Note: I checked that one scene that needs a 'eww' warning with the Imaginings list. They said it's not too graphic and doesn't need more than a 'that's gross' sort of warning. It is how they get Peter Pettigrew captured.
The old man walked around the wreckage, searching for something. He knew it wasn't possible but they had to have that child survive. They were all sunk without him. So he was prepared to do something he had to do, which was wrong by everything he held dear. Since it was an emergency they'd all forgive him. He found the tiny body and set up the rite. Anyone who interrupted him he'd obliviate, but he was hoping he had enough time. He had trapped what he needed before it escaped and now it was time.
***
Xander Harris, a redemption child, felt himself be called and he was still on downtime. "Hell no!" he muttered, fighting against it. The others who knew him were watching. "Someone's trying to capture me. D'Hoffryn!" he shouted. The demon showed up and gave him a confused look. "They're trying to summon me specifically. Something's not right. It's not an assignment."
"No, it's not, but it might be slightly necessary. You'll look nice with the scar."
Xander glared. "I got those books read to me. No way in hell is it turning out that way. So some help here?"
"I cannot stop him," he said, sounding sad.
"Then I'd better have some help. Because no way in hell am I going through what he did." He disappeared with a scream of pain at the calling. He woke up in the body, screaming at the continued pain. Yup, it felt like what Willow had hit him with a few lives back. He hadn't been certain before but now he was.
The old man smiled. "It's all for the greater good and you'll help us," he told the crying child. Xander shook his head. No he wasn't. He didn't deserve his help. "You will, redemption child, or everyone will suffer." The baby shrugged. That the old man did not expect. "You understand?" The baby nodded. "Then you'll help?" He shook his head again. "Then I suppose we'll have to do what we must for the greater good." He cast another spell. "There, that should solve all that resistence." He walked the baby out, finding others coming to help. Now things would go as they must.
***
D'Hoffryn looked around. "I need volunteers."
The redemption child who had been John Sheppard looked at him. "You look worried."
"Alexander can probably warp everything everywhere if he's forced into doing so." They shared a look. "He's not pleased and there's a new spell on him."
"Yes, well, turning him into Harry Fucking Potter would do that," Rodney McKay said angrily. "I'm going. Send me as Hermione." D'Hoffryn smiled and sent him and John as Ron. Then Evan as Hannah Abbot. That might solve some of the problems. Because this was now a disastrous start to a prophecy that would be destroying all demon kind.
***
Harry Potter, now six years old, looked up and called on D'Hoffryn for the second time. The demon lord appeared. "I cannot directly help," he reminded him. Harry/Xander pointed at his now useless arm and injuries. "Oh, dear."
"This won't keep going on," he vowed. "Or I'll end them all."
"You'll do as you must and punish the one who did it."
"Yes, I will be." D'Hoffryn called someone to heal the young body.
A wizard appeared. "Well, this is not what I imagined to have happen."
Harry looked at him. "I'm not your warrior."
"You'll do what you must for the greater good."
"I'll kill you all and these humans," Harry assured him. "I've been in many wars."
"Good." He smiled. "That means that the spell called the right redemption child." He hit the demon with magic but D'Hoffryn laughed and hit him back with something stronger. "Very well then." He hit them all with something else. "You'll learn your place soon enough, Harry," Dumbledore said, patting him on the head with a smirk. Then he disappeared. It was nice the boy was healthy again.
Harry/Xander plotted. He knew what that spell was. Someone was in some serious trouble. But it did give him an idea. Not one he'd be able to deal with anytime soon, but hey, maybe he could deal with the muggles for now. He cast a spell on them as they came in. Of course, a ministry witch showed up. Thankfully he still had injuries. She started to remove the child from their care but Dumbledore stepped in. Again. Pity. He'd get his and Harry was not putting up with eleven years of abuse.
***
The day Harry was supposed to get on the train, he was dropped off at the train station. He knew he was supposed to wait for the Weasleys. Fortunately Mrs. Weasley was herding her kids his way. Ron sparkled to his sight. Which was very interesting. So maybe he had some backup after all. Once they were on the train, Harry smiled. "Harry Potter."
"Ron Weasley," he said, staring back and shaking his hand. He looked Harry over, getting a grimace back. When Hermione came in with Neville looking at his toad, she gave them both a pointed look before following him off. "It so fits Rodney," he hissed, cracking Xander up. Things went according to the book for the sorting, dinner, all that.
The next day, the Headmaster called him up after lunch to talk to him.
"Harry, I'm glad you can join us here," he said with a smile.
Harry stared at him. "Don't play this fucking game with me, Dumbledore. I read the damn books in one of the other realms. I'm not playing along."
"You will because otherwise there will be great loss of life." Harry shrugged. "You honestly don't care about that?"
"No. Because you didn't need redemption." The headmaster gaped. Harry stared back. "We're sent out to people who need us, who forgot that there's a reason to go on. Not as warriors for some stupid prophecy that was self-fulfilling. If you hadn't told him, this wouldn't be a problem. You wouldn't have had to pull up some of the darkest necromatic magics to pull me."
He stared him down. "Beyond that, there's no compulsion, no spell, nothing, that will make me fight. I lived on the hellmouth, Headmaster. I've seen death up close and personal; hunted him in fact with a slayer. I've done things you cannot imagine. I have seen magic you won't even think exists," he finished with a sneer. "I'd start on a better plan than trying to compel me. You might be able to get muggles but I'm not one." He walked off. If it hadn't been for John and Rodney, he'd have went to Slytherin. That would break that stupid book prophecy.
Instead he'd have to stack the deck in a way only a Xander could.
Up in his office, Dumbledore was thinking on what he could do. There had to be a way to get the boy to do what he needed. What they all needed.
***
Xander felt the touch to his mind during the next potions lesson, staring at the teacher. He smirked mentally and let him see some of one of his other lives. Snape shuddered and stomped off. So he sent him a copy of the redemption child myth later on. Then he'd see what he was doing.
Later that night, John cornered Xander, staring at him. "Calm down," he said quietly, glancing around.
"There's no way in hell I'm going to let it go that way."
"No, we won't. Just calm down." Xander nodded, relaxing again. "We're figuring out how to do it."
"I'm not inclined to do it at all," he said bluntly.
John sighed. "We can't let them die."
"John...." He sighed, leaning against the wall. "What happens if we're rejected?" he asked quietly.
"I know that."
"There is nothing that says I have to go along."
"True," he agreed. He leaned against the wall. "Would you be proud of that decision though?" Xander glared at him. Ron smirked his most Ron smirk. Which used to annoy the trio back on Atlantis. "Would it?"
"I don't know."
"Yes you do," Hermione said as she walked up to them. "We retrained you after all that time in battles." She glanced around then at them. "At the very least we can kill the bad thing or keep him from being raised."
Harry considered it then sighed. "Maybe."
"That's something I would agree with," Ron said.
Harry huffed. "I'm not playing nicely."
"No, we're not." Ron and Harry shared a smirk and Hermione rolled her eyes.
"Honestly you two." She walked off. "Hannah Abbot, Ron? Really?"
John smirked. "That's good to know." He strolled off to scout Evan's present life.
Harry sighed, shaking his head. He had to do something. He wasn't going to get with Ginny. Or Cho because she hadn't been a good relationship. Secretly he wanted what John and Evan had. He wanted it so bad at times. But even if he found someone to be with him, there was no telling if they'd join him the same way. He went up to hide in his room. The lessons in magic were coming in very handy. Things he knew before now he could do better. Though that wand of his was a piece of crap. It did not fit him at all. He'd have to fix that.
***
Halloween came and Rodney was off searching for something. Which they hated but it'd be fine. They could rush in to save her. Dumbledore was looking very pleased but they weren't going to knock out the troll at all. Just get Hermione out of the troll's way.
Let the teachers be teachers.
The books hadn't shown them doing many protective, teacherish things.
They could give themselves points for actually handling a problem within the school.
They managed to divert the troll to get Hermione out of the bathroom and off into the shadows before the teachers got there. They shared a look. "Did you figure it out?" Ron asked.
"It still makes no sense!"
"Magic happens," Harry quipped. "Get over it. It's not all tech. Just think about how Ancient things would fit in around here. We might have *heat* in the winter." Hermione shivered. They snuck back to the Gryffndor dorm, avoiding all the teachers. "Can we keep Norbert?" he hissed.
"No," John sighed. "If it wasn't fire breathing...."
"No," Hermione said. "Some rules are for a good reason. Especially with beasts." They broke up once they got into the dorms, heading to their rooms. It was time for a nap.
An hour later, Harry woke up, sniffing something. "I don't believe that." He got up and grabbed his glasses and wand, knocking Ron's bed on the way.
"Hmm?" he asked, waking up with a yawn. "What's that stink?"
"Troll."
"Oh, bloody hell!" Ron complained. That woke up everyone else.
"What's that stink?" Neville asked.
"Troll," Harry said. He looked at the other kids then at Ron. "Can you do that thing?" Ron nodded, sending a message at Hermione. They heard the troll roar and struggle on the tiny stairs. The roof was only six foot high and the troll was over eight feet plus it was too narrow for him to get up them. "Ron, get your brothers? They're older."
"Brilliant!" He got up and went to get the twins. Who he wasn't sure weren't like them as well. "The troll's in the stairway," he told the student that glared at them.
"You're barmy," one of the other students complained. "It's a nightmare, Ron. Really."
"Sniff," Ron ordered. They did and grimaced. The twins got up and took Percy that way, because Percy insisted since he was a prefect. They found the troll trying to get up the girls' staircase. Ron looked over one of the twin's arms then at him. "Stun it?"
"Won't work," Percy complained.
"Float the club and bash it on the head," Harry said from behind them.
"Not a bad idea. At least it'll get away from there," Percy decided. The twins did that. They slammed the club into the troll's head. It went down with a yelp. The twins smiled at Harry. Who went back to bed with Ron.
"Interesting," one of the twins said, looking at his other half.
"Very," he agreed. Teachers fled in. "We knocked it out with its club."
"Five points to Mr. Potter," Dumbledore said.
Harry came back. "What would a first year do against a troll?" he asked. "The twins got it, not me." He went back to bed. "If anyone asks, the twins got the troll," he announced. The other first years cheered. He went back to bed.
"They tried to give you points?" Ron demanded. Harry nodded. Ron snorted. "Bloody imbeciles."
"Yup," Harry agreed. He closed his curtains and settled in to seethe. How dare they endanger the students that way to get him to protect them! Well, they had another thing coming. Harry had all sorts of spells he could use now that they've proven they were dark and out to hurt people. Be damned if he was going to let that go on. Even if he wasn't the hero they wanted. He and Ron would have to talk in the morning. Though it was amusing that Ron snored when John didn't.
***
The next day he heard the rumors and looked at one of the older students. "The twins got the troll. What would a first year do against a troll?" They looked shocked. "Someone less than intelligent decided I had, probably because of me being me, but I did not touch the troll. Congratulate the twins." He went back to his breakfast.
Ron looked at him, quirking an eyebrow up. "Not sleep well?"
"No, I didn't." He winced and rubbed his head when Quirrel walked past their seats. "Have to do something about that," he muttered.
"Got any idea what's causing it?" Neville asked, trying to be helpful.
Harry nodded. "I have a pretty good idea, yeah." He grinned. "It'll be handled I'm sure." He got back to eating and glanced at Ron, who gave him a pointed look. They had Snape today. Cutting would get them noticed and put in detention with Filch. So they'd go after class. They had both wanted a Room of Requirement on Atlantis so maybe....
Hermione, of course, followed to check out the magic on it. She still didn't believe in magic over technology. Hannah Abbot snuck up on them to join them at the last minute. Hermione looked at her. "This might be interesting."
Hannah smiled. "Very." Harry got them into the room and found books that they couldn't touch. "Interesting indeed."
"Hmm," Harry said, then spat something. The protections on the books disappeared into smoke.
"How?" Hermione asked.
Harry grinned. "Way back when, there was two of us. Then the other eight got appointed." She nodded slowly. "Picked for certain situations but it wasn't expected to be permanent."
"Okay," Hannah said. "And that means...."
"The Warrior Child and the Peace Child were the first," Ron said quietly. He thought up a couch and sat down. "They were doing this for almost a thousand years before us. Until this last few times, you barely ran into any of the others in any life or even between lives."
Harry beamed and nodded. "Yes, I was. Including during the damn demon/human wars." Hermione and Hannah both gaped. "It's safe to say that I know a bit more about some things that even those who've spent their whole lives studying it." He found the book he wanted wasn't there and summoned it specifically from somewhere else. Whoever had it in their library could bitch and moan. He settled in on the floor to read it over, handing it to Ron when he cleared his throat.
"Thank you," Ron said, taking it to look over. The spell wasn't hard. "He's going to yell."
"Yup," Harry said with a grin. "Yay." That got a nod and it was shared around. Harry and Ron went over their future plans and what needed to be done. Harry had to find the Mirror of Erised and break it. Harry had to touch Voldemort on Quirrel to kill him. Or they had to find a way to trap Quirrel and his ghoul.
"It's mean but Gringotts?" Hannah asked quietly. She pointed at a new painting. Harry and Ron both stunned it and Hermione huffed but did something better.
"If we could convince them but I doubt the Ministry would stand for it," Ron said. "You know there's a problem there."
"I remember," she admitted. "And it's a bad idea."
Harry snorted. "This is all a bad idea. From summoning me because Harry didn't survive onward has been a really bad idea." They all stared. He nodded. "That's what that was."
"Crap," Hermione muttered.
"Yup. He thinks this is for the Greater Good," Harry said sarcastically. "I've pointed out that I'm not his warrior and I don't really care." They all stared at him. "By the way, we're on number three, not number two, people." Ron swallowed, staring at him. Harry nodded. "There's no way in fucking hell. They can call back their Saint Merlin and he still wouldn't get me to do it."
"Good," Hannah said firmly. "I wouldn't help them either, even if I would end the threat another way."
Harry let out an evil cackle and got another book, this time a diary. He found the spell and showed it to her. "You mean like that?"
She moaned. "Can you do that?"
"Yes, I can." He smirked. "I wonder if they realize I'm still carrying Hellmouth taint?" Ron gave him a horrified look. So did Hermione. That had once screwed up everything on Atlantis for two weeks. It had nearly gotten the city sunk when demons had shown up to help him with the flu he had. "Though, that's a good idea." He summoned some chalk and moved off to draw the summoning circle.
"Not inside the school," Hermione said firmly.
"Fine. Pitch?"
"Road," Ron countered. "Outside the shields? That way we're not endangering the innocent."
"Sure." They snuck out and went to the road to do that. The demon Harry summoned gave him such an odd look. "Hi, Peter."
"Redemption child," he said with a slow nod.
"That's Alexander," Hermione said with a smug look.
"Oh fucking hell!" the demon shouted.
"Dumbledore summoned me *specifically*," he said dryly. "He's so broken the covenant." The demon whimpered. "But not why you're here. Peter, there's a ghoul on our defense teacher."
"Really?"
"Really."
"Interesting." He stared at the gathered children. "You got more added?"
"I volunteered," Hannah said with a smile.
"I couldn't let my idiot son do it on his own," Hermione said dryly.
"Oh, fuck. That means you're McKay," he said, staring at her. She smirked and nodded. "Christ."
"Well, yeah," Harry quipped with an evil grin. "And I'm so going hellmouth right now. So, ghoul?" He clapped his hands together.
"Sure, ghoul." He nodded. "Can it come outside the boundaries? I can't really get into the wards unless I'm summoned and that might be a bad thing for the other students."
"It's hunting unicorns every few days," Ron offered.
"Even better. The forest protects my kind." He wandered off that way. "Adults come."
"Yay. Thank you, Peter."
"Eeeh, ghouls are tasty." He disappeared.
"And this is how you apparate," Harry was instructing when Snape showed up.
"No first year can," he sneered. "You're all going to be expelled. Especially you, Potter."
"Please do," he agreed with a grin. "I'd love that." Snape gave him a confused look. "I'm not Harry, Professor. I've never been Harry Potter. Harry did die. Unfortunately Dumbledore was there." He walked around him. "Okay, on three." They all apparated to the local sweets shop. Because they were eleven-years-old again and they wanted chocolate.
Snape stared at the bare spot. "This is not good." He went to talk to the headmaster. The headmaster wouldn't see him; by the morning he had forgotten everything except the nice prophecy that was sitting in the middle of his desk. Which he read and didn't understand why he had it out, but apparently something was going on. He'd have to watch and see if he could figure this most disturbing puzzle out. Though, whenever he looked at Potter, something in the back of his mind itched for some reason.
***
Over the holiday break, Harry found the mirror. He stared at it. It showed him with someone nice. Someone shadowed. He never got a good, clear look at them. Though half the time they were blond. Male he didn't mind but blond confused him. He finally shrugged it off and used the ill-fitting wand to break the damn mirror. Somewhere he heard a scream of rage and shrugged, strolling off. He went back to his common room and flopped down. "The mirror seems to think I need someone male and blond."
"Malfoy?" Ron snorted, looking at him. "You have better taste, Harry."
"It wasn't necessarily him. It wasn't that clear. Just blond on occasion."
"So there's maybe a choice." He shrugged. "Doesn't it show what your heart's desire is?" Harry nodded. Ron stared at him. "Really?" he sighed. Harry shrugged, looking at the magazines on the table. "You'll find someone. I promise you will."
Harry grinned. "Some year."
"Hopefully some year soon, kiddo." He punched him on the arm. "Go for a fly?"
"I'd love to." They snuck out to do that with the school's brooms. Madam Hooch gave them a dirty look but Harry charmed her out of them and they went flying in the cold, crisp, more than chilly December air.
The headmaster huffed out. "Mr. Potter."
Harry looked down. "No I'm not." He smirked.
"You destroyed something."
"Did I? I thought I was in the common room." He looked at Ron, who nodded to back him up.
"That was an important...."
Harry zoomed down and stopped in front of him. "I know *exactly* what it's for. I told you, I'm not going to play this game." Then he zipped off again to the other end of the pitch. Ron followed.
"We shall see," he said coolly.
"No, we won't," Harry called back. He looked at Ron. "You know, I think the only worthwhile reason to stay in this life is quidditch." Ron laughed but nodded. "Good. We'll try to do that together." They got into a game of tag.
"Get down here!" Hermione yelled from one of the stands. They flew over and Ron snatched her, putting her in front of him. She shrieked but he was good enough to keep them in the air. Harry was laughing and grinning so it was a good thing. Something he and Hermione wanted to see him do more of. Because if those muggles came near Harry again they'd destroy them. John would do worse than he'd ever done to a wraith. Or maybe he'd summon a wraith.
Hermione looked at him. "Quit making evil plots."
"Fine." He let her go back into the stands and flew off after Harry again. Hannah came out to fly with them for a bit. So did a few other students that were staying. "Tag, you're it," he called at Hannah then zoomed off. She huffed and flew after him. The others helped. It was a wonderful afternoon.
***
The headmaster watched all his plots and plans dissolve. How could he train Harry to fight Voldemort if he wasn't going to submit to his training? Perhaps another bad year would help him. He sent an order to Snape to challenge the boy even more than usual and got back a simple answer of 'I do not want my classroom in tiny rubble from his caldron exploding'. So apparently he had to move around Snape. Perhaps Quirrel's free time should be taken up with some extra lessons. He could easily talk the teacher into assigning Harry detention. Then again, he couldn't find Quirrel. He summoned a house elf. "Where is Professor Quirrel?"
"Muffy has not seen Professor in many days, Headmaster," she said, looking down. "Muffy is sorry. Muffy did not know Muffy was to watch Professor."
"No, you weren't. Did he leave for the holidays?"
"Muffy has not seen Professor in six days, Headmaster."
"Hmm. Thank you, Muffy." She disappeared. He considered it and used a tracking charm that was on all the teachers in case they had problems on the school's grounds. It really was for their own safety. He found it reading 'dead' and where his body was so he hurried to find him. He was in the forest. He was indeed dead. So was the remains of the ghoul next to him. "Oh, my," he muttered, summoning someone. He could say he didn't know. The head auror showed up. "I was looking for my defense professor and found him."
The head auror squatted down to look at the remains. "That's ghoul slime."
Peter the demon appeared. "The ghoul was delicious," he said with a smirk. "Very corrupt, very evil. Even those during the last world war weren't that evil. It marinated him very well with the unicorn blood he'd been drinking." He stared at the auror. "Perhaps the wards that keep my kind out should have been able to keep his kind out?" He disappeared.
"That's a really good question," the head auror said. "How did the dark arts wards not find him?"
"It's probably some sort of protection on his turban," Dumbledore complained.
"I see." He summoned others. They showed up at a run, including the Minister for Magic for some reason. "Minister, clearly ghoul slime and a demon appeared to say he was evil and tasty."
"The professor?" he demanded.
"No, the ghoul," he said, staring at him. "Said he was worse than the muggles during the war with Grinderwald."
"The Nazi bastards?" one of the aurors asked. He stiffened. "They were anti anyone but them." His boss stared back. They tested the slime. There wasn't enough to be positive but they were pretty sure.
"Nonsense. Voldemort was destroyed by Harry Potter," Dumbledore said.
"That's right," Minister Fudge agreed. "That's preposterous."
The demon reappeared. "No, it's not. It wasn't all of his soul either." He smirked at the headmaster. "I believe you know of his other soul parts. The higher ups call them... oh, what was that word? Oh, yes, horcrux?" He disappeared. The ghoul had been very tasty. He was pleasingly full and needed an after feast nap.
"What's a horcrux?" the head auror demanded. Dumbledore looked clueless and shook his head.
"Honestly," Hermione sighed from behind the group. "Accio book on Horcrux." It flew out and she handed it over. "It works in any library as well." She walked off. "Does that mean Harry's scar will quit bleeding whenever he looks at him?"
"Damn I hope so," the head auror muttered, looking up that subject. Another book came floating out and he grabbed it before Dumbledore could, glancing through it as well. "Soul pieces split off to keep him partially alive."
"Figures since that's very dark magic," Fudge sneered. "Find them, destroy them." He stomped off. The kids playing tag got a look but he popped off before he got a good look at anyone.
Dumbledore sneered at the children as he stomped past the pitch. That really did screw up all his plans, though it was nice that Voldemort's ghoul was now gone. He needed to do more research on what redemption children could do. That demon was suspicious.
***
Summer vacation arrived and of course Harry had to go home. When Hallie didn't answer his call because it was blocked, he knew he had his permission to do something dumb yet nice. Fortunately he could do wandless magic that the Ministry couldn't catch. So the muggles were compelled to go on vacation. In Africa. Without him.
His aunt was ecstatic about it. His uncle grudging but they had 'won' the trip. Dudley wanted to know if he could bring all his toys so Harry couldn't play with them. Harry got a long, stern lecture about keeping up the house's chores. To keep the grass trimmed. To not invite anyone in. To make sure that no one knew he was home alone since Mrs. Figg couldn't watch him for that long. Finally they were gone.
"Maybe a headhunter will eat Dudley," Harry muttered as he went into the kitchen. They hadn't left hardly any food. He had no money, or access to his vault during the summer. Yet. He wrote the bank and settled in to research what he needed to do. It wasn't really that hard. It was often overlooked by those who used demons because no one dared to think that they wouldn't be answered. Or that the demons wouldn't destroy them for trying. Harry knew exactly what would happen though. He'd done it once before. That's why the other eight redemption children were added. After the Peace Child had been killed.
His temper tantrum then had let the humans take over the planet from the demons.
Maybe this time.... He'd figure out a way to constructively channel it. Hermione surely had ideas.
***
Harry looked up as Mr. Weasley came out of the fireplace, smirking and waving. "Good afternoon."
"Harry?" Harry grinned. "What are you doing inside that arcane, ancient set of markings?"
Harry looked then at him. "I'm looking at power flow research and it's protecting me from anything attacking since something tried the other day." Not fully an untruth - it was protecting him from letting out magic that might show up on some magic sensor since this was heavier magic.
"I see." He walked closer. "Can you come out of there?"
"If you can prove the Headmaster didn't send you." Mr. Weasley gaped in horror. Harry stared back then pointed at the trunk filled with dead being that had attacked him. "That showed up saying the Headmaster complimented me on my planning ability." Arthur Weasley looked and went pale. Mrs. Weasley came out of the fireplace. "Hi, Mrs. Weasley." Harry closed his present book. She had an old bloodline and could probably feel earth magic. She gave the capturing circle a strange look as well. "In case of another attack." He pointed at the trunk.
"No, Molly love, you shouldn't see that," Arthur said quietly. "Harry, where are your aunt and uncle?"
"Hmm. It's nearly the middle of July so hopefully being eaten by something in Nairobi?" Both adults gaped. He smirked. "They won a safari."
"Who's been watching you?" she demanded. Harry waved a hand. "We'll see about that!"
"If you tell someone, the Headmaster will probably obliviate them like he has others," Harry said calmly and quietly. Harry stood up and took off his shirt, pointing at his shoulder. "He kept them from removing me after I had to get some healing done." She gasped. He looked back at the demon. "Hi, Hallie." He grinned.
"Harry." She froze the wizards, staring at him. "No wonder I was blocked," she muttered.
"Bad idea of his," he agreed with a smirk. "But they're on safari."
She smiled. "Good job, Harry." She patted him on the head. "Go with them for now." He packed things efficiently into his school trunk while she unfroze them. "I'm Halfrek, over Lost Childhoods." Mrs. Weasley stiffened, staring at her. "As of this moment, you will make sure Harry is taken care of for the rest of this summer until I can ...deal with his relatives?"
"Of course," Mrs. Weasley agreed. "That's why we showed up."
Hallie smiled. "Good. I was unfortunately busy when he called the last time. Now... not so much." She disappeared.
Harry grinned. "That's why and how I got healed. Before someone obliviated them."
"Are you certain?" Arthur demanded.
Harry nodded. "Muggle social services showed up even."
"I'll have someone look into that. For now, let's get you back to the Burrow. Ron's been fretting." He went to help Harry pack while she locked up the house and checked the kitchen.
"Harry, what have you been eating?" she called.
"I've had a sandwich for breakfast and last night there was a local church having a dinner; I went there so I didn't have to cook," he called. "The bank gave me a small stipend to pay for groceries out of my trust vault." Soon enough they were at the Burrow and Molly was making all the children a late lunch. Harry grinned at Ron. "Hallie showed up."
"Finally?"
"You knew?" his mother demanded.
"Yeah, mum. Harry and Hermione looked up how to summon her back in April." He stuffed his mouth.
"They're on safari." Harry grinned. "Thank you, Mrs. Weasley," he said, taking his sandwich and eating it. It'd make her feel appreciated.
"Hermione said that the muggles have people who handle things like that but she supposed that something or someone was blocking them or maybe it got taken by the Ministry's version who were fighting. Dad?"
"No, I'm not sure we have someone like that," he admitted quietly. He went to call someone to talk to them. They knew about the call. They knew that the social worker had a suspicious accident with a telephone pole the next day. They decided that since she hadn't removed the boy there wasn't a reason to look at it, but Arthur assured them there had been. Someone showed up to talk to Harry in the garden under some truth serum. Thankfully he knew how to defeat it for the demonic parts.
Ron finished eating and helped his mother by taking Harry's trunk and owl up to his room. It was heavier than usual but Hermione's had been heavier. Though he wasn't sure why Harry was turning into a book nerd. Finally the auror left and Arthur looked wrung out. Then Harry came in and they went to degnome the garden together. It got them away from the worried adults and into the sunshine. Plus away from the twins planning new pranks.
The adults sat down and talked about things. Something really had to be done to help the poor boy. And explain to him that the headmaster wasn't evil. Though it was nice the aurors took the creature's remains to get rid of.
***
Harry looked at Hermione that night in the garden, getting an odd look back. "Saw Hallie."
"Good!"
"Finally," Ron complained.
"Oh, dear." She stared at him. "Are you all right, Harry?"
"I'm good." He grinned. "It's all right, Hermione."
"Good." She settled in and got comfortable. "We have to shop for our next year soon."
"Want to keep going there?" Harry teased. "Even with Malfoy and everyone."
She snorted. "I've seen worse bullies in muggle school. Being brilliant does draw them."
Harry nodded. "So did Dudley. Wonder if they survived their safari."
"Probably," Ron sighed. "Bullies never get what's coming to them in a timely manner. Though I get to paste Malfoy again, right?"
"Sure," Harry decided. "If he starts something, Ron." Ron smirked at him.
"Honestly!" Hermione complained.
Arthur came out to look at Harry. "That was very nice accidental magic, Harry. They can't remove it at all." Harry grinned. "I suppose it's reasonable but next time, put less oomph into it, all right?"
"Yes, Mr. Weasley."
"Good boy, Harry." He went back inside to talk to his wife. Ron's temper was getting out of hand again.
***
Hermione frowned at her body then at the boys. "I never understood what girls saw in cute men before," she hissed.
"Eugh!" Ron complained, moving away from her. "I do not need to know, Hermione."
"Fine."
Harry grinned. "It proves you're a girl instead of a changed skewrt," he teased. She swatted him. Which drew attention from Lockhart. Who tried to suck up to Harry. Harry walked off shaking his head.
"That was rude," Mrs. Weasley hissed.
Harry looked at her. "It kept me from being rude," he said calmly and quietly. "Very rude." She gasped. "I don't need attention and I don't want pictures." He disappeared into the shelves to look for something.
Hermione joined him, giggling. "That was nice avoidance procedure, Harry." Harry gave her a smug look and handed her a book on being a young witch. "Is it that much different?"
"Yup. Probably. Considering what we got taught in health class? Definitely." She flipped through it and got another one that looked more informative for her parents. Her mother sighed but agreed it was good to start looking at that. Harry got his own comics and then went to get his other books now that Lockhart was gone. Ron was trying hard not to snicker in a corner even if Malfoy was annoying him. "Lay off him," he told Malfoy, getting that same tingling feeling Hermione had just gotten over Lockhart. Malfoy sneered so Harry stared him down. "Didn't Lockhart try to pounce you too?" Malfoy stomped back to his father's side and they both sneered at him. Harry walked off after punching Ron on the arm. They got their books and moved onto the next stop, clothes.
Mrs. Weasley looked at the book Hermione was reading. "Dear, that's not really public reading."
Hermione looked at her. "The repression of the female form is stupid. It's just a body, Mrs. Weasley. If we can look at it in classical art, I can read up on the mechanics of it. I'm learning the differences between what we as muggles have and what we as witches have." She waited her turn and got up there to get measured and fitted. Madam Malkin gave her an odd look. "Mum, we need to look at the whole health issues of certain medicines as well."
"That's a wise decision for when it's time," she agreed with a smile. "I'll see if I can find someone to talk to about that subject, Hermione."
"Thanks, Mum." She finished getting fitted and they paid, waiting on the Weasleys and Harry to finish up. Malfoy came in and she ignored him totally. Which pissed him off.
"What? It something you're learning so you can have one of your own?" he sneered.
She looked at him. "No, I'm comparing the advances muggles have made in things like birth control and fertility to what the wizarding world has in case I some day want to make myself spawn." She went back to reading. "Unlike your wife, I plan on doing something with myself beyond pushing out heirs." She looked at her mother. "What do you think about me going to medical school as a healer?"
"I think it's a grand idea and would use your brains to the best extent," her mother said, smiling proudly at her. "I think you being a surgeon or something would be wonderful." She moved some of her daughter's hair behind her ear. Hermione grinned at her.
"What's a surgeon?" Ron asked.
"The type of doctor that operates when you have very bad injuries that need stitched instead of healed," Harry said. "Or when things like your appendix burst they take them out." He looked over. "I thought you hated doctors?"
"I hate stupid doctors," she corrected. "I can see myself being a very good one, Harry."
Harry grinned. "I think you'd be great and you'd get to boss people around all the time legitimately." Hermione's mother burst out laughing but nodded that was true.
"The wizarding world doesn't have those sort of doctors," Molly hissed.
"Yes we do," Arthur told her. "Doctor Morgans is one, Molly." He smiled at Hermione. "It's not a path many young women go toward but it's a very good one with your skills and brains. Talk to Professor McGonagall about it and Madam Pomfrey. They can point you in the proper direction for optional classes and the like." Hermione nodded, going back to her book.
Hermione looked up at the sound of a pained gasp. "Oh, dear. Mum, I think she's in labor and needs the hospital."
"Oh, dear," she said, rushing over to help. "I'm a dentist but I have taken most of the same medical classes."
"Most of ours are born at home, not the hospital unless there's a problem," another woman chided.
Hermione looked at her. "Yet, children born in a hospital have less health issues. Though there is a trend toward more home births with midwives." Her mother helped get the poor woman back to the pub so she could floo home. Hermione followed the Weasleys.
"I never thought about that," Ron told her. "Yeah, I think we were all born at home, even the twins."
"My mother said the birthing experience wasn't exactly comfortable but it was better because there were doctors there to help when I had initial trouble breathing for the first few minutes and other issues. Plus I got a lot of later tests done and out of the way." Mrs. Weasley gave her an odd look. "It's also more clean, no germs or other things that can kill the mother and child."
"That doesn't often happen," she chided.
"The wizarding world has a ten percent infant and mother mortality rate," Hermione's mother said as she joined them again. "England's is about point-eight the last I heard." Molly gaped. "We have better ways of treating infections post birth and even keeping them from starting. That's why I didn't mind so much that the operating theater I gave birth to her in was so sterile. Though the modern birthing rooms are much more bright and cheerful these days than they were ten years ago.
"You can even invite the whole family in if you wanted to. One of my friends just had a second one. Her husband and her first child both were in there to help her through it. She said it was a wonderful experience. The nurses were mostly kind. They gave her a special dinner with her spouse that night. They helped her settle in to breastfeed the first few times. They even changed the baby's diaper in there."
"That I would have welcomed," she admitted. The two mothers hung back to talk about the different birthing experiences. The kids ran ahead to get what they needed and sneak in some sweets. The mothers let them because it meant less fussing later on.
***
Hermione walked up to where Harry was pacing their first night back, looking at him. "It's nice that I'm getting to experience what girls go through," he said quietly, glancing around.
Harry grinned. "Not that bad, huh?"
"No, very different. Have you...." Harry smirked. "Oh."
"All the way through, yeah. Was not happy." The Room of Requirement opened and they went in. Ron slid in behind them with Hannah following. "Someone's going to start talking about us," he quipped.
"Let them," Hannah snorted. "I don't mind in the least." She sat down once the couch appeared. "Harry, what are you planning?"
"Not going into the chamber?"
"That's a good idea," Ron agreed. "I can fully support that since I don't want to see that thing."
"Me either," Hermione said firmly.
"If I remember right, weren't you petrified?" Hannah teased with a grin.
"Don't remind me. Please!" She walked off to start her first talk with the stubborn mediwitch. "Madam Pomfrey, may we speak?" she asked.
