


"I've
heard of it.  We'll still need a signature." 


"There's
no floo, no windows, no grates that lead out.  They're fully locked in
there."  He sighed.  "They're debating it right now and by
that portrait, they're down to about one vote shy of winning."  He
signed it and sent it to the head of the bank with the note about why.  He
got back a letter saying it was done a few minutes later.  She
beamed.  "Thank you, Master Goblin.  Let us go instruct our
nephew more since they've left his education to us." 


"That
Headmaster has made a bad mistake then." 


She
smirked evilly.  "You think?  Harry still doesn't want to turn
dark and does respect the goblin nation."  She walked back to tell
Eleanor it was done.  She told them and it was better. 


***



Harry
finally found what they'd need to get out and looked around before
scowling.  "Really?"  He smirked.  "That's very
interesting."  He cast the spell at the wall.  A hallway
appeared, making Draco gasp.  He looked at him.  "It goes to the
study center.  Pack?"  Draco and Ron both packed and
followed.  Harry got what he wanted and everything was shrunk by
Draco.  They snuck out through the Slytherin doorway and out one of the
back hallways the map showed.  That got them out by the forest.  It
was easy enough to slip down to the ward's edges just inside the forest. 
They apparated off.  Sirius had taught them that summer.   They
landed at Malfoy Manor.  Draco ran inside for a moment then they took
their portkey home.  What was left of it.  "This is
subtle," Harry said sarcastically. 


Cordelia
was sobbing from a portrait.  "Harry, they attacked us because they
don't want you to be one of us." 


"That's
fine, Aunt Cordelia.  Let me do something.  How long ago?" 
She stared at him.  He stared back.  "How long?" 


"Six
hours." 


Harry
found the time turner he had put in his pocket and used it.  The house was
still standing seven hours ago.  They had been made to study what was
illegal down here and a few very harmless spells were.  "Sorry, Aunt
Cordelia," he said, blasting an annoying, stinky flower with one of
them.  Aurors got there about a half hour later.  Harry waved. 
"Wait with us for a half hour please?" 


"Sir,
someone cast a dark curse," one said firmly. 


"I
did.  That way I could have some help when the British Ministry tries to
destroy the house in an hour."  He held up the time turner. 
"I hate them.  Truly hate them."  They all stared.  He
felt the magic coming and the aurors did because they started to frantically
cast shields.  Ron and Draco helped while Harry got logged in as the true
heir of the family home and raised the defenses that had been on it for
ages.  The spell was rebuffed into the back garden and woods.  It
destroyed them.  Harry took a deep breath as he walked out.  He
pointed at the spot they had been waiting at.  Draco and Ron moved so they
wouldn't run into themselves.  The trio appeared then turned back. 
Harry let down the shield that made it look like it had been destroyed. 
Not a paradox after all.  He looked at the aurors.  "I'm Harry
James Potter.  We were just kept confined in our school for over a month,
without notice of punishment or any sort of hearing.  The Ministry up
there is trying to take my family's funds because they decided I'm going to be
bad to them.  Which I wasn't planning on.  I wanted to be left alone
until they started things." 


The
head of the auror team frowned.  "I want a statement under truth
serum, Mr. Potter." 


"Please
do.  Also, there's testimony with the International Wizarding Courts in
Copenhagen ordering them to give me my things back.  They have not
complied.  I was mad when I went there.  I'm beyond livid now." 


The
auror nodded.  "That's reasonable.  Someone get me truth serum
and our boss." 


"Tea?"
Harry asked.  "Dobby, can we have some tea?"  Dobby popped
in and hugged him, wailing.  "Dobby, it's fine."  He looked
at him.  "Aunt Cordelia had the bank move our things.  We're here
now.  They're going to be begging before I do anything for
them."  He nodded.  "Make some tea please?"  He
nodded, going to do that.  The head of the local aurors appeared. 
"Ma'am." 


"You
are clearly a Potter." 


"I'm
Harry actually."  He shook her hand with a smile.  "Thank
you for letting your aurors help my family when the British Ministry tried to
destroy the house." 


She
stared at him.  "I want a full report."  The bottle of
truth serum was handed over and they went into a room to talk.  Dobby
brought tea then popped back out.  She dosed all three since she had heard
rumors that they were bound and married.  What she got out of them
sickened her.  She got their Minister and he got to ask some questions as
well.  It was not looking good.  The paintings offered some more
information, including letting them hear what the Wizengamot was doing at that
moment.  No, it was not pretty.  They took pictures and evidence from
the destruction and left to turn that over to the international council. 


***



Hermione
found a note on her plate the next morning when she sat down to
breakfast.  She smiled at the note that they were safe.  She handed
it to Neville and he smiled at it as well.  It had been a lot of
problems.  But now it was better. 


It
would have to get better and then Harry would be back.  He had to come
back. 


***



Dumbledore
looked at Narcissa a few weeks later.  "No, I'm afraid the boys have
decided to stay here over the holidays, Mrs. Malfoy.  They're not going to
either home." 


"Nonsense. 
My son would not miss our holiday celebration.  Even if he was sick he
still made it.  He was nearly deathly ill according to the healer and
still made christmas dinner, Dumbledore.  I demand to see my son right
now." 


"They
are in classes," he said. 


"No
they're not.  Draco has right now free.  That's why I chose to come
now.  He sent us his schedule.  As he always does.  Now, where
is my son?  Before I withdraw all three boys from your dubious care."



"They're
wrapped up in some project or another.  They have not seen fit to show
me." 


"Do
not make me call an auror, Dumbledore.  I will have my son presented to me
within the next few minutes or you will be quite sorry." 


"They've
locked themselves in their room." 


She
snorted.  "Because there's a lock spell Professor Flitwick doesn't
know?" she demanded.  She used her emergency beacon to get her
husband and an auror.  He knew if she used it she needed one and she had
warned him earlier.  The auror and her husband showed up at the same
time.  "Lucius, he will not let me see Draco or the other two. 
He's laid some preposterous story about the boys locking themselves in their
rooms." 


"Indeed?" 
He looked at the auror.  "This isn't the first move to get Potter
this year," he pointed out. 


The
auror sighed.  "We'd better check on them, Headmaster." 


"They're
locked in their rooms.  We cannot get them out." 


"You
mean you locked them in their rooms?" Lucius said snidely.  "Mr.
Potter managed to get a note to Miss Granger, who sent one to us."  He
produced the notes for the auror.  Who growled.  "I will be
checking on my son or you will not have a job, Headmaster." 


"I
cannot get them out of their rooms," he replied. 


"It's
clear what sort of headmaster you are now," the auror said. 
"Where are their rooms?" 


"The
south tower, near Slytherin," Narcissa said.  "Draco said
they're in the same room they ended up in last year."  She walked out
and the auror followed her.  The wall was blank.  The auror looked
and did a few spells, finding the locked doorway.  He finally broke it
open and they went inside.  No boys.  A few leftover books. 
Nothing else.  No, Narcissa found a shirt that had been drying in the
bathroom. 


The
auror took it to do a spell tracing.  "They're nowhere near
here.  The spell works within fifty miles."  He looked at the
only painting.  It was blank.  He tapped on the edge, getting someone
old, wrinkly, and cranky.  "Ma'am, Auror Smith.  Where are the
trio of boys who were in here?" 


"They're
gone.  Probably for good."  She stared at him.  "It
took them over a month to figure out a way out of this room."  She
glared at Lucius. 


"He
has memory charms so you forget," he told her.  "I have done
what I could without tripping them." 


She
huffed.  "They're quite fine and the local Ministry wanted a word
with one of the decent aurors up there, Auror Smith.  Since your ministry
sent a spell to destroy our family home."  She walked off again. 


"Which
country," he ground out. 


"Belize,"
Narcissa said quietly.  "Please make sure my son's all right?" 


"I
will, Mrs. Malfoy.  Come to the office to fill out paperwork.  I
don't like this or the sound of the memory charms."  They left, going
to the auror's healer first.  "There's a memory charm in place to
forget Dumbledore had locked three students in a room for over a month,"
he said.  "Please check us to make sure."  He did that and
removed them.  Lucius burst out swearing.  He got them to his desk,
taking the statement.  The head of the aurors was called once they were
gone.  He held up the bagged notes and the report.  "The
painting said they were gone, probably for good.  No hint if they're
safe." 


She
read it, her face going stony.  "All right.  Find them." 


"We
shot a curse at their house to destroy it in another country?" 


"No,
that was Fudge's plan," she said.  "I'm hoping like hell the
boys weren't in there when it was done."  She went to call that
Ministry, getting a sneer.  "I am in no way associated with the spell
or the Headmaster.  Our Minister is a fucking moron.  Are they
safe?" 