"Of course, Miss Granger. What's wrong? A girlish question?"
"No, actually a life question."
"Oh, you're thinking of being a mediwitch?" she asked with a smile. "I must say you do have the tenacity."
"I was thinking more a full doctor, not a nurse. I know it's more schooling but I feel I can help more people that way in a more meaningful way than all the fussing that nurses get to do. Doctors don't have to fuss as much," she said at the odd look.
"Dear, you're female."
"There's been female doctors since the late eighteen hundreds," she said dryly.
"It's not something most witches would feel comfortable doing. Are you sure you wouldn't consider being a nurse?"
"I can't really see me *fussing* over someone. Fixing them, healing them perhaps, even as a surgeon, but not fussing. I'm not really the fussing sort."
"Many girls find fussing more natural as they age," she cautioned.
Hermione looked at her. "I have no intention of using any sort of maternal instinct I may have been blessed with." The nurse gaped. "That is why muggle women have birth control. So we can hold that off until we're good and ready."
"That doesn't tend to work on witches."
"I'll tell my mother that. She's asking around London for a mediwitch or healer who deals with those sort of things." She shook the thought off. "Anyway, are there good university programs for doctors? Or healers as the nomenclature goes."
"Yes but they do have very strict intake rules. I'm afraid one won't take you because you're not pureblood."
"If it's that stupid about it I'll go become a regular doctor," she said dryly. The nurse gasped. Hermione stared at her. "In the muggle universities, over half the doctors that graduate are women. Usually just over half."
"That's very...forward of them I suppose. The wizarding world...."
"Is about a hundred years behind, I know," she sighed. "It's something I dread dealing with most of the time." The nurse scowled. "Really. You guys still have all of the liberation movements ahead of you. I'm told they were mostly fun by my mother but she was a young girl at the time. She didn't get to participate in much of the women's liberation movement."
"Most wizarding women plan a career until they have children."
"Which I believe is a crock. My mother managed to raise me while dealing with a fairly demanding dental practice. Including for the year my father was off doing donated dental work in the tribal regions of central Africa. Very few muggle women stay at home with their children these days, Madam Pomfrey."
"Surely the children's education suffers?"
"No, we have mandatory schooling and homework for that. Generally starting around the age of five or so. I won the birthday cut off so I got in at four. It kept me from being bored at pre-school." She smiled. "Though it was nicely less strenuous than I'm told the Asian style of schooling is."
"I've never looked into that." Another muggle born, upper year student walked in. "Did you go to pre-school?"
"Oh, yes." She smiled. "Mine was centered on learning through play but I had a lot of fun from what I remember. Clay and painting and all that. You, Granger?"
"I had a lot of fun but ours was more about coloring than clay. Someone had a clay allergy. We got plenty of building blocks and of course I could sit and read when I got bored." She smiled. "I'm thinking about going toward medical school and asking questions if you needed her."
"No, I just need a plaster for a small cut. The healing spell isn't working." The nurse healed it for her. "Thank you, Madam Pomfrey." She left them alone. Granger would make one scary, overly worked doctor some year she was sure.
Hermione smiled. "So the other program? Is it more based on magic or skill based?"
"It's a mixture of both. I'll write someone there to get information for you. It also does the better mediwitch program so they may send over both. I have a few other students who'd like to look at that."
"That's fine." She smiled. "Thank you for your help. What about next year's optional classes?"
"Take arithmancy definitely. Runes won't really help or many of the other ones but there's a special topic sixth and seventh year class."
"Wonderful. Thank you for your time, Madam." She left.
The nurse leaned back in her chair shaking her head. "She really must get used to her new world now. She's not a muggle anymore."
***
Hermione got stopped by Professor McGonagall the next day. "Yes, Professor?"
"Miss Granger, I'm told that you've picked a probable course of your life?" she asked, walking her back to her office.
"Yes. I fully plan on going to medical school."
"Oh, a mediwitch? I hadn't thought you interested."
"No, a doctor of some sort actually. I'm considering surgery." The professor gave her an odd look. She smiled. "It will make good use of my mind and skills."
"I see." She let into her office so they could talk in private. "That's an unusual course of study for females."
Hermione stared at her for a minute. "I know that the wizarding world is over a century behind the muggle world in most things but I would've expected other women to be supportive of women who don't want to simply be a wife and mother." McGonagall frowned but nodded she was. "You do realize that there's been women physicians since before the turn of the twentieth century?"
"No, I hadn't."
"As of last year's graduating class at the bigger universities in England, over half of all new doctors graduating are females, Professor."
"That's... well that's good. What about their later lives?"
"There's nothing stopping working and career minded women from having families," Hermione said dryly. "In fact, we're not the best country at it, but some of the others in Europe offer up to four years of paid maternity leave if they want. Others only offer a year. I believe England's one of those. Not to mention there's daycare centers for those who work so their child can be watched by competent people who also encourage mental and emotional growth. There's also nannies if you're wealthy enough for one. Beyond that I'm firmly against the thought of children until I'm at least settled into my future career and then perhaps my early thirties. At which time I'll probably be delivering in a muggle hospital center because they give women in labor painkillers when they need it."
"Like a pain tonic?"
"Like morphine."
"Oh, that may be comforting," she decided. She shook her head quickly. "Beyond that, most girls in your class are looking forward to being mothers."
"That's their choice then. It's not one I'm going to push on anyone and if that's all they want out of life, that's their life. Though I'd encourage all of them to take a year after school to do things they want to do before the wedding so they don't have to explain it to their future spouses or drag children around. It's much harder to go on a wild train ride across Europe to visit places when you have to talk someone else into going with you."
"Yes, it would be. Are you?"
She smirked. "I'm probably taking a summer off for a planned backpacking trip. There's some fabulous ancient libraries out there waiting to be stared at in awe. A large backpack, a laptop computer, a Europass for the rail and I'm set to traipse around for a whole summer."
"Most women...."
Hermione raised a hand. "Please, Professor. Most women in the wizarding world push down their own dreams because socially they're still inferior and only getting sank farther as the Ministry tries to keep us in the old ways. Beyond that, I doubt the Ministry will succeed in their plan to keep us so backward. We're sharing a country with one of the top industrial nations. Some things are going to leak through. Especially with how few purebloods are breeding and how shallow their breeding pool is."
"It is not," she snapped.
She stared at her teacher. "How many purebloods aren't related to each other in the UK, Professor? Ron's related to half the country."
"That may be...."
"Professor, have you heard of a ruling family in Europe called the Habsburgs?"
"Well, of course."
"Do you know what happened to them from inbreeding? How some of them had defects that meant they couldn't eat, couldn't drink, died young? If Ron marries anyone closer than a fifth cousin, which is really hard to find, then they're starting to run the risk for that. Ron was helping his mother with a family reunion being set up this summer. I helped address some of the envelopes for her."
"I don't think we'll ever get that far. Magic would prevent that."
"It didn't prevent Pansy's squashed face," she pointed out dryly. "Pansy's jaw is nearly that bad now. She can barely not drool on Lockhart during classes. She has trouble eating half the meals as well. We've heard her fussing at her friends over it."
"The magic prevented that sort of problem, Miss Granger."
"If you're sure. But perhaps that's why there's so many muggle borns like I am?" She stared at her. "Who all come from a society that's a lot more open." She left her to think while Hermione went to eat. Pansy was indeed rubbing her jaw because it looked like it had locked up. She sat down next to Ginny. "Anything I missed?"
"Not really. Someone slugged Parkinson in the halls or something," Ron said.
"An icing charm should help her," Hermione said. The kids at the next table looked over. Hermione hated Parkinson with a deep-seated, fiery hatred, but she wasn't going to let another being suffer like that. Parkinson wasn't a wraith, she just sucked like one. "Like you would chill an injured knee?" That got a nod and that one passed that on. They had friends over there. That one heard and told Millicent, who did the charm. It was a bit strong but it helped the swelling go down. The charm got removed and Pansy relaxed, sipping some of her pumpkin juice slowly. Hermione looked at Ron. "How is your mother's planned reunion going?"
"She said she's still not inviting past second cousins."
"Ron, you're related to half the country," Harry said dryly.
"I know. It makes sense to me too. Thankfully she's not nagging me like she is the oldest two about girls." He grimaced.
Hermione smirked at him. "I'm sure you'll find someone who'll put up with you and the way you eat."
Harry snickered, shaking his head. "Maybe." He looked up the table at the twins, who were plotting again. Then at Ron. "I've got detention later."
"What did you do now?" she complained.
"I have no idea. Apparently I was not talking in the halls between classes as I read a section so that's wrong."
"Ah, one of those. Have fun, Harry," Ron quipped.
"I'll try." He dug in and they went to their next class. That night they all gathered in the room of Requirement again. "All right, we've got things started." The other three nodded and they settled in to plan things. They had two huge problems this year to have solved without having Harry and them doing it.
***
Ron walked up to his twin brothers as they came back from the library later. "We need to talk."
They stared at him. "Very serious...."
"Ronniekins," they taunted with smirks.
"You know Ginny's new diary?" he asked.
"Mum told us to leave..."
"Her be about it," they agreed.
Ron shook his head. "No. I caught her writing in it. It was writing back."
"Ginny couldn't afford...."
"Something that magical," the twins said, looking at each other.
"She couldn't have lifted it," one said.
"No, Mum would've caught her," his twin said.
"Also, have we noticed that she's gotten ...quiet recently?" They stared at him. Ron nodded. "She's spending more time writing in it than her homework or with her new friends. Or even pestering us. She hasn't even stolen my socks and old shirts in weeks."
"You think it's a problem," one said.
Ron nodded. "I'm pretty damn sure," he admitted. "I'd like the thing to be looked at by Bill since each time Harry gets near it his scar itches."
"That's a problem," the twins agreed. They went to deal with that. Ginny was in the common room writing in said journal. One peeked over her shoulder. It was answering her back. The twins shared a look.
Fred grabbed the journal from her. "What's this then?"
"Give it back, Fred! It's not yours!" she shouted, trying to get it from him but George kept her from getting to him. "Get out of the way, George!"
Fred took someone's pen and wrote in it. "Interesting that it answered."
Hermione looked up from her reading. "If it's answering, ask who is stuck in it? See if it's possessed?"
"That's not a bad idea," George agreed while Fred did it. Ron came in and tried to help him with Ginny.
"Don't do that!" she shouted. "Give it back! I'll paste the both of you!" Ron took her wand from her. "Ron!"
Fred tossed it into the fireplace because the journal tried to demand that he give it back to her. Fred turned to look at his sister and nag her about such things. The fire exploded, showering the room with debris and balls of fire. The diary was glowing green, pulsing on top of the fire, not burning a bit.
Hermione was blistered but she set off the alarm and moved to the twins. "Madam, get someone! They threw a possessed book in the fireplace and it exploded! The twins were right in front it and one's on top of Ginny!" She summoned more help and moved to the twins. Hermione moved to check on Ron, who was unconscious. Harry too. A few others had bad burns so she summoned cool compresses to put over them. More teachers ran in.
"Professor Snape!" Hermione said, pointing at the fireplace. "That was writing back to Ginny. The twins threw it in there when they found that out. It's not burning." He looked confused. She pointed and he stared then swore and called for someone. More people from the hospital showed up so Hermione got out of the way. They were better trained. She flopped down on the stairs. Harry was barely awake and moved next to her. "Ron?" she asked. He blinked. "C'mere." He moved back out of the way. "Ginny should be fine."
"Not if that thing's possessed," he said. McGonagall looked at him. He pointed at the still glowing, pulsing diary. "It looks like it's going to explode again."
She looked and summoned a goblin. Apparently Snape getting Dumbledore wasn't helping. She pointed at the diary. "That caused the explosion."
"It was answering her writing," Ron told the goblin. "My brother's a cursebreaker. We knew that's not right."
The goblin moved closer. "That's a dark artifact," he agreed. He summoned help. He looked at Ron. "Cursebreaker Weasley's family?" He nodded and pointed at the twins being moved onto stretchers. "We'll alert him. Have whoever had this artifact checked for spell residue," he ordered a healer. "It's clearly cursed."
"We can do that. Which one?"
"Ginny," Hermione said with a point. "It was hers." They nodded and got her loaded too. They had a special unit to deal with the effects from cursed artifacts.
Ron stood up and wobbled. "Let me call Mum," he told McGonagall.
"You go to the infirmary, I'll call her myself," she said firmly. "Twenty points, Miss Granger, for being in such good control." She walked out.
"C'mon, Ron," she said, standing up. "Harry?"
"I'm good. I got knocked out of my chair and stunned, not out." She nodded, walking the others up with the mediwitch. Harry looked at the kids staring from the stairway. "Someone go find Percy?" One ran off. He was probably in the library. Harry stood up with a moan. "Let's clean up some of this mess." They nodded and the upper years taught the repair charms so they could fix the fireplace, the walls, the curtains, the furniture, and everything else that got blown about. That is not what he wanted or expected to have happen.
***
Professor McGonagall started the floo. "Arthur Weasley, the Burrow." His smiling face spun into her fireplace. "Don't, Arthur, it's not a good moment."
He lost his smile. "Was someone expelled or damaged?"
"The twins found out that Ginny's new journal was cursed."
"I knew she had a new one. I thought it was something Molly had gotten her to go over girl things."
"Apparently not. The twins took it from her when they found out and threw it into the fireplace."
"Is she beating them?" he asked.
"She's in the spell damage unit." He moaned and started to wobble. "The journal made the fireplace explode. They both took some damage since they were in front of it. They're all three at St. Mungos." She swallowed. "The journal never burned, Arthur. I have no idea what it is but I called a goblin and he said it was a dark artifact."
"I'm sure it was. I'll get Molly and go. Ron?"
"Wobbly and was unconscious for a bit but Miss Granger got him out of the way. He's in the infirmary. She also put cool compresses on the burns the twins had before the medical people could get there."
"I'll thank her later. Let me get Molly to St. Mungos. If you find out more about that journal you'll let us know?"
"Definitely."
He signed off and went running up the stairs. He had to wake Molly from her long soak. "We need to get to the hospital. Ginny's journal was an artifact and possessed. The twins got burns when they tried to burn it." She got out and rushed for her clothes. They apparated to the hospital together. The mediwitch at the desk looked at them. "Our twins and daughter?" he asked.
"She's upstairs in Spell Damage already, sir. They've exorcized her and are working on the damage it caused. The twins are being treated for some burns." She led them back there. "Healer Jacobs, their parents." She left them alone.
The healer came out to talk to them. "Neither's hurt very badly. One twin's got some burns on his arm and side, the other on his back. Apparently he was blocking your daughter from saving her journal when the fireplace exploded." Molly stifled a sob. "They'll be fine. Very little scarring if any, Mrs. Weasley. They did the right thing. Whoever put on cool compresses helped as well." He let them see the twins. Ginny was in isolation until they could make sure all the damage was done but the healers told Molly what was going on and let them see her through a window.
***
Professor Snape hid in his office, swallowing some warmed brandy to calm himself down. That journal had looked familiar and it had felt familiar, but why was such a thing in this school. Especially in the hands of a female Gryffindor. A pureblood female Gryffindor whose family had fought him last time. There was something odd going on. He was not sure what or why but his brain itched in that same feeling he got whenever he considered Potter. Which was probably a bad sign.
Perhaps they should remove Potter from the school before more people got hurt in whatever senseless attack this was on him.
He got himself some more brandy and considered the 'golden trio' as they were called. There were others who they seemed to be overly friendly with. Including Hannah Abbot. Her parents would not be pleased that she had been seen repeatedly with Mr. Potter in out-of-the-way corridors. Perhaps a word to them later? When it was more likely they were doing adult things instead of just snogging?
That would probably piss off that Gryffindor bitch, and her Weasley mutt, but that was fine. He did not care what Hermione Granger did, thought, or wanted. She was an uppity thing that he would have put in her place long ago if she had been in his house. Though, she would never have been put into his house thankfully. The few half-bloods in Slytherin were very noteable and powerful; she was not. Neither was Weasley. Potter.... His parents were powerful. His mother especially. He had no idea if the hat had argued another house. It had taken a few extra seconds to sort him though so probably.
"Probably Hufflepuff," he sneered, finishing his drink and going to his rooms. He needed a good night's sleep to deal with the morning meetings.
***
"How many more artifacts are in this school!" McGonagall demanded when Dumbledore tried to brush off her concern during the morning meeting. "We know there's been at least three! I have three students in the hospital, Albus! One in the spell damage ward because the wards on this school didn't detect a possessed, *dark* artifact! I demand that those things be removed!"
"There's always been things hidden here," he told her. "Most of them are drained by the wards. I do not know why they didn't pick up the journal."
"The same as you don't know why they didn't pick up a ghoul?" she snorted. He glared. She stared back. "It seems to be my children that are being unfairly targeted. You'll find a way to fix it or I'll go to the Board."
"That will cause more damage to your house; you know they don't like Gryffndor."
"That's because most of them are hiding dark marks," she sneered. A few of the teachers gasped. "Most of them claimed they were under an unforgiveable." She stared at him.
Professor Flitwick cleared his throat. "There's a better way of handling this. The goblins will need the curse breakers to go over the school. We clearly need a new defense teacher because ours is pathetic."
"Didn't you see the paper today?" McGonagall asked dryly. "Apparently the Australians found out he had memory charmed some people so he could steal their stories." She found a copy of the paper and handed it over. "He's wanted for questioning by their aurors."
"I'm sure that's just a misunderstanding," Dumbledore said.
She looked at him. "Are you sane?" she demanded. He glared at her again, lips pressed together. "We all know the man couldn't hex his way out of a wet paper sack, Albus. I can do defense better and I never even took an OWL in it." A few of the teachers snickered.
"He is a dolt," Snape agreed calmly. "I would second the motion to have the curse breakers come in quietly. It seems that we're hiding many things in this school."
"Thankfully the twins will be all right," she told him. "And the house got together to repair all the damage for me."
Dumbledore sighed. "I'll talk to one."
"Better yet, I'll talk to one," Flitwick said. "I worked with them if you remember."
"That would be fine." He got up and walked off.
"I swear that man has problems," she muttered. The teachers all stared at her. "Sorry, venting a bit. Ignore me."
"Actually, that's not far off," Flitwick told her. He stared at the doorway then at her. "We'll see." He went to make that call. Plus another one. Strange things were going on here.
***
Draco walked up to his head of House's seat in the Great Hall. "May I have a few minutes later, Professor?" he asked quietly. Snape nodded so he went to get lunch and consider the wrongness that was a happy Harry Potter the day after half of his house had been injured. Especially his best friend's little sister and twin brothers. That ... was not really the good heroish thing to do. After lunch he followed him back to his office, closing the door so no one could overhear. "There is something blatantly wrong in Gryffindor."
Snape sneered. "You concern yourself with their house?"
"Potter was *giggling* this morning. With Ron Weasley. If one of your Slytherins showed so little concern with three siblings in the hospital, one in the spell damage ward, you'd have them checked for possession."
Snape considered that. "That is true," he admitted.
"Beyond that, there's something incredibly strange going on. Granger is reading things that are years ahead of us and muggle things. In class yesterday. Even the other muggle born girls went gooshy minded over Lockhart but she apparently got missed in the mass drooling charm he did? She does things that look like Arithmancy and hasn't had the first class in it yet? It may be muggle math but it's very complex. One problem was taking over ten pages of parchment during defense and she complained she didn't get to finish it."
"You've been watching her?" Snape asked casually.
"Yes, and I'm not sure why," he admitted, scowling at himself. "It's .... there's something very wrong about her. Something that seems... older and sometimes male. I doubt there's many muggle women like her. Though there might be, I have no earthly idea, but I doubt they go on about science things to a pureblood Weasley, who can't even spell that word."
"They were talking science?" he demanded.
"Space travel that I overheard. Something about space ships. I know there's some muggle books with that sort of thing but how would Weasley have gotten hold of them? That's another thing. Potter doesn't act like ...." He cleared his throat. "Muggle borns act in certain ways." Snape nodded that was true. "Potter has no interest in anything any of the muggle borns do. Not their sports, not their books, not their stories. He never is seen outside of Granger, Weasley, and Abbot's custody. And another odd thing, I've seen them going up to the third floor and can never find out where they go."
"Third you say?" Draco nodded. "Hmm. Somehow he found the Room of Requirement then. That's been hidden for years."
"I've heard rumors," Draco admitted. "What would they need it for? And how is Weasley building muscle mass? He was showing one off to Hannah Abbot the other day in the courtyard, making her giggle at it of course, but we haven't had any time to do any strenuous work. He hasn't even been in detention with Filch yet this year."
"That is a good thought to have," Snape admitted, thinking about things. He stared at his protege/godson. "Those are interesting observations, Draco. I shall look into them."
He swallowed. "I'm only concerned if they're related to the attack on their house. What says they don't have it in for others if they are."
Snape snorted. "Potters would never attack that way. His father would have done something foolish to embarrass one, not attack a whole house."
"If you're sure, but Potter wasn't raised by his father. Who knows what those muggles did. Especially since there was a nice story in the paper saying that Potter had an accidental magic explosion that sent them on safari and left him home alone all summer."
"I did not see that." Draco got it for him from the refuse pile he kept to restart fires. Snape read it, grimacing. "That was a fairly specific leak," he sneered.
"Or a wish," Draco countered.
Snape looked at him. "Why a wish?"
Malfoy smirked. "My father said that Arthur Weasley reported a vengeance demon in his house when they showed up to gather him for a visit."
"A *vengeance* demon," Snape said firmly. Draco nodded. "Did he tell you which one?"
"Hallie? Over Lost Childhoods? He was reading the report." He smirked brighter. "There was also a demon Potter had defeated trapped in a trunk waiting on disposal."
Snape gave him an odd look. "I'd like to see that report."
"Ask Father."
"I can do so. That does not add up, no. They're muggles who hate magic from what I've been told."
"Oh, yes, because the supposed hero of the wizarding world needs someone who hates magic to warp him so he hates all of us," Draco said dryly. "And might even turn into a dark lord." Snape gaped. Draco stared back. "It's entirely possible. The last one grew up in an orphanage." He left him to think. Because those things together were bothering Draco on a level that made his mind itch in a very bad way. It wasn't like he could scratch it either.
Snape called Malfoy Senior to talk to him. "Vengeance demons?" he hissed.
"Are we playing word games?" Lucius demanded with a dry smirk.
"No. Your son showed up to ask why Potter was cheerful the day after a cursed artifact was found in Gryffindor, after it had blown up part of the common room."
Lucius stared at him. "Artifact?" he asked a bit too casually.
"The goblins have it." He waved a hand. "There was a report Potter was dealing with vengeance demons?"
"There's a few who think he's summoning demons," he admitted. He found the report and handed it over. "We all think it's...odd of a Potter."
"As your son pointed out, he wasn't raised a Potter."
"True. You'd think some of that would still trickle down from his parents."
"Those muggles hate magic. Loathe it enough that they tried to flee owls by a report I saw."
"Interesting."
"Your son thought the same and made a reference to orphanages and the last dark lord."
"Could be," Lucius admitted. "If so I'd want to be on the correct side." He took the report back once Snape had read it. "My son was watching him?"
"He said things bothered him. Including Granger acting like an old soul and talking about science with Weasley."
"His father would crap eels," Lucius said. "They're not that muggle loving."
"Which is what your son thought was odd. That and the inclusion of Hannah Abbot."
"Is she in Gryffindor? I thought her father was bragging about Hufflepuff."
"She is."
They shared a look. "I'll look on this end, but do be aware that there's those who are starting to put things together and acting timid." He signed off, going to do some research. That was very odd of the Potter boy. His father must be throwing fits in the afterlife.
Snape considered what he knew, including that cryptic prophecy that had been left on his desk by someone. Actually, that might fit some of what was bothering Draco if it was Granger. Here to help Potter. That was interesting but what could a girl do?
***
Harry got called up to the office, huffing mentally because some things were clearly changing. Umbridge shouldn't be here for another few years, yet here she was in all her pink nauseousness. "Yes, Headmaster?"
"The Ministry would like a word, Harry." He smiled.
Potter stared at him then rolled his eyes and looked at her. "Is there a problem?"
"We believe that was not accidental magic," she sneered.
He stared at her for a moment. "Do you think I learned how to non-accidentally spell someone on a trip to Africa here?" he asked dryly. "Because there's been no lesson on that." He crossed his arms over his chest. "Beyond that, the aurors said it was accidental."
"The Minister has not," she sneered.
"The last I heard, the Minister did not make legal decisions about accidental magic. It wasn't his departmental duty," he said dryly. "Professor Binns said that was the auror's duty during History of Magic."
"You little snot," she sneered. "You're going to prison. I'll see you in Azkaban."
"If it thrills you, have that mental fantasy," he offered with a hand wave. "Unfortunately he cannot overrule a decision on a case. Even if he rewrites the law."
Dumbledore froze her. "I can make this go away, Harry," he offered with a smirk and a twinkle in his eye.
Harry looked at him. "Your obviously feeble plot won't work, Dumbledore. They can't prove anything and if the Minister does kick me out of the wizarding world, good." The old man gaped. "I'm not your champion. I'm not going to fight for you. For all that I care, you can have fun with old Tom yourself." He stared at him. "I don't care what you do to me, I'm not giving in. If you toss me in prison, well there's a few that would suddenly understand some things.
"Because not exactly one of you totally. After all, hellmouth battles taught me a lot." The headmaster lost his twinkle. Harry smirked at him. "I'm not the one you fuck with, Dumbledore. The last time I ended the demon/human wars in favor of humanity. What will I do this time for pissing me off?" He unfroze her. "Now, is there anything else, madam? Or can I get back to my class day?" He walked off.
"How dare you!" she shouted. Dumbledore summoned him back happily. "You should learn to respect your betters, boy!"
He chuckled. "You're not my *better*. You are not more powerful magically than I am. You are not smarter than I am since you could barely take two OWLs and didn't even bother to show up for your NEWTs. Before you ask, I found the yearbook section a few days back and went browsing." He stared at her. "If you're referring to your blood being better? I don't believe inbreeding the way the British wizarding society has is good for anyone, madam. After all, none of the purebloods are really *powerful* are they?" He stared her down. "Half of them currently attending can barely cast a spell in class." He walked off.
"I'll have you in prison!" she shrieked.
He huffed and turned to her, tossing his wand. "You'd have to prove it. Go ahead and test the wand." She did and crowed. "That is taught in Transfiguration to compel animals for transformation. If you had done any good in that class you'd know that," he said dryly. "Do you think I didn't cast a single spell in the three months we've been here?" She sneered and grabbed him. He threw her into the fireplace. Dumbledore sent in some floo powder and called out for the Ministry so she could escape. She stormed back a minute later and hauled him with her this time. He allowed it because he was going to make her miserable.
She dragged him into the aurors. "This little snot is to go to prison. The Minister said that was not accidental magic," she sneered. "And he threw me into a fireplace."
"Then next time don't grab me, harridan," Harry said, getting free. "But you can keep the wand. It doesn't fit me that well. It was nice how long Ollivander managed to hold off the compulsion to fit me with it, but even he can't do it permanently." She shrieked and moved to hit him. He slugged her, knocking her out. "Figures you're worthless in that area as well," he said dryly. He looked at them. "She decided that the last spell I did showed that I sent them to Africa. Because apparently I haven't had to cast anything in three months of school work."
The head auror for field teams tested it and nodded once she was awake. "That's taught in his year of transfiguration to make animal to inanimate transformations easier on the animal, Under Secretary Umbridge. That is not what happened to his muggle relatives."
She huffed. "He still threw me into a fireplace."
"You nearly broke my arm," Harry told her. "Of course I fought back. I'm not stupid." He stared at her and she shivered, backing off. "You know, the more these things happen the more I believe the wizarding world should be remade." She fled. He took his wand back with a smile. "Now that she's gone, may I go back to class?"
"Mr. Potter," the head auror said, staring at him. "I found your relatives."
"I'm sorry. Were you mentally damaged?"
"Quite." He stared at the boy. This wasn't a child. It wasn't a student. It wasn't an old soul reborn. There was something off about him. "You're sure it was a compulsion?"
"Yes. Because this wand doesn't fit me at all." He used it to light a candle to show him. "Ollivander fought for twenty minutes before he had to give in."
"Do we have any idea why?"
"I'm told it was interesting that the twin to my wand gave me my scar," he said dryly.
"Hmm." He considered it then nodded. "It'd be too late to see if it's still there." He took the wand to check it. "No abnormal spells on it." Harry nodded he knew that. "Are you really Harry Potter?"
"That's what I'm told." He stared at him then smirked suddenly. "Though there's no telling what happened before I knew my name."
"Hmm." He tested the kid, coming up with some odd things. "How did that happen?"
"If you're talking about the demonic magic? Halfrek once showed up to help me when I was severely injured but the Headmaster showed up to send her off." He smirked. "She was healing my arm."
"I heard that story from her." He put his wand away. "You're not ... the average student, Potter."
"No, I'm not. Though I'm told that it's nice some older prophecy bs is going on." He stared at him. "Including redemption children." He walked off. "Let me get back to class before I get a detention for her being stupid." The auror sent him back to the school. Harry got to avoid the headmaster since he wasn't in his office this time.
The head auror for field teams went to the archival section in the Ministry, which related back to the Unspeakables he knew. He found one of the archivists at her desk. "What is a redemption child?"
She pulled down a book from a crowded cubby. "It's an ancient prophecy that's been done repeatedly. It states that a child will suddenly appear in a hero's life when they've lost all hope and need a reason to go on." She looked up, picking up a quill pen. "Why? Is the prophecy being noted? It usually means one's about to show up."
"I just talked with Potter." She nodded. "He insinuated there's one going on up at the school."
"Interesting. Usually it's a younger child, giving them someone to think of as family." She made that note. "Do we know which one?"
"Thanks to some veritaserum, yes. Alexander." She dropped the quill and closed the book, taking him back to her boss's office. "What?"
"We need to talk to the supervisor." She knocked and let them in when he grunted. "Sir, we have a problem."
"Which one?" he asked, putting down his sandwich.
"There's a redemption child at Hogwarts."
"Why?" he asked. "And why is this so important?"
"It's Alexander. The warrior child." He blinked a few times. "And he's as old as Potter is."
"Actually, he is Potter. When we questioned him under veritaserum this summer, that slipped out a bit. We did the memory viewing while he was still under it and a few of those memories slipped into the mix. I've removed them from the official record." He crossed his arms over his chest. "So why is this bad?"
The supervisor and the archivist shared a look. She left them to talk. "Forget you heard that," he ordered her.
"I will be, sir."
He looked at the auror again. "There's a few reasons why that's very bad. Redemption children aren't saviors. They're the ones that help and encourage."
"I caught necromatic magic in the boy's aura just now. Umbridge brought him in saying the Minister decided that wasn't accidental magic after all."
"No, it was probably intentional," he agreed. "We looked at that spell ourselves. It was a well crafted, non-wanded spell. Very muggle magic." He smiled. "Sometime in the past, he had gotten to know one of those nature witch sorts."
"Considering I got some bleedover from his life on the hellmouth, as Alexander Harris, yeah. I'd say."
"I'd like those memories stored better."
"I destroyed them."
"Excellent. Thank you." He stared at him. "It means that Potter's not the prophecy child."
"Or it means that something worse is going on," Harry said from the doorway, smiling at the auror. "I thought I had blocked those."
"They were blurry but the truth serum helped I suppose," he said blandly. "So, Alexander."
"Harry Potter did die." They both slumped. "Fortunately the Headmaster got there first."
The head of the Unspeakables looked at him. "We had necromacy alarms going off like hell that night."
"Yes, you did." He came in and shut the door, then spelled it in a way they couldn't. He smiled. "In case there's other nosy people, like the headmaster. Who offered to get Umbridge off my back if I went along with his crackhead plans." He grinned. "I've pointed out since day one I'm not his warrior." They stared. "He *summoned* me. *Specifically*."
"Oh, dear," the auror said.
"Oh, yes. And I'm not inclined to deal with anything for him. Even if a few of the others currently on assignment have decided we can mitigate the problem without helping him." He stared at him. "Yes, that diary is his. So was the ghoul."
"That demon was awfully convenient."
"He owed me a poker debt from when I was Xander Harris." He grinned. "He eats ghouls. His sort like the corrupt ones the best. Said they taste like chocolate."
"Good!" he decided. "So that really was the old Dark Lord."
"Yeah, it was Voldemort. So was the diary. There's a few others."
The head Unspeakable stared at him. "Ghoul? And we didn't get called?"
The head auror sighed. "The defense teacher last year got killed and the ghoul that had been on his head was killed by a demon. The demon popped up to tell us he was corrupt and tasty."
"So a soul eater," the head Unspeakable said, looking at the student. Who smirked and nodded. "Poker?"
"A lot of demons play kitten poker." He beamed. "He owed me about three cats from that life."
"Oh, all right." He clasped his hands on the desk. "You said there's others?"
"Yeah, about three of them. They came to help me." He beamed. "We're not going to let Dumbledore win or Voldemort, but I'll be damned if I'm going to be a pawn. The last time, I let Cerevatna fall."
"That was during the human/demon wars," the head Unspeakable said quietly.
"Well, I am the Warrior Child," he said dryly. "They had just sacrificed the Peace Child. I lost my temper a bit," he finished smugly. "So far John's done a *wonderful* job helping me. So has my father in my next-to-last life and John's mate. By the way, there's more than ten. A few others volunteered."
"Which is the start of another prophecy about the demon lords falling," the head auror noted. Inside his guts were twisting themselves into pretty Celtic knots.
"Hmm. Well, if I have to, I'd probably give it back. I hate being in charge of things."
"Good," he said weakly. "So what are we doing right now?"
"Well, right now I'm skipping herbology." He beamed. "And I plan on getting some chocolate on the way back if possible. And then tonight we're going to plan about how to get Dumbledore embarrassed totally for doing this. Because I want that old fool out of my way and out of my life."
"I can agree with that since it sounds like he's manipulating things greatly," the auror said.
"Do watch out for memory spells."
"We know," he said with a smug look. "We've caught a few."
"On the social worker?"
"Yes. The accident?"
"No clue. It could've been a bad reaction to that spell that caused the crash. It could've been an accident. I'd never hurt one of Hallie's people. Then again, I didn't really interact with Hallie until I was Xander Harris and dating Anyanka. Nearly married her too."
The Unspeakable shuddered. "Okay, good to know." He smiled. "Is there anything we can do?"
"Find the other horcrux and destroy them? A lot?"
"We can probably do that but you're carrying one," the auror said.
Harry nodded. "I know. I'm working on that. Maybe CPR. Hermione would do a fantastic job since she's thinking muggle medicine this time." He shrugged. "Anyway." They smiled. He smirked back. "Don't try to use us like he is. We don't need another pain in the ass moment. If things finish up according to the current plans, then we'll coast through the rest of this life as the vacation we were on when I got summoned. It was a bit stressful saving Atlantis last time." He disappeared.