"We
managed to divert the spells.  They used a time turner to get back in time
and summoned us with a little used dark curse to draw us past the
wards."  Madam Bones relaxed at that.  "They are safe but
they do not want to have anything to do with your country after that or them
ignoring the ruling of the IWC." 


"They're
still trying.  Fudge is absolutely pissed that the money got taken." 


"Clearly
he's drinking his own piss," the Belizian head auror said dryly. 
"I wish you much luck with him." 


"Did
they leave of their own free will?" 


"Yes. 
We took a statement under truth serum.  I'll send you a copy." 


"Please. 
Mr. Malfoy's parents are livid that the boys didn't tell them." 


"I
believe he feels a bit betrayed."  She signed off and went to copy
that for her counterpart.  Someone needed their head pulled from their
asses up there.  Fortunately the boys, their tutor, and the house elves
were very safe for now. 


***



Mad
Eye walked into his old office, looking around.  He looked at Amelia
Bones.  "Mellie, their tutor said they're doing quite good now that
they don't have to swat at plots going on around them." 


She
swallowed.  "What happened?" 


"Dumbledore
at Fudge's orders to suspend the boys."  He handed over his
journal.  He had been keeping it since he had started teaching because he
knew Albus Dumbledore was a master of memory charms.  She broke the charms
on it and read it, growling.  He smirked.  "He said they're
doing quite well.  To leave them alone and they'd pass OWLs at the end of
this year." 


"Thank
you." 


"They're
trying to have him tried and banished in absentia today," he warned. 


"Will
you testify?" 


"Of
course.  Those three brats never gave me any problems."  They
walked up there.  They waited until that case got heard and were moving
onto the Potter matter.  "I have evidence to present," Mad Eye
announced at the statement of the boys being tried in absentia for using
underage magic outside of school and having quit school, so therefore liable to
have their wands snapped.   He moved forward, taking his journal. 


"Auror
Moody," the head of the council said.  Lucius and Augusta walked in,
with Neville behind her.  "You two were off today." 


"No,
we were delayed by an annoying plot," Lucius said coolly.  "Mad
Eye." 


He
hated the man but if it helped foil this latest plot.... 
"Malfoy."  He looked at the board.  "The boys weren't
in classes because they were locked in a room."  He held up his
journal.  "I wrote it specially because there were memory charms
going around the school."  He handed it to the evidence holder. 


He
read over the entries.  "I do see they were said to be locked in a
room.  Could you find them, Auror Moody?" 


"No. 
Not their room or them." 


"Their
room was hidden when Auror Smith was summoned to release them," Lucius
said, handing over that report.  The evidence holder read it and
grimaced.  "Also, this report," he said, handing one over. 
"Is from the Belizean aurors on how you lot decided without enough votes
to send a curse at a house to destroy the paintings in it."  He
looked smug.  "Also, I have here," he said pulling it out. 
"A statement from the judge at the IWC.  They are removing us from
their body."  He handed that over.  "Because of this matter."



"Like
his mum, when Potter gets revenge, he does it well," Mad Eye said dryly. 


"Indeed,"
Lucius agreed.  "As you can see, there was even a memory charm from
myself and his mother checking on our son's welfare.  It made sure we
didn't wonder why we didn't even receive a note from our son for months on end. 
It was trying to act when my wife wanted to see why the boys hadn't been
released for the holidays.  She was not pleased." 


The
head of the board shuddered.  "That vote...." 


"Was
taken illegally as you had not enough present for a quorum and we did not give
up our votes to a proxy," Augusta noted dryly.  "As I hold three
votes and one of those voting was not in the employ of the person he is sitting
in for, that motion could not have been voted on, or any other motion during
that time." 


"You
hold a proxy for which member?" the head of the council demanded. 


She
smirked.  "The Potter seat.  Technically, Harry named my
grandson this summer."  She handed over the forms.  "As he
was in school, he noted me as his proxy."  She handed that over as
well.  "Plus my family's and my husband's family's seat." 
The head of the council shuddered. 


Lucius
smirked at her.  "I'm almost surprised he didn't give it to
Granger." 


"She
didn't have anyone to vote for her during school times, Mr. Malfoy,"
Neville told him simply.  "As I'm here, I'm going to take back my own
vote."  He glared at one man.  "You're in my seat." 


"You're
underage," he spluttered. 


"That
doesn't really matter," he said, picking up the rule book to flip to a
page and show him.  "That is the rule of law."  The man
choked but was pulled out of his seat by another member.  Neville dusted
it off with his handkerchief before sitting down.  He looked at the
others.  "Beyond that question, what right did Minister Fudge have to
bring such a motion before this panel?  He was removed, wasn't he?"
he asked the head. 


"He
was," he said grimly. 


"That
means he'd have to petition like the rest, correct?" Neville asked. 
"That means that everyone should have gotten a copy of the notice. 
Which we did not." 


"No,
I did not," Augusta said with a smile for her grandson's logical
explanation.  "Or I would have been here." 


"There
were other decisions made," the head pointed out.  "It will take
days to revisit." 


"We
have nothing better to do at this time," Augusta said dryly. 


"I
have the next three weeks free," Neville agreed. 


"I
only have to talk my wife out of moving countries," Lucius said
dryly.  "With all our assets." 


"That's
illegal!" the head of the board shouted. 


"No,
it's not," Augusta said blandly.  "It's perfectly legal if they
choose to move to wherever and take up residency.  Though I'm not sure how
his ...friends would like that move."  Lucius pushed up his sleeves,
earning a gasp.  He smirked at her.  "How...."  She
stared at him.  He stared back.  "Then perhaps some would like
it more than others." 


"Perhaps." 
He pushed down his sleeves, sneering at the head of the board.  "You
cannot make anyone stay in a country against their will or leave their assets
behind.  None of us would stand for it because it could be turned on
us."  He crossed his legs.  "Now, I believe we are here to
talk about the illegal confinement of three students that forced them to flee
for their lives into an attack by this ministry in another country." 


"Meeting
adjourned," the head of the panel said, banging his gavel. 


"You
cannot do that," Lucius said smoothly, reeking evil vibes.  "If
you do try, then the ruling by the international courts would surely go into
effect, which includes the ruling that the Ministry above us is convened under
a rogue government, and therefore illegal and not to be noted by any other
government anywhere." 


"So?"
he sneered back.  "Big deal." 


"Which
means that anything imported would be cut off," Augusta noted. 


"And
anything we export would be considered embargoed and confiscated upon entry to
another country.  Those imports include the wood for most wands,"
Neville pointed out.  "Half the food crops.  A lot of the lumber
for new construction, repair, and for things like making furniture." 


"Potter
wants us to turn it over to your son?" he sneered. 


"No. 
If Draco wants to be Minister, he can connive his way into the position like
Fudge did. It would also mean that all those companies that work in other
countries could be forcefully shut down.  Any business that's owned by
someone outside of our country could shut down any business here. 
According to the Business Office, that accounts for about forty-three percent
of our total workforce.   Plus all those working at our businesses
being deported home in shame of being one of us.  This will be making
headlines for months before we collapse under the sudden increase of
unemployment and the higher costs of everything.  Because the gas that
powers the vehicles not run by magic comes from other countries as well. 
So is the lot of life for those who live on an island that has a less than
spectacular growing climate." 


"None
of that is going to matter," he huffed. 


Augusta
felt along the edge of his sleeve.  "Nice cotton, it's not made here
either."  The man gave her a horrified look.  "We may weave
some things here but they're rugs and the like, not cotton for robes. 
Beyond that, you still cannot pass measures without a quorum voting, that means
a majority to vote.  Without myself and Mr. Malfoy, you do not have
that.  You're short by two votes by our rules."  She smiled at
him.  "Now, do you want to reopen the session or should one of us
touch that paper and therefore enact the embargo?  All it takes is being
given to one of the members of the Wizengamot, young man."  Lucius
held it up.  "I would not want to, but in the name of honor and
justice, and the reason we were chosen to do this, I would have to if such
farces of the ministry do continue to occur."  She smirked. 
"After all, I'm old.  What could anyone say to me about it?" 


"They
can't do that," the head said. 


"Yes
they can.  We ratified the treaty that says they can.  We've even
used it to our own ends in the past," Lucius assured him smugly. 
"Thus they can hold us to their own legal standard and examine every
single law we have passed to negate them, examine every single ruling we have
passed and change it, and then rebuild the Ministry so it is in line with the
legal regulations as we agreed to uphold." 


"But..."
he spluttered.  The rest stared at him, a few looking scared. 
"We cannot let this happen." 


"Then
I would not adjourn this meeting," Lucius said.  "So that we may
prove ourselves worthy by continuing our proud traditions of justice and
honor.  Mostly by going over the decrees that were made without a quorum
present.  As is *fair*." 


"Not
like you're usually concerned," he sneered. 


Lucius
snickered.  "I have no intention of being sent home in disgrace from
wherever my wife decides we should reside due to the embargo." 


The
head of the Wizengamot shuddered but called the meeting back to order and
pulled out those decisions and the others that had been made without proper
procedures being followed.  Fudge was going to have him for tea for this
but he couldn't let this destroy the country. 


***



Harry
walked into the branch of Gringotts in Belize, bowing at the
receptionist.  He pulled out the letter.  "We were told to
attend this meeting about my family's accounts."  He presented it. 


She
read it and got someone for him.  He was a very strange young
wizard.  The two behind him must be his assistants.  She made a note
of them and the time they came in.  They were even prompt, it was strange
for a wizard. 


Harry
shook the goblin's hand.  "Thank you for helping during that trying
time, Master Goblin." 


He
stared at him.  "You are indeed a Potter."  Harry smiled
and nodded.  "We were told there was an emergency?"  Draco
handed over the reports from the aurors and the International Wizarding Court's
rulings.  He read them over.  "I see.  What else
precipitated this move?"  Ron handed over the most recent one. 
"Oh, dear." 


"Oh,
yes," Ron said.  He sat down. 


The
goblin waved.  "Please, sit."  They sat.  "Are
you legally an adult, Mr. Potter?" 


"Technically
we're emancipated thanks to Lockhart using that bonding bracelet on us. 
Then the Wizengamot agreed that it was legally done as an emancipation. 
Technically I do have a wizarding guardian looking out for me.  He's one
of your curse breakers, Bill Weasley." 


"I've
heard of him.   He was said to be decent and honorable." 
He reread things more carefully.  That explained why the London branch had
caused such a problem and broke their institutional laws at the urging of a
painting.  "Which aunt of yours asked?" 


"Cordelia. 
She's technically a second cousin I believe.  Eleanor was also helping
us.  She's my great-aunt." 


"Interesting." 
He got the forms and brought them back.  "Not all of your wealth was
put down here.  Some was put into the United States." 


"As
long as it's safe from England and we can get to when we need to," Harry
assured him with a smile.  "Thank you for your bank's help during
that trying time.  I know it was not following policy." 


"No,
that was an emergency.  I cannot believe that they basically declared war
on our country to get your relatives away from you."  He handed them
the folder.  "Inside are many forms to be filled out for us and the
US branch." 


"That's
wonderful."  Harry opened it to read and sign things.  Draco was
translating some of the more complex language for them.  Ron and Draco
were allowed spouse's access but Harry still had the right to lock them out of
the vaults.  Draco huffed at that but Harry grinned.  "In case
you pick up your mother's shopping habit, Draco."  The goblin coughed
to hide a smile.  He finished up and handed it back.  The goblin
stamped all the forms then sent them to where they needed to go. 
"How soon before things are finalized?" he asked. 


"A
few days."  He shook his hand.  "Thank you for giving us
the time to deal with things, Mr. Potter." 


"I
treat anyone who treats me fairly the same way."  He grinned. 
"Which is why they're probably smarting over the IWC starting a process to
declare them a rogue government."  The goblin gaped in horror.  Harry
nodded.  Draco handed over that form.  The goblin moaned, taking that
paper.  "Thank you for your time."  They left the
bank.  "I didn't sign anything saying they could have everything,
right?" he asked once they were outside. 


"Not
that I saw," Draco admitted.  "Quit being so paranoid,
Potter.  You're not a Moody." 


"I
know."  They walked off.  The house elves had shopped for the
food.  Harry saw a shop and nudged Draco, pointing. 
"There?" 


"There,"
he agreed.  The aunts had agreed to let them finance their tutor by
selling something from the lesser vault that Harry had gotten the donation to
Slytherin in.  The shopkeeper glared at them.  "My mate, Harry
Potter."  The man gasped and crossed himself, mumbling a prayer. 


"I'm
not mean unless you make me be.  The aunts' paintings have said I can
liquidate something so I can buy sweets today."  He smiled and pulled
out the ruby from the pedestal in there.  "They decided I'd probably
never need to use it in a spell and they didn't like it as much." 


He
looked the gem over, humming.  "It is a very fine piece of
work."  He canceled the spells on it and it was still a ruby, just
one without the crest on it and no more shield to keep it from being
scratched.  "Good spellwork by them."  He examined it
again, finding a small spell in the center.  "Do you know what that
is?" he asked Harry. 


Harry
looked then nodded.  "It's the identification charm.  Draco's
mother's jewelry has those.  She explained it when I found one." 


"Our
country doesn't usually endorse those." 


"We
were English," Draco admitted.  "We left."  A goblin
walked in with a guard behind him.  "Potter." 


Harry
turned to look at him.  "The aunts said I could liquidate that
ruby.  That I'd never use it and they were tired of looking at it." 


The
goblin in the lead looked at him.  "Which judge has the paperwork on
that embargo?" 


"Hopkins,"
Draco said.  "My father has the copy for the Wizengamot, he'll use it
as a last resort for them to not screw us some more." 


"It
was enacted a few minutes ago," the head goblin admitted, staring at
them.  "Why was this done?" 


"We
gave the goblin we just sat with the full ruling from the IWC," Ron told
him.  "Mostly, we went because they decided to keep screwing with
Harry to the point where he lost his temper." 


"I
used to think my mother's temper was bad," Draco said blandly. 
"She only tortures people when she gets angry." 


Harry
looked at him.  "I haven't tortured anyone, Draco.  I simply
didn't want them to do it again." 


"I
agree," Ron said.  "Fully."  He shot Draco a look
behind Harry's back.  Draco relaxed and quit thinking those
thoughts.  "Which member enacted it?" Ron asked them. 


"Ryan
Dell." 


"I
don't know him," Harry said, looking at Draco. 


"A
minor member, hardly ever says anything.  Sits in one of the seats behind
my father's."  He looked at the goblin.  "He was going to
give them a chance to undo some of the damage they've done recently but only
use that if they would not." 


"I
see."  He nodded.  "Is there any way to find out?" 


"Aunt
Eleanor has a painting there," Ron told him. 


"Interesting. 
We were not aware that the family's paintings were awake again." 


Harry
gave him a grimace and a sheepish look combined.  "After our bonding,
we had to get an agreement going on where we'd spend the summers.  This was
the safest place." 


"You
were... bonded?" the head goblin asked. 


Draco
nodded.  "Brandust bonding bracelets.  Put on us by a teacher
against our wills." 


The
goblin shuddered.  "Those have caused more problems."  Ron
nodded quickly.  "The three of you?"  They all
nodded.  "How long?" 


"Our
second year," Harry said blandly. "Nearly at the end of the
year.  Lockhart was our defense teacher and he did it." 


The
goblin snorted.  "He doesn't know what he's doing." 


"No,
he didn't," Ron said.  "Was scared of pixies." 


The
goblin nodded once.  "Do you have your emancipation paperwork?" 


"At
the house," Harry admitted.  "Unless...  Draco?" 
Draco checked then handed over the folder.  The goblins found what they
wanted and needed, though everything got looked over.  "Is it in
there?" 


"Not
directly but others that give it are."  He looked at the boys. 
"Why move everything?" 


"The
goblin we sat with had the reports from the local aurors that helped us save
the family home," Harry said quietly.  "They were trying to rob
me of everything else at the same time.  If it hadn't been such an
emergency, we wouldn't have asked to break those rules.  Unfortunately we
were locked in a room in the school by the headmaster, apparently at Minister
Fudge's orders." 


The
goblin nodded.  "I will look at those as well.  Are you at the
manor or the apartment, boys?" 


"The
manor.  There's an apartment?  Bill never mentioned that," Harry
said. 


"It
could've been too small," Ron pointed out.  "Or too easy to get
into, Harry." 


"Maybe."



"Bill....,"
the goblin asked. 


"Weasley. 
He's the one I chose as a legal guardian for those things I still needed to
do.  He's always been very honest and good to me." 


"I
have heard of him.  One of our curse breakers?"  Harry and Ron
both smiled and nodded.  "Good.  Mr. Malfoy, your parents?"



"My
mother is not thrilled with her home country and is pushing for an extremely
long vacation somewhere else, plus the removal of all the assets to a safer
place so they can't be lost according to Eleanor." 


"Just
shopped away?" Ron asked dryly.  Draco hit him.  "Have got
to work on that with you, Malfoy." 


"Guys!"
Harry complained.  "We don't do this stuff in front of goblins. 
They're not used to you two playing and you could insult them." 


The
goblin stared at him oddly.  "Most wizards wouldn't care, especially
in your family." 


Harry
beamed.  "They've decided I'm like the white cat of the
family."  The goblin snorted but smiled a bit at that
description.  Harry looked at the shopkeeper.  "How much so we
can get some sweets to think with while we study?"  The man named a
price.  The goblin looked then countered.  The shopkeeper huffed and
offered him ninety percent what the goblin said it was worth.  Harry took
that and signed it over.  Then the shopkeeper got to flee.  Harry
smiled at the goblin for that bit of help.  "Is there going to be a
problem?" 