The head Unspeakable looked at the auror. "Forget all that?"
"Gladly. Is that really bad?"
"Yes. And it means that Dumbledore's a real problem." That got a nod and the auror went back to his office while the supervisor took a long drink for lunch with the rest of his sandwich. Had to have something to soak up the whiskey before he drank himself to death.
***
Bill Weasley walked into his supervisor's office. "You needed to see me?"
"I have unpleasant news, Cursebreaker Weasley." Bill stiffened, staring at him. A goblin not being direct and warning him it wasn't good news meant it was really horrible and possibly embarrassing to the bank. "There was an explosion in Gryffindor dormitory's common room thanks to your twin brothers throwing a cursed artifact into a fire to free your sister from its influence."
"Are they injured?" he asked calmly. He slowly sat down in the chair behind him.
"Some burns. She's in the spell damage ward at the hospital in London." Bill nodded, relaxing slightly. "The artifact in question is still being looked over and we need you to check it for something specific I think you've seen in the past. The journal didn't burn."
"That means it's a horcrux," he said bluntly. "The soul energy would keep it from being destroyed. Other artifact that're just possessed will burn and that's the only reason Ginny would be in spell damage."
"We believe so, yes."
"Why was that in Hogwarts?"
"We do not know."
"How did my sister get it?"
"She was not sure. She said she found it after gathering her school supplies."
"They don't move on their own," he sneered.
"It's possible it was attached to the defense professor who was in there doing interviews. It's also possible that it got mixed up with her things by accident."
"Or it's possible someone slipped it to her," he shot back.
"That is also possible." He smirked, a scary sight to most people. "We have been asked to fill in up there."
"I want on the search teams. Before more things come for my idiot brothers and sister."
"Yes, you're being offered that as well. The contract was to bring up a team at a cheaper rate while they paid one of you to teach. One of the senior cursebreakers will be doing that part."
"Thank you. This artifact?" The goblin took him to the examination room. Bill looked at it then opened it. Blank pages. He picked up a quill and wrote in it. The ranting he got back told him it was still possessed. He asked why Ginny was writing to them and who they were. She was in the hospital after a problem at her school and he'd pass on any messages. "Who's Tom?" he asked it. He wrote 'Tom who? Got a last name?' and watched the name that appeared. He wrote he'd send his wishes onto Ginny and tell him she was waiting to hear from him then closed it and put the pen aside. He walked out. "Tom Riddle?"
The goblin stared at him. "You are surely mistaken, Mr. Weasley."
"He said his name was Tom Marvello Riddle."
"That is not possible."
"If that's a horcrux it is," the head goblin guard told him.
"It is," Bill said. "The soul energy is leaking badly from it thanks to the damage. Who's that?"
"Lord Voldemort," the goblin guard said bluntly.
"Oh hell no!" Bill shouted. The goblins smirked at him. "If I remember right, destroying a horcrux releases a crapload of energy and can kill a pretty strong wizard if shields aren't put up."
"Unless it's a family member or someone tainted by them," the goblin guard corrected.
"I'm sure he doesn't have a relative," Bill snorted.
"No. Not that we're aware of. But there is said to be one who was able to survive him."
"I'll talk to Potter myself. My brother Ron's his friend." That got a smirk back. "Any other bad shocks?"
"There's rumors of a beast roaming around the school. We've heard rumors about a troll," the supervising goblin told him.
"Huh. Well, I can kill those," Bill said dryly. "And then yell at the teachers for letting one into the school. I can do a mean impersonation of Mam when I want to." They laughed and let him go visit his family. He walked into the spell damage ward first. He knew where it was. He'd been there before. He found the healer in with his sister and pulled him aside to tell him what he had seen. That changed her treatment so they could make sure nothing remained. He looked at his sister once they were done. "How on earth did you end up with a cursed, possessed diary, Gin-Gin?"
"I don't know," she whined.
He stared at her. "They're some of the best outside those in Geneva at repairing spirit-caused damage." She gave him a weak smile. "Mum and Dad?"
"Mum was wailing so they sent her home to rest."
"Okay." He patted her foot. "The medicine's going to taste real nasty. Trust me."
"Already does. Are the twins all right? They were between me and the fireplace."
"I'm told they're mostly fine. Probably singed. I'm going to check on them now." She nodded. "I'll pop back around before I go."
"Why did they let you in when they wouldn't let in Mum and Dad?"
"The special skills and shields I have for work," he said with a smirk. He walked off to find his idiot twin brothers. They were easy enough to find. Nurses were screaming to get away from the charmed mice they had made. He fixed them and killed the mice then walked in there. "Bored?" he guessed. They smirked and nodded in unison. "Well, at least Mam's going to be able to tell you two apart now if you're shirtless."
"She'd never allow us to be unclothed," Fred told him.
"Too true, my devious twin," George agreed.
Bill smirked. "Good job, you two." They grinned.
"Why did it explode?" Fred asked. "It should've burned."
"Most would've but not with what this thing was. It's a special type of possessed artifact and it's holding a truly nasty soul." They nodded. "It can kill a wizard to kill one of these so you did good but call next time?"
"Definitely," they agreed in unison.
"Never want to do this again," one quipped.
"Me either," the other agreed. "We itch."
"Write Charlie, see how he deals with burns since he gets too many from his scaley friends," Bill quipped.
"We have," they agreed. The nurse stomped in and they gave her angelic looks. She sneered.
Bill stared at her. "Why don't you give them their homework so they're not as bored?" he suggested with a grin. "After all, being in here never stopped my paperwork and reports."
"I would but the school hasn't sent anything. The headmaster said they could make it up there."
"No," Bill said dryly. "That won't work." He walked out to floo from the public floo up the hall. "Headmaster, my brothers need something to do. I'm sure Professor McGonagall has a research topic somewhere that they can use?"
"I don't see a need, Mr. Weasley."
Bill stared at him. "They'll be in here another week, Headmaster. How do you expect them to pass their tests?" The headmaster glared at him. He grinned. "Surely want you the twins to leave at the end of their seven years, not stay for an extra one?"
"I'll talk to the head of their house." He hung up and went to talk to his paintings.
Bill looked at the floo. "Something's going on up there," he muttered. He looked at the nurse waiting. "McGonagall knows what they're like when they're bored. I'm sure she'll have something. If not, I'll ask in person. After all, I want them to get jobs when they graduate." She smiled and went to tell the other nurses. He popped back in on Ginny then went back to the bank since they were having a meeting about who was going to the school. He nodded at the elder curse breakers. "Can someone check Dumbledore for a possession? He just said my twin brothers being in the hospital for over a week was fine and they didn't need to do homework."
The head curse breaker nodded. "I can do that. I'm to teach defense anyway." Bill grinned. "McGonagall arranged it just now. Apparently she's taken control."
"Good!" He sat down. "Any hint that there's more horcruxes in the school?" he asked the head goblin.
"We have no idea what the past headmasters have hidden. I have heard rumors of a philosopher's stone last year."
"Broken in the mirror he hid it in, which was another semi-dark artifact," the head curse breaker told him. "He asked me if I could retrieve it."
"Semi-dark?" Bill asked casually. He was the only one with siblings presently in the school.
"Depends on your definition. Shows you your fondest desire sort. Some have starved staring at it."
"I'd consider that not good for a school," Bill decided. "I wouldn't put that near Charlie's dragons really." The others smiled at him. "Have we heard other rumors?"
"There's something strange about Mr. Potter," the goblin said. "Your father was told to protect him this summer and it's said there was some...accidental magic that sent the muggle family he lives with to Africa."
Bill considered that. "That's really strong accidental magic, yeah."
"Bill, you check Potter," the head curse breaker said. "Start with the Gryffindor dorm to find anything hidden in there." He looked around. "Any of you Slytherins?" One raised his hand. "You do your dorm. You guys choose between Hufflepuff and Ravenclaw, I'm not expecting much there."
"The castle's a maze of underground rooms, hidden rooms, rooms that only appear in the right moon phase, and even worse," Bill said. "Plus the Room of Requirement."
"We won't touch that room unless something really bad pings us." A goblin knocked and walked in, whispering in the head goblin's ear. "Problems?"
"Professor McGonagall just had the headmaster taken in for possession."
"Hmm, bet Fudge'll hate that," Bill quipped. The goblin smirked at him. "Are we staying on the grounds?"
The head goblin nodded. "You will be. Also, she asked that you be able to talk to any students who are interested in such a career. Hopefully without scaring them off."
"Sure. We'll make it seem neat," one of the others said with a grin. "Gotta have someone to follow us when we croak from finding the wrong thing." The others nodded that was true. They went home to pack and head to the school as a group.
***
Minerva McGonagall watched her boss walk around talking to the paintings and decided she wanted to do something...well, something a bit rash. It was definitely a political move, which she hated. It was also the only way to save the students since he clearly was having mental problems. Maybe it was his age. Maybe it was something else. She wasn't sure. She cast a sleep hex and waited while he drifted off. Then she called St. Mungos herself. "I believe I found another person that needs the spell damage ward," she said quietly. "He was wandering around talking to paintings that had nothing in them. I've sleep hexed him."
The mediwitch that answered the floo smiled. "It's always better to be safe than sorry, Professor. Where are they?"
"The east corridor on the second floor and we need absolute...privacy. Or else there's going to be politicians involved and press members."
She nodded. "The headmaster?" she asked quietly, glancing around.
"Yes, I'm afraid so," McGonagall sighed.
"Some of us have been wondering what happened to him for years, Professor. I'll send some orderlies and a healer up for you." She signed off and called up there. "We have a possible case of possession at the school," she said. "And it may be long term." The healer gave her an odd look. "Remember your thoughts the other day in the tea room?" He grimaced but nodded. "Professor McGonagall called after seeing him talking to empty paintings."
"I'll go gather him myself so we can do it quietly," he assured her. He got two sturdy, tough guards and took them to the school. The professor led them to where he was. Dumbledore was just starting to wake up. They quickly got him back to sleep and took him off. He was in a nice private room that locked from the outside within minutes. One of the nurses decided that the garish robes were a clear sign that he was possessed but the rest they'd search his aura and mind for. When they found touches of necromancy they flinched and kept him sedated as strongly as they could. It was old, like the demonic taint they could see. Clearly it was a long standing possession.
They hoped Fudge didn't hear. He'd throw fits in the press. Or they'd be manipulated into admitting him permanently.
***
Minister for Magic Fudge smiled at the reporters waiting on him to come out of the building. "Another fine day," he greeted happily.
"Minister Fudge, what do you say to the report that Professor Lockhart is a fake?" one asked. "That's he's wanted in two other countries for illegal memory charms?"
"He is?"
"It was in the paper," one of them said smugly. "Don't you read it?"
"Of course, but the last few days I've had a lot to deal with so I must've missed it. I only got the chance to skim it." He looked at his guard auror.
"We've gotten a request from the Australian and Swedish ministries to gather him so they can question him," he reported. "They're trying to get him from the school but he seems to have disappeared."
The reporter snorted. "He was at dinner last night," she told him. "He was at lunch today. Clearly that auror didn't look too hard." The auror glared. She smiled at the higher auror coming out. "Any word on when Professor Lockhart is being arrested?"
"That's not up to us," one said. "That's up to the two on that team. They said they can't find him inside the school." Her partner snorted, shaking his head.
"Is that team a pureblood team who only got their job due to nepotism?" another reporter asked. "There's been rumors that hiring for the aurors and admittance to the academy is solely based on family lineage, not ability or desire."
"I had to prove ability," the female auror told her. "Some... They're hired to be poster aurors." She walked off.
"They are not!" Fudge ordered. "You retract that statement."
She looked at the pretty boy guard auror then at him. "Sure, if you're sure that's why, Minister Fudge. Not like there's been a half-blood in the academy in ten years. That is a fact you can check. I should know, I was the last one." He gaped. "They all told me it was a favor that I got in and I shouldn't have because of my mixed blood." He started to turn red in the face, showing his intent to yell. "The records of admission are open." One of the reporters went to find that out. She walked off.
"They can bust you down," her partner warned.
"Not really. They already have me on the shit jobs because I'm not a pureblood." She smirked. "If it wasn't for my other gift I wouldn't have gotten in."
"Probably true. The system's cranked," he agreed. They finished their trek to the pub for lunch.
Minister Fudge sneered. "How dare she!"
His guard coughed. "Sir, she's right. I was in her training class. They did say that repeatedly. If she didn't have a special skill there wouldn't have been any mixed bloods at all in twelve years." Fudge glared at him. "The current head of the academy makes that decision, sir. Not the teachers or the aurors on the street. Perhaps that's why our first year is spent mentored. I know half of us don't make it through the first year either."
"So you're saying that the academy is picking those that can't do the job?" a reporter asked casually.
"Being a pureblood doesn't give you any better average with capturing idiots who do bad things," the auror told her bluntly. "I'd rather have aurors at my back that had skills, not blood."
"That's preposterous," Fudge sneered.
"Sir, we all bleed the same color. I've seen plenty of it. The ones who have the ability to do the job aren't hired." His boss stomped out.
"Crouch, there's some falsities about blood purists in the auror academy?"
He nodded. "We've fought over that for years because they keep sending me people without any skills. You appointed him though and no one's willing to stand up and remove him because of his family."
"Are mixed blood and muggle born aurors better ones?" a reporter asked.
"Not always," he told her. "I'd rather see it be based on skills to get in. Like it was in my year. You had the right OWLs, the right NEWTs, and then you had to prove you had the skills or you washed out. Now, it's all about how your blood weighs and not how your wand does. I've always said accuracy over abundance for spells." He smirked. "What brought this on?"
"Someone mentioned the aurors hunting for Professor Lockhart can't seem to find him and that may be because they were hired for their blood," the reporter noted.
Crouch snorted. "To be honest, they're rookie aurors. Yes they're both purebloods."
"He was at lunch," that reporter told him.
"I'll note that to them. Both are just out of training. I can't spare a real auror for such duties right now. If they haven't gotten him by tonight I'll ask someone to pull a few hours of overtime and take their badges." They nodded, taking that quote. He looked at Fudge. "I've been trying to get a meeting about him again, Minister. You keep being too busy." He walked off. "Auror Smithers, you were off duty earlier."
"Yes, sir, but my replacement is apparently off today," he noted.
Crouch looked at him then shook his head. "Get Shacklebolt to do it."
"He's got a broken wand wrist, sir."
"I know, he probably won't need it. You're mostly ceremonial."
"Yes, sir." He smiled and got that auror sent down to change out with him.
"Not healing capable?" one of the reporters asked him.
He sneered at her. "I don't talk to your sort. You like to twist things," he said bluntly. "Get away from me and the Minister before I consider you an imminent threat." They fled. He looked at the Minister. "Sir, your itinerary for the rest of today is?"
"For right now I was going to get a nice lunch and then go back to the office."
"That's fine, sir."
"You could be nicer."
Shacklebolt looked at him. "I'm not hired to be nice to people who need to move along, sir. That's not my job. I'm not a poster auror." He pointed. "Shall we since the crowds have thinned out to an acceptably safe level?" He huffed but stomped off. Shacklebolt followed rubbing his sore wrist. The Minister tried to get him to help the servers but he pointed out his cast and that he couldn't. Plus it wasn't in his job description.
That night, Minister Fudge changed the job description so the aurors had to be more pleasant in public and help the Minister with his needs. Unfortunately the paper burned as he was drafting the resolution. He wasn't sure why but maybe it was that cursed artifact they had found in Hogwarts. It had to be in the Ministry for examination, right?
***
McGonagall tapped her glass for attention. "Starting tonight we will have a few guests at the school," she announced. Everyone stared at the people who came in the doors of the Great Hall. "Your new Defense professor is Cursebreaker Williams." He smiled and waved, walking up to his new seat. "With him are some other curse breakers who will be going over the school to find any other oddities that have been stored in ages past. They are open to questions about their jobs for those who think they might want a career with Gringotts, especially as a curse breaker." She smiled. "We have a very nice suite for you all on the third floor east corridor." They nodded. "For now, sit and eat with us, gentlemen."
Bill sat down at the Gryffindor table, looking at Ron, who had his fork paused on the way to his mouth. "Ginny's better. It'll be ages for her to come out though. Probably at least a good month." Ron ate that bite and nodded. "The twins are going barmy. Dumbledore didn't think there was a need to send them homework."
McGonagall smiled at him. "I have rectified that situation, Mr. Weasley. They are not doing it again." He smirked at her for that. She started a conversation with her new defense teacher. At least he knew what he was doing.
Bill looked at Ron again. "They were charming mice to attack the nurses."
"Sounds like them," Ron agreed with a grin. "Any other good news?"
"Mam's finally calmer. They made her quit sobbing on Ginny and go take a nap."
"That's great," Ron decided. Percy shifted down. "We're good."
"I'm here to make sure there's no more of those things, Ron. Before you and Harry run into them."
"Harry's being a good boy this year," Harry quipped with a grin for him.
Percy gave him a dirty look. "You haven't been horrible on the twin's scale but still, Mr. Potter."
Hermione sneezed and Percy inflated. "Oh, I'm sorry, Percy. Madam Pomfrey, I sneezed on Percy. Apparently he's allergic and swelling." She came down to 'finite incantantum' him. Then went back to her dinner.
Percy stared at her. "Do behave, Miss Granger."
"It was an accident, Percy. I'm sorry."
"I'm sure it was," he huffed. He looked at Bill. "I'd assume you'll be checking the house?"
"First and then we'll start with the maze of other rooms."
"There's rumors that there's a hidden chamber," Hermione quipped. "That it has a beast in it that's petrified a student already."
"That's probably what Harry's heard hissing in the walls," Ron told her.
Harry nodded. "Could be. I have no idea."
Bill looked at him. "I'm to check you over too since someone let on that the journal made your curse scar itch." Percy stiffened. Harry nodded that was true. "Any idea why?" Bill asked casually.
"The same reason that Quirrel made it break open and bleed a few times?" Harry guessed. "It hates them?"
"Could be," Bill said with a grin, ruffling Harry's hair. "We'll figure it out." He grinned at his just younger brother. "Relax, Percy. If another artifact enters this school we'll find out." Percy smiled and dug in again. "The 'rents could use some good news so write home tonight?"
"I can do that. I did get an 'excellent' on a Charms paper." Bill smiled at that news. Percy settled in to write the letter.
Ron looked at Bill, smirking slightly. It was nice Bill could turn Percy back into a boy instead of a hidebound asshole with power issues. "Last year we had a troll."
"I heard rumors about a troll."
"The twins used its club to knock it out," Hermione said with a grin. "It was trying to get up Gryffindor's stairs. We have no idea how it got into the house, especially since it had been by Moaning Mrytle's bathroom earlier that night."
Bill nodded once. "That probably means there's another hidden tunnel or something it sniffed out. I'll look into that." She smiled. He grinned back. "Finish up, you lot. You probably have homework." They nodded and went to the library. Percy as well. Bill finished his own dinner and walked up to his boss. "The rumors the goblins heard about a troll were true. I'm told my twin brothers knocked it out."
"Yes, and then Dumbledore decided to give Mr. Potter points for it," Snape said sarcastically. "No matter how much he complained."
"Eeh, maybe last year's ghoul got him too," the new defense professor noted. "Speaking of, how is your sister?" he asked Bill.
"I told the healers what we found out earlier to make it easier on them. They're thinking a month or so since the spirit was so strong."
"Huh." He ate another bite and nodded. "We need house elves in the field camps." Bill grinned and nodded. "Start with the Gryffindors tonight, Bill."
"I can do that." He went to talk to them. He'd get Potter tomorrow.
The defense teacher looked at Snape. "One of yours is on the team, Professor Snape. He'll be doing your house."
"That is more than acceptable. I'm sure he found all the hiding places the students use."
"Probably. That's how we know someone's got the knack." He smiled. "Where was the last bloke at when he got arrested?"
"Very far behind," Snape told him. "Miss Percival," he said. She looked up from inhaling dessert. "The new teacher requires your notes."
"Yes, Professor. I'll get them to him tonight. Plus my cousin's."
"Thank you," the defense professor said with a smile. "We want you all to get a good education so you can get jobs later on." She smirked and got back to her dessert. Professor Williams finished up and stood up. "Professor, let me drop my own bag on my bed and I'll go look over my office and whatever he left."
"Beware, there's many too many smiling paintings of him," Flitwick said dryly. "They all scowled when the auror stomped in to arrest him during a class."
"It was probably all the sucking for the paintings that made his mind go odd then, huh?" he countered with a grin. Snape let out an inelegant snort but was hiding his mirth. He winked at Flitwick, who had been one of his favorite teachers, then left to do that. Sure enough the room was covered in Lockhart paintings. He cast them into a box and put them in the hallway. The ones in the office he looked over and then sent to the same box. He also changed the colors on the furniture so it wasn't gold and cherry colored. "The man was a fop," he decided. He turned and found Ron Weasley and Harry Potter there with Hermione Granger behind him. "Well, I was going to let Bill talk to you two." He smiled. "Mr. Potter, why did the journal make your scar itch?"
"We think there's something in his scar, some sort of curse left within it," Hermione said. "I figured you'd want to test that yourself, Professor, so I nagged them into showing up." Because she couldn't figure out how to remove the damn taint herself mostly. So this was a job for a professional.
"Could, yeah." He tested it and frowned. "Bloody hell," he muttered. "That's really not good, Potter."
"I'm told that someone found some necromancy in it," Harry told him. "I'm not sure when."
"I saw that too." He did another spell against it and what he got back made him shiver in dread. "That's... really bad, kiddo. We'll work on that." He smiled. "If anything else bothers you that way, you make sure me or Ron's older brother hears as soon as you feel it. Even if we're not in the school." Harry smiled and nodded. "Good kids. No homework?"
"We're playing puzzles," Ron said with a grin.
"Go have fun then." They fled. He made notes to send to the goblins. They couldn't remove that without killing the kid. Bill stomped in. "Bad?"
"I found a whole cache of ancient wedding sets that compel brides," he said. "All in a locked bedroom hidden within the tower. Apparently it's been used on muggle born witches."
"We can go look." He followed Bill back up there to look at the stuff he found. It was clearly nasty. "Guess that's one way to make them marry into the wizarding world," he decided.
Bill looked at him. "I'm finding a lot of compulsion and fertility spells, Todd."
"Me too. Let's box 'em up." Bill nodded and they did that. He took them to McGonagall, who was appalled but she said it explained how some very modern students had suddenly been quieted and married off quickly.
***
Bill followed Harry down a hall a few days later. He had seen the Malfoy brat shoot a snake at a girl to make her freak out during a class change time. He had seen Harry hiss at the snake and it skid off into the shadows. He had seen everyone back away from Harry too but he'd deal with that later he guessed. He was following to see exactly what Harry Potter was doing because most kids, even if they could talk to snakes, wouldn't be chasing one through a school. "Hey, Harry?" he asked after a few hallways.
"Shh. She's just past the bathroom I think and she's poisonous, Bill."
"Oh, okay, I was wondering why we were chasing it." They walked past Moaning Myrtle's bathroom and he heard a grinding noise. He backed up a few steps to stare at a sink moving out of the way. "What are you?" he asked. He went to look. He heard hissing and got out of there. "Harry, I think there's a bigger one," he called. Harry handed him the original snake. He looked, a black garden snake. "Glad you're not deadly."
"Shit, Bill, don't look!" Harry called.
"Yup," he said, summoning his cohorts. They came running. Harry was looking at his shoes as he backed out of the bathroom. They could hear Myrtle crying about the yellow eyes showing up again. "Harry here was chasing the snake the Malfoy heir shot at a Hufflepuff and the sink opened as he walked past hissing."
"Hissing?" Professor Williams asked.
Harry shrugged. "They talk to me? They always have really. Kept me great company when I was weeding my aunt's garden."
"Sure," he decided, glancing in there. He saw the tail end of something. "That's a huge thing." Fawkes appeared with a shriek. The snake fled back into the hole. "Huh," he said, going over to examine around it. "Drape this, boys, so we can look it over."
"Is that what petrified the one kid?" Harry asked. "Hermione thought it might be a basilisk since I could talk to it and it did that."
"Yup," Professor Williams said with a grin. "Sure as shit is. Go cancel class for me, Harry."
"Yes, sir." He took the garden snake back since Bill didn't seem to care about it. He walked into the defense room. "They just opened the Chamber and found a creature. Professor Williams said to have a good day." They all fled. Harry put the snake into Malfoy's bag magically as he walked past the classroom he was in. Harry stopped in Transfiguration, waving the teacher out. She came out to stare at him. "They found the Chamber and the basilisk."
"Excuse me?" she demanded.
"Moaning Myrtle's bathroom, Professor. I was following Malfoy's pet snake and Bill caught it opening."
She smiled. "Five points for dumb luck, Mr. Potter. Get to class before I take ten for skipping." Harry jogged off. She leaned back into the classroom. "I'll be right back, behave." She walked off, going to check. Bill stopped her. "I am the temporary headmistress, William Weasley."
He grinned. "Can't have you risked by the basilisk, Professor. Who'd run this insanity otherwise?"
She stared at him. "We're certain?"
"Yup. Damn skippy as a coworker says." She shivered. "Anything else we should hear?"
"I have no idea how we'd kill it."
"I do. We need something huge and sharp. We're rigging up something now. Every now and then you find these things hiding. If we can't kill it, we'll hood it and send it to Charlie. Should give some of his scaley friends some fun to fight with it."
"That's mean, Bill." She patted him on the arm. "Tell me how it goes as soon as you're done." She went back to her classroom. The next one was the second year Gryffindor/Slytherin class. She heard a hiss and looked around then screamed. "Mr. Malfoy, you are not to have snakes in this school!" she shouted, getting up onto her desk.
"It's not mine!" he complained.
"It came from your bag to scare a Hufflepuff last class," Pansy told him. "And this class. Professor, is it able to sense that you can change forms?" she asked.
"I do not care, Miss Parkinson! At all! Mr. Malfoy!"
He got up to uncast the snake. It stayed. He tried it a different way. It disappeared.
"Thank you!" she ground out, getting down off her desk. "Forty points from Slytherin for having illegal animals in this school and bringing them to class." He ducked as he sat down. She took a calming breath. "Go play outside in the sun. We could all use it." They fled because they had been going to have a test. She sat down after checking around her chair. Things were going on that she had no idea about.
She heard shouting and had the emergency bell rang by a house elf. All the students fled out to the pitch. That had told to them on their first week's lectures from the prefects. She followed once she was sure the stampede was over with. She looked around and went back to the school. She took the back way to the dungeons, finding Snape still holding class. "We did ring the emergency bell, Professor." He sneered at her.
"Mostly because they just found a basilisk in this school," she finished more quietly. He gave her a horrified look. "Take the back way." He ordered that to happen and she walked them out, him following. The house elves were checking for other students, getting the ones hiding in their dorms and other bathrooms. She looked at her teachers. "I believe we'll go over emergency procedures again tonight," she announced to them. They all nodded.
"What happened?" Professor Sprout demanded, pushing her way forward.
"They found a basilisk in the Chamber that happened to open in Moaning Myrtle's bathroom." Flitwick slapped himself on the forehead and moaned, shaking his head. "It's a beautiful day. Why don't you run through how to charm things for the next quidditch match?" They nodded and went to instruct their houses on how to do some simple charms for that while she watched. Hagrid was pouting. "They're going to kill it," she reminded him. "It's too dangerous to be in a school."
"I agree, but it'd still be nice ta see and teach about."
"Perhaps later, after it's dead and safely contained." He smiled at her for that. Someday she'd have to talk to Hagrid about dangerous things like Fluffy. It was clear Dumbledore never would.
The curse breaking team ran out of the school being chased by a giant snake thing. The whole school was watching. "Gryffindor upper years, with me," she ordered, turning around. "Do levitating charms. Aim for the center." They did that and the thing's center went up.
"Upper years, take the head," Flitwick ordered.
"The tail," he told the Slytherins. "Jenris, lock the tail so it can't wiggle free. I know you use them with your father's specimens." She nodded and they did that. Aurors started to appear. "How droll, the dark arts wards do work," he said sarcastically.
McGonagall looked at him. "We hope." He nodded that was true. Flitwick cast a cutting hex to take off the head. That stopped it. They slowly let it fall down. The carcass twitched a few times but otherwise it was truly dead. McGonagall walked over, clearing her throat. "Is that the only one?"
"We need a parseltongue to get any further than the tunnel," Professor Williams noted. "Can we borrow Mr. Potter later?"
"Yes, you may." She smiled. "He is?" she asked. He nodded. "Interesting."
"He said they used to keep him company when he was weeding for his aunt," Bill said with a grin. "It opened because he was tracking Malfoy's snake past her bathroom."
"Very interesting. Thank you, gentlemen." They all smiled. "How many artifacts have we found?"
"A crapload of things with compulsion spells to make muggle born witches jump a bloke while fertile," Bill said.
"I used to wonder why so many of them changed their minds about marriages so suddenly," she said dryly. The aurors were giving them horrified looks. "We've had a few and I was worried we'd see Miss Granger have the same thing happen."
Hermione cleared her throat. "No, I'd raise it on my own before being forced to marry someone against my will. Or else I'd kill them for it." She smiled sweetly. "Bill, that journal thing. Is there maybe a way to see if a fang would kill it? Since Ron heard what it was."
He blinked at her. "Yes, but it'd still have to be related to the spirit possessing it."
"We have that," Professor Williams told him. "We can do that later. Thank you, Miss Granger. You're just full of good ideas."
She smiled. "The benefits of being a book nerd who gets bored nagging the boys to revise." She walked off.
They shared a look and nodded. "I want her in our job," Professor Williams said.
"She's stated a desire to be a healer," McGonagall said. "Particularly a surgeon."
They all nodded. "I'll let her bandage mine, she'd swat more than my mother," Bill quipped. They all laughed. It was a good tension break. The aurors were giving them funny looks. "I say we let Snape harvest and only keep most of the fangs," he announced.
"Works for me," Professor Williams said.
"Minister Fudge will never allow it," the auror said.
"I did not know he was the headmaster," McGonagall said dryly. The auror whimpered. "Go tell him we found the Chamber, boy. That way he can make less idiotic statements to the press over things he knows nothing about. Now." He fled. She looked back at the pitch. "Severus?" He came walking over looking unconcerned. "I've decided you can harvest all you wish, outside the few fangs the cursebreakers want to keep for use with cursed artifacts."
"That would give us many potions ingredients but I could never use them all before they go bad."
"You said you needed to update your classroom," she said. "I don't see that being a conflict." He smirked at her. "Any extra and it goes into the greenhouses."
"Agreed, plus she can probably turn the remains I won't use into compost." He crossed his arms over his chest. "Can we start now?"
"Hagrid wanted to let his students see it," she told him. She motioned him over and gave him that order. They came over to look, get close to it, all that. Then Snape's favorite students got to dissect it.
Minister Fudge showed up. "What are you doing?"
"Putting this honorable beast's demise to good use," Snape said dryly. "As I was ordered to do by our headmistress."
"Where is Dumbledore?" he demanded.
McGonagall looked at him. "In the possession ward at St. Mungos." She smiled. "They believe he might have been affected by the ghoul last year." He blanched and backed up, shaking his head. "Since this was coming out to attack the students, it'll go to updating the potions classroom and partially some in the greenhouses. That way we don't have to ask the Ministry for updating funds."
"I'm sure they'd like that," he humphed, "but it's not seemly."
"How do you think potion ingredients get gathered?" Bill Weasley asked him. "Newts eyes don't just grow on trees, Minister. Half of the beasties we cursebreakers find in tombs and the like goes to Gringotts to be sold for potions ingredients."
"That's disgusting."
"Better than being eaten by it," one quipped with a smile for him. "Last year I had a slightly smaller one of these. Netted me an extra ten thousand gold for my cut of the parts they sold." Minister Fudge sneered. "Which went directly into my parents' home." He backed down since he had been pushing that need to help their local economy. Not that Fudge wasn't parroting what someone else told him about that. They weren't sure he could spell economy.
"Let's leave the potions people to their delicate vivisection," McGonagall ordered. "Boys, I want that chamber cleaned by tomorrow if possible?"
"Depends on what else is down there," Professor Williams told her. "We can definitely tell you if it's possible once we can get in."
"Why aren't you in already?" Fudge demanded.
"It takes a parselmouth," Bill told him. "We only know of one."
"There's one?" he demanded. "They're evil!"
"No, I don't think this one's ever been evil as more than a prank," McGonagall said. "It is a bloodline skill in some of them." She walked off. "Is it safe to let them go in for dinner?"
"Should be," William said. "Boys, go make sure." They did that and told the house elves what to use to kill the snake slime when they found them mopping it up. Fudge huffed off but he just smiled and waved at his back. "Idiot frog humper." Snape tried hard not to laugh. He grinned at him for it. "He probably has to use compulsion potions on them too." He walked off. Snape kept himself from laughing, barely, and it was good.
***
Draco Malfoy was still confused. He believed in the art of the coincidence but there was a bit too many recently for his tastes. So instead of a charms paper he was stalking Granger and Potter. They were talking about space ships *again* and it bothered him for a lot of reasons. So he decided to step in and do something. They were headed to dinner. As he walked past them, he sneered. "Still doing *muggle* homework? Don't we give your kind enough?"
"Quite but I do need to keep up in those lessons to get into a better university," she said happily. "What's the use of an education unless you use it?" He glared. She sat down at her place at the table.
"What're you studying now?" Ron asked her.
"Chemistry and it's driving me 'round the bend," she complained. "It's not as precise as science since outside forces can change your variables and reactions."
"What's chemistry?" Neville asked.
"It's like potions for muggles but it deals with base components, not the greater ones. The individual compounds that make up a compound we'd use in potions."
"Oh," he said, still not getting it. She pulled out the book and went over an example lesson on all the chemicals in tea. He nodded he got that. She smiled and put the book back. "It's a mandatory for getting into a good university but they don't offer it here. It's much harder to do it on your own, especially without lab time, but I'll do that this summer to pass the class."
"Eat, Hermione, before your brain goes numb from lack of energy." He handed her the meat.
"Thank you, Harry." She smiled. "I always do manage to revive it even if I've been working it so hard it's limp."
Snape walked down sneering. "What sort of book did you bring into this school?" he demanded.
She smiled. "A chemistry and a physics one, Professor. I have to keep up with those subjects to get into a good university program. The same as I'm going to start calculus after the holiday break." She smiled. "That way I'm not being found in neglect of my muggle education and no one can say anything to my mother from an official standpoint."
"You being here takes care of that."
"No, actually it doesn't. My former headmistress told my mother that me going here was not good enough for the muggle authorities. That they would make me take yearly tests to make sure I was keeping up my other education, even being in a special school for magic. She was a squib and when my letter appeared at the school she noticed it." She smiled. "She's made sure that I have to keep taking the muggle classes as well or else they'll start fining my mother."
"We'll have someone fix that," he assured her. "That way you can quit polluting the other students."
"I'm surprised we don't have chemistry taught here. It'd seem to be a prior class for potions. The same as physics does help me in charms, transfiguration, and the boys with flying." He sneered and stomped off. "I suppose I'll be doing my necessary chemistry experiments in my room this summer," she decided.
Harry grinned. "I have no idea what I'm doing this summer but I hope it's as peaceful as last summer was."
She smiled. "I'm sure we'll spend some time with the Weasleys."
Ron nodded since his mouth was full. He swallowed. "Mum's sure she can make you into a proper witch, Hermione."
"I'm quite proper for my age and status within my natal world, Ron. Just because I don't believe that a woman must only stay at home to bear baby after baby doesn't mean I'm the one that's wrong. After all, life has moved on and women can do a great many things today."
"I wonder if we could recreate Woodstock," Harry mused, looking up. "Hmm, flying cars." McGonagall looked up and wiped her mouth after one last bite to go deal with that. He grinned at her. "Think any schools in the Americas are this uptight?"
"No, probably not. They had the sixties, the eighties, and the dreaded seventies to get used to women's liberation." She smiled. "Plus I'm told they do have muggle classes within their schools. Namely chemistry, physics, and mid-level math." Ron shook his head quickly.
McGonagall came back and sat down again, smiling at her teachers. "The Minister has found out that the headmaster is away at the hospital resting," she told them quietly, getting a few nods. "He's not happy."
"It looks bad on Albus, not him," Madam Sprout told her.
"He doesn't like a woman in charge of the school. When I reminded him the Minister before him was a woman he huffed off. Probably to the board." She smiled when Harry looked up at her. "What is going on with Mr. Potter?" she asked them.
The new defense teacher smiled. "He's being a bit crafty sometimes but mostly he's been studying some books the Granger girl is getting him."
"A Potter, crafty?" Snape snorted. "Impossible."
"It does take some guile and craftiness to plot and prank like his father did," Flitwick reminded him with a smile. He waved the boy up. "Mr. Potter, I was wondering if you could settle a bet for us."
"Sure, Professor. Of what sort?"
"We noticed the hat had taken some bit of time to sort you."
"We had an argument about me being in Slytherin," he offered with a smile. "But the only slytherin I had met was Draco and I would've rather stabbed myself than be in the same dorm as him at the time. Now... I'd do about the same," he admitted with a grin. He went back to his seat.
Snape's fork didn't exactly drop from his fingers but they were on the plate already so that was probably why. "The hat is psychotic," he decided.
"He's powerful," Flitwick reminded him.
"Perhaps but it's still psychotic. It's lost its mind." The defense teacher cackled, shaking his head, earning a Snape glare.
"Could it be that the hat looked deeper than you have?" Flitwick asked with a smile. "After all, there's depth to that boy if he's survived this long."
"I'd rather not look that deeply into anyone's soul. It's not in my plans to be that deep into anyone's lives." He ate a bite and watched his house's conduct. They were still behaving like children, albeit well trained children. Better than some of the others. Weasley was choking over something Granger had said. It nearly made him want to curse the trio. Or quad as he had noted. Hannah Abbot was looking over at them, giving the trio a dirty look.
"What do we think of Miss Abbot and Mr. Potter going out?" Madam Sprout asked quietly.
"I think it's nice he's making friends outside his house," McGonagall said. "But I don't believe they're seeing each other that way. Though I loathe the day that Molly decides Hermione Granger and her son should be set together." She stuffed her mouth. Hannah walked behind Ron and swatted him on the head, earning a loud 'hey' from the redhead. The women stared then at each other. "Interesting," McGonagall said.
"That was clearly not a friendship move," Flitwick agreed. Snape gave them a dirty look. "Haven't you seen that sort of move before?"
"No. I do not pay attention to such things. Who is seeing who is not the sort of information I need unless they are an enemy." He finished up and watched his house make plots. Strangely enough, Malfoy wasn't helping them plot. He was watching the 'golden trio'. Something had to be done about that before his father heard.
***
Draco was waiting on Snape when he came back from his detention-giving walk for stress relief. "What's this prophecy about?" he asked, pointing at the one laying on the desk.
"Did you snoop?" he demanded.
"No, professor." Snape snatched it off the desk and put it back into the cabinet but it floated back. "It was doing that when I came in so I thought to look to see if it was important."
"It's the crock of some demented older mind who needs solace," he sneered.
"Is it possible it's not?" Draco asked. "I know that subject has a book in the library. I ran across it by accident looking for information on 'redeeming goblins' for a history paper." Snape gave him an odd look. Draco nodded. "Binns."
"Figures," he muttered. It floated back into its spot and shone brightly. Snape read it and sneered. "I still say it's the foolish words of those who want hope but aren't willing to make it."
"If you're certain. Did you want the gold trellis flowers on the homework or the silver?"
"What homework?" he demanded. "I did not give your class homework, Mr. Malfoy."
"You sure as hell did," he snorted. "A foot of paper on trellis flowers or agave flowers. Though I'm not sure why on those. I can't find much on them beyond that you make the liquor called tequila from them and they're part of the lily family. Usually grown in Mexico."
Snape gave him an odd look. "Are you fevered perhaps?" Draco got his notes to show him. "You're still using a quick quotes quill I see," he said with a grimace.
"Just for lectures and assignments."
Snape saw the evidence there in front of him. He had yelled at Granger and Longbottom for getting something right and had assigned a homework paper for their next class. "Either's fine," he said, handing it back.
"Could your anger at that prophecy be the same thing that's make you forget the homework?" Draco asked, looking a bit shrewd. Snape glared. "Dumbledore was a master of the memory charm."
Snape stared then got something he had mixed up long ago. It was kept with a stasis spell so it'd always be good. Too many students got obliviated by their parents when they saw something they shouldn't. Usually something that Dumbledore wanted to know about. Snape took the potion and waited. Slowly that brain itch came back and he frowned, looking at the paper. Then suddenly he remembered. "Potter apparated in his first year," he sneered. "I nearly got him expelled for that. Only here a month and already causing problems."
Draco looked at him oddly. "How? No first year should have the power to do that." Snape stared at him. "I can barely do it now and I've been working on my magical stores since I was eight."
Snape stared at him. "What?"
"How did an eleven-year-old who had only known about magic for six whole weeks apparate? How did he even learn it was possible since I doubt anyone did it in front of him? They weren't really in with Granger at that point so she couldn't have."
Snape considered that. "I do not know." The prophecy flashed. He glared at it. "I doubt it."
"If so, is that a good or a bad thing?" Draco asked him. Snape glared. "Fine, gold flowers?"
"Fine." He waved a hand. "Go away, Mr. Malfoy." Draco walked out. Snape reread the prophecy. "If a child should suddenly appear to one of them I'll understand why but I doubt very seriously that one of them is. There's no heros from the last war."
***
Draco looked up from his reading on Redemption Children in the library to find one Harry Potter up the row from him by himself. He considered things. Usually they showed up as babies, helped a lot of people do better things. They weren't usually the hero, they were the reason the hero came back from the war. So it couldn't be Potter. Then again, something seemed ...off about the story. Like there were others that hadn't been told in the book. It wasn't a comprehensive history but someone's ideas on who had been one based on when the rumors of the prophecy had shown up again.
Which meant that there may be one coming but for some reason that didn't seem right to him. No, there was one in the castle, in Hogwarts. There was also a lot of darker currents going on that was going past him. He glanced around. They were alone in this corner of the library outside the librarian, who was probably watching to make sure they didn't fight. Draco got up, his chair scraping loudly in the quiet. He walked past Potter. "How many redemption children are there now?" he asked.
Harry blinked at him. "What?"
"How many exist?"
"It used to be ten. Two died and more replaced them. Why?" He stared at Draco. This was interesting. Very interesting. Draco put the book in front of him. Harry smiled at it. "That's a good account. They only got two wrong."
"So you know...."
"There's a lot you don't know, Draco, and a lot you'll never find out," he said bluntly. "I don't know how you found out but getting in the middle of it right now is very dangerous."
Draco glanced around then looked at him. "It's not just you. It's you and Granger."
"Perhaps," he said, leaning back so he could stare at the blond boy. "But things going on are not what they always seem. Even the simplest answers aren't going to work this time. This isn't a *normal* assignment."
Draco swallowed. "So there's to be another war," he said.
"Someone's trying very hard."
"Why? Why you?"
Harry grinned and pushed his hair off his forehead unconsciously. "Because someone decided it and made it so." He gathered things and stood up. "Forget you heard about it, Draco. It's got nothing to do to you and the only safe ones aren't involved."
"Then Granger should hide it better," he snorted.
"Actually, Hermione's very much a woman of her generation. The muggle world is vastly different from this one. If only because women have more rights." He smirked. "She's right but then again the people in power are dumb. Which she loathes. She hates that ignorance can be cured but they're not even curious." He walked off. "Have a better night, Draco."
Draco stared at his back, considering things. He went to Snape's office, finding him with the new defense teacher. He decided to leave them be and talk to his head of house in the morning. Things were definitely not as they seemed. Things may be buggered around the castle actually.
***
It had taken two days for Draco to get some time alone with Snape. "Professor," he said, walking in and shutting the door then sealing it. He glanced at the fireplace. No head. He put the book down. "Potter said they only got two wrong."
Snape looked at it then at him. "Interesting to note. Why would it matter?"
"Because he's not the only one and he said this isn't a normal assignment. Stressed it wasn't the normal assignment. He didn't disagree when I mentioned Granger either." He glanced at the fireplace then at him again. "He said there's going to be a war."
Snape considered that information. "Then it is wise of you to stay out of it, Mr. Malfoy."
"I would but I bloody well can't," he complained. "If I'm one of the few noticing it there's probably a reason, right?"
"No. It just means you pay attention to things that don't matter to your life," Harry said as he shut the door and walked over. He looked at him. "Relax, Draco. None of this has anything to do with you or your family. You're an aggravated spectator right now. The fact that the person who started this ...thing is doing it in a school pisses us the fuck off." Draco shivered. "The fact that what happened was so wrong, so misguided, is because someone's a sick fuck."
"Do not swear in my presence," Snape said.
Harry looked at him. "If you knew what I know, you'd swear at him too." He smiled then at Draco. "Just ignore it, Draco. It does not concern you. If it does start to concern you, I'll warn you personally about it. Because things are not as they appear and this is not the *normal* assignment for one of us."
"Because of everyone expecting you to be a hero?" Draco asked calmly.
"No, not in the least. We've been heros in the past. We'll be heros in the future. Actually, our last lives in the last realm are farther ahead temporally. Atlantis was a beautiful city, we made sure of it." Draco shivered again, taking a step back as he swallowed. "There is nothing in this battle that should affect you unless we are forced to fight. We are all trying very hard not to have to fight. We're moving around all of the plots, the plans, all that." He stared him down. "If someone should force us to fight we'd have to take it away from the students." Draco nodded. "Now, forget it. All." He stared him down. "It's not healthy to wonder such things."
"Which one are you?" Draco asked quietly.
"Me? I'm Alexander." He grinned. Draco stiffened. "I'm supposed to be on vacation right now. If things calm down and are ended, we'll just vacation in this life instead. We needed it after saving Atlantis this last time." He grinned at Snape. "The memory remover you brewed is on your back burner in your storage area, Professor." He disappeared.
"You can't disapparate in the castle," Draco said. "How did he do that?"
"I would assume they had access to powers outside ours," Snape said. He went to check the potion. It was perfectly done, which meant Granger had done it. He force fed Draco a draught and then took one of his own. He did not want to know such things.
***
Harry watched Hermione during astrology class, sighing mentally. "If you want to go back to science, go," he mumbled in Ancient. "Maybe we can even go help yourselves."
She looked at him, shaking her head. "Too much risk."
"Go be ascended then," Ron offered.
"I can't do that either."
"No but we can," Harry reminded her. She stared at him. "We should see if we want to go back to them."
"If I go near it they'll want to bring me in."
"Yes but this isn't the same lives or realm," Ron pointed out. "Different variables."
She huffed. "I know that."
"Then be who you want to be, Hermione. If that's the harder sciences and math again, so be it."
"I've been thinking about using some of what I know for prosthetics research."
"That'd be a lot of help," Ron agreed. "Or you could go for a math degree? Or even an engineering degree set again."
She shrugged. "I don't know."
"We probably have time," Harry pointed out. "I need this break. I'm going to take it once I can." She looked at him. "It's been a very long life, Hermione. I've been going so damn long." She patted him on the arm. The teacher was watching so that's all they could do. "I just want some peace and quiet for a bit. I'll hang out on your couch and watch you be brilliant. How's that?"
She smirked. "I'm sure you'll have a job of some sort, Harry." She gave him a pointed look.
"Maybe quidditch." He grinned. She rolled her eyes. "We need to remember fun."
"We do," Ron agreed. She looked at him. "It does get tiring after a few rounds, Hermione."
"I understand that but...."
"We can do great things that don't wear us out," he reminded her. "Even if we're helping people. If we want to do it, it'll be better for us."
"Good point I suppose." They looked at Harry, who the teacher had come over to chide about talking during class. Clearly they needed to get him a vacation more than anything else. Maybe she'd invite him on her backpacking trip of the great libraries.
Ron knew he'd always have a couch with Harry's name on it, no matter what he did. He was just that sort of guy.
***
Hannah Abbot was walking down the hall with Hermione complaining about something girlish and trivial. "I just can't stand what they expect of us. I mean it's like we don't even have *rights* or something."
"We have a few," Hermione told her. "We'll have to see how that goes. What about your family?"
"I'd rather be disowned than do something disgusting like that." She grimaced. "Really." Hermione laughed. They got let into the Room of Requirement.
Draco stared. He'd heard about the room and how to use it. He had figured out that if more than one student needed it, it could probably create a separate space for them. So maybe if he wanted hard enough.... He paced and wanted *so* badly to know what was going on. It let him slip in and he saw them all doing something with arcane symbols. He hid in a shadow.
"Your hair shines thanks to the oil you use in it," Hermione called as she drew another symbol.
"Malfoy!" Potter complained. "Go away."
"No. There hast o be a reason why some of us realize something's going on and others don't."
"Maybe because you're used to watching people for small things that let you have power over them?" Ron guessed. "Some day you'll make a horrible Minster for Magic, Draco." He finished up his section of the circle with a sigh. Hannah got hers and they grinned at each other before thinking up ice cream sundaes.
"Make me one," Hermione ordered.
"When you get done so you don't drop anything on the lines," Ron countered.
Harry went back to his own drawing. "This is really insane. Go away, Draco."
"No, I won't." He came out of the shadow, looking at what they were doing. "Is that for power raising?"
"Not quite," Hermione quipped.
"We're plenty powerful enough," Harry agreed. He looked up. "You're going to force me into using a memory spell on you, aren't you?" Draco shook his head quickly, backing up. "Then shoo!" He fled. He sighed, looking at them. "I tried."
"We know you did," Hermione soothed. "I'll talk with Snape." She got up and went to do that. Draco was already in there so she froze him and walked in scowling. "He's upsetting himself quite a lot."
"You...." Snape spluttered.
She smirked. "My last two lives I was a physicist." She beamed. He slumped, shaking his head. "Can we please mute his memory of all that so he doesn't get himself hurt? He's trying to poke his way into a situation that's already caused a lot of pain and three kids in the hospital."
"That diary," he sneered.
"We let the family handle her problem about being possessed," Hermione told him. "We just let them know. We did not expect it to explode the fireplace."
He considered it. "I will suitably mute it."
"Thank you."
"Why are you two here?"
"Dumbledore summoned us against all that's supposed to go on." Snape stiffened. She smirked. "He wanted a warrior. The one he got.... Not exactly what he wants and he won't break him. There's no way he'll break and do what Dumbledore wanted. We may avert the problem but we're not his warriors."
"I see. The ...odd inter-house relationship?"
"They were soul mates last life." She shrugged. "It's all good for us." She smiled. "Thank you, Professor. Right now we're working on some unblocking of Harry since someone clumsily put on some." She walked off.
Snape unfroze Draco and did the memory spell himself. Draco pouted at him. "It is dangerous to get involved in that. It will get you killed," he ordered calmly. "Find another thing to wonder about, Mr. Malfoy."
"Fine," he muttered, walking off. He still knew everything except what he had seen in the Room of Requirement. It still bothered him and he wasn't sure why. He ran into an odd little girl in the hallway wearing Ravenclaw's uniform and he knew, just *knew*. "Room of Requirement," he complained with a point. "Third floor."
She smiled. "Thanks, Malfoy. Nice of you to point me toward the nargles." She strolled that way and the room let her in. "Dudes," she complained. "Felicitations and sunshine."
"Dean," Harry said, blinking a few times. He couldn't help it, he snickered. "I would've thought Sam might've been Luna Lovegood."
"No, I don't think they could use him this time," she complained, coming over to help.
Hannah smirked. "We need more boys before they start saying things about Harry having a harem."
"Hey!" Ron complained.
She kissed him. "I knew you wouldn't. You changed him."
"Ditto for me," Luna agreed with a grin. "Though, I gotta say I appreciate what Sammy went through with his creepy, crawly mental powers of fucked up ness. Because *damn*." Hermione cackled. "By the way, I'm a seer."
"Hey, we match," Harry quipped. "I picked it up as Xander." He grinned.
Luna slugged him on the arm. "Pain in my ass. What're we doing about the others?"
"Neville we're helping but there shouldn't be a need to start DA," Hermione said quickly. She finished her section with a sigh. "Thank you, Merlin."
"Forgot a dot," Harry said with a point. She looked then added it. They settled in to do the rite. Harry's powers were finally unblocked. All the things that Dumbledore had done before Harry had died and after Xander had been summoned, they melted off leaving Harry glowing and healthy for a change. They settled in to make better plans. Now that they had an extra hand, things would be easier.
***
Draco needed to know what was going on. It was a deep seated mental command to know what was going on. He wasn't sure why he desperately needed to know what was going on but he did. So he stalked the group. The inclusion of the new girl bothered him. Something was clearly...off about her. A lot off about her. She was, to use a muggle-ism, freaking his mind out. And she liked to stare and grin at him like she was insane, which was probably what was causing the freak outs.
So when he caught them gathering again he snuck in better this time, using an 'ignore me' sort of spell he had found in the library. If they could tell he was there, he was being ignored. Which suited him just fine and whatever mental problem kept making him want to know was keeping things down when he was with them. So that would continue.
***
"I think he's a conduit," Harry admitted later that night, once Malfoy had snuck back out. "And I'm not sure why I think that."
Ron looked at him. "Could be that a higher thing is using him."
"Just what we need, higher demons," Dean snorted.
"True," Harry sighed. "We have enough of them right now." He considered Malfoy and shrugged finally. "We'll figure it out. We always do." They nodded and got back to the serious business of learning heavier magics. Ron hadn't used them in any of his past lives. He had managed to miss magic all together actually. Luna had been taught that magic was evil, even if it was a bloodline gift. Hermione still didn't like to believe in it and kept trying to find the base physical laws that governed it. Harry... Well, Harry knew better than most what was out there and possible. Including having books from the most ancient of demon cultures. For this he might even break into his storage area that no one wanted to remember he had. "We need to go on a trip this summer," he decided.
"Where?" Hermione asked. She looked up from her reading.
"Celedin. It's in Turkey."
"It's the major gateway to the demon ruins," Ron told her. "Mixed city but horribly ancient and mystical in nature. It's said you can't even find it if you don't know about the demons." Harry nodded.
"We heard it's the demonic equivalent of a Tibetan monastery," Luna offered. Harry beamed and nodded. "Why there?"
"Because I haven't visited the old home wrecks and ruins in years. I would've went as Xander but I didn't get to leave Sunnydale. I got called for John and the city right after Sunnydale fell."
"Why isn't Jack's daughter one of us?" Ron asked.
"She never was. We just prompted the city to make her since no one was in a free position." He smirked. "D'Hoffryn had to piss off the slayers highly to get me out of my life there to come to you. And I still had to go back a bit in time."
"Huh," Hermione said. "Though it was helpful." She hugged him. "We might've died willingly if it wasn't for you pouting at us to get all our power bars."
Luna snickered. "He did that to Castiel a few times."
"You know, I thought I saw him lurking one day during Magical Creatures," Harry told her.
"No way," she complained. "Ours?"
"No clue."
"Huh." Luna nodded. "We'll have to see." They all closed their books when they started to get sleepy and curled up in there. Now that Draco was gone the time distortion field had went up so they'd have a full week in here for the night it was back in Hogwarts.
***
Somewhere in Turkey, on the coast, a building shimmered into view in the bowels of a forgotten, hidden, mystical city. It was a silvery gray building. A temple. The demons and half-demons all stared at it, a few looking around. The answering temple wasn't showing up. Something was seriously wrong somewhere. Inside the temple they saw a glow and then a thunderclap. "Bloody fucking hell!" a voice shouted. "I'll kill Dumbledore for pulling him!" The demons wisely fled. When the Peace Child got mad, the world ended with a fiery crash.
They did not want to know why he was back suddenly.
They just wanted the Warrior Child to come save them.
***
Harry woke up sweating and nearly screaming, looking around his room. "How did I get back here?" he muttered, looking around. No Ron. No others. He stared. This wasn't right. He got up and found his dagger and wand, sliding them into his waistband and heading out at a great sneak. He walked down to the common room and found... Draco Malfoy? "What the fuck?" he demanded. "Did you do something to the house, Draco?"
Draco stared at him. "No, Alex, I did not. It's just simpler this way."
Harry paused, staring at him. "You're not Malfoy."
"No, but he was a bred sacrifice." He stood up and moved closer, making Harry tense. "You'd think after all these years you'd be happy to see me," he said more quietly then grinned.
"But... they killed you."
"They did. They also entombed my spirit for a thousand millennia." He stroked Harry's cheek with a soft, gentle smile. "This isn't our way, Alex."
"This was not my doing. Don't you dare bitch."
"I'm not. Though things like this only seem to happen to you." He kissed him, making Harry moan. "That's my good boy, Alex." He smiled. "Not even you can release me before its time but when it is time, we will be brothers again. Your mate comes sometime, I'm not certain when, but you must let them in."
"I'm more than ready for one," Harry said, staring at the being who had been family, lover, and savior to him more than once. They had done for each other when they were put together. "I thought they destroyed you."
"They tried awfully hard," he said with a grin. "But you can't really destroy us, Harry." He kissed him again. "We'll be a trio or maybe I'll find my mate at the same time." He winked. "If you take over, remember to give it back this time?" he sighed.
"That's a last resort."
"Good! You always stress out when you're in charge. Then everything's like training for a battle."
"I've changed over the centuries."
"Good! I'd hope so!" He grinned. "More peaceful?"
"That's not what lives they put me into." He let his mental shields and physical ones drop to share with him.
The Peace Child shivered but let him see his loneliness and how tired he was of waiting. He stared at his best friend and mate. "Use it if you must and do send for your things in my temple. Though, if Dumbledore comes back, I'm so watching you destroy him." He winked. "I've gotta go. I'm only borrowing this mind." He waved a hand. "His father really did a crappy job making him a bred and born sacrifice." He disappeared and Harry woke up with a gasp.
Ron lifted his head from where it was laying on Hannah's hip. "Nightmare?" he asked quietly.
"They didn't destroy Sanda," he said, blinking a few times.
Ron blinked back. "You saw it."
"He's trapped. A thousand millennia."
Ron counted. "That's in another thousand years then." Harry swallowed but nodded. Ron moved over to hug him. "It'll be all right, Xander," he soothed. "I promise it will be." Harry nodded, calming himself down again. "He might even come back to nag you about your temper again. I heard all about the songs they made to your temper and his nagging."
Harry laughed. "He nagged more than Hermione did in any lifetime." Ron gave him a squeeze and let him go. "His temple's back out so he said I need to get my stuff out of his closet."
"We can go," Hermione said.
"No we can't," Luna moaned, rubbing her head. "I hate visions."
"Amen," Harry quipped. "Why can't we go, Luna?"
"Because the city's going to panic if you show up with us. There's a prophecy about so many redemption children being together in one life at one time. It may be the end of demon kind."
"I'm not going to destroy them. Though Sanda wanted me to destroy Dumbledore." Ron nodded he agreed through a yawn. Harry bounced up and started a summoning circle.
"Not in the school," Ron complained.
"Fine," Harry muttered, grabbing a few things and heading out. He snuck past Filch but not McGonagall. She caught him in the entryway. He stared at her. "I'm going out for some air."
"You should be in bed, Mr. Potter."
He stared at her. "Professor, I'm going to talk to someone who needs to see me," he said, which was a bit of a lie. "I don't want to invoke Halfrek in the school." She blanched and shook her head. "Since we have to discuss my family this summer....." He opened the door and walked out, heading down to the ward's barrier. He set up the calling area and waited. And waited. And waited. Until finally the one he wanted sighed and showed up. "Want the names of six people who'd love to have you torture their families in return for going to get my stuff out of Sanda's temple?" he asked her.
She blinked a few times. "Huh?"
He grinned. "Sanda just showed up in a dream using a born sacrifice's body."
"He's dead, Xander."
"He's not dead. He said they couldn't fully kill him, just trap him for a thousand millennia."
"Oooh, that's bad." He nodded. "Interesting. Why do you need me?"
"It's in his temple. I doubt they'd let me go to Turkey on my own right now."
"Good point," she admitted.
"I doubt I can get it all back here by in the morning."
"Better point," she sighed.
"He wanted me to clean out my closet there. And if I show up, he said there's a routine freakout coming about how many of us are in one life."
"There's a prophecy," she admitted. "But yeah, we already knew you were going to change things if necessary." He beamed at her. "I heard rumors of the temple showing up in Caledin."
"There's that one and in the ruins of our twin temples. That one has a sealed storage area. It has a lot of things I've collected through the ages."
"I can't get there. We can't go into the doorway, Xander."
"Point. Well, maybe we'll all take a trip." He grinned. "Is Sam here? Dean thought he wasn't."
"Yup, but he's older. And what is with all the girls?"
"Maybe they think they need the more logical tempers?" Harry suggested with a shrug. "Evan's not liking it. Rodney's freaking out at girl things. I'm waiting until their first periods to flee in danger. Dean's one too."
"Figures." She nodded. "Sure, I can do that. Six whole students?" Harry wrote out names and she moaned when she read each one. "You absolute fucking asshole," she praised. He beamed. "Thank you, Harry."
"Welcome, Hallie. Just pack it for me?"
"I can do that. I've wanted to go back to the Gateway." She disappeared. "Mortals are coming."
"Usually." He disappeared before they could get there, landing in front of Snape. "I found out what's wrong with Draco." Snape raised his head. "He was a born and bred sacrifice. Which means it's probably from one of his parents as well."
"Probably Narcissa since she's got siblings and Lucius doesn't," he sneered. "How do you know?"
"An old friend went dream walking and used him as an anchor a bit ago. He shouldn't have gotten anything from it but just in case...." He disappeared right before someone knocked on the door.
Snape got up to answer it. "Mr. Malfoy?"
"Potter's barmy and gives me a damn headache," he muttered, pouting at him. "Something was visiting him but all I saw was us talking in the Gryffindor common room."
"So he told me." He got him a specific potion they used on the spell damage ward and let him have it. Draco went limp and Snape exorcized the spirit from him. Then he sent him back to bed. Snape went to look up wards on how to protect the idiot boy. Maybe it would stop all this problems from Potter as well. When he was in the restricted section of the library, a book floated in and put itself in front of him.
"Wards of the Ages," he read. He flipped into it, finding it to be on the wards used for Camelot. He got the point and found which one he needed, one to keep out spirits and other influences. It had to be done on the boy's body, so an inking was in order. Yes, he could do that. It wasn't very hard in the least. Not the tying down, not the tattooing process itself, and not the magical spell that would hurt Draco for a few days. It might even be fun.
***
Ron looked up as the strangely large owl flew in with a small box. He caught it when it dropped it.
"Thank you, Ceddie," Harry called. "Want some sausage?" He held up a link and the owl-like creature took it to eat on the way to the roof. He smiled, taking the box from Ron. "Thank you."
"Demon porn?" he mouthed. Harry gave him a confused look so Ron pointed at the writing on the top.
Harry read it and burst out giggling. "Sanda put it in there. He always said I needed a diversion." He tucked the box into his bag. They'd open it later to see what she had found. She probably couldn't have gotten everything out but you never knew about Hallie. Harry spotted Luna looking over and grinned, getting a smirk back. Then she went back to chatting with her oatmeal. Someone had given it a face and a smart-mouth so it was talking back to her this time. Her dormmates were giving her odd looks but they had no idea who could warp oatmeal into cracking dirty jokes.
McGonagall came down to get the bowl of oatmeal at one particularly raunchy one and walked it off to uncharm it. The house elves took it from her once she had. She went back to her seat to finish her own breakfast - thankfully not a talking one.
It was apparently going to be one of those days in the school.
***
Luna strolled up to Harry that afternoon after classes. They were outside enjoying the weak sunshine. Harry was nearly glowing with it at the moment. "Harry, I was wondering. How did the group get started?" she asked.
"That is a long story," he said with a smile for her. "Very odd too." He walked her off to talk to her. Ron and the others followed. They found a nicely open set of seats in the pitch out of the wind but open enough that they could see if someone tried to sneak up on them. "Long, long ago, before the Ancients left, there were greater demon courts. Like mediaeval courts, they had kings and queens and knights. They mostly hid themselves from the Ancients because they thought they were uppity tossers, to put it bluntly." He grinned when Hermione groaned and covered her face with her hands. "When the Ancients left, the demon courts threw a lot of great parties, a few wars, and decided who would get the newly uninfested lands. They considered them like roaches in a lot of ways," he said at Ron's odd look. "Made a lot of comments about roaches."
"How did we go from demon courts ruling the world to humans?" Luna asked.
"Well...." Harry shifted to cross his legs 'indian' style and lean on his knees. "When the Ancients left the demon courts realized that the humans, for lack of a better phrase for them, had given a sort of balance to the powers that were floating around. The humans could do things that they couldn't if they were attuned to the power flows. There were a few of the Ancients left and a few that had been crossbred from some of the lighter demon societies with them. Mostly drunken matches thanks to the Ancients going out to 'have some fun with the natives'."
"So, some of the young and dumb pulled a Viking and raped and pillaged," Ron said.
Harry nodded with a grin. "That's how the first humans got started but there's also the ones that were slowly evolving. The demon courts watched over them because it was great and confusing but they helped them along when they realized they were more attuned to the native magic than the demons were. Some demons could use elemental magic but not earth magic, not the wicca sort of magic, nothing like that.
"At that time, they decided they needed to make sure that all of the humans didn't die off. So they started what amounted to zoos. Basically. They kept them, fed them, watched how they did things. Some were more zoo-like and some were more nature preserve like. They put a village in a bubble so they couldn't roam too far, made sure there was food there, and watched how they grew and learned. Any of the truly gifted they took out of the population to keep a closer eye on. Can't have your animals getting ideas after all."
He summoned them some butterbeer and they all popped them open to drink. "Back in the earliest days, some of them decided that the mage potentials were great sport. There were some that did gladiator type things. There were some that trained theirs in magic so they could do better sorts of combat and be protective. It was a lot of what the Roman Empire did later on." Ron nodded he heard of those years.
"But some of the highest academics they had realized that the senseless idiocy of the lowers meant that the spark that kept the balance was going to die out. The kings didn't want to listen because that'd take their fun away. So a group of academics decided to pick two to make sure that they spark lived on. Which caused no end of shit for the academics. They found me when I was about seven, eight, something like that. I had just lit half a village of demons on fire for being mean to me. I was on my way to be gladiatored. Sanda was one of the belly-button, tree hugging, bastardized yuppie/hippie mixes from one of the special, protected villages. He had been their healer and things. They decided on us."
He took another drink and put the bottle aside. "A few kings heard and tried to attack them so they did a few extra spells to protect us. That's where the rotating immortality came from. About a year after we were gifted, all the courts decided to try the demons who had done this to us, basically made us ascend to their status, for daring to be so uppity. So they got their fair hearing, sort of.
"The demons pointed out, yet again, that they kept the humans around because of the magical sparks that balanced out the demonic magics. But they were killing all them off and not letting them breed. Which would mean that they lost all those sparks. A few realized they were right. A few hated that idea. So they attacked. Sanda and I were both killed. They didn't even try to use an army to attack the tower. They just blew it up with a comet basically. Summoned one into the right orbit and let it hit the tower. And the next morning we found ourselves in another body. In the human world. Which confused the hell out of us. Though that time we had been born twins."
He grinned. "Sanda hated that with a passion most of the time. We had learned to like each other during that year of training we had. They had originally hyped our powers and stamina so we could breed true, create a line of mages, all that. Mixed some of their gifts into ours as well so they'd strengthen the human magic. Mostly that was an experiment that the group allowed." He took another drink and put the bottle aside again.
"The next life, one of the demon courts realized it. They could feel the spark from that academic group's powers. So they captured us. And tried to kill us. Which sent us into another life. After about four of those, Sanda lost his temper and blew up that court. And then firmly announced there would be peace. Hence his name. I guarded Sanda. I had the weaker magic but the stronger physical skills. So I was the Warrior Child because of it." The group nodded.
"It kept going. We did do as was needed, making sure that there were more mage potentials out there. Mostly because we didn't want to be alone. A few lives, Sanda and I ended up with merged households. A few we ended up together after everyone had died of a disease we were immune to. A few we were apart but we started to realize that we gave the people around us hope. We were real honest when someone noted that we had skills." He smirked. "More than most would like. So the rumors started that we held redemption from the strife, that we were encouragement for humanity to move forward and take control."
Harry finished his butterbeer. "Then the wars started. Which we did not encourage. We didn't mind them but neither of us outright said 'let there be a war to take over control of this world'. Frankly after the first few lives within the war, we hated it. We hated it so hard. The demons we were fighting against had better weapons, better skills, more knowledge, and targeted mage born again. Because we had this nasty habit of panicking and blowing shit up. A lot in my case."
He grinned. "I destroyed almost every single fighting arena they had. At once. Because I sneezed while pissed off. They had taken that life's granddaughter to sacrifice and we couldn't get to her. No one in the village wanted to go after her because she was mage born. The humans were really starting to think that it was our fault. The demons used that and got some of them to capture us. They had found a way for the demons to undo what had been done and grant it to king that the demons would fight to become. We fought like hell. They sacrificed over seven hundred mage potential children. Building up to us. And most weren't all that ancient."