"No,
Mr. Potter, you have just caused some problems to be very upset." 


"You
mean Fudge was bothering you guys too?" 


"Indeed. 
Thank you for your help."  He left with the folder.  The guards
followed.  Harry handed Draco the money and they left to find something
sweet and lunch out.  They deserved it. 


***



Bill
Weasley got the summons to the head of the bank's office, wincing.  That
was probably not a good thing.  He cleaned up quickly and used the portkey
to there.  He was let in.  "Sorry about my appearance,
sirs.  I was in the field in Egypt when you summoned."  The
three top goblins were staring at him.  This was very bad.  "Did
I touch something I shouldn't have?" 


"No,
we think you've done a very good job with touching the right things, Mr.
Weasley," the head of the bank said.  "We also think that you're
out of touch with some current events." 


Bill
let out a soft moan.  "What did the trio do this time?" 


"They've
basically declared your natal ministry to be a rogue government."  He
handed over the papers that they had found plus the ones from the boys. 
"Sit."  Bill sat and read them over, slumping some. 
"They are safe," he said when he stiffened.  "We talked
with them earlier today." 


"I
was wondering why I didn't get my monthly letter from Harry complaining about
plots and girls."  He looked at him.  "In my vault is the
rest of the paperwork on what's been going on, as far as I've been told. 
I figured the two sets of parents could take care of most things and if they
needed a tie-breaking vote they'd call.  Most of the time the boys are
safe in school.  I go back up for the summer when they get out and before
they go back to check up on 'em."  He handed back the
paperwork.  One of the goblins sent a minion to get the file out of Bill's
vault.  He came back with it and they went over that as well.  A few
notes got made then it was handed back to Bill.  "What can I do to
help the boys?" 


"That
is a good question.  For right now the boys are settled into the
house.  A question was asked about why you didn't tell them about any
other smaller properties?" 


"They
weren't as safe, the boys needed some room to get away from each other, as much
as they could anyway, and I can't ward an apartment the way I can a
house." 


"All
good points," the head goblin agreed.  "I would disclose those
soon.  The boys are feeling a bit... abandoned I believe is the closest
word." 


"I'll
talk to them before I go home if I'm allowed," he promised.  "If
they had told me, I would've helped them all I could but not even Ron's written
since they got free." 


"That's
very decent of you," the head goblin agreed.  "Your parents and
others are presently fighting things.  The embargo did happen.  The
courts will remove it once things are going in the right direction again but
your natal government is under serious watch.  However it has let us do
some things.  It removed the restrictions on us doing a full audit of the
bank's contents."  Bill beamed at that.  "A few other
countries don't allow it but the one for England is going to be
helpful."  He looked at his people then at him.  "Please
calm the trio down?" 


"I'll
do what I can.  The three probably need a good hug.  How dare that
headmaster do that!  That's not what a fighter for the light does, and
he's always said he was one..." Bill started to rant.  The goblin
held up a hand so he stopped.  He took a deep breath. 
"Sorry.  I'll yell at him in person." 


"Excellent." 
He handed something over.  "Your leave papers for the next two
weeks.  I would visit your mother.  She got quite...loud as
well." 


"Mum
does like to yell," Bill agreed with a small grin.  "Thank you,
sir.  I'm sorry this had such an impact on the bank." 


"Tell
Mr. Potter that we'd like to see him sometime soon.  We have heard he was
a parseltongue and a few vaults need one to enter it.  We're not sure
why.  We are curious about such vaults." 


"Yes,
sir, I can tell Harry that.  Let me check on them."  He bowed
formally then left, portkeying right to the house.  He walked in and found
Ron.  "You didn't even tell me," he complained.  Harry came
out of the kitchen to look at him so he pulled him closer to hug him too. 
"Should've told me and I'd have shown up to kick some arse." 


Harry
finally relaxed.  "Thanks, Bill." 


"Not
a problem, Harry."  He pushed them back to look at them. 
"You're both too damn skinny.  No house elf?" 


"Not
beyond Dobby and he can't cook," Harry admitted.  He shrugged a
bit.  "I can cook." 


"Let
me do dinner, boys."  They smiled and let him do whatever he
wanted.  Draco had their tutor in the library and gave strange looks when
Bill walked in and patted Malfoy on the shoulder. 


"Apparently
we have an adult for a while again," Draco told the tutor, who only smiled
at him for it. 


***



Bill
got an owl from Gringotts and took it to Harry.  "Can we talk?"
he asked quietly. 


"Sure. 
You know that."  He walked out back with him since the tutor had been
in the room.  "What's wrong?" 


"During
the over-reaching audit, they found some dark artifacts in the Potter
vaults," he said quietly, staring at the boy. 


"I
don't think I've been in the Potter vaults, Bill." 


"That'd
be fine for you but these were put in recently?" 


"Oh!" 
He hissed.  "Um...  Long story."  He glanced around
then at him.  "I need your promise, absolute promise, that you won't
tell anyone." 


"Depends
on why." 


"It
can help destroy Voldemort for good." 


"You
got it then.  I was a member of the Order." 


"What
order?" 


"I'll
explain that later."  He sighed.  "What are they?" 


"Apparently,
as far as we can figure out, Voldemort used a dark rite to split his
soul.  He stored it in some vessels so he could be, practically,
immortal."  Bill nodded slowly at that, grinning slightly. 
"Now, with some help, and for a fee, we got them traced.  There's
about five that we don't have destroyed.  My scar was one.  The diary
that had Ginny was another." 


"There's
four in there," he said. 


"Huh. 
I don't know what the fifth is then.  Well, fuck." 


"What
sort of payment?" 


"Aunt
Beth had an idea about how to remove the dark mark.  We were in agreement
that the halfblood bastard that is Voldemort should not be in control of a
pureblood movement," Draco said as he joined them. 


"Your
father," he sighed. 


Draco
held up a hand.  "My father realizes what sort of bad publicity this
would have for the family's interests.  He might support but he does not
want to rejoin.  Or lead a new one." 


"Which
is good because I'd hate to have to kill his father if he started a new
one," Harry admitted, looking at Draco.  They had talked about that
part before going to Lucius.  He looked at Bill again.  "Lucius
was in the inner circle. He could figure out what they were and sneak them out
of places we couldn't even get access to.  So that is probably
those." 


Bill
considered it and nodded.  "That's a reasonable deal, though I'd hate
to see what Lucius does with the newfound freedom." 


"If
he's doing the same thing, then it looks quite bad on the family," Draco
pointed out with a smug look.  "Mother would kill him." 


"Probably,"
Bill decided with a sigh at the end.  "So those things have to be
destroyed?" 


"Yup. 
The basilisk's tooth did the diary.  It took three times for the scar's
link to be broken." 


"Can
we get another fang?" Bill asked. 


"No,
the NEWT potions class spent a week gathering everything they could from
it," Harry admitted.  "There should be another way to kill the
others though." 


"Probably,"
he agreed.  "I'll ask someone I trust implicitly, and I'll check for
a dark mark before I do, about how to destroy the soul inside." 


"It
should be enough to release it," Harry told him.  "Like we did
with my scar." 


"Even
better."  He ruffled Harry's hair, getting a snort but a grin
back.  "Also, the bank wanted you to come open some parselmouth
locked vaults." 


"I
can but I might charge them a bit so I can get candy and lunch out that
day." 


"They
might like that," he said with a grin.  "It's always better to
have a small fee for some things."  He smirked at Draco. 
"How's studying going?" 


"We're
taking OWLs next month if Potter can get past Potions." 


"Ours
or this country's?" 


"This
country's.  Why?" 


"England
doesn't accept scores from other countries," the tutor sighed. 
"I just found that out earlier."  Bill nodded with a grin. 
"I doubt they can walk into the Ministry up there to take them." 


"There
is a home study version," Bill admitted.  "For those who're
tutoring privately at home or very ill."  The tutor beamed. 
"I'll get in touch with a friend of theirs' family to see if they can get
a copy." 


"Hermione's
parents," Harry suggested. 


"With
her being such a know-it-all, she might want to take it early," Draco
agreed.  "Is it going to be the same test?" 


The
tutor snorted.  "Oh, no, Mr. Malfoy, the English test will have some
answers that are only correct for it."  They all groaned. 
"Your fifth year you would've gotten an extensive section on Merlin and on
the last war and how certain people thought they were there." 


"They
were, they were there when my godfather got arrested," Harry said
dryly.  "Which proves they're morons." 


Bill
patted him on the back.  "Yes they mostly are but not all.  Some
are pretending to be morons so Fudge doesn't catch on." 


"You
mean if we get Fudge out and put in someone reasonable, we may have a working
government that doesn't fuck up too often?" Draco asked dryly. 
"Who would've thought!" 


"Well,
some parts would work better than others," Bill admitted.  "But
yeah, it definitely might."  He grinned.  "The goblins want
Harry's help opening a few vaults." 


"So
he said.  We can snap the bond for a very short amount of
time."  Bill nodded.  "For up to a mile." 


"You'd
probably have to go with them then, Draco.  The tunnels are more extensive
than that." 


"That's
fine.  We can bring a light and a book I suppose."  He walked
back inside. 


The
tutor smiled at him.  "Can you let me know if you can do that? 
I can arrange for the local Ministry to administer it if you'll get us a
copy."  He went back inside. 


Bill
looked at Harry.  "You okay?" 


"Been
better, less pissed too, but I'm good.  You?" 


"I'm
good."  He walked him back into the kitchen, helping him cook lunch
for the boys.  He'd write Hermione's parents after lunch. 


***



Harry
smiled at the head goblin for the local branch.  "I'm told you need
me to open a few vaults?" he asked, shaking his hand. 


"I
do, Mr. Potter.  Your skill is not one we have on hand and we can't find
anyone who would be trustworthy." 


"I
can understand that but I want ten galleons for it so I can get some comics and
sweets later." 


The
goblin stared at him.  "You're requesting a fee?"  He
looked at Bill. 


"My
goblin handler always told me it's better to work with someone who charged a
fee instead of doing it for free, free people's motives were
questionable." 


"That
is true," he agreed.  "Just ten, Mr. Potter?" he asked with
a smirk. 


"For
some comics, some chocolates...."  He grinned.  "Maybe
lunch out later?" 


"That
seems reasonable for a boy your age's wants." 


"I
figured I'd be too tired to go down to my own vault after all this," Harry
admitted. 


"Also
a good point," he agreed dryly.  "Come."  He walked
them off.  The other two followed.  "Because of your bond I know
that you have to be in close proximity." 


"We
can snap it for an hour," Harry offered quietly.  "But only up
to a mile." 


"Interesting
to note but not workable this time.  They can have the back of the cart
and read during the stops." 


"That's
what we figured," Draco agreed, waving his book.  The trio were taken
to the cart and went on a roller coaster ride to the first one.  The other
two did read while Harry opened the vault.  It took a few tries to get the
right code phrase.  Inside nearly blinded him.  He went back to the
cart, letting them do whatever they needed to do.  The whole day would be
like that for them. 


***



Bill
watched the boys go then walked to the curse breaker section, going to find
someone.  He wasn't at the local branch but he knew he was off work due to
a head injury.  "Hey," he told the receptionist. 


"Breaker
Weasley, do you have business with us?" 


"I
need to get in touch with another of us while the boys are doing the bank a
favor."  She nodded and let him past.  He went to the floo in a
sealed area, resealing it.  "Piminton."  His head swam into
view, making him grab it with a wince.  "Sorry." 


"Bill,
problems?" 


"A
few and a question.  Something's coming up and we think we found an
artifact with a piece of soul in it," he said quietly. 


"How
in the hell?  In a tomb?" 


"No,
in my charge's vault." 


"Oh!" 
He blinked a few times.  "You have a charge?" 


"Yeah,
I'm a wizarding guardian for someone." 


"Oh. 
Interesting.  I hadn't heard."  Bill grinned.  "Why
does it need destroyed?" 


"He
doesn't want to keep it.  I know he said he ran into one before and it was
killed with a basilisk fang.  Any other way of doing it?" 


"It
could cause an explosion.  Might kill whoever's doing it." 


Bill
grimaced.  "Is there a safe way?" 


"I
don't know.  That depends on how much power it has.  Did the first
one they did explode?" 


"Not
that he said." 


"I
tell you, some ancient family artifacts are dangerous, Bill.  That's how I
got this concussion.  Cleaning up an older family vault for the newest
generation." 


"Ow,
man.  What happened?" 


"A
ghoul got released." 


"Eww. 
How'd you kill it?" 


"Retrapped
it," he said with a grin. 


"Wonderful. 
I'll warn him of that.  Which family?" 


"Taylis. 
Yours?" 


"Potter."



"As
in Harry Potter?"  Bill nodded.  "Huh.  Heard some of
his family way back when were dark." 


"Some,"
Bill agreed.  "But their paintings are very good at making the boys
study." 


"Huh. 
I sense a story I haven't heard.  Have to ask about gossip going on,"
he teased with a grin. 


"Oh,
there's tons."  He smirked back.  "More than'll be heard
probably."  He shifted.  "So any good ways?  Heat,
melt 'em?" 


"No,
can't melt 'em.  Have to basically kill it with something.  The fang
idea's a good one.  Poisoned knife if you can get one into the
artifact." 


Bill
nodded.  "I can handle that then.  Thanks, man." 


"Welcome,
Bill.  Write more often.  Egypt is always the most fun of
sites."  He signed off and went to talk to the others to see if they
had better ways of dealing with that.  After he took a headache potion. 


Bill
went to the curse breaker library to look up that subject.  He had no idea
such things existed but apparently they weren't unknown to be hiding in some
family vaults.  He wondered if keeping it in the vault would be enough. 


***



Bill
sat down with Harry that night.  "All right, got a full accounting of
the family properties since it was pointed out that I forgot to mention a few
apartments," he said.  "We couldn't ward them the same way so I
ignored them in the initial search." 


"That
seems reasonable," he agreed quietly.  "Any interesting
ones?" 


"A
few," he admitted with a grin.  "You have an apartment in the
city."  He let him see that list.  "This is the one in
Godrick's Hollow.  As of yesterday, they have handed it back to your
control, though they have said part of that is that you keep it as a landmark
for at least a few more years.  You can deny that request and still take
it back though.  It might ease some feelings if you don't."  He
looked at the boy.  Harry nodded he understood that.  "That
would leave you paying the caretaker still however.  Everything's got a
balance in nature."  He flipped the page.  "This is the
local apartment.  It's not huge but in a good area of the
city."  Harry looked and then at him.  "That's about six
blocks from the wizarding area and your new habit-forming chocolate
store." 


"It's
very good chocolate." 


"It
is," Bill agreed.  "Try to eat regular food too,
Harry."  He ruffled his hair again, getting a grimace.  
"I know, it's already messy.  I have no idea if someone could
straighten out your mop for you.  Your father had the same sort of hair
from all the pictures I've seen."  He grinned.  "There's
one other apartment.  I'm guessing it's where the family let James live
before they bought the other house."  He let him see that address. 


"No,
that's not an apartment.  That's my aunt's house, Bill." 


"Huh. 
It's listed as an apartment."  He made that note on the form. 
"Someone got it wrong."  He frowned.  That didn't happen
with goblins.  "Beyond that, we have what appears to be four
vaults.  One full of miscellaneous stuff."  He let the boy see
those lists.  "The British audit came up with your trust vault
...  Hold on, there should be another."  He got up and took the list
to the floo, going to the bank itself.  He walked into the head goblin's
office without knocking.  "I've found irregularities on an audited
account." 


"Oh,
crap," he muttered in goblin.  "The Potter one?" 


Bill
put down the papers.  "That's a house, not an apartment.  It's
his aunt's house, where he was living before in servitude."  He
changed pages.  "It's not listing more than his trust vault.  I
know there's a miscellaneous storage vault up there that probably didn't get
moved."  He let him have it. 


He
read it over, then pulled out the old paperwork.  "I believe you're
right.  That is listed as remaining in country since they could not claim
it."  He called that branch to talk to the head goblin there. 
"Weasley, we have an inheritance stone listed." 


"I'll
get the boys before it tonight."  He went back to get Harry and bring
them back to do that.  The head goblin sent his assistant to bring them
down to it while he dealt with the continuing problems from England.  Bill
got them into the right vault and made Harry walk over to the stone. 
"There.  It'll tell an heir."  He backed out of the
way.  Some of them were a bit... pyrotechnic at times. 


Harry
stared at the stone.  "I have no idea what to do with
you."  He moved closer.  It had some faint writing and he bent
to dust it off.  "Honor the family name and ways," he
read.  He stood up. 


"If
you do that, it may reject you for being so far outside of what the rest of us
were," a painting called. 


Harry
looked at it.  "Which family member made it?" 


"The
same ones as had the journal."  She looked over her shoulder at
him.  It was a portrait of her sitting.  "It's rejected a few of
the family, Harry." 


Harry
stared at her.  "I'm surely not the lightest the person the family's
ever had, Aunt Beth." 


"No. 
It rejected all those as heirs." 


"If
not, it won't release all the vaults," Bill told her.  "There's
some missing by the audit." 


Beth
sighed.  "I hate being put into this position." 


"Then
do shut up," a cranky male voice said, sounding tired.  "Who
dares wake me from  my nap by arguing with that brat?" 