He sighed. "Then they came for us. They were going to do it at the same time. Unfortunately they hadn't thought about how badass either of us were. Sanda killed every single one of the guards that came for us. I was weaker, sick. I had caught some sort of demon flu-like thing that was wrecking my magic. I was so sick." He shrugged. "So Sanda completely ruined the ritual site. That was the last arena left standing. All the demon kings were there and would later on fight for the power.
"When they finally managed to get Sanda out of the cell the roof pretty well collapsed on all of them. And me. Which allowed me to call up some magic I didn't want. We had been begging for the demon that was technically ascended and over our lives to come help us. He wouldn't. Which is when I found out that if you call on them three times and they don't come - if nothing's blocking them, it'd be a successful summoning otherwise, all those 'but' clauses - then you can take their powers." Hermione and Hannah both shivered.
"At the time I didn't realize that until it happened. When he didn't show up I started to shout that I'd do a better job than he would. And I proved him right when I ripped his power from him and it killed him. I've since found a way around that problem." He grinned. "Anyway, I got up out of the rubble, whole, healthy, pissed off. Sanda was being weakened because they had stabbed him in the side. I followed the magic, taking out half of everyone in my path. The rest I just stabbed with the sword I got from an early one. I got out there to see them sacrificing Sanda. And then I lost my temper." He got patted by Luna.
"It's okay," he told her with a grin. "I know I was wrong. Sanda's last act was to glare at me for daring to create pretty hell on earth. Because the demon lords? They didn't remember that they had come from somewhere. Those demons didn't like to be called back from their rest. At all. D'Hoffryn was one of those. He stepped in to take the powers from me before I cast a second spell to end more of the demons. I had killed every single court member that was in attendance. That left the lower powered people fighting for control. Which was how I led a lot of groups at them to defeat them.
"D'Hoffryn kicked me into my next life himself and stole the powers from me so he could summon and send us on assignments. By that time I had been doing it for sixty years in just that life. I saw when they made a slayer. I killed the ones who did it for daring to do that. I supported her as much as I could but she was nearly feral. We talked when we had to summon her to help with ADAM and the Initiative mess." Hannah gaped. He grinned at her. "That's how we beat it, yeah."
"I thought you said she ripped out your heart," Luna said.
"She did. She blamed people like me for what happened to her. They were mage born. I told her why it had happened when she showed up the last time. How the current ones got better things than she did. How we were working to make it better for the future ones. She decided Buffy was strange and needed a warrior to mate with her." They all snickered. "But it happened. And we moved on."
"We were called into service during the war, but after Xander had defeated a good number of the courts," Ron told them. "We were asked. D'Hoffryn saw how much hope he gave, how many wishes came from others wanting someone to help them the same way. He figured it'd save him some work and maybe even balance out the fighting some. Make them finally quit and go to a pleasant status quo."
"I never would've allowed it," Harry told him.
"We know." Ron grinned. "I was seventeen when I was asked. My parents refused to let me join a war party. They were going to breed me like a cow for the family's needs. They had picked out three young girls I was to bed nightly until they got pregnant and then they'd pick me another two to spare them. The rest of the time I could work with our animals."
"There were agricultural societies?" Hermione asked.
"Yup, they lost that skill during the war," Ron said with a grin. "The demons decided they were the root of the uppity uprising so they destroyed them. Very few of us survived but most of us that got picked by D'Hoffryn were either from one of them or from one of the warrior clans." Harry nodded at that. "Was Ronon?"
"No. They never spread that up there. The Ancients freaked out at demons. Hated them like hell. Thought they were an abomination of evolution. They learned some from them but the ones that learned magic got banished. Even if they did ascend. Even if they wanted to learn how to ascend from them they wouldn't do more than travel to ask them questions. They thought about them like Malfoy thinks about muggle born witches."
Hermione nodded. "I've seen a few rantings in some private journals about such matters."
"When they came back and found the demon societies failing they were happy and decided not to interfere with their successor's race beyond the ATA gene," Ron told her.
"The ones with magic," Hannah asked. "Are they still around?"
"Not in this galaxy. The ascended ones of the Ancients kicked them out. Basically sneered them to death. That's why there's a small bit of missing normal Ancients. They had a bit of a brawl and killed seventy percent of the ones that had ascended at that point. Then a new group made it, among them Merlin, who created something that pissed them off. Not that him pretending to be one of them didn't."
"Did you ever work with the other Ancients?" Hannah asked.
"No, they considered us an abomination and a failed experiment that should've been put down a long time ago. I was politely snide to one I found watching Ancient Greece way back when. For daring to see him, he started Vesuvius to ruin Pompeii. They had a mage school hidden on the mountain's other side. They didn't care about the rest of the mortals that had passed on."
"So real asshole sorts," Hannah decided.
"Yeah. I'm not sure if one's going to interfere right now or not. I've caught signs that one's watching the school."
"The best way to do that is to interfere with what Hallie packed for you," Ron noted.
"I saw the note on the bottom that said the aging spell had collapsed when she had opened the door. That she had put on a temporary one for the whole box. I'll fix that later." He smirked meanly.
"Have you met any of the others? Like some that had turned Ori?" Hermione asked.
"No. They hated me and Sanda more than most of the mage born. Magic really, seriously screws with how the Ori see things. The one mage born Ori that happened they killed on sight. He didn't get a chance to ascend. Some of the ascended among them had told them a mage born had come to be and they killed him from afar, his whole family's house, all of it. They made sure none of either family's lines got to go on. Though it's the same gift that makes a harsesis child come to be."
"So...." Hermione said. She had noticed Ron looking around. "What if one's around here?"
"I don't know," Harry said, shooting a spell at them. They appeared with a glare. "Are you here to kill more mortals?"
"We were seeing why you were in this realm, boy."
"Technically, idiot, I'm older than you," Harry said with a smug look. "You're one of the ones born after they came back from Pegasus. By the way, we're also the ones that saved your pretty city from the wraith. Destroyed them all." They gasped and stared. Ron smiled and waved. So did Hannah and Hermione. "Secondly, someone decided to be arrogant enough to summon me. Apparently they thought I'd be their warrior. I've since proved them wrong and am treating this life like a vacation."
"You should leave before you mess in things you do not understand."
Xander stared at him. "If it wasn't for Alina's child, no humans would have any magic skills." They glared. "She was my aunt. So technically these are my relatives." He grinned. "It was her womb that gave the first fully human mages birth. It was her urging that had them going out to make more as often as possible."
"If I remember the history I was taught, there were five founding lines?" Ron asked Harry.
"Eighteen founding lines, seven styles of magic, five of them considered human instead of a crossover or a crossbreed."
The ascended stared. "You're Alexander," he said.
"Yes, I was." He grinned. "This time I'm apparently Harry fucking Potter."
The ancient being floated backwards. "Why come here?"
"Not my choice," Harry pointed out. "As I said earlier, I was summoned. Directly summoned."
"The one who dared to warp the lines?" the ancient demanded.
"Possession ward," he said with a grin. "They think he's a bit barmy."
They stared at each other for a minute then the ancient sneered. "You don't need what you had stored."
"Actually I wanted the pictures. Some new redemption children have been added and I wanted to show them off. If you bothered that then I get to destroy you."
"You can't."
"The last one who told me that I blew up," Harry said, pulling magic and killing that ancient. It exploded, shooting ectoplasm all over the group. Harry passed out onto Luna.
"Are there more?" Hermione asked Ron.
"Two more," he assured her. He pulled magic as well and they fled. "And don't come back," he snarled. "Or I'll go Ori on your asses!" He moved. "Harry?"
"He's fully out," Luna said. "Pulse is a bit weak but he's not more than worn out from what I can tell."
Hermione did the checking spells. "Energy drain." The nurse and others came running. "There was some sort of spirit that decided to sneer at us."
"He said he was one of the Ancient Kings," he told McGoangall, who gasped. "It attacked Harry and he shot a spell back. It's drained him pretty far we think."
The nurse nodded. "We can stop that energy drain." She did that and then summoned a stretcher to move him. "Let's go inside before they come back."
Ron nodded, letting the girls go in front of him. He spotted one watching and sneering so he shot a spell at him. The spirit screamed, which the others heard.
McGonagall looked. "Those aren't normal spirits."
"I'll get the defense teacher," Hermione said, running to get him. The man knew something about Atlantis. She had asked him about the myths and he had answered in a way that proved he knew something. "A floating, ancient being attacked Harry," she told him when he opened the classroom door. "He made one explode into goo." She glanced at herself then at him. "There's at least one more."
He stared at her. "Here?" he demanded. She nodded. "That sucks." He followed, going to shoot spells at the Ancient being. "I saw one of you when you killed a whole tomb's worth of people," he sneered.
Ron came jogging out with Hermione's bag. "Need this?"
"Bloody hell yes," she muttered, digging into it until she found something. "This won't hurt anything non-electrical." She threw it into the ascended being and it shrieked as it dissolved into a puddle that splashed on the floor. The teacher looked at her. She smiled. "Things aren't always what they seem, Professor."
"I understand that," he decided. "We'll be talking later."
"Take the Dumbledore cure," she advised. "It's safer and easier." Another two showed up and she got them too. Luna came jogging out with a few weapons of her own. "I doubt a shotgun will work," she complained.
"Blessed rounds will work against an ascended," she countered.
"Hold," a male voice ordered firmly. The ascended sneered. Hermione killed them for it. Luna was staring at the guy. "We will make sure nothing of the like happens again," he told the defense teacher. "It is not time for this world to know about them yet."
"So they were Ancients?" Professor Williams asked.
Castiel nodded. "They were. They were out of bounds as well. Those sort were not to be in this galaxy." He stared at Luna and smiled. "You look very cute like that, Dean." He faded out before Dean shot him with the special blessed bullets.
Luna looked at Hermione. "I hate angels sometimes."
"You're the one that taught him to pick on people," she shot back. "I'm sure he was much more uptight before you two. I know I was."
"Yeah, he kinda was." She looked around. "I can feel the one that's left."
She appeared with a smile. "We would not harm you children. Even if you are not what you seem." The girls glared at her. "Some of us are just and simply like to watch things."
"You make sure if they come for Harry that they know we'll destroy the rest of them," Hermione told her.
"Of course I will." She smiled. "Quite interesting."
"Yes, well, I learned it when I saved the city from the wraith." The ascended gaped in awe. "I was her head engineer." The Ancient nodded and faded out. She and Luna shared a look.
"Don't even think about trying to memory charm me," Professor Williams warned.
Hermione pulled out something and flashed it. Then they walked off.
"How did you make an MIB flashy stick?" Luna demanded.
"Trade secret." Hermione smirked back. "Take engineering classes like I suggested last life, Luna. If you had, you'd be able to make your own." They walked up to the infirmary. Hermione got the box and had Ron talk to someone who could fix that problem. Who ended up inside of Draco Malfoy again. Sanda was not a happy camper and went to destroy them himself after fixing the spells. Only one thing crumbled and it was a very ancient painting. There wasn't much they could do to save it outside a stasis spell. They did and it was easier. The picture was blurry but still mostly seeable. It was clearly a house picture. No people or animals, just a house.
Draco came back and took off the stasis spell, letting it crumble. "It would be cruel," he told her. "Alex deserves better."
Luna looked at him. "Are sentinels real?"
"In this realm, yes. So are time lords before you can ask." He smirked. "My idiot son's antics have kept my sleep unhappy for years now." He looked up then at her. "By the way, you're working in this realm for the next few lives, children. That one needs some recovery time. The city's children will fill in for you for now." He faded out of Draco.
Draco blinked at them. "I do not like this trend," he complained.
Hermione used her flashing stick on him too. She went back farther on him. She got the rest of the people waiting around as well. Even Bill Weasley. The group plopped themselves around Harry's bed until sense came back to the adults.
"Have I mentioned recently that your brain is a scary place?" Ron asked her.
"No but thank you for that compliment," she said with a smirk and a few bats of her eyes.
"No flirting with my man, even if your giant, scary brain is turning him on," Hannah hissed and pinched her on the arm.
"I'm so very glad I don't have to have that talk with anyone," Luna said, smiling at Ron.
"Me too." Hannah swatted him so he settled down to be a good boy. For now. He summoned their bottles and traded with Hermione since hers now had a bug in it. He banished the bug and took a drink with a sigh. He'd take butterbeer over Bud Light any day. Definitely one of the few reasons to stay in this life: quidditch and butterbeers. And Hannah. He looked at Luna with a grin. "How are your nargles?"
"They're trying to tangle themselves up again but you never know what they'll do next. The Unitoppers and the bubble beasts are worse at it." She rubbed her head. She hated that she made no sense when the visions came. It wasn't even usually important ones, just spot ones when she touched something with a magical residue.
***
The auror Tonks showed up to take a report because the wards' alarms had went off but then had quickly stopped. They didn't know why and the head auror was too busy to come ask himself. "Wotcher, Luna," she said with a grin.
Luna stared at Nymphadora Tonks/Samuel Winchester. "At least Dad would be less happy about you than me," he decided. She cackled, patting her on the head. "Why is it I got the creepy mind powers this time and you got the physical powers?"
"Don't know," she admitted with a smirk. "Just lucky I guess."
"Next time I get to be the hero stud and you can keep the creepy mind powers." She walked around her. "Harry's in the infirmary."
"Why this time?"
Luna smirked. "They don't know."
Tonks went to talk to everyone who had been involved. What the house elves said was interesting and dangerous. Everyone else decided it was a prank that had gone wrong. Which explained why Malfoy was watching them again to the adults.
Snape pulled Draco aside later on. "That marking should have prevented it from going on again."
"It normally would but we didn't account for the fact that the spirit is nearly ascended and trapped," Hermione said as she walked past them. "Or that the spirit is a centuries old mage born warrior from the human/demon wars."
Snape grimaced. "That is impossible."
"Sanda," she said happily. "He thinks he's nice." She turned the corner and walked off again. Her duty was now done and she could have some free time reading fun with her new physics textbook.
Snape grimaced but took Draco to look up that spirit and see how they could block it from using him. That really was irksome but it meant he'd get to have some more fun putting another mark on Mr. Malfoy's very pale, soft skin. This one was even more intricate. Draco tried to flee but unfortunately it was necessary fun for his professor and godfather.
***
Later that night, Harry snuck out to where Draco was pouting outside. He peeled up the edge of the bandage to check, making Malfoy stiffen. "Hold still. I'm checking his handwriting. Sometimes they have to be very precise." He looked and shook his head. "He forgot one whole section."
"Can we do them in the painting on way?" Malfoy asked quietly. "And who was he?"
"Sanda." He retaped it before sitting in front of him. "I'm not sure the painting on ways would go deep enough. I know he didn't use specially blessed inks." Draco whimpered, shaking his head. "That will work unless Sanda *really* wants to take you over again."
"He's... he's powerful," Draco said.
Harry nodded. "He was. He was sacrificed for it."
"When? What I'm seeing isn't the modern world."
"No, not by a long shot," Harry agreed. "That was before the world was run by humans." Draco slumped, shaking his head. "It's gotten you involved in a battle you weren't meant to be in, Draco, and I'm sorry about that. That's why I'm trying to protect you." Draco sneered. "There's no way you can fight against them."
"And you can?" he sneered.
"It nearly killed me earlier to kill one of them." Draco slumped and lost the sneer again. "There's a lot you don't know that's going on and we're trying to keep you out of it but you keep sneaking in." He stared at him. "Snape hasn't done a bad job so far. He's missing a few tiny figures. I'll find out if there's someone who can do the full set properly for you without it hurting too much more."
"It's still hurting, even with a pain potion," Draco complained.
Harry nodded. "You still have pretty sensitive skin. Some of us got it tougher by repeated roughhousing and being hit by bigger things." He stared over Draco's shoulder. "Castiel, is there someone who can protect him?"
Castiel peeled up the tape to look them over. "A few of them are in the wrong spot. Most won't matter but a few will." He touched one of the new ones, earning a hiss. "That one will leave you open to the ones who wanted to show up."
Harry nodded. "So we'd have to do something drastic?"
"Quite." He patted the boy on the back, retaping it. "For that you can be unconscious and wake up when it's better." Draco smiled at him. "I will talk to someone. I am not really allowed to do mystical markings." He looked at Harry. "What is wrong with her?"
"Visions. Heavy, hard hitting ones like Sam used to get. Mostly over nothing important."
He nodded, going to stop Luna's current run of them. She went limp against him when his touch stopped them. "I will ask to see what we can do," he soothed. She grinned. He kissed her on the forehead and left to do that. The other angels sneered at him. So he showed them why he cared.
The head angel shuddered. "We have no intention of doing that here, Castiel."
"I know."
"The redemption child.... You wish to fall to save him?" he asked.
"I do not wish to fall, simply to mitigate the visions. The me in that realm cared very deeply for Dean Winchester. More than he probably should have but he was nearly his acknowledged mate." He went to get Luna and bring her up. She was still having visions. He read them as he stopped them, looking at Gabriel. "Sam. Would you save her?"
He nodded. "This time." He went to do that, glaring at the ascended. "Leave this redemption child alone," he ordered calmly, touching Sam to stop her problems. The things binding her fell off and she was pissed off. "You cannot harm her kind, Sam. It takes someone very strong with magic."
"Which I now have," she said simply, destroying the being. She panted, holding her chest. Gabriel touched her on the shoulder, easing it some. She looked at him. "Thank you."
"Though it is not the same realm, we have seen what happened before." He brushed some of her hair off her face. "You look cute with the pink hair and the shotgun." He smirked and disappeared after flashing into his true form for a second.
She stood up, wincing and holding her chest. The few people who had witnessed it her partner was dealing with. The mess was still there. "Don't comer near the redemption children," she told the mess. "We're not nice when we don't have to be."
Her partner got finished and walked over slowly and carefully. "What the fuck, Tonks?" He reached out but couldn't make himself touch her.
She looked at him. "That was an ancient spirit that shouldn't be here. They've killed thousands of beings, muggle and wizard." She shrugged and winced. "And it hurts like a bitch so I'm going to have a lie down." She walked off rubbing her chest. Mediwitches were waiting. The unspeakables were waiting too. "An ancient."
"Bloody fucking hell," he muttered.
She stopped him from moving. "That's why the wards went off. Potter got one. Granger got two with a muggle weapon. The defense teacher got another one." He nodded. "Granger had something that did the same obliviate spell non-magically."
"Good! Saves me some energy." He went to work on the current problem. Including her partner.
***
Head of the DMLE Barty Crouch Senior walked into Tonk's room at St. Mungos. "Well," he said, staring at her. "That was a bit of stress." She nodded. "How many more?"
"I'm hoping they decided losing them is a good reason to stay away."
"I hope so too. Granger's a bit...odd, even for a muggle born. So're you by the way. I've noticed it's odd in the same way."
"Well, yes. There's a reason for that." She smiled. "I can't tell you why though."
Castiel faded in and stared at her. "He may know. He will not use it," he told her. "The Hosts of Heaven are going to make sure they do not come back." She pointed at the other corner where one was. "That is also why I came, Sam."
She grinned. "Thanks, Castiel."
Crouch stared at him. "As in an angel?" he demanded.
Castiel smiled. "Archangel. In their last lives, I was helpful to them. I guarded that one's brother as if he was my mate. We were battlefield companions." The auror slumped and nodded. "This life, it is different and we're in a different realm. Therefore I cannot do more than my assigned job as an angel. Neither can she do more than her assigned job as an auror." He glared at the spirit. "Go. Now." It huffed but disappeared. He rolled his eyes. "Things will go as they will but most of them have been pushed back out of this galaxy." He smiled at her. "You will feel better soon, Nymphadora Tonks."
"Just Tonks, Castiel."
"Fine. Just Tonks then," he teased with an evil smirk. "Your former brother does have too many visions."
"Are you going to be her guardian angel this time?"
"It is apparently necessary to stop the minute visions from doing what they nearly did to you and did do to Cordelia Chase." He disappeared again.
Tonks grinned at her boss. "In our last lives, my brother and I got messed up in an angelic plan to end humanity. Which we stopped."
Crouch stared at her. "And here?"
"I'm a redemption child."
He nodded once. "Thank you."
"Not a problem, boss, but I don't really need anything special. Outside watching over the one at Hogwarts, I don't have a lot to deal with."
"That's even better. How would you like Shacklebolt as a partner?"
"I guess we'd work. He picks on me a bit and he's a good fighter. Doesn't believe your wand is everything."
"Good. He requested you. Said you were pretty ballsy to kill the ascended spirit that way." He smirked. "Which one is up there?"
She shook her head. "It's a complicated, frustrating thing, boss. Let's just say it's not normal and we're all trying to fix it because the same thing that caused us to be here, caused them to be let in again."
"Voldemort?" he asked quietly.
"No. Something Dumbledore did. He didn't realize it'd have that side effect and probably didn't much care when he did it."
He nodded. "Then he's staying in his little room upstairs." He walked off, going to talk to Shacklebolt. "She's agreed but now and then she'll have a guardian angel visiting her," he said once his auror was in the office with him. "The angel's guarding someone at Hogwarts who was her brother in their last life from his visions."
Shacklebolt nodded then shrugged. "That's fine. I can deal with weird things."
"Good. She'll get out later."
"We can go for beers and talk." He walked off, going to check on her. She looked up from her puzzle book when he opened the door. "If you think you're good enough to sneak out, we can get a beer."
"Make it a whiskey shot and you're on," she said, changing form and clothes so they could leave together. She summoned her wand and clothes once she was outside. Then they went to the bar. She could really use a drink.
***
Draco came back from his weekend away with the guy who did the mystical tattoos that Hermione found. He was grimacing but looking less pained. "Being unconscious did make it hurt less," he said dryly.
Harry grinned. "Good."
"He showed up during it to tell him that he could still get in."
"He has to want it really hard, Draco. There's others that are born and bred sacrificial channels." Draco gave him an odd look. Harry nodded.
"Bloody hell," he muttered, walking off to tell Snape that. Plus to be checked back in. Snape looked them over. "I'm a born and bred sacrificial channel?"
"Your mother was bred as a sacrifice of power," he said quietly. "She killed the one that was going to use her with your aunt Bellatrix's help." He nodded. "Very fine work."
"Apparently he can still get in but he has to want it really hard and it will keep me from remembering anything in his spirit."
"Even better." He handed him back his shirt. "I believe it's nearly curfew."
Draco nodded. "Thank you for the help."
"It's not a problem in this case."
Draco walked off happier. He wasn't in pain this time. He hadn't had to remember living through that massive of an artwork. Or them having to strip the skin off his back and regrow it to start again so they didn't have to deal with Snape's misplaced things. Maybe he'd study that art. It seemed to be a dying one but an important one. Snape seemed to enjoy making him scream so maybe he would enjoy doing it to others.
***
Harry and the others met that night in the Room of Requirement like usual. "All right, we have a few more things to deal with. The remaining horcrux?"
"Bill has a good idea. He's run into them in a few tombs," Ron said. "What about yours, Harry?"
"Well, I either have to expel it or die for a few minutes." They all glared at him. "CPR, people."
"No way in ever bloody hell," Hermione assured him.
"Okay. Then we need to find some other way to expel him." They all nodded and got into the books for that. "Also, the whole Sirius Black thing?"
The group considered it. "Dumbledore's not blocking it," Luna said. "Tonks knows about us."
"It's kinda neat that Sam's a metamorphagus," Harry said with a grin.
"Very but he gets the creepy mind powers back next time."
"Just as long as I don't get them," Hermione complained. "I'd hate to ruin my genius mind with them and they appear to carry over."
Luna looked at her. "Shut up." Hermione smirked back.
"If you two have a girl fight the boys will expect torn clothes and hints of panties," Hannah said absently as she read.
"They have to wait until we're older and we go naked mud wrestling," Luna quipped.
"Eww," Harry complained. "You were both my parents, people. I don't want that mental image." They snickered and patted him but got back to their current plans.
***
Ron came up with an idea to deal with the Pettigrew/Scabbers situation and get a bullying, problematic student out of the school. They could even use Draco Malfoy for it. He had caught one of the younger Gryffindor kids crying because the stupid seventh year had somehow managed to lay claim to their owl and was going to hurt it. So.... He walked past Malfoy during a class change. "Talk to me later," he hissed. "It's important." Draco grimaced but slightly nodded.
After that class was lunch and Draco was hanging around outside the Great Hall to wait for him. Ron walked up behind him. "There's a seventh year that needs to be watched tonight," he said quietly. "He's gotten a first year to help him do something extremely sickening and you won't want him in the house after that." Draco looked at him. "Cranston." Draco nodded and walked off. Ron went to talk to that first year, letting her have Scabbers for that bet. No one's owl should be that traumatized.
But since Scabbers wasn't really a rat.... Well, the rat would prove his worth later.
***
Draco watched the seventh year lazily, trying to figure out what was going to happen. He saw one of the kid's hench idiots show up with a bundled, wiggling package and he knew. He just *knew*. He went to the bathroom, which was connected to their dorm as well. Yup, he was right. The idiot was going to inflict sexual torture on an animal. He went downstairs, nudging Crabbe and Goyle. "Go get McGonagall," he ordered in a hiss. "Then get Snape. Make sure he gets here second." They nodded, looking confused. "And do be fast."
They casually walked out talking like they were going to the library then ran for their targets. Draco went back to the bathroom, going to 'fix his hair'. He listened, the door was open for anyone to see and be disgusted by what was going on. So when the rat changed into a person and started to beat the naked seventh year, Draco shot ropes at both of them. Conveniently just a few seconds before McGonagall got there with Snape huffing behind her. He pointed in there. "The adult wizard had been a rat that our seventh year was going to use as a *toy*," he told her. He looked at Snape. "I doubt you wanted that in the house, Professor."
"No, I'd rather not have such things." He went to look, staring at the rat. His stomach sank. He knew that man.
She walked in and stared. "Mr. Malfoy, a hundred points for finding a supposedly dead person," she said, her voice like ice. "And stopping a seventh year who was planning on doing the most disgusting of things." Draco nodded his thanks and left. "While you're there, have the defense teacher call for an auror please?" she called after him.
"Crabbe, have the defense teacher get McGonagall an auror or two," he called as he walked down the stairs. He rushed off. Draco sat down on the couch. The rest of his yearmates looked at him. "Cranston's fun project of the night turned out to be an animagus." Pansy shuddered and Millie went to vomit. "Yes, that was my feeling as well." The defense teacher ran up the stairs with a pair of aurors behind him. Draco got a funny feeling from the female one but maybe she wasn't like Potter. She winked at him and he knew. He was surrounded by people who weren't supposed to be there. At least none of them were in his house.
"Professor," Shacklebolt said, staring at the two bound people. He tipped his head to the side. "I know him from somewhere."
"That is Peter Pettigrew," Snape said dryly. "Who Sirius Black supposedly killed."
"Huh," Tonks said with a nod. "Figures." Her partner looked at her. She just smiled. "Not like the Ministry got anything else right. Can't even pay us the right rate. I got paid like a secretary this time."
"Good point. Do I want to know why the other boy is naked?" McGonagall shot a spell at the bound man and he changed into a rat. Snape trapped it with a sneer. "Huh. So...." Tonks shuddered. "Good job," he told the professors with a grin.
"Mr. Malfoy somehow knew and got us," she admitted. "Perhaps they can share a cell for real?"
"Might make it more interesting," Tonks agreed. She magically put the clothes tossed on the bed on the naked kid so they could bring him in. "Was he hiding as a general rat in a store room?"
"Mr. Malfoy?" McGonagall called. He came jogging back up to the bathroom doorway. "How did you find out?"
"Weasley overheard him blackmailing one of your first years for their owl and changed them out from what I'm told," he said dryly. "He warned me."
She grimaced. "Interesting." She picked up the cage to look at it. "I do believe that is Scabbers."
"We'll check their kids," Shacklebolt promised with a grin, taking the rat. Tonks took the kid and they walked them off so everyone could see their shame.
"You might check for feathers," a female voice called. "There's a few missing owls in the owlry."
"We will be," Tonks called with a wave back and a grin. She looked at her prisoner. "So, owls too?" she asked dryly. He sneered. She sneered back. "My aunt does that *so* much better." Shacklebolt snickered and nodded. They took them back to the Ministry. "Think they should get to share a cell since they're so friendly?" she asked her partner.
"That's just mean, Tonks." Their boss came out to look at them. He shook the rat, who tried to change back. He got caught anyway. "Thanks to that one *liking* animals, we found this supposedly dead illegal animagus, boss." He grinned.
Crouch stared at him. "Pettigrew," he said, looking confused. "Sirius Black killed you.... Huh. Get me that file, Tonks."
"Let me book this one in for his animal habit," she said. "They suggested they could share a cell."
Crouch looked at her. "No, let's not. Pettigrew might kill him for it. Any idea where he was hiding?"
"As a Weasley pet," Tonks said with a grin. Her boss glared. She grinned brightly.
"I'll check them later," Crouch noted. "Get me that file and make sure he hits Azkaban tomorrow morning."
She nodded and they settled in to do the reports. She got their office house elf up. "Lawey, please get the full Sirius Black file for the boss." The house elf nodded and went to find that. The poor thing was mute after a lot of earlier mistreatment; he had adopted the department to be owned by when they had saved him during a raid. She looked at her prisoner. "Like them too?" she asked him. The kid growled but Shacklebolt was snickering at his desk.
Crouch came out with the file. "Where's the court transcript?"
"Wasn't one?" she guessed. He stared at her. She shrugged. "I tried to look when I was younger since my mum's related."
He went to look that up in the official trial records. They recorded who got one automatically once the paperwork was filed. He heard Tonks telling the kid's parents cheerfully that he was found to be molesting animals and winced at her lack of tact. Maybe the kid wouldn't make it to Azkaban. Which honestly suited him just fine. Nope, not in the records book at all. Interesting. He considered it and went to the senior judge. Not Dumbledore or Fudge, but someone with a different political agenda. He needed to warn him not to eat breakfast anyway.
***
Molly Weasley smiled at the auror who appeared at her back door. "Yes, Auror Crouch, is there a problem? Did the twins blow themselves up?"
"No, Molly. There's a problem though. May I?" She let him in. He sat down across from her, pushing over the two pictures. "Recognize one of them?"
She looked. "I recognize both of them actually." He nodded. "Oh, dear."
"We need to check the kids and you two for spells." He smiled. "Won't take but a minute and once I clear Bill he can do that." She beamed and nodded. "Calming potion?"
"Ron called and said to take one tonight. I thought it was the twins." She took another drink. "At least Bill's nearby at the school."
"Excellent." He patted her on the hand. "I'll get him and you tell Arthur?" She nodded, going to wake him up from his post-dinner nap. He summoned Bill by floo. "Need to check you for funny spells, then you can do the rest."
"Sure," Bill said, coming through. "What sort of strange spells? Did I hit the wrong compulsion artifact at the school?"
"No, dear, it seems our pet rat was actually a dead man," Molly said with a smile.
"Mum, you overdosed on the calming potion," he said with a grin of his own. He let the auror check him.
"Mostly not noticing him it seems." He ended those and another he found. "Huh, not noticing something on Ron."
"I'll pound him later. Probably the old wand he's using." The auror smiled and left him to do it. He'd report anything he found later on. His mother's calming potion OD was very helpful. So was his father's calmness. They had about the same sort of spells he had. He called Charlie and had someone there check. They could remove them and report anything odd. Bill went back to the school to gather the kids. He tested them all, ending the spells. "Scabbers wasn't a rat," he told them.
"I knew something was off about him," Ginny complained. "Ron never could change his colors."
Bill smiled at her and patted her on the head. "You're all clear." She beamed and left with the twins and Percy. Bill stopped Ron. He locked them in and did privacy spells. "We're going to talk." He stared at Ron. "Why is there demonic magic on you, Ronald Weasley?"
"Because some of us are reborn," he said.
"What?" he demanded.
"What prophecy has Snape been muttering about?"
"Redemption... Shite!" He stared at him.
Ron grinned. "Something was going on in a bad way and a few of us got sent to handle it. It's not the normal thing."
"So why can't you pass Charms with a better grade than I got?"
"First magical life, Bill. My last one I flew planes for the US military."
"Oh." He blinked a few times. "Huh." He tested him again. Then shook his head. "Anything else I should know?"
"Hannah's my actual mate," he said with a smug grin.
"Good on you. I'll ease on that with Mum later on since she's taken too much calming potion."
"Knew that switching Scabbers for that one kid's owl would help," he quipped.
Bill gaped. "Excuse me?" Ron explained the whole thing and Bill shuddered. "I need a bath," he muttered. "With really strong soap."
"Us too. But I figured he'd change back to prove himself."
"Sure did apparently." He patted him on the head. "Your little group helping Harry?"
"Yup."
"Good." He undid the spells. "Hit the books. I expect better from you now that I know, Ron." He shrugged and went to do that. Bill went to tell his supervisor that and why they had needed an auror. His boss kindly gave over the bottle of fire whiskey. The teachers had the stash of confiscated hooch for their needs.
***
Luna walked up to Ron and hugged him. "You're my favorite Fizzlesnort." She walked off again.
Ron stared at her. "We've got to get those visions calmed down," he said quietly. Hermione nodded at that. "Any idea how?"
"Ask Harry?" she guessed.
"Did I hear someone talk about visions?" the divinations professor asked from behind them.
Ron looked at her. She looked sane today for some reason. "Luna?" he called, bringing her back. She was grimacing but she was sucking on a sour lolli anyway. "Is there anything that works to block you off?"
"Not that I can find." She smiled at the teacher.
The teacher stared at her. "Oh, dear. Spot visions?" Luna nodded. "It figures. I felt someone having them." Castiel walked up behind them and swatted Luna on the head, earning a yelp. "You are not the normal soul."
He smiled. "No, I am not." He looked at her.
Luna looked at Ron. "You're mum's going to throw a panicking fit about Hannah and Hermione. She thinks Hannah's parents won't accept it."
"I'll be disowned then, thanks," Hannah said with a smile as she joined them. "What about that herb tea that Sam used to use?"
"It will not work," Castiel admitted.
Professor McGonagall walked up to them. "This is an unusual gathering." She looked at the adult. "Are you a Ministry official?"
"Her guardian angel," he said with a smug look. "I'm stopping her spot visions again." McGonagall gave him such a strange look. He smiled and faded out.
She blinked a few times, looking at the students, who all nodded.
"Castiel's pretty cool and he's a warrior angel too," Luna said with a happy sigh at the end. "I like the guy for stopping the fkadkdkdd..." She trailed off into more gibberish.
Ron pointed. "That's one." They got her against a wall and tried to help her. Castiel came back and stroked over her hair, letting her pass out. "Strong one?"
"Panicking idiots in charge."
Harry walked past them. "I'm handling that." Castiel smirked at him. "I did learn how to be devious, Castiel." He cackled on his way to Professor McGonagall's office. "I'm using your floo, Professor." She stomped off after him. He knelt in front of it and called out to the Daily Prophet. "Hello, I'm Harry Potter." The witch on the other side gaped. "Someone owled me that my parent's killer never got a trial?"