Harry
walked back to look at it.  "Sorry.  We didn't mean to wake
you.  The bank wants me to use the heir stone." 


He
looked at him.  "Which one are you?" 


"Harry. 
James' son.  Eleanor's great-nephew." 


"Hmm." 
He looked at him.  "You're young." 


"Emancipated. 
Which one are you?" 


"Firus
Ignatio Potter." 


"I
found your journals in the family vault," Harry said with a grin. 


"Is
your father not around, boy?" 


"No,
and please don't call me boy?" 


The
man stared at him.  "Why not?" 


"Because
my maternal aunt did the same thing while treating me like a house elf and I
don't react really well to it," he admitted quietly. 


The
man looked at him.  "Is that who raised you?"  Harry nodded
quickly.  "Why?" 


"Voldemort."



"Who?"



"Dark
lord.  Eleanor thinks he's a weakling though." 


He
rolled his eyes.  "That thought is why I'm in here, Harry.  Are
you dark?" 


"No,
not usually.  Eleanor's tempted me that way a few times.  I've had to
learn a few dark things so if Voldemort comes back I can defeat him." 


"Why
would a boy be needed for that job?" 


"Because
he made a prophecy start.  It's a him or me sort." 


"Oh,
fucking hell!" he shouted.  Beth jumped.  "You go right
ahead and use that heir stone, Harry.  It won't reject you.  Bring me
closer."  Harry did that.  "My grandfather made the stupid
thing and it's the stupidest thing ever.  If it rejects you there's a way
around things.  I'm supposing you're the only Potter?" 


"As
far as we can tell," Draco said. 


"Your....
concubine?" he guessed.  "And spouse?" 


"Brandust
bonding bracelets," Ron explained. 


"That
is not what I meant them for," Firus muttered. 


"I
knew something that problem-causing had to be a Potter invention," Draco
mumbled.  Ron and Bill swatted him.  "Hey!"  Harry
glared.  Draco settled down for a minute. 


Firus
looked at his relative.  "I take it it's not a love match?" he
asked dryly. 


"Hardly. 
Draco was our enemy before."  He grinned.  "We're getting
along tolerably well at the moment most of the time." 


"I
figured that would be used for political marriages.  That's why I put that
compulsion to get along in them."  He sighed.  "All right,
the stone won't accept you because you're underage and married.  That used
to be done to inferior spouses for political gain."  He looked. 
Then he looked around.  "Let's go talk to someone, Harry." 
He had him carry the painting back into the shadowy corners of the vault
looking for one painting in particular.  "There you are,
Father." 


"Son,"
he said, staring at him then at the boy.  "I've seen you a few times
at the house.  You never talk to the older members." 


"I
figured you guys were letting Eleanor handle things." 


"Well,
no.  We'd never do that, Harry.  Eleanor's a bitch." 


"Hey!"
Beth complained. 


"Shut
up." 


"Yes,
sir." 


Harry
grinned.  "Eleanor, Beth, and Cordelia have been very helpful in our
studies." 


"Wonderful. 
What are you doing for fun?" 


"We
sneak off." 


"Even
better.  Smart of you."  He stared at him.  "You need
to use the heir stone, don't you?" 


"Do
I?" 


"Yes." 
He sighed.  "FATHER!"  A ghost floated into the
vault.  "His grandfather made it.  Father, this is our last and
only heir." 


He
looked at him.  "Boy." 


"Harry,"
he corrected. 


"You're
still a boy." 


Harry
sighed but looked at him.  "I'm more than just a boy," he said
dryly. 


"He's
a boy with a temper problem.  He's blown up part of the gardens,"
Beth called. 


"The
last time it was a spell by the British Ministry to destroy you guys, because
they think Eleanor's going to make me a dark lord," Harry reminded
her.  "And they want all the notoriety that I have." 


The
ghost stared at him.  "Excuse me?  Is the house standing?" 


"Yes. 
I got aurors there to help us protect it," he said.  "Using the
family time turner." 


The
ghost nodded.  "Good."  He looked him over. 
"Married at your age?" 


"Against
our wills.  A teacher stuck Brandust bonding bracelets on us." 


"Oh,
holy shit."  He swatted his great-grandson's portrait, making him yelp. 
"Idiot.  I told you that was going to cause problems."  He
looked at Harry.  "Let me read you, Harry."  He ran a hand
over his head then nodded.  "You'll do.  A bit more dark than
I'd like." 


"Not
my fault I had to defeat Voldemort." 


"That's
a good point," he admitted.  "Whose fault was that?" 


"Voldemort's.  
He started it due to a prophecy." 


"Shite,
utter shite," Firus complained. 


"True. 
Fine, let's get this settled so things can get back to normal for you. 
Why are you out of school?" 


"Dumbledore
locked us in a room for a little over a month."  The head of the
family stared at him.  "On the Minister's orders.  Apparently
I'm upsetting their plans.  Fudge wants to be me, Dumbledore wants me as a
weapon, and neither one like what they've created.  Which is why the IWC
put them in an embargo situation and other neat things." 


"Oh,
holy shite," the ghost muttered.  "How bad?" 


Draco
held up the notes he had been given by Bill.  The ghost read through them
while he changed pages for him.  "Not our doing, any of it, and I
would've rather not been in this situation.  It's not exactly politically
strong," Draco finished. 


"You're
a Malfoy, aren't you?"  Draco smirked and nodded.  "Last of
your family line?" 


"Of
course.  He's a Weasley if it matters." 


The
ghost nodded at Ron.  "Which one did the adaptation spell
hit?"  Draco grimaced but raised his hand. 


"We've
agreed, he can go shag whoever he wants," Ron assured him. 
"Because none of us like blokes." 


Firus
coughed.  "That'll change."  All three moaned. 
"Anyway.  Great-grandfather, we need Harry keyed in since he had to
key himself into the wards at the house to save it apparently.  It's the
only reason for what we've seen.  With his marriage so young, with Eleanor
and them teaching him what he needs to fight this damnable war that he got
sucked into, and his temper from what I've been told by Cordelia....." 


"The
stone would reject him and cause us problems.  That's fine.  Harry,
are you planning on children?" 


Harry
stared at him.  "The last time someone asked me that I said after the
war and if they nagged I was going to every single sperm bank in every single
country to make a lot of little Potter heirs so they'd leave me alone." 


The
ghost burst out cackling.  "That is an answer I adore,
Harry."  He smirked at him.  "I'd see myself doing
that." 


"Did
my father get rejected?" 


"I
didn't see your father here, Harry.  Nor his father.  His grandmother
apparently drove them off."  He glared at Beth. 


"It
wasn't my fault," she complained.  "Yell at Eleanor and them,
sire." 


"Uh-huh." 
He pointed at a spot.  "There, Harry.  Open that." 
Harry pried the spot open and the stone discharged, just becoming a
stone.  Inside were three crystals, a ring, and a bracelet. 
"Put the crystals on your ear."  He did and the cluster turned
into an earring.  "The ring is more visible but the Potter crest is
yours.  Gift the other two to your spouses.  Then decide on the
family name continuing soon." 


Harry
looked at him.  "If I have to, I will.  I know most families
want heirs." 


The
ghost shrugged.  "With the way you three were bonded, you can decide
which name to carry on."  He smirked when the boy found another spot
and pried it open.  "Ah.  Not many can see that. 
Necromatic magic, Harry?" 


"No,
not that I know of.  I was linked to Voldemort and he created
horcruxes.  I was one when he failed to kill me." 


The
ghost stared at him then pointed at a new pile of things on a shelf. 
"Those?"  Harry nodded.  "So destroy them, defeat him,
then he's finally dead?"  Harry nodded.  "Good luck. 
They can kill you to destroy them." 


"I've
gotten mine cleared out.  Killed a diary that had one with a basilisk
fang." 


"Huh. 
Yeah, that's why you see that.  See any others?"  Harry pointed
at two more spots.  Then looked and found a third underneath the foot
step.  He pulled them out.  "Good boy.  All but one. 
Which is something for the most light so you couldn't touch it
anyway."  He smirked.  "Gift your spouses." 


"Ron,
want a ring or a bracelet?" 


"It's
not really my style, Harry.  Draco?" 


"I
wear the Malfoy markings, not the Potter ones," he said firmly. 
"Ours is not a consummated marriage and I am not the wife."  The
ghost snickered at that.  "It's not." 


"True,
not yet."  Draco grimaced.  "Fine.  Harry, go ahead
and wear them until that changes.  The red one was traditionally the
widowed spouse's ring for her future heir.  The wand you can train with
and the other two pieces of jewelry are ostentatious but important for who they
represent.  The diadem Eleanor used to wear a lot."  Harry
nodded.  "The other necklace is for those who fought with good
reason."  He patted the boy on the hair, ruffling it. 
"You'll figure it out.  Take Firus with you so he can help with that
bond of yours.  I'll pop around the manor soon." 