"So someone at the Ministry leaked," she admitted cautiously.
"I more than most would like to hear what he says under truth serum. I want to know what happened that night. Can you help me with that?"
She smiled. "I can definitely put that out there, Mr. Potter. I think a lot of people would like to know."
He gave her a look. "Considering there's twelve books on what happened and they're all citing different rituals, rites, and events? With at least seven I'm told are top sellers? Probably."
She cackled. "Good point. Can I quote you?"
"Yes. Yes, you may." She beamed and signed off. He looked at the professor.
She stared back. "Interesting."
"He didn't get one. Hermione looked too. When we heard who the rat was...."
She nodded. "That was my idea as well. That and they should share a cell." He smirked and snickered as he walked off. She went back to helping Luna, who was now in the infirmary. She had a migraine from the visions. The divinations professor was giving the nurse ideas but Poppy had her own. Castiel had his and was overriding both of them while Hermione mixed a few potions together for him and added something once they were warm.
Castiel delivered it to Luna, helping her sit up to drink it. "The chocolate will cover the stronger tastes," he said quietly. She nodded and drank, grimacing. She laid back down. Slowly the pained look eased and she was able to sleep. Hermione was writing down the recipe. Castiel smiled. "Thank you, Hermione."
"I hate to see anyone suffer, especially not a friend." The nurse and teacher stared at her. She handed it over. "He had me make it."
"Who is he?" Poppy demanded. Castiel smiled and exuded a bit of his angelic powers. She gasped and backed away.
"I'm the Archangel Castiel, her guardian angel, Mediwitch Pomfrey. That potion has the best chance of easing any episodes. If she takes some each day it should cut out all but the most dire. I am working to find a way to pass them on but that would take cooperation from some other Powers." He bowed to the ladies. Then he petted Luna's hair. "Rest, Luna. You need to rest." He disappeared.
"He told her the bit of chocolate melted in helped ease some of the taste that'd make her vomit," Hermione told them. The mediwitch smiled and patted her on the cheek before looking over the recipe. The teacher was telling her how each one worked to block other sight. She left the teachers to do their thing, checking on Luna before going to class. She ran into Professor Flitwick. "Luna's in the infirmary napping off a migraine from another set of visions," she told him quietly. He gaped. "When she goes into nonsense, that's when she's having one."
"Oh, dear. I didn't even consider that for a cause." He went to check on his student.
Hermione smiled, going to Transfiguration. "Professor McGonagall will be right down. She's with a student in the infirmary." They all nodded, pulling out something to work on. She sat down at her usual desk and pulled out a book to look through. It was a new biography.
"Who's that?" Draco sneered.
She looked at the cover then at him, smiling. "The person whose mathematical work led to the invention of airplanes and space shuttles; things that fly without needing magic." She got back to reading. "He had other formulas that haven't been as widely explored."
"Muggles fly?" Pansy demanded.
Hermione looked up and nodded. "Airplanes are self contained metal tubes with wings and engines that hold a lot of people and go nearly everywhere on this planet. Space shuttles go into space. To the moon and a few satellites, like the space lab." She smiled. "They're presently working on sending equipment to Mars to look closely at their ground, soil, and air composition." She got back to reading.
"No one can reach the moon," she snorted.
"They did it back in the late sixties," Harry told her, looking over at her. "Sixty-nine if I remember right. Some Americans did it. Russia had the first animal in space and I think the first human but they reached the moon first and put up more satellites than anyone else. They launch from Florida." He got back to his essay for Charms.
Ron blinked at him. "Dad told us about it, showed us a book that had pictures from them walking on the moon."
McGonagall walked in. "Why are you talking about astronomy?"
"Hermione's reading on the guy who did the math to start the space shuttle and plane programs," Harry said, smiling at her. "Pansy doesn't like that muggles can do such."
"There's no way," Pansy snorted. "You can't breathe on the moon."
"They have special suits for that. They include tanks of air. Like for those who swim underwater to wrecks and things."
"They can?" McGonagall demanded.
Hermione nodded, smiling at her and summoning the book she had in her trunk. It floated in. McGonagall took it to look at. "That's on the moon exploration and the differences between it and the proposed missions to Mars." She put her reading book away.
McGonagall looked it over. "Pictures." They nodded with a smile. She handed it back. "I'd like to borrow that sometime, Miss Granger."
"Of course, Professor. It's a fascinating area of study. Quite a lot of math at that end but still a lot of new discoveries."
"But... but... you can't fly a broom that high up," Pansy said.
"Space shuttles," Hermione said, pulling back out that book. She showed her a picture. "These are fuel pods that get sent off once they're empty. The humans are in this section," she said with a point. "This is a storage bay for whatever they need to bring up." She turned the page. "That's an airplane, it flies in our atmosphere but it holds a lot of people at once. They range from two people ones to ones that hold over a hundred people." She looked and flipped the page. "That's a picture of the moon landing. They're standing near one of the craters."
"That has to be faked," Pansy said weakly.
"Talk to your astronomy teacher," McGonagall said. "She should be keeping track of those things." Pansy nodded, settling down at that. She smiled at Hermione. "How many other planets have we visited, Miss Granger?"
"The moon in person, Mars by robotic device to take samples and pictures." She smiled. "Plus a few satellites as they passed by there. There's also some debate going on about Pluto being downgraded from a planet due to its size."
"Interesting." She started their lesson for the day, thinking about how losing a planet would make their astronomy teacher go into a tizzy. She did so love her planets and alignments. She wondered if the muggle studies teacher went over such facts. She'd have to check into that. After all, they were sharing a country with a lot of them and had to understand them better to be able to hide from them.
***
The next morning, Hermione got the books she requested from her mother's library, carrying them up to the teachers. "Here," she said with a smile, opening the encyclopedia. "This is what we recorded from it even though the US did it." She found the entry and let the astronomy teacher read it, watching her go pale and shake her head. "The Russians got into space first but the Americans made it to another heavenly body first."
She smiled and handed over another book. "On the current space studies. I went through an astronomy phase a few years back, Professor." She let McGonagall have the encyclopedia. "The standard beginning place to start any paper topic so you know what you're looking up in the library." She sat down again. She was hungry. She thought only boys had that bottomless pit stage. Girls had a more dainty version. She wasn't allowed to eat like Ron. "Did your mother never teach you *any* manners?" she demanded finally.
"I'm starved," he complained but his eyes showed he was doing it to irk her. Which was working. She huffed and dug into her own breakfast instead of watching him devour everything but the table. She was certain if he could pour syrup on the plate, he'd eat that too. She looked at Harry, who was half asleep. "Nightmares?" she asked quietly.
"Strange feelings all night," he hissed back. "I'm fine, just sleepy." She nodded at that and let it go for now. He'd work out what was going on later on, when he didn't have Potions in a few minutes.
***
Draco walked into the meeting in the Room of Requirement that night sneering. "Space ships?"
"Yeah, muggles have a lot of them," Ron said with a smirk. "I flew a great number of light space craft on Atlantis."
"But .... that city sank," Draco said.
"Yes, in the Pegasus galaxy," Hermione said with a grin. "Our last two lives were spent there." Draco shuddered. "No matter what some hidebound American overly religious sorts think, it wasn't faked."
"Thinking about it, they might be wizards," Harry said. "They don't like technology of most any sort, they like to live in segregated societies or start cults, they're secretive."
"Hidebound, immigrant wizards?" Ron said. "Could be."
Draco shook his head quickly. "Prove it."
Ron found a picture he carried, showing it to him. "That's Ronon and Teyla. They're natives of Pegasus. We helped her people and rescued him. They were both on my exploration team for the city."
"How did you do that?" Hermione demanded.
Ron smirked. "I had it mystically injected into something I'm always wearing. So it came with me." She scowled. "I'll teach you how to do that."
"I can't go get one of Jeannie, can I?" she asked.
"I have one of Jeannie and the kids," he assured her. She smiled at him. "I generally get a few each life."
"Interesting," Hannah said.
"I snuck some of yours from your room too," he told her. Hannah batted him on the arm.
"I send anything I want to keep to a storage area once I can," Harry told them. "It's specially created for me."
"So you have tons of first edition comics?" Luna joked.
"No, the last time I was in the forties and fifties, I didn't really get a chance to collect comics. Now, some of the later ones I do have but I think they may have some leaking ink from some of the ancient books. I haven't checked in a while. The demon only lets the anti-aging and warping spell go on things he thinks are important. He's a historian who hates magic and tech too, even though he's a demon." They were all staring at him. "What? I won it in a kitten poker game."
"There's a brain warping thought I hate since my former cat would hate it," Hermione said.
"As much as I like cats, I'd rather have them eating them than people," Harry told her.
"Me as well but I still loathe the idea."
Draco rubbed his head. "What's the city with all the spires?"
"Safra," Harry told him. He wasn't sure what Sanda was doing. "That's where Sanda and I met. They were flesh eaters too." Draco shuddered. "A good eighth of all demon species are flesh eaters of some sort or another."
"I'm seeing a university looking building? It's like he's walking toward it."
Harry considered it. "I'd have to see it. That's not that specific." Draco tried to project the image but it came out in a child's art project way. Harry looked then changed it some.
"Blue bricks."
"Oh!" Harry nodded and changed it, getting a nod from Draco. "That's the market hall in Safra. Why?"
Draco shrugged. "He's showing it to me."
"Huh. Sanda, don't hurt him." The other boy shook his head quickly. "Just spit it out and quit being cryptic then."
"A stall... Fruit that looks like orange oval balls? Behind there was a doorway?"
Harry grinned. "Poker hall." Draco shook his head. "No?"
"Under the table was some sort of stairs that led to an alcove?"
"Huh. That was special but not for us. We weren't allowed down there." Draco looked at him. "Figures he snuck out to see it. I've never been down there that I know of."
"There's a stone obelisk with funny squiggles on it. I can see them on three sides and it's glowing?"
"Oh! That thing. It's a tooth from an older one that was considered a messenger and prophet. They carved protections to his name on it."
Draco rubbed his forehead. "It's somewhere around here. I'm seeing a storage room and house elves."
Harry blinked and summoned it. "I wonder who went to Safra." He put it aside and summoned any other demonic artifacts that might be in the castle.
Ron looked at all the things that came in, staring at a few. "Bloody hell," he muttered. "This is bad."
"This is very bad. I wonder which headmaster it was," Harry said. "We need to bring this back. I'm shocked nothing tried to get into the school to take it back."
Draco blinked a few times. "Why would they?"
"Three of those are considered holy," Luna told him. "Even hunters know not to go near it."
Draco looked confused. "What hunters?"
"There's demon hunters," Luna told him. "Usually they've been bothered or hurt by something demonic. Usually it's a family's calling. Most of them roam and all that. Though I'm not sure if this realm has a Council," he said, looking at Harry.
Who nodded. "Yeah but Buffy was never called here."
"That's good I guess," Ron decided. He patted him. Harry grinned at him.
"Why would someone do that?" Draco asked.
"Because some of them kill people," Luna said. "Like my mother in one of my past lives."
Draco nodded slightly at that. "So you ran around wherever hunting demons and now you're...." He waved a hand.
"Not quite the same," Harry said with a grin. "Technically redemption children aren't demonic, even if the head wish demon does send us on assignments. We were all born human."
"Oh. Okay," Draco said. "So... How can you tell the difference?"
"Any being can be peaceful. I go on the intent of their actions," Harry said. "Some of the flesh eaters use methods other than eating people. Some take thrown away flesh from hospitals or eat cats or something. Some of the warrior clans are at peace right now. For them they're like what you know about goblins."
"Interesting," Draco said weakly. "Okay." He nodded and walked off rubbing his poor head. He ran into Bill Weasley. "Potter found demonic artifacts. They're in the Room of Requirement."
"Take a headache potion," Bill ordered as he walked around him. Ron had told him something about what had happened when Bill had made him. He found the room and knocked semi-politely. No answer. "Let me in or I'm bringing all of us," he called. Ron opened the door. He walked in and stared at the artifacts. "What the fucking hell are those doing in a school!" he demanded.
"We have no idea," Harry said. "Draco's sometimes passenger told him."
Bill growled, coming over to look. "Not that one!" Ron shouted, making him back away. "If a human touches that it'll start a demon war for profaning the sacred thing."
Bill stared at him. "What?"
Ron grinned. "A few of those are considered holy by the demon species who hold them."
Bill stared at him. "Why?"
"We have no idea how or why they're here," Harry said. He looked up.
"Not in the school," Bill warned. "I'd hate to clean up the mess or explain this to an auror."
"Fine," Harry muttered. He got everything packed in a box and floated it out. "C'mon then," he ordered. They packed up for the night and took the box outside to the ward limits. Professor Williams was out there having a smoke. "Draco's passenger told him about some holy demonic artifacts in the school." The teacher gave him the strangest look but followed. Once they got outside the wards, Harry looked up. "I summon thee, Tiberius!" he called. Nothing. "I found your people's holy tooth!" The demon appeared, staring at him in horrified awe. He grinned. "For some reason it was in this school of magic. A school full of children."
"Why?" he demanded.
Harry shrugged. "I don't know. When was it stolen?"
"As far as we know it still sits in the alcove." Harry handed him the box to look through. He didn't touch a few things but he found the sacred tooth, staring at it. "It is it. Oh, dear."
"We just now put them in the box for ease of carrying and so we wouldn't profane anything," Hermione said.
"That is good of you, young woman." He nodded. Then he did a double-take. "McKay? How did you get in that body?"
She smiled and pointed at Harry. "Look more closely on him."
The demon looked at him and whimpered. "Oh, dear Dark Ones." Harry beamed. "We're all doomed!" he wailed.
Harry patted him. "Sanda keeps possessing one of my yearmates." He grinned. "And it wasn't our doing or an assignment."
"We heard," he whimpered. He started to cry. "We're all doomed."
"I'm going to visit Sanda's temple some year soon," Harry told him. "So I can get the rest of my stuff out of his closet, like he ordered me to."
The demon stared at him. "Sanda? The Sanda?" Harry beamed and nodded. "He's dead. The Peace Child died," he said carefully like Harry was mentally unstable. After going through so many human lives, who knows how he was warped.
"He said he was killed and trapped for another millennia," Ron said.
"Oh," he said weakly. He took the box. "I will bring this with your respect to the Council in London."
"Please. I know they must miss them."
Hermione smiled. "How did you know me?"
"Your life here is getting into things he shouldn't. Including an enclave that was hidden from all humans' view for their own health."
"We had to rescue him from one," Professor Williams agreed. He lit up another cigarette.
"Those are bad for your species," the demon told him.
"Mate, I'm a curse breaker. We don't die of old age. I'll enjoy it while I can," he shot back.
"Good point. Are there more?"
"I only summoned any demon tainted artifacts," Harry said.
"We can search and bring it somewhere," Bill offered.
The demon wrote down the address and handed it over. "The Council. Thank you." He took the box with him and went to wail on his wife. Because they were all going to die soon and he'd hate missing her.
The demonic council in London looked over the box. One of them summoned the sobbing demon back so he could explain things. When he did, a few of them went to cry as well. A few set up shrines to Sanda so he could calm the Warrior Child down. And all the others with them.
A few wanted to know why so many redemption children were in this one lifetime. When they found out what had happened they decided someone needed to teach that old man some sense. How could he have doomed humanity and demon kind that way?
***
Harry looked at his cohorts and mentally sighed. They were all trying hard not to stare during another of their marathon research sessions. "What?"
"Summer," Hermione said simply.
"It's nearly the holidays so we have to start making plans," Hannah agreed.
"I have *no* clue," Harry said with a grin. "I know Ron's family is going to Egypt."
"With Bill up here, not likely," Ron said. "Maybe Romania to visit Charlie."
Hermione looked at him. "My parents will probably want to go back to France this summer."
"I'm wondering if Asia would be a good place for the Dursleys," Harry admitted.
Luna grinned. "I can see if you can come visit us."
"Sure," he agreed with a grin. "I'm going to send Hedwig with you or Hannah anyway. That way the Dursleys can't get near her."
"That'll work," Hannah agreed. "My mother might mind but I'll explain it." She shifted. "Send us postcards, Ron."
"If I can." He looked at his books, then at Hermione, who smirked. "Can't we have a day off?"
"After the tests."
Bill came jogging out. "Harry, need to borrow you." Harry nodded, getting up and following him. Hermione would take his school bag to their next class. Bill led him to the chamber. "It locked three guys in there." Harry opened the sink and they went down to open the main door. The pounding stopped when the door opened.
Harry looked in there, then sighed. He spat something in Ancient. The magic swirling around stopped. He cast something else and it killed the being trying to call the chamber's magic stores to it. Harry stared, then pulled something out of his jacket, using the wand to cast something else. The power imploded and they were all hit with goo and bits of deceased being that had been the mother of the basilisk. Harry spotted something and walked over the mess to open it. "Huh." He walked off nodding. "I need a bath."
"Thanks," Bill said, waving weakly.
"Not a problem," Harry chirped with a smirk at the slide. He summoned his broom and flew up to the bathroom. The girls in there gave him an odd look. "The curse breakers got stuck." He landed and walked out carrying his broom to go take a shower. Professor Flitwick spotted him, tipping his head to the side. "Chamber."
"Oh, I see." He nodded once. "Are they all right?"
"Bit messy but something was locking doors on them." He shrugged. "They needed me to open the door again."
"Of course they did," the professor agreed. He went to check on the curse breakers. They were covered in goop as well and looking happy. A few were even high-fiving each other. "Did we find something nice?" he called from the doorway.
"We found a ritual room with a very ancient book of rituals," Bill said with a smile. "Plus some decaying clothes."
"Found a trap door," one called as he fell down it.
Bill looked over. "Figures since you do that on about every job," he joked. He went to look. "Huh. The basilisk's lair has some stuff too. Anything good?" he called down.
The cursebreaker lit his wand and nodded. "It's gross but a lot of shed skin. A few bones....." He bent to look at something. "Something shiny and tarnished." He dug it out and held it up. "That's a chalice of some sort." He tossed it up and Bill floated it the rest of the way up.
"That's cursed, I can feel it from here," Professor Williams called. Bill and the other cursebreaker got to work on themselves and the chalice.
A tiny demon appeared and took the chalice from them. "That's not for mortals." He disappeared.
"Okay then," Bill decided. Professor Williams got the curses broken on the boys and they had a new area to look around in.
Flitwick shook his head. He remembered being that insane when he was working with the bank. Thankfully he had aged into a better and safer state of mind.
***
Harry was thinking about his summer's plans and how he was going to handle the Dursley issue. He could 'accidentally' send them to Asia. Or even South America. That would be suspicious looking though. He could 'accidentally' charm them into not knowing he was there. Hell, he could slip away and travel if he wanted.
Professor Williams sat down across from him at the library table, staring at the kid. "Someone at the Ministry wanted me to talk to you about what you're probably thinking about."
"I didn't know you used occulumencary," he said with a grin.
"I don't, Harry." He stared at him. "There's a bet going on about what your relatives are going to do this summer."
"Can we find a way that I don't have to go back?" Harry offered.
"I don't know," he admitted. "If we had a definitive way of proving that it wasn't a good thing, probably. Since the people who want you there are now... indisposed." Harry grinned. "Outside of Fudge."
"Does the wizarding world actually have a CPS-like agency?"
"No. That's a muggle agency, not ours."
"Pity."
"There's a few things that we can do. Including naming you a new guardian."
"Did they have a will? That's bothered me. That and the whole Sirius Black thing."
"You know, I don't know. I can ask. We have about two weeks before it'd be too late to file things." He got up and went to floo the bank from his office. "I've been talking to Mr. Potter." The goblin nodded. "Where did his parents' will send him?"
"To the one in prison."
"Who never got a trial."
The goblin tipped his head. "That's not possible."
"It is possible. They still won't give him one."
"Interesting. Let me look into that."
"We're trying to make sure the kid can go somewhere else this summer. It'll keep accidental trip making plans down."
"We heard. Let me look into that matter." He hung up and started in that family's book of inheritance. Sirius Black was still listed. Which wasn't right. He brought the book to their legal department. They admitted they had a few entries like that. He asked him about the Potter estate too. They had no idea what was going on with it. The books were sealed.
****
Harry looked up when the official owl showed up a few days later. He took it from the Ministry owl, petting it and giving it a bite of sausage. The owl flew off. Harry read the letter and snickered. "Hell no," he said dryly.
Ron snatched it to read while he drank his pumpkin juice. "No, not likely."
Hermione took it and read it then smirked meanly. "No, I don't believe that will happen." She wrote a note and copied that letter for whoever was getting it. She used Hedwig to send it off and then they got back to breakfast. The temporary Headmistress was staring at her so she walked up the letter with a mean smirk to hand it to her. "I don't believe that's legal."
She read it and nodded. "No, it's barely legal but a fairly ancient practice."
"Yes, but that would depend on him having another relative."
"Mr. Potter was a pureblood," McGonagall told her. "That means there's probably distant cousins."
Harry grinned. "Probably," he agreed. "But I have some ideas on that subject." She was looking stunned. He smirked evilly and got back to breakfast. His evil drives were going around in happy circles chasing their tails. Since the Ministry found his relatives negligent and he had to be shifted to another relative's house.... Well that left him a lot of options.
***
Harry looked at his options that night. He could... find a relative. He could 'make' a relative. He could.... Well he could totally screw things up and make the ministry howl. Which was a pretty thing.
Draco stomped in and sneered at him. "Your former boyfriend...."
Harry snorted. "He wasn't my boyfriend, Draco. We were friends and saved each other. The times we fell into bed were pretty rare and usually before we married in that life." He stared at him. "Want to help me make a simulacrum?"
"No!" he sneered. "That's illegal, Potter."
"It's that or Minister Fudge thinks he can pick my relative to live with."
Draco snorted. "Not likely."
"Yup. My feeling on the subject." He snapped his fingers and wrote a letter. Then he summoned an imp to bring it. No imp. He summoned it again. No imp. He summoned D'Hoffryn. No D'Hoffryn. So Harry decided to enact his plan. He took over D'Hoffryn's powers. He also stopped him from bleeding his energy until he died. The horned head vengeance demon showed up to sneer at him. "Not like I'm going to let you die." He smirked. "I might even give it back in thirty days." Draco was looking horrified. Harry grinned at him. Then at D'Hoffryn. "You pledged to help us."
"Damn it," he muttered.
"Don't worry, I'll only renovate some things so they work better."
"Happy headaches, Xander," he sneered. "They gave me plenty."
"You can have it back sometime," Harry said happily. "For right now," he said, adding onto the note. "Please? That way I can handle this next obstacle and not have to *deal* with the Minister?"
D'Hoffryn looked and sighed but nodded. "Fine." He disappeared to take that artifact to someone. He sent one of his former minions to handle the rest.
***
At the Ministry someone screaming in fear wasn't really expected so when it started they all stared at the direction it was coming from. When it turned out to be Minister Fudge being chased by flying, biting creatures. "Pixies," one of the aurors said. They cast a freezing charm but that didn't even slow them down.
"Rabid pixies," another one said, casting something else.
Their boss looked at them. "Are you two stupid?" he demanded, casting at them. It killed half of them. The aurors cast that same spell at the rest of them. One of them hit Fudge but he might survive it. Medical people ran over to help him. The aurors moved to clean up the rest of the pixies. Which was when the next torment showed up.
A demon appeared and groaned, snapping his fingers to take his minions back. "The one he torments pisses others off by having to fight back," he said dryly. "They would all like things to quit happening around him." He looked at Tonks since she was strolling his way and shuddered. She smirked and waved. "That's just wrong on so many levels." He disappeared. Then had to come back to get the three hellhounds.
Tonks shrugged. "Nice that they're scared of me already," she quipped. Her boss looked at her. "Don't have to work as hard to be scary."
"It's your hair," her partner assured her.
She swatted him. "My hair's fine." Minister Fudge let out a loud groan. "You might ask the possession ward people." The medical people sneered. She pointed at the demon that had come back to get another thing that had appeared. "He's demonic and took the rest of the beasties with him."
"Some higher demon is not pleased that he's tormenting a mortal he thinks is neat," the demon told them with a scary grin.
They ran their patient out and right up there. It could only help save him.
Tonks looked at the demon. "Shoo." The demon nodded and left. "So, anyway," she told the boss. "Night, boss." She walked off. Her partner followed shaking his head.
The head auror looked at her. "Any idea which one they're trying to protect?"
"Who does every evil thing want to touch or fight, boss?" she called back.
The head auror resisted the urge to bang his head against a wall. He hated that kid and all that was going on around him!
Unfortunately it wasn't evil so he couldn't stop it.
***
Draco called his father for his weekly check-in. "I'm still whole and mentally sound," he joked lightly.
Lucius stared at him. "Why wouldn't you be and what is that on your neck, Draco?"
"Protection marks," he said bluntly. "Because there's an ancient spirit who's taken a liking to my body." His father glared so Draco shrugged out of his shirt and sweater, letting him see them. "I went to a professional who deals only with these sort of protections." He put back on his shirt and smoothed down his hair again. "Professor Snape had tried but he messed up a few."
"Why would he need to?" Lucius asked impatiently.
"Because an ancient spirit named Sanda, or the Peace Child, keeps trying to visit someone up here. Since Mother was bred to be a sacrifice that *charming* trait passed on to me."
"Excuse me?" Lucius demanded calmly. "Are you talking about *demons*?"
"Well, a few redemption children," he admitted with a sigh. "Sanda was one of them but was sacrificed a very long time ago. He's been showing up to talk to his fellow redemption children. Mostly he's been trying to calm Potter down. Apparently Potter's making evil plans. Again." He blinked a few times.
Sanda showed up and smiled. "Do not worry, Lucius Malfoy. I will not harm your son. He is merely the best conduit I have to talk to those who were my friends before. It has helped calm down a few of them before they take over all of humanity for the insults paid to our lines." He grinned. Then he disappeared.
Draco shook his head. He looked up. "I don't want to know what you two did way back when!"
His father cleared his throat to get his son's attention again. "I will be there in a few moments, then we will speak," he said firmly. He hung up and called an auror he knew. Who actually knew about Potter, though Lucius wouldn't know that. "My son has apparently taken up with an ancient spirit named Sanda who likes to visit some redemption children in the school."
The auror nodded. "We can go check him, Lucius. Not a problem. I'll meet you there in a few minutes." He hung up and went to get his gear. He hated Potter. A lot. He was bringing much too much attention to the bad things in the wizarding world. Though he had no idea how Potter had talked the Malfoy bratling into helping him too.
They showed up and found Draco bouncing a glowing ball of orange power on his hand in awe. "Demonic magic now?" his father demanded.
"Actually, it's Potter's ball of glow. I asked what the differences were and he created it to let me test it." He smiled at his father. "It's not actually darker magic."
"No, their kind isn't," the auror admitted. "Other demons, yes. But Redemption Children come out of the vengeance demon sects."
"Actually, D'Hoffryn took them over after Potter's original body killed their original overlording demon," Draco corrected. He shook his head as Sanda showed up. "And then my little asshole warrior child decided to take over this one's power for refusing to help him when he needed it. He never learns. Though it's nice it won't kill D'Hoffryn this time. Even if I do have to go find someone else to torment Fudge." He cleared out and Draco smirked.
"Sanda," he explained, going back to his testing. "They're in the Room of Requirement again." Professor Williams walked past him and took the ball of energy. "I'm testing that."
"Yay," he said dryly. "Malfoy, Auror," he said with a nod. "Are you here to encourage Potter not to destroy some people for trying to make him go back to his relative's?"
"No, more about my own son's continued possession streak," Lucius said dryly.
"You can't block out a spirit like Sanda," the professor said dryly. "His spirit's trapped and right now, most of us are willing to let your son be a conduit as long as he keeps calming down Potter's desires to rend people for however he got screwed up."
"You have no idea," Draco muttered. He took back the ball of energy to play with, leading them up there. The auror used their emergency key to get in and they found the kids studying some very ancient books. "People," Draco warned.
Harry looked up. "Morning, Auror. Malfoy." He nodded and got back to his reading. "Fuck this," he muttered. "Anyanka!" She appeared. He grinned when she started to whimper and give him the horrified look. He beamed at her shudder. "We done?" She whined but nodded. He held up the book. "That treaty? They broke it." She smiled. "Go make them sorry by the legal limits of the treaty so they sign a new one and beg to be nicer. Or else I'm coming up there."
She kissed him on the cheek. "I saw about us over there." She disappeared, taking Hallie with her. Hallie always had good ideas on how to torture people.
"Sorry, they broke a treaty," Harry said. He smiled at Draco. "Want a second one?"
"No, this one's fascinating," Draco admitted. The defense teacher took it back again and put it into his pocket. "Are you sure you want it that close to you?" he taunted with an evil smirk.
Professor Williams looked at him. "I've had nastier near there, Malfoy. It comes with being a curse breaker. You know, you show some of the better traits," he said dryly. Lucius shuddered and shook his head. "He could."
"He's incredibly curious," Harry agreed. Hermione snickered. So did Ron.
"What is going on?" Lucius demanded. "And why is it infesting my son, Potter?"
Hermione found the book with the Redemption Child myth and handed it over. He read it and sneered. She smiled. "Someone on the side of the light decided to use us as their little war party. They abridged the rules. Your son just decided to be too curious for his own good."
"No matter how much we, and Snape, tried to make him stop," Ron agreed.
Lucius stared at him. "You're what?" Luna smiled and waved. His eyes got large and he stared around.
Harry nodded. "Dumbledore really did screw the pooch since him doing that took off all the protections keeping Ancients out of the wizarding world," he said blandly. "We've had to make a few pass on already."
"Who was that bloke in the overcoat?" Professor Williams asked. "I know he's Luna's guardian angel and all that."
"Castiel."
"The archangel?" the auror asked to make sure.
"He's stopping the spot visions for me." Luna beamed. "He's very heroic for that. Though our next lives, my brother gets the creepy mind powers back."
"I'm looking at ways of making them stop," Hermione assured her.
"Thank you." She leaned over to hug her.
"Awww," Ron and Hannah teased, getting lower powered glares from Hermione and Luna.
Lucius cleared his throat. "Are all of you...." They all smirked and nodded. "Oh, dear."
"Yeah, we'd be on vacation right now if it wasn't for Dumbledore," Harry said dryly with a happy grin. "Professor, how did you want me to come up with some suitable relatives?"
He shrugged. "As long as you don't make them out of inanimate objects, I don't think anyone would rightly care, Potter."
"Sure, we can use a toad or something," Hermione decided.
"Someone like Fudge would check," Professor Williams reminded her.
"He's ... Someone got very upset with him," Ron said with an innocent, good boy grin.
"Knew you'd be a hellion with the way your twin brothers are," the auror complained.
"You're welcome for Pettigrew too," Ron quipped.
"Figured that had to come from a twisted Weasley mind," the auror said.
"Bill thought it was absolutely brilliant," Professor Williams said with a grin. "Served 'em both right."
Hermione looked at the auror and professor. "Is there a way to take a photograph of a single image in a pensieve?" she asked. "It could help someone immensely and help stop a lot of grieving somewhere else."
The auror considered it. "I know we can't."
"You'd have to project it. Someone in Italy's ministry was working on that idea for trials," Professor Williams told her.
"Brilliant," she said with a smile, pushing her hair back behind her ears. "I'll look them up."
"You won't find anything here," Lucius told her.
"No but I can write them," she said.
"What're you lot doing now?" Professor Williams asked. "Since you've gotten the person who brought you here out of the way, you've tormented others for helping his plan, and you've handed us plenty of horcrux. Plus helped us find the storage area full of compulsion-filled wedding night gear for muggle born witches."
Lucius gave him an odd look. "There was?" he demanded.
"Yes, to quiet some of us with modern ideas," Hermione said dryly. "Apparently I'm not the first muggle born witch who realized that things are terribly behind the times here in the wizarding world. If half of all university graduates at the higher levels are women and women here only push out babies, there's a bit of an inequality there that's going to start causing social strife here in the wizarding world. I doubt you want to go through what the US did in the sixties," she said dryly at their heated looks.
Professor Williams snickered, shaking his head. "Not likely. I was a young lad and my mother was muggle so we had tele. Some of those things looked like fun but it was hell on everyone." She smiled and nodded.
Castiel faded in. "Luna, I have news you will not like. Please don't beat me?" he requested.
She looked at him. "What? Is my geeky brother going to die?" she asked.
"With her next life being in this same realm, they may overlap and they can't do that in the way they'd interact." Harry shuddered. "So we'll end up shortening this one a bit so she can move onto that one. That way they can't meet in about ten or fifteen years."
Luna nodded. "Maybe we'll meet up in that one?"
"Quite probably," Castiel agreed dryly. "I think you'd like helping his next incarnation a lot as a career." He patted her on the head and smiled. "Thank you for not beating me to death." He disappeared. He came back to look at Draco, bowing slightly. "His brother Samuel will be going to see someone you knew, Peace Child." He disappeared again.
"That's going to suck for Sam," Sanda/Draco said dryly. "But I'm sure he'll have a lot of fun for the most part. He can even pretend to be Dean." Luna smirked at him. "Though it figured that that's how that happened." He looked up. Then shook his head and faded. He came back and stared at Harry and Hermione. "Good plan," he told her. "Do it soon?" She nodded. He looked at Harry. "Calm down, give it back, and just call on Hedral or someone." He disappeared again, leaving Draco rubbing his forehead.
"Hedral probably won't be acceptable," Draco muttered as he rubbed his forehead.
"No, probably not since he's bright orange," Harry agreed. "I'll find someone to take their places since the Minister personally decided I can move relatives to someone more suitable."
Professor Williams cackled, shaking his head. "That's sucky as plans go," he told Harry.
Harry shrugged. "It's less obvious than them going to Asia."
"True."
Lucius snorted. "Your father had many cousins," he said dryly.
Draco looked at him. "We could let the group have the garden house," he said dryly. "That would look good on us, give Mother someone to talk to when she tries to correct Hermione's modernity issues with telling everyone things they don't need to hear, and would let us calm down the future problems. You took over?" he demanded.
Harry beamed and nodded. "Yeah, I did. In thirty days I can decide to give it back." He shrugged.
Ron looked at him then shook his head. "You're barmy, Harry."
"Thanks, Ron," he chirped.
The auror shook his head. "Lucius, that may be the most protective thing you can do for the wizarding world."
"I'm not mean to anyone who's not plotting against me, outside a few things that need correcting," Harry quipped. "Like my godfather never having a trial and your boss's son being hidden in his house." Lucius stiffened and so did the auror. Harry grinned. "Did we ever tell you how we know about all this?"
"When he was our son in the last few lives, we read the books to him," Hermione said dryly.
Ron nodded. "Though quidditch is better in person than in any book."
"Shite," the auror said, staring at them. "Crouch.... His son died."
"His wife died. She was sick anyway," Harry corrected. "His son is in his house."
"Super shite," he muttered. "Can you prove it?"
"Ask the house elf."
"Winky does take good care of her boy," Hermione agreed. She concentrated and couldn't get them.
Harry looked up. "Hey, can I have a copy of the HP books from my last realm?" he called. A set of them appeared in front of him. "Thanks." He smiled and handed them to Lucius. "Aren't you so glad Dumbledore summoned me to be his warrior?"
"I think I have a migraine," he admitted, taking the books.
"If everyone leaves us alone, Voldemort is gone, all the wrongs are fixed, then we have a vacation life," Harry said with a smile. "I'm told that my true mate might even be here somewhere. Sanda keeps nagging me about that and really I could use a good mate. Since my last few lives have been short on relationships. Only one out of the last ten saw me nearly married. The rest I didn't really get a chance."
The auror nodded. "I can see that." He took the books. "Where?"
"Book five for Crouch. Book three for Sirius," Hermione said. She stared at him. "Use the basilisk to kill the horcrux. Watch out because it's really powerful and can kill a strong wizard."
"Yes they can," Professor Williams said. He looked at the titles. "I wondered if we found the chamber by accident or not." Harry beamed. "Nicely subtle, thank you. Better than the Pettigrew thing."
"We didn't want him in our house anyway," Draco said sarcastically. "If we had known about his...interests earlier you could've had him last year or so."
"Can we still have Professor Lupin next year to teach?" Hermione asked. "At least he did teach us things. Not that you're not good, Professor Williams."
He looked at her. "How long did Lockhart stay?"
"Until the day that we had to go down into the chamber to rescue Ginny," Harry quipped. "In the spring."
"Shite," the auror muttered.
"He memory charmed Ron but it backfired," Harry said with a grin. "St. Mungos got him for a very long time."
"Excellent work there," Professor Williams said.
"Welcome," Hermione chirped.
The auror cleared his throat. "Are you all on the original team of children?" They shook their heads. "How did that happen?"
"We volunteered," Luna said. "Better than a boring afterlife watching the higher ups try to destroy humanity again."
"Have we made sure they can't do that here?" Hermione asked him.
"Yup, found Dad, sent word to him," Luna said with a happy smirk. "It's *real* pleasant scrying him to see his reaction. I wrote him a nice, long letter about what had happened in our realm and told him bluntly I was a redemption child. That I was solving a future problem so I didn't have to watch it happen and stop it. Dad here also has a daughter, who's freaked out a lot. Sammy scried them too and he was stunned stupid but happy enough with a little sister. I'll send it in a few years, when it's closer to a time when he can do something."
"Fits with your current thing," Ron taunted with a happy smirk. Luna reached over to slug him on the arm. Ron just chuckled.
"Merlin, you're all insane," Draco complained.
"It's all fun and games until the angels start an apocalypse battle," Luna quipped. "Using your family."
"I'm glad me showing up there stopped that," Harry chirped with a grin for her.
"And gave us a lot of headaches learning more about slayers and other supernatural oddities," Dean agreed. "Did Dad float off somewhere when we went to Atlantis?"
"He and Joyce went to nag the slayers," Hermione said.
"Even better." She shook her head quickly. They all grinned at her. "I can see my dad nagging Buffy about her skirt length."
"Joyce did," Harry agreed.
Lucius knocked them all out with a spell. "Can we unpossess them?" he asked calmly.
"Nope. Redemption children are born into their new lives, not possessing anyone. Outside of how Potter got brought but I doubt we can do that to him."
Lucius slumped.
"Actually, you being their monitor over the summer might be the best thing yet," the auror said quietly, looking at him. "It'd give you a leg up on the chaos they sow so you can help control it or twist it to your own ends, plus help keep Granger's modern ideas down a bit as well."
Lucius sneered. "I do not want them in my home. Beyond the fact that Narcissa would kill us all, it's not done by someone in my social station."
"Fudge said it had to be a relative. You're technically third cousins or something," Professor Williams noted. "And I bet the kids have plans of disappearing for part of the summer to do fun things that they want to do."
Sanda woke Draco up. "I've asked Harry to please get the rest of his stuff out of my temple closet. Mostly because I think he can use the porn I put in there to cheer him up." He smiled. "Some out-of-the-way house would be for the best really."
"Get out of my son," Lucius ordered.
Sanda cackled. "Lucius Malfoy, I'm one of the original chaos and warrior mages created back during the demon wars." Lucius shuddered. "Don't worry, I'm letting your son see relevant things that will make him stronger and a better being." He smirked. "Your son will be just fine." He faded again and Draco went limp again.
"This is going to kill me from a stroke," Lucius noted.
"I'm thinking about drinking myself to death," the auror offered. "Wanna join me?"
"I may," Lucius decided. He made the room make a floo so he could call home. "Narcissa." She blinked at him then at the bodies laying in the room. One was snoring loudly so she knew he hadn't killed them. "Draco has been possessed many times by an ancient spirit."
She blinked a few more times. "Excuse me? My son has done what?"
Draco sat up and looked at her. "I'm Sanda. The Peace Child, ma'am." She stared at him. Lucius knew she knew about that myth and the real history of them because she had taught him about them. Narcissa did so love reading about the stranger and more evil things that history had come up with. "I'm here to help the others calm down. Your birth's circumstances led to this one being even more open. I'm working very hard not to harm him. I'm even teaching him about other forms of magic."
"I see," she said.
"Fudge has screwed up and gotten himself demon tainted," Lucius told her. She cackled. "Indeed. It has been suggested that we were a fit guardian for Potter. By putting him and his little horde of redemption children in an out-of-the-way house, it may help them calm down and quit plaguing the people who have caused them to come here."
She considered it. "We'd never live that down."
"We can use the beach house," he offered.
She considered it. "Our son?"
"Would probably be associated. Some are already making note," he sighed. "The one that he's been possessed by was one of the first warrior mages." She shivered. "The others in here are all Redemption Children, Narcissa."
She stared. "Isn't that Lovegood's daughter?"
"Yes. The Abbot elder daughter. The youngest Weasley male. A muggle born witch. And Mr. Potter."
She snickered. "How did that happen? From the myth they're not supposed to be the warriors."
"Dumbledore. Which then led to more ancient spirits getting in, and they've been trying to kill wizards," the auror told her. She sneered. "The one at the Ministry? They're here because however Dumbledore did that weakened the protections we had against their kind."
"Vesuvius was one of their kind hating the school there," Professor Williams told her. "They don't rightly care about extra wizards or witches who might be hurt."
"It would give them a safer place to battle and they'd probably sneak off for some traveling," Lucius told her.
"Is it well known that he's being possessed?"
"Fairly," Professor Williams said. "The other teachers know it. A few others have realized it because Sanda's real open about things while trying to keep Harry calmer."
"Harry's also known as the Warrior Child, Alexander," the auror told her. She gasped. He nodded. "Dumbledore."
"Oh, Merlin," she muttered, rubbing her forehead. "Yes, they may use the beach house as long as they are very circumspect. Can we help protect Draco?"
"He has a full back of protection marks," Professor Williams said. "The only thing that can get in is Sanda. Before, he was probably really open. Granger found someone who specializes in magical protection rites and sent him."
"That's acceptable then," she decided. "No one can probably keep out a spirit that strong and perhaps he'll learn some of the ancient, forgotten magic that would make him more powerful and able to be looked upon like Merlin was." They all smiled. She hung up and went to get a large drink and have a headache in her suite.
Lucius looked at the professor. "I'll put in the formal paperwork," he decided. That got a smile and a nod. "The others can *visit*."
"Of course." The three of them left and Lucius let them wake up. They all felt the temporal spell take hold and sighed. "At least they're studying," the professor decided. He wasn't sure if he wanted to know *what* they were studying but maybe their grades would improve.
***
Castiel showed up to Tonks, making her tip her head to the side. He moved out of her way. She grinned at him. "There's news you have to hear."
"Are they going to start that plan here?"
"No. They realize it's futile. No, your next life in this realm will be intersecting with this one. There can be no chance of meeting yourself or things could happen so we will be removing you from this one in approximately ten years and two months to go to that one."
She stared at him for a moment. "Approximately?" she joked.
"Yes. I don't know the exact day but they're talking about a Thursday."
She shook her head. "Okay. And then I recycle and go to the next one?"
"Yes. Which is tricky, and may remind you somewhat of Dean." He grinned. "But at the start you will be giving hope and later on you'll be giving more hope, even if the person needing it doesn't understand why."
"That's fine since I'm mostly backup here. Do I still get to meet Remus? There was some UST there."
He smiled. "If you wish. The children did ask for him to teach next year." He disappeared, going to stop Luna's newest vision.
She sipped her beer, shaking her head. Angels were all strange.
***
Luna's father looked over at the reporter that was jogging up to where he was getting groceries in a market. "Yes?"
"Mr. Lovegood, what do you say to reports that your daughter may be part of the redemption child myth?" she asked.
"Of course she is. She's the reason I had hope after her mother died. The only reason I kept going and didn't join my wife," he said quietly. "Beyond that, if that myth is true and she is, then I'm happy I raised her correctly." He walked off.
She smiled and made that note, taking it back to her editor.
The elder Lovegood shook his head. Luna had told him about that and the visions before he had sent her to school. It was odd it was becoming more common knowledge now but it was good of her to save him as well. Perhaps she'd marry someone nice who could take over the paper for him some day.
***
Lucius stood up in front of the Wizengomet, staring at his fellow councilors. "I have a call to make," he noted. They all quieted their pre-meeting bargaining. "I hereby make a call to remove Cornelius Fudge as Minister for Magic and remand him to the custody of the spell damage ward at St. Mungos until they are satisfied that he is healthy. I also add the same stipulation for Albus Dumbledore as I have been told he has been playing with forces that led to the spiritual being attacking the Ministry a few days ago."
The head of the meeting in Dumbledore's absence looked at him. "Explain that please?"
Lucius sipped some of his tea and put the cup down, staring at the group. He told them what he knew about Dumbledore resurrecting Potter, which led to that shield going down and what that spirit was. How a few had been attacking the school as well. Most of them grimaced. He also admitted it had led to his son being possessed by an ancient warrior mage's spirit but the spirit had shown no harm to his son so far. A few gave him pitying looks. Lucius smirked. "He is learning quite a lot from it. He has a full workup of protection markings now so no others can get to him."
"What is that spirit's name?" Augusta Longbottom asked.
"Sanda. Apparently he's a warrior mage from back during the pre-human ownership of this plane times." She gaped. He nodded. "My son has sent me some wonderful notes about traveling to Turkey to view a few of the former areas Sanda lived in. Plus Sanda has been teaching him the differences between the types of magic." He sat down. "Which would not be possible if Dumbledore hadn't meddled in necromancy."
The head auror nodded. "I saw the one here. It was a nasty thing," Crouch told them. "Took some heavier spells to defeat it, which Fudge hated us using. Of course, something had some demons attack him for someone he was picking on."
"Yes, and it was suggested that I'm one of the few suitable guardians for that one," Lucius said dryly. "My beloved wife has granted him use of our beach house for the summers. That way we don't have to associate and we don't have to do more than let a house elf deal with him."
"Means you won't be taking a sudden trip to Africa then," another member quipped.
"Quite," Lucius agreed dryly.
Augusta Longbottom stared at him. "Really?"
"Fudge put out a decree that since Potter's aunt and uncle weren't wizards they weren't worthy to raise him and ordered that he'd have to be moved to a more magical family," the chairman noted. "I think he was hoping for himself so he could work on Potter."
"I doubt that will help," Lucius said dryly.
"Me too. The kid's stubborn." He looked around. "Any naysayers or those who want to make a statement against the call for action?" No one said anything. "Then we'll vote. All in favor?" Most of the hands went up. "It appears passed."
"I make a motion," Crouch said, standing up. They all stared at him. "It has been brought to my attention that some of the people in Azkaban have not had a trial. Which is a travesty of justice. There's been a lot of pressure that Fudge was sneering at about one in particular. Even the victim's son is pressing for it as he wants to hear what happened."
"We can overturn Fudge's rulings for the last few months."
"That would cause three major problems," Crouch noted. "Including Potter's residency. Since we've heard a vengeance demon showed up about them while they were in Africa...." A few shuddered. "Exactly. I want to motion that we look at the prisoner log and check against it for trials."
"How many are missing trials?" the chairman asked.
"Seventeen."
"I must protest. It could lead to other problems and after this long, they can surely not integrate back into society."
Crouch stared at him. "If you're worried that someone will implicate you, I wouldn't be." He looked at them. "The press is still attacking us about not doing a trial for Sirius Black. We need the better publicity since we have that important trade talk in a few weeks." They all nodded they remembered. "So let us at least do his trial as a sign of good faith."
"Are we sure he's guilty?" one asked.
"No," Crouch said. "And that's another good reason to do it. Someone found Peter Pettigrew, who Black supposedly killed, is alive." They all stared. "They found him as the Weasley's pet rat actually. Though someone up there.... well, the boy that came up before us last week made him break his long-held cover." A few shuddered. "Exactly." He sat down.
"So we're sure something's wrong there. It'll look good on us," the chairman said. "Any other good reasons? He's got to be insane by now."
"If we don't, Potter's going to keep pressing in the press and who do you think the people will support?" Crouch noted. "Our job is hard enough without the public attacking us. I've had two aurors attacked by thrown fruit today because of that situation."
"How certain are we that it wasn't just Pettigrew escaping and forgetting or something?" Augusta Longbottom asked.
"Very," Lucius said dryly. "I had someone go talk to him from my solicitor's office to get a statement from him. He's mostly still sane. He claims Pettigrew blew up those muggles and he wasn't their secret keeper. Since my solicitor got him under veritaserum...." She moaned, shaking her head.
"Pettigrew admitted as much when we questioned him but Fudge was trying not to get him a trial either. Kept saying it'd upset the people."
"No, Pettigrew has a trial tomorrow," the chairman said.
"Can we do it today?" Augusta asked.
"We have too much to do today," he admitted. "Unless we want to press back all those votes we've been pressing back for the last week?" She shook her head. "Then we'll do it first thing tomorrow." Crouch nodded. The chairman looked around. "Anyone not in agreement that we at least give that one a fair trial since there's evidence that we put the wrong guy away? At least for part of his crimes?" They voted for him to have a hearing the same day. But to keep them separate so one couldn't attack the other.
***
Harry smiled at the news Professor Williams handed him Sunday. "Thank you," he said quietly, taking it back to the table to share it. Ron beamed. Hermione smiled and reached back to hand it to Hannah, who'd give it to Luna.
Luna beamed at them and looked at Draco, who was pouty. She handed him the note before walking out. He read it and nodded. He wrote that to his mother. She was his cousin or something so she should probably know.
"Why did that crazy Ravenclaw hand *you* a note?" Pansy sneered.
Draco looked at her. "Because of my intervention when we had that animagus discovered, he was put on trial. Which freed a cousin that hadn't had one and shouldn't have been in jail." She gaped. "It was decent of them to let me know that." He sipped his juice. "Beyond that, that crazy little Ravenclaw is incredibly good at research and reads Latin fluently."
"Oh." She blinked a few times. "So she's someone we can bully to help with homework?"
"No. If you ask she might. I caught her reading something severely ancient the other day." Something strange was making the hairs on his arms stand up. He looked around, noticing the others weren't getting the same thing. He searched for the connection he had to Sanda, who told him that was a really bad thing. He looked around, spotting Potter doing the same thing. Draco walked up to the teachers' table. "My protections are making me itch," he told Snape, staring at him. "Sanda said that's a very bad thing."
"Let us start the school day," McGonagall ordered. The students gave her funny looks but did troop out after a few last bites of breakfast. Now, without the students, she could feel the wrongness too. "What is that?"
"Sanda doesn't know, just that it's probably not a happy thing," Draco admitted. He looked at his table. "Go to class," he ordered. A few sneered.
"We have free periods," one smirked.
"Now," Snape ordered. They glared at him but stomped off. Snape noticed Potter was staring at a corner and mentally sighed. "Potter, do you think you're exempt?" he demanded.
"No, I think it's a really bad thing." He got up and shot something at the feeling. Draco did the same thing. "Draco, get Hermione. Now." Draco shot another spell. The being tried to block him. "Dusty!" One of the house elves showed up. "Get me Hermione Granger now." He shot another spell at it. The house elf cowered but ran to get her from Charms. The teachers were trying but nothing they could do was helping more than making it grow. Hermione opened the door and shot something at it. That made it scream and attack in full view. A few of the people gasped and Harry called up extra power to blast that thing back into the dark ages. Kind of literally. Hermione shot it at the same time so it showed up dead. Harry went limp, looking at her. "Can you make me my own gear bag?" he asked her.
"I'm already working on it, Harry. Are you all right?" He nodded. "Draco, are you all right?" She walked over to him because he was leaning down and panting. "Oh, dear, you've exhausted yourself. Madams?" They came down to get Draco. She checked her gear. "I need to recharge it. I can pop around somewhere tonight." She came back to Harry's side, who was looking at something in the bag. "What are you doing?" He found what he wanted and shot it over Madam Pomfrey's and Draco's heads. The being that was appearing shrieked and exploded. "Oh, them again."
A new man appeared and stared. "Who are you...." he started, sneering at Harry. He paused. "How did you do that?"
Harry put the thing away and stared back. "Because it was legitimate." The angel shuddered. "I'm thinking about handing it back. Look deeper, angel." The angel did and gave him a horrified look, backing off. "Yeah, I'm a bit pissed again. Especially since you guys said you were going to keep the ascended out."
"I said no...."
Castiel and another angel appeared. "He did," Castiel told him. He looked. "The one that's just watching is still here."
"I feel," Harry admitted.
Castiel looked at him. Then he huffed. "Give it back, Harry."
"When things are fixed."
"Fine." He looked at the angel beside him. "Look at his last few." The angels did that and the one with him shuddered and twitched. The one that had tried to proclaim himself king shuddered. Harry waved a hand and he went home. Castiel smiled at him. "Thank you for being so gentle."
"Clearly he needs counseling for his bad ideas," Harry said dryly. The higher angel nodded that might be a good job. "Are there others?"
"Two," Castiel said. "They will not come when we are here."
"You are more than welcome to stay in a guest room so you can help control Miss Lovegood's visions," McGonagall said with a smile. Castiel smiled back and nodded after looking at his superior angel for permission.
"That would be acceptable since she is important," Michael said. He looked at Harry. "You do intend to give that back?"
"Probably. Depends on how pissed off I become."
"Good point. What changes were you going to make this time, Warrior Child?" Harry made a list for him and handed them over with a grin. "Three fundamental protections and two others. Interesting. I will bring this to the others so they may help." He disappeared.
Harry came over and fed Draco some energy. "There, that should help," he said quietly. "He's probably got the mother of all migraines though."
"That's fine, Mr. Potter." The nurse led Draco off to bed. Harry grabbed his and Hermione's bags, leading her off talking about what she still needed to build and how to get them recharged while at the school.
The professor looked at Castiel. "I believe she's in herbology, Angel Castiel."
He smiled. "She's complaining about thorny plants that try to grope because she's not Sam." He smiled and went to check on her. He touched the plant and it fled. He touched her on the head, making her relax. "It's the ivy-looking vine that makes it come faster and harder," he said in her ear, getting a grin and her moving that plant away from her. He walked out, going to visit the animals. He did miss animals. They were some of his favorite works. Hagrid had good taste in them as well.
Luna grinned. "He said that plant can start visions faster," she told the staring teacher.
"I heard you had spot ones, Miss Lovegood. I didn't realize I had that in here." She moved it to the head of the table so Luna couldn't get anywhere near it. Luna beamed and got back to her planting duties. The teacher looked. She did have a fine hand with the plants.
***
The temporary Minister for Magic showed up at the school to sneer at McGonagall. "I hear you're taking in travelers?" he asked snidely.
She stared at him. "I see no harm in providing a room for the person who's stopping a student's brain-rending spot vision problem. He has proven himself protective of her and the other students. I'm fairly certain he's of a very high moral fiber. I'm also certain that he'd never hurt a student." He glared. She stared back. "If Castiel is here, then perhaps he can also stop the things that tried to attack students this morning."
Harry walked in and threw something on the guy, making him scream. "It's not *my* fault demons can suddenly get into the school," he told him. The demon glared then noticed what sort of power he had. The demon gaped in horror but had to bow. Protocol demanded it. "Out! Now!" It fled. "Wards, Professor?"
"I have no idea how I'd do that, Mr. Potter." He found the book and let her read it. He went back to class. She found what she needed and enacted it. That would make sure their kind could not get in again. Castiel came up and showed her how to get into the wards so that was handy as well. That got firmed up and it was better. She smiled and he grinned back before going to nag Luna about something to make her huff and stomp off. She needed more fun in this life.
***
John Winchester took the letter from his landlord's hand, looking at it oddly. "I don't know anyone in England." He went up to their rented apartment and sat down. The kids weren't due out of school for a few hours yet. John opened the letter after checking it for anything beyond paper. When it turned out to be paper he read the opening page. His mouth flopped open and he reread it. "What the fuck?" he demanded.
Luna appeared, smiling at him. "Well, yeah," she admitted. He glared at her. She held up her wand. He slumped. "That was as it happened in another realm. That's why I got changed." He stared at him. "Though we didn't have a sister there." John nodded once at that. "My Sammy's okay. Saw her the other day."
"You're girls?"
"In this life. We kinda opted in for redemption children status." John's mouth hung open again. Luna grinned. "It's kinda neat. We helped save Atlantis last time."
"How did you even know about them?"
"Sammy got given one."
"Oh," he said flatly.
"The little shit drove us nuts. And the angel with us. I think Cas kinda cracked a few times actually." She stared at her father. "I scried first but that was what happened and how it happened. Including why it happened." John skimmed it, face growing cold. "Keep going. You'll get more pissy." John found the 'why' part and stiffened, shaking his head. "Yeah. So...." She looked around then at him. "I remember this place," she said with a smirk. "I gotta say, being a girl isn't too terrible yet. Though I'm not giving my present father any grandchildren. Ever."
John stared at her. "How likely is it that it's switched?"
"Well, since Sammy's twin sister is actually one of us," she said dryly. John slumped. "Because *you* needed it too." She smirked. "I'm totally screwing with the system here but it was necessary. Anyway... We did scry. Stop the headstone thing first, Dad." She disappeared because she felt someone coming up the stairs. Probably herself.
John read the notes, not minding when his eldest son read over his shoulder. "Okay, so we do the headstone thing like she said," Dean said quietly. "Then we find the fucker and ghost him."
John shook his head. "You three are going to Bobby's as soon as we're done here. You can do school from there so he can ward the other two." He looked at his eldest son. "That was you in a future life breaking rules."
"I got turned into a girl? Eww." Dean grimaced. "That's gross, Dad." He smirked. "Am I hot at least?"
"She looks like she's twelve, Dean."
"Then maybe later I guess." He went to make them something to eat. "By the way, I'm taking my GED tomorrow."
John rolled his eyes. "I wish you wouldn't."
"Yay. I'm still doing it and then I'll do vo-tech stuff or help Bobby." He handed over one of the sandwiches. "You sure you don't want help?"
"No, not yet. I need those two protected." Dean nodded, eating a bite. "Find my phone?" Dean handed it over and he dialed Bobby's from memory. "I have information and we're heading your way in about two weeks. I know where the demon's plan is going to start." He hung up on the spluttering. Bobby would never turn away the kids, even if they were fighting.
Thankfully, now things would be different.
***
Hermione got another strange look from a female teacher for having *thoughts* of all things and decided she had to deal with that once and for all. She could not let her present culture's people be so...backward. She couldn't stand being a girl in this society. It was going to give her worse problems than her allergy to citrus had.
So she came up with a plan to fix it somewhat. After lunch she paused by McGonagall's seat. "Professor?" The teacher put down the mug she was drinking from. Hermione smiled. "It seems many girls are not aware that there are women who work as well as mothers. Would it be possible to invite a few older women in to talk about their lives? Perhaps Mrs. Weasley as the pureblood stereotype and a female Ministry worker? My mother would also join I'm sure."
"That's not a bad idea," she said, looking down at the muggle studies teacher, who nodded she'd like that too. She smiled. "I'll send out owls later this afternoon. It would be good for the young ladies to understand their options. Very well thought out, Miss Granger." Hermione grinned and walked off to go to class.
"How would we get her mother up here?" Professor Williams asked.
"Double floo would be easiest and I know she can," McGonagall said. "Hermione admitted she had done that from Diagon this summer to go to a bigger bookstore."
That got a nod. Everyone who had the girl in a class understood why she had wanted to go to a bigger bookstore.
***
Mrs. Weasley smiled as she came in with Mrs. Granger. "Merry," she said, shaking her hand.
The other woman on their panel smiled back. "Molly. And this is?"
"Hermione Granger's mother. They wanted a view of what muggle women did. She's in my son Ron's class."
"Pleasure to meet you," Mrs. Granger said with a smile, shaking her hand.
"Are you a wife and mother or do you work in your people's Ministry?" Merry asked.
"Actually, no. I'm a dentist." She smiled.
The other woman gaped. "Really?" She smiled and nodded. "Wonderful." She pointed. "I guess we can pick our own seats."
"I'll take far left as I probably won't get many questions. Most of the girls probably had mothers who do about what I do."
"I'll take far right," Mrs. Granger said with a smile. "Polar opposites on the ends." They nodded and arranged things. A house elf brought them glasses of ice water. "What are you?"
"A house elf," Molly said. "The school and more wealthy family homes have them to do the kitchen and yard work, those sort of things."
"There's days I'd kill to have some help," she said, patting that one on the head. "It's so adorable!"
"Adorable is not Trusty or other House Elfs," the house elf told her. "Trusty and other house elfs are magical creatures."
She smiled. "My daughter's Hermione Granger, Trusty."
Trusty giggled. "Granger girl is very loud sometimes. But very smart. Mother of Granger did good job with Granger." He disappeared.
She looked down at Molly. "I didn't insult it, right?"
"No, not in the least." She smiled. "I'd consider that a compliment in a lot of ways." The girls from all the houses walked in and sat at their tables. Molly arranged them a bit better with a swish of her wand. "Good morning, ladies." A few waved, some smiled, and some said 'good morning' back.
Professor McGonagall stepped up onto the dias. "It was thought that some of you young ladies should learn that there's more options than an arranged marriage or the like," she said, staring at them. "These are Molly Weasley, Mrs. Mitchell, and Mrs. Granger." She pointed at each one. "Each one has a different sort of life so you are free to ask them questions about what you could be doing in the future." She stepped out of the way.
Molly smiled at them. "Since I probably have the most simple day, let me start. Most of you have mothers who probably do the same things I do. I get up about dawn, fix myself and my husband breakfast. Then he leaves for work. If the children are home they get up next and eat, then find ways to annoy me for the rest of the day. If they're not then I make myself a pot of tea, start soaking any of the laundry, check the rooms to see if anything needs straightened up. I do the laundry, make myself some lunch once it's hung out to dry, then do any shopping for the week I might need. I work on dinner and fuss at things until my husband comes home for a good dinner." She smiled at Mrs. Mitchell. "Merry?"
"Unlike you, Molly, I do work at the Ministry." She smiled at her own daughter. "I get up about the same time, cook breakfast and all that. I start anything baking for dinner that night in a very low temperature oven so it can safely cook all day without me watching it or I put on some soup. Then I go to work in my department as the assistant." She beamed. "And the Ministry is hiring young women to even out the gender imbalance some people have complained about." A few girls giggled. "I catch lunch with my friends and coworkers, then I finish for the day and head home to finish dinner, straighten up things before my husband comes home, and then we have dinner and deal with any remaining details that need to be handled before bedtime."
Mrs. Granger looked at her. "Would you say the majority of the women in the Ministry work in a job like yours or in higher, more field work related jobs?"
"Well, the ones I tend to lunch with are the archivists and a few other assistants. There's a few female aurors and healers. There's a few who head or sub-head their departments."
Molly smiled at her. "The last Minister before Fudge was a woman actually."
"Yes, but at the time she was one of fifteen working in the Ministry," Merry told her. "She tried to make the rules less strict but it was fought greatly by the Wizengomet. More jobs for women were added about fifteen years ago when someone blackmailed half the Wizengomet and their wives stood behind the young women needing and wanting to work. So many widows couldn't find anything at the time. A lot didn't have the family left to help them with their children either. So it was seen as a practical way to keep them from going to the poor house." She smiled. "The preferential hiring of widows and orphans was removed about three years ago so it's now more even for women wanting to work. Though you still have to work your way up and prove that you have the skills for any sort of job."
One muggle-born witch raised her hand. "Mrs. Mitchell, if it's been a very long day does your husband help you with the cooking of dinner and the housework?"
She smiled. "I don't know many men that would, dear."
Mrs. Granger shook her head. "My husband's helped me a number of times if he knows it's been a very long day for us. He's a deft hand at baking meats and putting in casseroles I've frozen ahead." She smiled. "It's his household chore to vacuum, since he's a bit picky about how it gets done thanks to carpet marks, do anything that needs fixed around the house, and take out the garbage weekly."
"My husband's not very mechanical but my younger brother does household repair work so we just call him," Mrs. Mitchell said with a smile for her. "Your husband cooks?"
"Yes. He told me most of the world's greatest chefs are men so he can at least put a chicken into the oven if it's been a very long day at the practice." She beamed. "When Hermione was little he also took the time to teach her to read when she was three. That way she could sate her curiosity about what we were reading. She was forever asking us what we were reading when we were going through our professional journals and the like."
"Hermione is quite the reader," Molly agreed happily. "Whenever she's over she lets the boys go play on their brooms and watches them while reading something."
"I'm ever so proud of her for that and her interest in going toward medical fields or scientific fields when she's graduated," Mrs. Granger said with a beaming smile at her daughter.
"Mum!" Hermione complained lightly.
"So, Mrs. Granger, what do you do all day?" Molly asked.
"Well, my morning starts a bit later than both of yours but I don't have to be at the practice before nine. Whichever of us is up first starts some tea and the other gets a shower. Then we switch and that one makes breakfast." She smiled at the girls. "We look through any bills over breakfast and talk about anything in our schedules for the upcoming day, or complain that they're so packed." She grinned. "That's usually when he volunteers to make dinner. He sees fewer patients because he's seeing speciality mouth problems and I see a lot of children for routine check-ups." She saw a hand raised. "We're both dentists." The girl nodded. "We're the type of doctors who take care of your teeth and any mouth problems. Just last week I saw a horribly impacted tastebud that was infected on a child about your age. Much too much sugary things and he kept biting his tongue there."
"There's a small dentistry just off Diagon," McGonagall told her.
She smiled. "I talked to them. They don't do things in a very *modern* way. We have access to medicines and tools that they haven't heard of. By the way, since I do know, I'd be more than willing to take on patients from the wizarding world." She smiled at the girls. "A boy with a healthy mouth not only has respect for his mouth and body but does tend to be a better kisser." They giggled. "Well, I spend most of my day at the practice. Until about four-thirty or five on a normal day. Then I go home, usually stopping to drop off any dry cleaning like my professional jackets or pick them up if I had dropped them off. We go home, eat dinner, do any straightening up that's bothering us. Then we watch some television or read until bedtime. We tend to do household chores on Saturday or Sunday since we're on call but don't actively see patients those days. That's also when I do my marketing," she said with a nod for Molly.
"What's a vacuum?" one Ravenclaw pureblood girl asked.
"It's a machine that will suck the dirt off the floors and lets you throw it out," Mrs. Granger said. "It's a great invention. Saves me a lot of sweeping and worrying over things in the rugs. We have carpet through most of our house. With the vacuum we can do the whole thing in under an hour."
"How do you beat that many rugs for spring cleaning?" another girl asked.
"We don't, dear. If it's that nasty, we can rent a carpet shampooer. It scrubs the carpet for us and we have to let it dry. That gets out stains and makes it look better in areas where we've walked too often. Muggle carpets do have those that you can remove and clean that way but carpet through the whole house is hitched down. No rolling them up to take them to the laundry line and beat them. Then again, I have a dryer so I don't need a laundry line. I know some women like things that are sun dried but I consider most of them crunchy."
Mrs. Mitchell smiled. "I've seen magical washers and driers. Is yours hitched to the wringer?"
"No. The muggle systems spin on their own. No wringing. We mostly gave up those sort with the wringer back in the 1940's. Every now and then you can find someone with an old one in the country. Mine I drop in clothes, detergent, set it, shut the lid, turn it on and walk off for half an hour or forty-five minutes. Then again, when Hermione's home that's one of her chores for the week." Hermione nodded. "That and her bathroom."
"I could use one of those," Molly sighed. "Arthur can't find one that's been approved."
Mrs. Mitchell took a pen and paper from one of the girls and wrote down an address. "That's where my husband's been looking for ours. They use less water too. Plus no hauling water. They hook directly into the water line." She handed it over with a smile. "They do get things much drier than you can with a wringer."
"Or if you're like my mum, you take everything to the dry cleaner and they wash it all for you," one girl quipped. "But you pay a lot for it."
Mrs. Granger nodded. "All too true. I have to get my jackets for work cleaned and that's about twenty pounds a week. Which I think is about four galleons with the rate they exchanged for me last time at the bank."
"They do regular laundry?" Molly asked.
Mrs. Mitchell smiled and nodded. "We had a small fire in our bathroom thanks to a candle getting too close to the towels when my husband had to soak an injured leg. We used the muggle laundry near our house out of convenience. They charged about two pounds a pound for regular laundry then about five or six dollars per each dry clean only piece."
Mrs. Granger nodded. "That's about what mine charges. I've used it the day we've come back from vacation because we were too exhausted to do more than order take-away and stay sitting." Hermione snickered. "You as well, young lady."
"Me especially," she agreed.
"What's take-away?" one of the purebloods in Hufflepuff asked.
"There's certain restaurants that focus on quick food that's not totally healthy or great tasting but you can order and take it home or some of them deliver," Mrs. Granger said. "Half of ours is Asian food of some sort, with the occasional pizza for Hermione."
"They're not restaurants like you'd go to with your family," Molly assured her when she looked confused. "Nothing like the Castle's Walls in Diagon."
"McDonald's is nearly everywhere," another muggle born told her. "I'm almost surprised there isn't one in Diagon." A few others laughed at that. "Or a KFC."
"Awful chicken but we found a great place that does fried chicken in an Amercian Southern style," Hermione told her. "It's even near her office so we can order for lunch. Much better than KFC. It tastes like real chicken. Plus it comes with things like really fluffy herb biscuits and greens."
"Cooked salad, yuck," her mother said with a delicate shudder. "I don't know where you got the taste for those things, daughter."
Molly snickered. "Greens?"