"Yes,
sir.  Thank you." 


"Not
a problem."  He smirked.  "As for heirs, make a new family
line, boys.  The Malfoy line can die and should with what they've
done.  I'm doubting the other's the only Weasley male."  Ron
shook his head quickly.  "We would not mind if the family line
changes to a more balanced one.  Draco will do that fairly well for
you.  Whoever chose, chose a balanced setting.  Even if you can't see
it yet."  He winked and faded out.  "Take the horcruxes
home when you're ready but also take that stupid singing trunk!  Give it
to some woman who can use the things inside." 


"Yes,
sir."  He found the trunk.  It was humming.  They walked
out with it.  The goblin that met them back upstairs stared and
moaned.  "He had me break the heir stone." 


"Clearly." 
He stared at the trunk.  "I have not seen that in years. 
Eleanor put it down there to make it quit humming."  He shook his
head quickly.  "Very well then.  Mr. Potter, thank you for finding
irregularities in the audit." 


"Am
I in trouble?" 


"No. 
Not in the least.  That earring marks you as the true heir.  Even if
there were other Potters, whoever wears that would be the one that would head
the family."  Harry smiled at that.  "Go home, boys." 
They left with Bill, who was still looking stunned.  Ron had Firus'
picture.  He shook his head.  "Those ladies of the darkness will
not like this surprise.  Thankfully that portrait of his aunt down there
is locked off." 


***



Harry
walked Firus into the painting gallery, hanging him up near the front. 
"There, now we have older family members on both sides."  He
grinned. 


"Thank
you, Harry.  Go rest, boys.  You look tired."  They ran
off.  He turned to look at the other paintings.  "You're in
deep.  Great-Grandfather said so."  They whined.  "We
had to break the heir stone and he said to make a new family line for us and
the Malfoy family."  They slumped.  "Harry's on *my* side
of the family, not yours."  They slunk off to complain in
private.  Firus had a temper like Harry's in life.  There was no
telling what his painting could do.  He might be able to take them apart
like they had taken Lockhart's apart. 


***



Narcissa
landed gracefully, tucking the portkey into her pocket.  She walked up to
the manor house, knocking on the door.  Dobby answered.  "Where
is my son?" 


"Sons
escaped to town for afternoon, Missus," Dobby said, letting her
inside.  "Dobby be getting tea."  He disappeared and came
back with a tea service.  She had found the sitting room. 
"Dobby serve?" 


"Thank
you," she said.  "How long have they been gone?" 


"Two
hours, Missus."  Dobby served her tea then left, going back to the
kitchen. 


She
sipped, nodding in appreciation of it being perfect.  "Dobby, send
their tutor to me?" she ordered. 


"Dobby
do once roast in oven," he told her. 


"Dobby,
go get Terra.  This house would take more than one elf." 


"Dobby
has stolen other freed elfs," he said, looking down.  His ears sank
and the socks on them dipped, making him look pitiful.  "Harry Potter
say he not mind." 


"Good
of him.  Get their tutor for me.  Who is cooking?" 


"Dobby
cooks!" he said, grinning at her. 


"Can
not the other elves?" 


"Other
elfs clean.  Harry Potter wife Draco picky." 


"Go
borrow Terra," she ordered.  He popped out.  She smiled when she
heard Terra squeal about the condition of her kitchen.  The tutor came in
a few minutes later.  "They sneak off every day?" 


"About
once a week, Mrs. Malfoy.  It gives me a day off.  They're good
students when they can concentrate."  He shook her hand. 
"They'll be taking OWL's in a few weeks." 


"Excellent
news.  How is my son otherwise?" 


"A
bit confused.  Though he's a teenager so I'd expect it."  She
smiled at that, nodding slightly.  "I know that there's been some
helpful instruction by the family's paintings, including the newest one. 
Who told the boys a better way to sneak into town earlier." 


"Wonderful. 
Cordelia, how are my son's studies going?" she called. 


"He's
tolerable in my areas, Narcissa.  Potions he's wonderful in and he's
learning history this month."  She nodded at that. 
"Eleanor is off pouting.  Firus is a bit peeved at what she's been
teaching the boys but he supposed it's helpful for the fight that's
coming."  She stared at the tutor.  "He's not a bad
choice.  Not great in transfiguration but he can show them how to use it
in a practical sense." 


"Thank
you."  She nodded and left them alone for now.  Narcissa
smiled.  "She's had Draco in the gardens much?" 


"Quite
a lot recently.  She had the house elves Dobby gathered planting food
crops so he's learning other things to identify and their additional
uses.  Like toxins from a few of them." 


"Interesting. 
Do you think it's helpful?" 


"I
think the newest painting is going to push their studies in another
direction.  He's not pleased at how the dark ones have been pushing them
toward their areas." 


She
nodded.  "Understandable.  Who is this new painting?" 


"Firus
Potter.  He's the line originator's grandson.  Firus?  This is
Draco's mother."  He walked into the nearest painting, smiling at
her.  "Harry brought him back from the family vault." 


"True,
my great-grandfather ordered him to so I could add some depth to the higher end
of their educations." 


She
smirked.  "Hopefully not too much toward being a warrior?  My
son is not meant for battles." 


"Not
in the least.  I've been encouraging him to start some healing
potions."  She nodded at that, still smiling.  "Though, my
great-grandfather and grandfather both want the boys to start a new family line
that combines the Potter and Malfoy lines.  Take out both names and remake
them both." 


"Interesting
thought.  I'll talk to his father about that.  There are things that
would go wrong if the Malfoy name disappeared." 


He
smiled.  "Then we'll have to see." 


"He's
also the one who created the original set of bracelets," the tutor told
her. 


"I've
been helping them with that and stretching the bond farther and for
longer." 


"Excellent
news."  She put down her tea cup.  "Is there some subject
that you can see that should be covered?" 


"A
few in my day but we're adding them gradually and subtly mostly.  They're
being boys and studying is boring on a pretty day like today." 


"Of
course they need some time off." 


He
smiled.  "The boys should be back within an hour or so.  Make
yourself at home.  I'll have the house elf send in more tea and make up a
room?" 


"Dobby
already do," Dobby called. 


"Thank
you, Dobby," Firus called.  "He's very protective of
Harry."  He smiled and bowed a bit, walking off to go nag the
others.  It would not do for her to get the wrong idea about the boys'
studies. 


Narcissa
retired to her room to rest.  It really was exceedingly hot down
here.  She walked in and a cold breeze hit her.  "What is doing
that?" she demanded, looking around.  Everything looked normal except
for the metal box with knobs in the window.  "What on earth?"
she said, staring at it.  "Dobby!" 


Dobby
popped in.  "Yes, Missus?" 


"What
is that?" she demanded with a point. 


He
looked.  "That is air conditioner.  Harry Potter say make very
cold when too hot."  He pointed.  "Turn bottom knob to make
less or more cold.  Turn top one to fan or cold."  He popped
back out. 


She
carefully walked over to look at it, her wand in her hand.  She found the
markings and turned it down to fan.  It blew cool air but quit being so
cold in there.  She decided it was an amercian wizarding world invention
and left it there for now.  Until she could talk to her son.  Who
would've dreamed about machines that made the summer tolerable? 


***



Draco
walked in and stared at the woman coming down the stairs. 
"Mother." 


She
stared at him.  "You're mad," she sighed. 


"Well,
you haven't written since we got free.  I was wondering if there was a
problem there as well." 


"No,
my son, we were trying to protect you and trying to undo some of the damage
that has occurred thanks to your spouse." 


Harry
gave her a dirty look.  "If they had left me alone, there wouldn't be
any." 


"I
know that, Mr. Potter."  She looked her son over.  "You've
grown again."  He nodded.  "May we speak?" she asked
him.  That way he could rant at her if he wanted and then calm down. 
Right now he was stiff and clearly angry. 


"Of
course, Mother."  He led her into the study.  "Dobby, make
cooled tea," he called.  Dobby brought in a tray a minute
later.  "Thank you."  He popped out.  He handed her a
glass.  "It's much nicer in the heat."  He sipped his. 


His
mother sipped hers, nodding.  "That is very nice, quite
refreshing."  She put down her glass and looked at her son. 
"When you were in there, there were memory charms that prevented us from
doing anything."  He nodded he knew that.  "Afterward, your
father and hadn't heard until you didn't come home for the holidays.  Then
I went to storm the castle to get you back." 


"We
heard.  We still haven't gotten any letters since then." 


"No
one is sure where you three are.  We thought it would make you
safer." 


"Then
send the house elf with a letter, Mother.  No one can track
those."  She looked stunned.  He grimaced. 
"Fine.  I believe you wanted to and could not."  She
relaxed and so did he.  "So why come now?" 


"Fudge
is out of office." 


"Wonderful. 
We're still not coming back." 


"At
all?"  He shook his head.  "What if that rumored battle
comes to be?" 


"Then
of course my spouse would run off like the Gryffindor hero he is," he said
dryly.  "At which time, I'd be doing medical checks during it. 
We all know I'm not meant to be in the middle of a battle.  I'd rather
think someone to death." 


"That
is very true.  I'm glad that you grew your mind that way, Draco.  It
pleases me that I won't be a grieving mother." 


"Not
if we can help it," he said.  He sipped his tea.  It was nice
after the jog back from town.  The other two were letting him have his
time alone.  "Lupin and Black?" 


"They're
the ones who reminded us it may be dangerous if we contacted you.  Someone
could have followed them.  We didn't want another spell like I'm told
nearly destroyed the house." 


"No
nearly about it, Mother.  We managed to use a time turner to avert it by
getting some aurors here." 


She
gasped.  "You're not kidding?" she asked.  He shook his
head, taking another sip.  "But what was done cannot be undone or
there's a paradox." 


"No,
we put up a shield making us think it was destroyed so we still had reason to
go back." 


"Oh." 
She blinked a few times.  "Oh, dear.  I'll have to tell your
father how close it came."  She looked at her son.  "You
are quite grown up." 


"Mother,
I'm a fourth year," he complained.  "No I'm not." 


She
stared at him.  "No, just attitude wise, you're correct, my
son."  She got up to give him a hug.  "We'll talk after
dinner?  So I can tell your father?"  He nodded, looking a bit
confused when she smoothed down his hair.  She went up to her room to
activate her calling mirror, finding her husband growling at someone. 
"Oh, do slap him for me, husband," she said bluntly. 
"Because the boys had to use a time turner to keep the house from being
destroyed."  Lucius finally got to haul off and hit the smug ass in
front of him.  She smiled.  "Thank you.  I'll finish him
when I come back."  She stared at him.  "He is most
peeved." 


"I
would be as well," he admitted.  "It was safer, surely he can
see that?" 


"He
said no one could've tracked a house elf with a message." 


Lucius
sighed.  "That is a good point." 


"Our
son is very mature for his age, husband." 


Lucius
stared at him.  "He is only a fourth year."  She
nodded.  "I'll be down there in a few hours.  Let me talk to a
few others first."  She smiled and hung up.  Lucius went to get
a few things.  Including the spare wand he used to use as a death
eater.  Some people really did need a *visit*.  His wife's manicure
wouldn't have to be redone after all.  She'd appreciate that.  She
did so hate having to get blood out from under her nails and reapplying her
polish. 


***



Harry
and Ron watched Narcissa fuss over her son.  Something they hadn't seen
before.  Usually she was close but polite with Draco.  Now she was
turning into Molly Weasley, only less loud.  Privately, Draco was being
creeped out by it but they just smiled whenever she checked on them and added
more to their plates.  Then she went back to fussing more over her
son.  Harry looked at Ron and asked if that's what he usually got at home
and Ron sent back a 'yup' before taking another bite.  For some reason,
Ron's mental voice sounded like his mouth was full whenever he was chewing on
something so he tried not to do it since they complained they couldn't
understand him.  Lucius finally got there and gave his son a hug as well. 


"Are
you two possessed?" Draco finally asked.  "Perhaps by a Weasley
matriarch?" 


Lucius
snorted.  "No, she's still in her body, son."  He smoothed
down his hair.  "You need a trim." 


"No
convenient hairdressers down here, Father."  He was still giving them
wary looks. 


"We'll
have to take you to the city to fix that and how you've grown," Narcissa
said happily. 


"Let
us move the vaults," Lucius ordered.  "It'll take another month,
Narcissa."  She pouted.  "I'm sure we have some ready cash
but not too much."  She sighed but nodded.  "Unless Mr.
Potter wants to fund the shopping trip?" 


Harry
shook his head.  "Maybe another time since I don't need new clothes
too."  He stuffed his mouth before he got glared at by
Narcissa.  It was a wise man who didn't get her angry with him. 


Draco
shook his head.  "I'm fine, Mother.  A haircut yes, but I don't
need new clothes yet.  Give it a few months when I finish
growing."  She beamed and nodded, smoothing down his hair
again.  He put up with this strange actions of his mother.  She was
his mother and he knew how scary she could be.  Ron choked at that thought
of his.  Harry helpfully slapped him on the back until he quit
choking.  Draco shook his head.  "Maybe you should chew instead
of inhaling," he said dryly. 


"Yeah,
probably should," Ron agreed in a wheeze, taking a drink of his tea. 
He wiped the tears off and took another drink before eating more slowly. 
He decided this was the most scary he'd ever seen a Malfoy.  Lucius looked
livid and was fussing like Ron's mother and so was Narcissa.  Maybe he
would call to check on his parents later, make sure they were still alive and
not possessing the Malfoys.  Because Narcissa had just wet her napkin in
her water glass and used it to clean some food off Draco's mouth for him. 
Draco was giving her an odd look but she was gonna fuss anyway
apparently.  It was great entertainment for Harry and Ron but still pretty
damn scary. 


***



Bill
walked up to Sirius and Remus, slapping both of them on the face. 
"From your godson."  He walked on. 


"It
was dangerous," Remus complained, rubbing his cheek. 


Bill
looked back.  "Not that dangerous.  There are things that can't
be tracked.  Like a house elf."  They groaned.  "The
boys are quite pissed according to Narcissa.  And Ron.  Ron said to
beat you both bloody for upsetting Harry by the way."  He walked on
shaking his head.  He had to make sure his mother was still all right
since Narcissa was acting a lot like she was possessed by her.  He
apparated home and smiled at his mother, giving her a hug. 


"What
was that for?" she asked with a smile. 


"Making
sure you were still okay, mam."  He walked off happier.  That
meant that Narcissa did have maternal instinct.  Who knew. 


"What
on earth," she muttered but she was happy to be hugged by her eldest
son.  It was rare since he had become a man.  She went back to her
baking.  Now that they could owl and talk to the trio again, Ron clearly
needed sweets.  Draco never shared his and that half-muggle town couldn't
have very good ones.  She'd send it with Remus and Sirius when they went
down to visit.  They knew to expect it too. 


***



Sirius
landed and handed the box to Ron, who beamed at him as he walked off. 
"Letter's probably inside too, Ron."  He looked at his godson,
who stared back.  "It was dangerous." 


"Why
didn't you use a house elf then?" he asked.  "Or the
mirrors?" 


"I
didn't think about it," he sighed.  "I'm sorry,
Harry."  Harry shrugged.  "I should've been there for you
three." 


Harry
shrugged again.  "It happens, Sirius.  Now, can you go calm down
your sister?  Draco's saying she's back on another Molly Weasley
fit." 


Sirius
smirked.  "Narcissa?"  Harry nodded. 
"Huh."  He walked into the house with Harry, giving his sister a
kiss on the cheek.  "Narcissa, you're acting like one of your
husband's hunting dogs that whelped," he whispered.  She
groaned.  He grinned.  "It's freaking Ron out." 


"No
wonder he choked at dinner, but he is my son and I was dreadfully
worried," she said stiffly. 


"We
think it's wonderful that you're suddenly fussing over Draco," Harry assured
her with a smile.  "Ron just thinks you're going to change hair
colors soon."  She sniffed but smiled and went back to fussing at her
son's hair.  Harry sent a 'sorry, I tried' at Draco but only got grumbling
back.  So Draco would have to live through this fussing fit.  They
weren't sure if it would last more than a few more days but it was nice to have
happen while it did, even if it did creep Draco out.  Their tutor was even
happy because he was getting some time off.  So Draco was going to have to
suffer and be creeped out. 


Sirius
watched for a minute then went to hide with Harry.  Personally, that was
the scariest he had ever seen Narcissa and Lucius was helping her fuss. 
Maybe someone had infected them with a Weasley taint somehow.  That was a prank
he'd have to consider.... 


But
first Harry and Ron needed some parental style fussing over.   They'd
have to make due with what little he knew how to do that way but they'd figure
it out together he guessed. 


***



Two
days later, when all the parental types left again, all three boys nearly threw
a party.  If they had any local friends they would've invited them over to
have one but they didn't really know anyone their own age and the local
townspeople were still scared of them.  So they'd have to make due with
Terra making them a strudel and them getting happy with fizzy drinks from
town.  Their tutor was happy as well.  No one was second-guessing his
teaching methods anymore.  He didn't party with the boys but he was out in
the garden enjoying his own happy moment of peace and quiet.  He looked
back when Ron started to shout but then a hex flew and it was better. 
"Really, those three do have to work on their relationship sometime
soon.  Before they suddenly fall into snogging sessions during class
time."  He sipped his own drink and nibbled a bite of strudel
too.  It'd be okay, for the time being.  Then again, who knows what
would happen when or if Voldemort came back. 


The
End. 
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