"Things like dandelion greens," Mrs. Mitchell said with a smile. "My husband took me to the Carribean for our honeymoon and I had some there. They're strange but basically a cooked salad in texture. Some vinegar and they're better than we do with spinach here. No cream sauce or anything. You fry them in a pan with some garlic or something and then serve them warm." She smiled at Hermione. "Where is that?" She wrote down the address and gave it to her. "Thank you. The second?"
"A Jamaican place my father vowed never to go into again because he got *such* heartburn from the spices." She smiled.
"That would be wonderful." She tucked it into her bag. "I'll have to make the husband take me."
"It's a sit down place," Hermione's mother warned. "But I can't be sure the old woman in the kitchen isn't a native witch. Her hair's always held up by this feathered wand thing."
"Interesting. I'll have to pop around there." She smiled at her. "Do many muggle men do the housework?"
"There's more that are handling some of those tasks since usually both parents work these days," Mrs. Granger said. "I've even seen some newly married couples where the groom picks out a lot of the registry gift list for the kitchen. There's a lot of people pushing to go back to the more cooking at home, natural sort of foods instead of things like take-away."
"Then again, we only get take-away maybe twice a month," Hermione said.
"True. And remind me to start on your cooking education this summer, dear."
"I had Home Ec, Mum."
"I'm sure, dear." Hermione rolled her eyes but smiled about it.
"Are the kitchens in muggle homes very different?" one girl asked.
"I've seen Molly's kitchen," Mrs. Granger said. "She has a stove that you have to feed wood into." Molly smiled and nodded. "Mine plugs into the outlet and I get constant heat without having to monitor the fireplace. Now, hers will probably last forever and mine will last about fifteen years, but if I want to cook something I fill a pot and turn on the burner or the oven."
"Which is much more handy," Mrs. Mitchell assured that girl with a smile. "I have a gas range myself. We have gas lines into the home for our water heater, our stove, and a few other things." The girls nodded at that. One of the slytherin girls looked very confused. "You know how some houses have gas tanks that you refill for the heating system?" she asked one. She smiled and nodded. "Well, ours doesn't have a tank and comes directly from the company. We pay a fee monthly for the gas we use. We use it for more than heat though. Our hot water heater runs on it, our stove, our grill out back, and our heating system."
"Oh," she said weakly.
"Arthur and I thought about putting in that sort of heat but it's very expensive to fit a house that's already built," Molly said.
"Yes, it can be. Running pipes if you're going with a heated water radiator system or vents if you're not."
"Though I do adore ours for the simple fact that it has an air conditioner attached," Mrs. Granger admitted. "We have forced air. That's when the heater warms the air and forces it through vent lines throughout the house. It comes out of small registers that you hide on the floor."
"Wow," one girl said. "Can we do that?" she asked McGonagall.
"I do not know if there's a magical version. That would be something to ask someone like Mrs. Mitchell's brother who does home work."
"I think he said someone's working on one but I'm not sure if they've got it done yet," Mrs. Mitchell said with a smile. "Its very handy. You can set a temperature and it'll keep the house right around that temperature."
Mrs. Granger nodded. "It's wonderful. I leave mine set at sixty-eight all year long."
"You can cool yours?" Molly asked.
"Yes, that's what an air conditioner is for." She grinned. "It cools the air the same way it heated it and sends it around the house to cool the rest of it."
"That's marvelous," she said. "We definitely could use that. We have a central fireplace and it heats the house. The upstairs gets it radiated from the central chimney out."
"Percy's room is next to it because he was always cold," Ginny quipped. A few girls chuckled. "Bill's next to it too because he likes heat thanks to Egypt."
Molly nodded. "Definitely." She smiled at her daughter. She looked at Mrs. Granger. "Hermione and you were talking about some things this summer."
"We talked about many things. I try to keep a very firm line of communication open with her. Which topic?"
"Birth control?"
"Oh!" She beamed at the girls. "In the muggle world, there's pills or shots that can make sure you get pregnant only when you want. Not just because you enjoyed your husband." A few moaned at that. She smiled at Molly. "I found a mediwitch at the hospital who had worked with a muggle practice in the past. She identified a lot of witches before they could come to notice. She said that it usually does not seem to lower your magical abilities but if it does it's only during your usually fertile times and that's only by about ten percent.
"She did advise some systems over others. Including the IUD, which is really for older women instead of growing girls. Your own people who deal in women's issues have something similar but you still use a metal thing instead of ours that's plastic. She did say that the pill wouldn't adversely affect more than about fifteen percent of all witches that way."
"So, a bit of fluxing of your magical strength throughout the month but we get that anyway," Mrs. Mitchell said. A few girls nodded they knew that. "Interesting."
"The methods range from a daily pill, to a weekly patch, to a shot you take every three months or the IUD that can stay in up to a few years."
"Very interesting." She smiled. "We'll have to talk about that this summer," she told her daughter, who nodded quickly.
"Ginny and myself as well," Molly agreed. "That way she has a nice round two or three, as many as she wants."
"None for another ten years," Ginny assured her with a happy grin. "Or more."
Her mother smirked. "Are you planning on working, dear?"
"I'm considering it. It depends on how I end up in school, doesn't it? What about things like healers and aurors? Do they usually only go to unmarried women?"
"When they start their training, yes," Mrs. Mitchell said. "They'd expect you to spend long hours studying. After you're fully trained, then you could find a nice husband, dear. A lot of them do and keep working until they have children, then take a few years off before coming back." She looked at Mrs. Granger. "How do you do education of the younger children?"
"Well, there's the option of pre-school and daycare. Daycare basically takes care of the children and pre-school is teaching them the skills they need to succeed in school. We also have compulsory education starting at age five or six, depending on when your birthday is. So the children spend all day in school and then come home. There's programs to help or even daycare-like places that watch them if you need them there until you finish working.
"Those would help them with their homework or give them time to play. For the truly wealthy there's still governesses and the like. Daycares can have anywhere from two or three children to up to forty or fifty in the same center of varying ages. Hermione's daycare had twenty-three I think total and they focused on learning through play. Then we all plan on how to get our children into the best schools we can. Right now she'd be in a prepatory boarding academy if she wasn't here."
"So you have places where you pay someone to play with the children, watch over them, teach them things while you work?" one girl asked.
"Yes," Mrs. Granger said. "They were especially helpful when Hermione's father took a year off to go do charity dentistry work in Africa. She was a bit early. We had planned for me to have her after he got back. Instead we messed up one night and she showed up but I encouraged him to go. It's good for everyone and it's a great learning experience." She smiled. "I did some of mine during my residency in southern India. I'd love to go back some day but her father hates the heat and refuses." Hermione snickered, nodding. "But maybe we'll go next year or so," she decided.
"How do you become a dentist?" Molly asked.
"It's another type of medical degree. I went to my undergraduate degree for four years. That's typical. I actually had to take an extra semester to get in a few extra classes I wanted to take so I started during a summer term. Then you take your tests, graduate, get accepted to dental school like you would going for a medical degree. So that's another four years plus a year of residency afterward. Then you're a free dentist to set up a practice or join one that's already established."
Mrs. Granger smiled. "I loved university. You get exposed to all sorts of ideas and people that you didn't even know existed. I learned a lot hanging out with the art students but that was the seventies and things were ... a bit odd back then." She smiled. "I went to Cambridge for my bachelor's degree."
"We do have a magical portion within there for a few degrees," McGonagall told them with a smile of her own. "That's where I did my mastery. Is that little French bakery still on the corner by the library's walkway?"
Mrs. Granger beamed. "They turned it into a coffee shop in my day but now it's a coffee, tea, and pastry shop. We used to go there at night to listen to poetry readings and the like. We even got some of the hippie poets from the states some nights."
"So you spent eight years of extra school to do what you do," one of the purebloods asked. Mrs. Granger smiled and nodded. "Do you feel that you missed out on anything by not marrying younger and having a larger family?"
"No, dear. I wouldn't have met my husband if I hadn't gone to dental school. I met him during my next-to-last year. We shared some classes. Though, even if I had been more marriage minded, I still would've stopped at two or three. Preferably one of each. Having one is quite a lot of work." The other mothers nodded they agreed. "I have no idea how Molly manages it with her seven. It would've driven me nuts, even without the added pranks from the magical outbursts." Molly snickered. "Most muggle women don't have large families like Molly's. There's some but a lot of them are due to religious restrictions or encouragements. There's some Catholic families that have ten or so, but the average number of children in England is I think two and a half across the country."
"How do you get an average like that?" one of the Ravenclaws asked. "With a half a child?"
"An average is when you add up all the counts," Hermione said. "In this case, you'd add up all the children born in the country then divide it by the number of parents to see how many the average is."
"Oh!" She nodded. "That goes into statistics." Hermione smiled and nodded. "What's the average in the wizarding world then?"
Molly cleared her throat. "Due to so many pureblood families only having one or two, the average is fairly low. Though Arthur said someone did an average of muggle borns and half-bloods that came out about three of them for each pureblood born."
"Quality over quantity," one Slytherin girl quipped. One of the older ones swatted her.
"No, it's because so many were widowed thanks to the last war," that older ones told her. "You can't have a child without a father around."
"Well, you can," Hermione's mother admitted. "But the sperm has to be specially stored and there's doctors who can do that." They all gaped. She smirked. "We have storage companies that do that and eggs for donation purposes. So if the father's infertile but the mother wants another child, they can agree to go to a bank, pick out the applicant that has the best traits that they want, and use that instead of his own. Then a doctor would insert it."
A few girls gaped. "Young women can also donate extra eggs for those women who can't get pregnant because their own won't work or they've had to take medicine that kills their fertility. There's even some surrogates who can carry it for you if you need them to. I know one who had to do that because his wife had cancer and couldn't."
"I'm sure that's very expensive," Molly said.
"Yes, but if you're that desperate for a child and can't or won't adopt, then that's your only option," Mrs. Granger told her. "I personally would like to see more adopting children but some people feel that their child has to come from them, not from someone else. There's women who spend hundreds of thousands of pounds getting pregnant because they can't do it the natural way."
One of the slytherins looked at her professor. "Is there any way magic can do the same sort of thing? Because a lot of pureblood families might like that so they have the possibility of later heirs from those who're lost."
McGonagall shrugged. "You'd have to ask a medical person who was familiar with their system to see that."
"The mediwitch I talked to about birth control may be a good place to start. She was Marilyn Evans-Pritchard."
The girl wrote down that name. "I'll ask her. It could be a serious help for some families after another war."
"It could, yes," McGonagall agreed quietly. She smiled at the usually quiet and intending to get married right after school young woman. "Does anyone else have any questions for our three mothers?" She saw the door open and an unexpected face show up. "Excuse me." She went to remove the former headmaster. "You should have told us you were getting out of the hospital, Albus. We would've gotten things ready for you."
"What was that?"
"A few mothers of our students giving girls ideas on what they could do with their lives. That way they could make a solidly informed choice."
"I don't believe that's wise," he said. "That could ruin the whole system, Professor."
She snorted. "It's not just widows who work, Dumbledore." She saw someone jogging her way in hospital white robes. "Did he escape?" she demanded.
"Yes, he grabbed one of the nurse's wands," he complained. Dumbledore tried to fight him but she stunned him. "Thank you, Professor."
"We only want him well," she said calmly. She patted Albus on the arm. "We want you well and healthy so you can come take back this crappile of complaints. Do get better faster, headmaster." She summoned the nurse, who came jogging over once she saw why. "Can you help him, Poppy?"
"Definitely." She summoned a stretcher and got him onto it then they floated him off so he could get Dumbledore back to the hospital. She came back adjusting her hat. "How is the talk going? Are they diffusing strange ideas?"
"It appears that we were wrong about a few of them. Birth control does work on witches. Mrs. Granger asked a few of our mediwitches in London."
The nurse gaped. "It does?" She nodded. She walked in there. "Mrs. Granger, who did you talk to? The one I asked had no information on that topic."
She found her card and let her copy it. "She works at St. Mungos now but she was working in a private practice before that."
"That's wonderful."
"Why can't we get tampons?" one girl asked the nurse. "The pads are disgusting."
"What are tampons?"
"Internal blood flow controlling devices," Mrs. Granger said. "I didn't think to bring any because I didn't need one myself. I'll send Hermione a box?"
"That would be wonderful, thank you." She smiled and left, going to floo that nurse. Apparently she was behind in some of her knowledge.
Mrs. Granger smiled at her daughter. "When you start to need some, I'll send you some if they haven't gotten any by then."
"Thanks, mum," she said, ducking her head. That was a topic she didn't want to think about yet. "You might also mention the point you found out about puberty."
"Well, I did find out that pureblood girls do go through it later," she admitted. Both the other mothers looked at her oddly. She smiled. "There's some unfortunate girls who either no one gave The Talk to or who were enticed much too young who have children by Ginny's age, Molly." Molly gasped. "There's some girls having babies as young as eleven. In parts of Africa, girls get married off at about fifteen. The same as they did in the Middle Ages here in Europe. It's incredibly wrong but one of Hermione's muggle classmates is having her second child. Apparently her mother is a failure."
"I'd say," Mrs. Mitchell agreed. She considered it. "I was about seventeen when I finished my womanhood transformation."
"Most of the pureblood girls are around sixteen," McGonagall noted. "Is there any idea why?"
"Some people think it's the preservatives that some companies use in the food. Some think it's because of pollution from industry. Some people think it's because you're fat but I don't fully believe that one." She smiled. "They found that girls who grow up in a city tend to hit that stage first, on average of about six months to a year before their country-raised counterparts. But even the girls who grow up in farm country and never leave the farm still hit it and are through it by fifteen these days."
"Do they raise the children?" Molly asked.
"That depends on the child and the parents. Some adopt them out. Some have their parents adopt them. Some do raise them and struggle to complete school. It does mean that they're probably not ever going to have a great paying job. And there's a suspicious lack of fathering going on because usually the fathers run the other direction. Even if they're old enough, shotgun weddings aren't done much anymore."
"I'll be out of university," Hermione noted. Her mother beamed at her. "If not later."
"So premarital relations are more common," Mrs. Mitchell said.
"Yes. A lot of muggles, boys and girls, don't appreciate the fullness of marriage. They tend to marry later. A good majority tend to live together before the wedding as well."
"Like being handfasted but not officially," Hermione called.
"The average age for marriage among muggles is now in the late twenties. I think it's twenty-six or seven for girls and just slightly lower for boys." Molly shuddered.
"Because most women want the education and the work," one of the girls said. Mrs. Granger nodded. "I'm betting they also put off having children for a few years?"
"Usually. The ones I know didn't have a child for four or five years after their marriages. A lot of people kept nagging them about when they were going to have children," she admitted with a smile. "Which frustrated them a lot. Also, with as many of us as there are, there's a group of people who don't have any at all."
"There's a lot of muggles?" she asked.
"There's almost six billion people in the world, dear," Mrs. Granger told her. "Spread around the world. London has about ten or eleven million of them." The girl shuddered. "China has a billion people all by itself and India's not far behind. That's one very good reason why some muggles do intend to wait until they have children. Until they've saved up a lot for their expenses, the parents have had all the wild adventures they wanted to have, all that."
"It would make all those first baby costs cheaper if you had saved up," Molly agreed. "Otherwise your first few years of marriage will be scrimping and saving. Even in wealthier families. Because buying your own house is expensive. So is setting it up with all the furniture and gardens."
"Some muggle weddings alone can cost up to fifty-thousand pounds," Mrs. Granger said. "The dress can sometimes cost that much in more wealthy families. Some girls are willing to pay for it to have that fantasy first wedding they've dreamed of."
"How many do they usually have?" Pansy demanded.
"That depends on if you figure out you can't stand him and divorce him," Mrs. Granger said. "Some people like Molly and I, I don't know about Mrs. Mitchell's marriage status, manage to have one that they cherish their whole lives. There's some that marry in haste and then regret it. Then they divorce and try again. Sometimes up to five or six times. There's no law limiting the number of times you can get married as long as you divorced the last one first. It might stop some of them and make them think more if there was but that's not up to us."
Mrs. Mitchell coughed. "Actually my husband is my second one. My first one died in a brooming accident shortly after our six month anniversary," she said. Mrs. Granger patted her on the arm. "I believe I made a good choice both times." She smiled at her. "Muggle girls date first, right?"
"Yes. You usually date a few different ones until you find one that you like, then you see them exclusively until you either decide they're the one to marry or you break up and try again. I dated five men before I met Dan." She grinned. "Two art students at university to get my own wild urges out. That's when I realized I wanted someone steadier like Dan was."
"Many pureblood girls are in arrangements," Molly told her.
"Not to be indelicate or snooty sounding, but is that because of all the past intermarriages?" Mrs. Granger asked. "Hermione told me about helping you plan for your family reunion."
"Some," she admitted with a smile. "I'd love for my boys to find a good witch overseas due to that, but I'd be happy with *any* daughter-in-law at this point." She looked at Hermione, who pointed at Hannah, making Molly gape in awe. Hannah nodded with a small smirk. "We'll talk later, dear." Hannah grinned.
"I just hope my girl finds someone decent that I won't have to kill for mistreating her," Mrs. Granger said. "Because I may be a dentist but if her choice for husband hurts her I'll show just how much pain your mouth can cause your body."
"Not ready for that yet," Hermione quipped. "I'll date some wild art students myself first. Right after I backpack to all the world's great libraries."
"I like that idea, dear. I took a great many trips during my college summers by rail. I even made it footsteps into Communist Russia. And promptly nearly got arrested because I didn't have the right paperwork for that, even though the train was only passing through and I wasn't getting off. I couldn't even be confused for one of James Bond's girls but they still got suspicious because I'm British." She smiled at the other girls. "There's a very good rail system all over Europe. You can buy a rail pass to let you go nearly anywhere. Get a passport, a bag, and pick a city. We've even connected our rail system to the ones in France by the Chunnel."
"Chunnel?" one pureblood asked.
"They built a rail tunnel under the English Channel," a muggle born in her house told her. "So the train goes under the Channel's bottom to France." The girl squeaked. "Or there's the ferries."
"Or if you can afford it, airplanes, but that's expensive and most of the bigger cities' airports are crowded, loud, and partially disgusting," Mrs. Granger agreed. "Last time we went through the one near Paris, it was like some Chaos God showed up and declared it his new home temple then ordered everyone to be ruder than usual." Hermione cackled, nodding.
"How many countries have you been to?" Molly asked, looking down at her.
She counted. "Nineteen but if you count different areas in India, which can be like a totally separate country based on the dominant religion of the area, twenty-two. Plus we summer in France for our holidays most years." She smiled. "I've been through, on the train, another ten or so but I didn't get off, just saw the sights as the train rolled through."
"Do you encourage that?" McGonagall asked.
"I do," she said with a grin. "It's wonderfully broadening to see how others do things and what they consider important. I met some very strange folk but I also met some of the nicest ones. When I was in Italy I helped an older woman who had just dropped some laundry. She nagged me about how I was helping her fold things so she taught me properly then introduced me to her son."
She grinned and winked at the teacher. "He was very cute, but he was interested in a stay-at-home wife and I knew I wanted dentistry by then. He also wanted a leggy, perfect woman like Sophia Loren, but I was not that ideal." The girls looked clueless. "I should send Hermione a book on the screen goddesses of yesteryear. Very classy, intelligent, beautiful women. I consider them a much better role model than half the ones in movies today."
Hermione summoned something and it came floating in. She caught it and flipped to an article, bringing it to her mother. "Comparing the classy ones then and now." She went back to her seat. "I was reading it for the hairstyles," she admitted at the odd looks. "Mine does nothing." They all nodded they realized that.
Her mother brought the book down. "This is Sophia Loren. She's an Italian screen goddess and most men would fall at her feet to worship her as their ideal woman." She let them pass that around and went back to her seat. "Some of the modern actresses have that same style and class, but too many are doing stupid things for publicity like not wearing underwear and then getting out of a car in just the wrong manner." McGonagall choked. She nodded. "There's been more than one. It's called a wardrobe malfunction." McGonagall nodded quickly, getting some water to clear her throat. "Plus there's a whole generation that seems to do nothing but drink and party. Or do drugs. I'd rather my daughter want to be one of the older style instead."
"I'd love to be Audrey Hepburn, Mum, but I'm not that graceful, tiny, and my hair's never going to do that."
Her mother smiled. "We can tame your hair, Hermione. I just haven't wanted to ruin it with straighteners and you can't bring a flat iron here."
"Good point. I have got to work on that problem." McGonagall glared at her. "It'd be nice to have music and an alarm clock sometimes." A few of her housemates nodded. So did some of the Slytherins.
"Would you have had a second child?" one of the girls asked Mrs. Granger.
"I tried for almost a year but it wasn't meant to be. Hermione would've been a fantastically overprotective big sister," she said with a smile for her daughter. "But I couldn't get pregnant." She smiled at that girl. "Sometimes you may want but it won't work. We even thought about adopting at one point in time but it was a lot of paperwork and then you can get used to a child that the system refuses to let you adopt and all that.
"We talked about it for nearly five years before we decided it'd hurt too much to get a new baby and not be able to keep her because some social worker said that we work too hard or something. The social worker system is a bit...red tapish. There's a lot of rules, regulations, and the enforcement varies by which ones are paying attention to which case. They're all overworked and a lot of times go for the easier answer, which isn't always the best."
"Why does this one have a baby that's a different color?" one of the Slytherin girls asked.
She got up to look. "She's visiting children in Africa. It was a well-televised charity tour." She smiled at the girl. "Though, not all that uncommon. There's people from almost every single country now in England. They do intermarry sometimes." She went back to her seat.
"Mrs. Granger, do you miss not staying home with your daughter like Mrs. Weasley does?" one of the Ravenclaws asked.
"No. I knew what I wanted. I was mature enough to work toward my goal. I certainly could have taken a year or two off the practice to stay home with her but I felt I do more good helping people and she needed to get out to be among other children. Though she did come to the office with me more than once. She used to horribly con our receptionist out of her sugar free peppermint candies." She smiled. "I would've went nuts sitting home all day like Molly does. I need to be out, doing things, talking to people, helping people.
"Being a stay-at-home mother like she is would've seriously ruined my mind when I went round the bend after Hermione nagged me for three hours. There were plenty of days when I didn't want to be a mother because she wouldn't quit fussing about something I didn't and couldn't understand. I firmly believe that some people are meant to be stay-at-home mothers. They have the maternal instinct, they can stand to be in the house all day with the baby, they can stand doing all the housework all the time like she does.
"I also firmly believe I'm not one of them. I never was. Even as a child I wasn't the 'let's play house with my dollies' sort of girl." She grinned. "Most women and girls have some level of maternal instinct. The trick to finding your happiness is to figure out where your level is set and if you're happy with that. If you're not going to be happy sitting home all day then find a job that will give you that satisfaction and plan on having a baby someday, when you're ready. Nothing outside some very old traditions say that girls have to have a baby at nineteen and then one every single year until they either die from it or they can't have any more.
Molly smiled at her. "There were many days when the children, especially the twins, drove me 'round the bed, dear. Really. I let the bigger boys handle it and went to scream in the orchard."
"Yes but I don't have an orchard and my nearest neighbors would call the police the first time I started to scream." Molly snickered. "I couldn't do it. I'd probably have taken off with her on some whirlwind backpacking trip for most of her childhood just so we weren't in the house all day long." Hermione was snickering. "But seriously, girls. Do what makes *you* happiest. If being a wife and mother is it, then I wish you all happy marriages and very little strife within it. If being a working mother is for you, then I hope you find a wonderful career that makes you happy like myself and Mrs. Mitchell. I hope you have a good husband who wants to help with things, and maybe he'll want to stay home and raise the babies." She beamed. "Some fathers are stay-at-home fathers now. It's almost fashionable." A few girls gaped but a few giggled to. "Honestly."
Mrs. Mitchell nodded. "I know a few who had to retire and their wives went to work instead so the husband does all the wifely chores and does the cooking. It's not unheard of. Though I do agree. Find whatever makes you happy. I knew I couldn't stay home all by myself, even if I could have afforded to after my second marriage. I was used to getting out there, seeing people every day, doing more than another load of wash or sweeping the same room for the fifth time in a week. I honestly am in awe of any woman like my mother and Molly here who can do that. Though I may take Mrs. Granger's idea of a rail trip soon. It sounds exciting." She smiled at her. "What will you do when you get grandchildren?"
"Sob brokenly for a few days with Hermione and then remind her she'll do just as fine of a job as I did, if not better since she saw where I made mistakes." She smiled. "You?"
"I'm coming up on that dreadful point in about four months." Her daughter moaned. "He announced it last night at dinner. You might want to send him something but she's in distress and sobbing about it. She wanted to wait a few more years. Though he's not making her quit working so that's very good of him."
"You know, some of the other European countries actually give a few years of paid maternity leave."
She nodded. "She's in Germany right now and looked into that. Her bosses swore so she said she'd be taking very little time off and he can take time off." She smiled. "He is looking forward to doing all those things with the baby like walks in the park."
"Did you remind him diapers and colic come first?" Mrs. Granger quipped.
"No, I decided I'd let him be happy and not shatter his dreams for a few days. He'll remember that his sisters had it eventually." She looked at her daughter. "You can wait, correct?"
"I'm looking at the auror academy, Mother."
"Excellent." She beamed. "I like that idea. There's a few now so have you written to them?"
"Not yet. I'm going to before the end of the year so I can get their take on what it really takes."
"Good." She smiled. "I like that bit of intelligence." She smiled at the girls in the room. "So, are there other questions, ladies?" They all stayed silent. "Then I wish you a happy Saturday since it's still bright and sunny outside. I hope we've given you some things to think about as you make your life's choices, and I hope you make ones that you're happy with."
Mrs. Granger smiled. "If you need information that muggle girls your age might have, just ask Hermione to send me an owl, ladies. Girls your age all over the world have to think on the same things." The girls clapped and left chatting with each other. She hugged her daughter. "How close are you to those girlish moments?"
"Not very," she said dryly. "I have no version of feeling strange down there, Mum." It was very..odd sometimes having a mother that wanted and demanded constant communication, honesty, and did supportive things. Unlike her original parents in every possible way.
"Good. I'm not ready for you to start dating yet." She smiled. "I'll give your father your love."
"Thanks, Mum." She hugged her and her mother left, letting Molly get her home. She shook Mrs. Mitchell's hand as well. "Thank you."
"It's not a problem, Miss Granger. I wish the women of my mother's generation had been honest with me." She smiled and left talking with the professor.
Ron was lounging in the doorway when Hermione turned around. "Done talking about girl things and babies?"
"Yes, I believe we are." She smirked at him. "Though it was more 'this is your life options' sort of talk than all about boobs and periods."
"That's good I guess." He walked out with her, meeting the rest of the group and a lurking Malfoy. He stared at him. "If you want to join in, quit lurking. Be a man and walk over, Malfoy." He sat down on the bench. "She didn't even stop to nag."
"She gave me a hopeful look when we got to wives so I pointed at Hannah," Hermione said with a smile.
"Brilliant!" He beamed back. Hannah giggled as she joined them. She had went to get her cloak.
Luna drifted by reading something upside down like usual but it wasn't the Quibbler or a book any of them recognized. Except for Harry, who took it from her. She glared at him. He stared back. "It's important."
"It's not important. It's dangerous." He grinned. "I'll feed you to Ron's brother's dragons if you try to bring one back."
"I'd never do that. The dead should stay dead, Harry." She took it back and walked off again. "By the way, there's midnight ink."
"I knew that. I helped write the damn thing," he complained. She smirked at him and continued to walk around the group muttering. Harry listened then rolled his eyes. "I have a privacy ward up, Luna."
"Not a good one."
"Fine." He looked at the other two girls. "Feel better?"
"It was a good talk," Hannah assured him, grinning at Hermione. "Think you'll ever get that magazine back?"
"Probably not but it's not a cherished relic or anything. Is there a book on hairstyling?"
Harry looked at her. "Have *I* been through the library?"
"Good point." She went to ask one of the Ravenclaw upper years. "Is there a book on how to straighten hair with a potion or something?"
"Now and then Witch World Weekly has something. Or Teen Witch's Annual."
"Thank you." She walked off thinking about it. If she had to, she'd make her own damn spell. She hated her hair. Ron subtly swished his wand, making her shriek and attack him when her hair got pulled up into a braid standing straight up. "Ron Weasley, I'm going to murder you!"
He laughed and fended her off. While he was doing that, Harry changed the color and Luna made it a beehive. So now she was a pink-haired version of Marge Simpson. She swatted them too before stomping off. No simple 'finite' was going to undo that monstrosity.
Neville spotted her and stared, head tipped slightly. "Ron?" he guessed.
"Ron, Harry, and Luna," she huffed. "Can you uncharm it, Neville?" He tried and shook his head. She sighed, going to McGonagall. "It won't be uncharmed."
"Oh, dear." She pulled her closer. "Well, I see a lot of hairpins." She helped her bring it down. The color wouldn't go away. She could change it to something more...natural but she couldn't change it back to its natural color. But the frizzy curls had been pulled straight for a while. She taught the girl how to put her hair up in a stylish bun and it was better. Hermione gave her a quick grin, a thank you hug, and then went back outside to finish beating up her friends. McGonagall smiled. That was a very good thing she supposed. Hermione made a fiery looking dark brunette.
***
Lucius pulled his son from the school for the holidays, staring at him when he came in. "Are you alone?"
"Sanda's back watching over Harry. He's thinking too hard he said. Sanda said that's usually the sign that Harry's going to break out into mischief or a battle." He smirked. "I also left a time delayed paint bomb in his trunk for giving me a headache."
Lucius awkwardly patted him on the shoulder. "At least you're getting back at him for this trying ordeal."
"I've learned a lot. Especially about the pre-Merlin history that started with the demon courts and what magics they could wield. Did you know to kill Sanda and Harry's first life, a few demons diverted a comet so it'd hit the tower they were in?" His father shuddered. "They could do very scary things we cannot."
"I'd hate to see anyone who could," Narcissa said as she joined them. "Let me see the marks, Draco? Who did them?" He looked around then took off his sweater and shirt, letting her look them over. "Very finely done. I can barely feel the magic in them."
He looked back at her. "Each year on solstice I need to bleed a bit, wipe it over the marks, and then say the small rite to recharge them. It'll be a very thin coating though. And it'll hopefully hurt less than when Severus tried to do it both times."
She smiled. "I don't see any botched lines."
"Mother, he had to remove the skin on my back, regrow it, then start again. Thankfully I was unconscious. I wish I had been for Snape's." He put back on his shirt and sighed, looking at them. "I'm starved and tired and I can't decide which is worse." His mother chuckled, leading him to the table.
Lucius shook his head. At least his son's drama queen tendencies were better and easier to deal with. "Have you learned many other things, son?"
"Quite a few. Though he won't teach me any spells. He said I have to go to his temple and pull the books out of the closet like any other student." He nibbled on a bite of roast. "They did a very good job, Mother." She smiled. He looked at his father. "May we go to Turkey this summer, Father?" His father stared. "There's three possible temples. One in Turkey by the coast, one in Syria which has muggle problems, and one in upper Africa. I'm nowhere near ready for that one."
"I'll consider it. Where in Turkey?"
"Safra." He winced. "No, that's where they were. There's a demon city with a portal that only the Old Ones could use named Celedin. It's near where Safra was/is out of time." He ate another bite. "He said he's paying attention here because we have three of those thrice damned ancient spirits here." He considered it and got up, heading to the floo at a run. Sanda said that was a bad thing. "Hermione Granger, Gryffindor common room." No answer. "Ron damn it Weasley." He popped up. "Sanda said there's three here."
Ron nodded. "We just blew up another six and Harry said he's going to paste you for that color bomb." He smirked. Harry said something and he looked back then at him. "Can Sanda cast the grounding spells?" Draco considered it then nodded. "Can you?"
"Yes. He's teaching me."
"Do it to them. That'll link them as a living soul again instead of ascended."
"I can do that." He hung up and went to cast them out of the garden. His mother gasped. "Whatever Dumbledore did let Ascended beings back into our world and they hate magic. They said to ground them," he said through gritted teeth. That one was fighting him. A flash appeared and two disappeared then the other one screamed and wailed but it was grounded. Which Lucius then killed. Draco panted, looking at the flash of light. "You're Castiel."
"I am." He stared at him. "Luna asked me to help you. There's another but it's the one that's been watching. I'm not sure why he is interested in you, Draco Malfoy." Draco nodded at that and Castiel disappeared.
Draco went limp, leaning on his father's arm. "That's Luna Lovegood's guardian angel Castiel."
Lucius looked at him. "I wish to hear more of this. Let's go back inside so you can rest." He walked him in there and put him in his seat. His mother already had a restorative potion ready. "I found the book on those beings but I could not figure out what Dumbledore did to let them back in."
Draco drank the restorative then half of his cup of tea. He looked at his father. "Potter didn't survive. Dumbledore pulled Alexander on purpose from his rest." Lucius shuddered. "They were thankfully between lives. Unfortunately in another realm where they had just saved Atlantis in another galaxy."
"That's not possible," Narcissa said.
"Actually, Mother, Granger proved that muggles have visited the moon and other planets by less personal means. She has pictures of their city there and the space craft, all that."
Narcissa stared at him. "Muggles are very pushy."
He nodded. "Yes, they are, but they do come up with some fascinating ideas. Father, you need to talk to Miss Eversome about what she learned and her idea. I don't believe her parents would like it very much but it could be very handy."
"For what?" Lucius asked.
Draco finished his tea. "Did you know that muggles have a way of storing seeds? Male seeds? And eggs?" His father blanched, shaking his head. Draco nodded. "So that later on, someone could have their child. Like if perhaps they died in a war?"
"I'll talk to her tomorrow," he decided. He could see the uses of that and how it could help a great many families. "How would you harvest them?"
"In muggle women, they give them some sort of medicine that makes them release extra eggs then they do an exam and pull them out. For men, they have a cup they then freeze."
"Ah." He nodded. "It wouldn't take too long then." He looked at his wife.
"That would be a great benefit to a great many families that could use some extra heirs," she agreed. Lucius nodded. She went to call that girl's family to talk to her mother. Her mother was scowling but Narcissa told her how she had learned of it and what a benefit that could be. Her own family needed a male heir and didn't have one.
Lucius looked at his son. "I want the specifics on where in Turkey." Draco nodded since his mouth was full of beef. "Are you learning anything?"
"From Snape, McGonagall, and Williams. Flitwick I'm already ahead in." He grimaced. "Professor Williams is hard on everyone. His test nearly killed a few of the Hufflepuffs. One passed out during it from the stress and strain."
Lucius smirked. "It's good practice for the OWLs and NEWTs."
"That's what he said. Plus it was harder in his day."
"Quite," Lucius agreed. "You've had two years of bad teachers."
"I learned a lot about all sorts of nasty creatures from Williams, Father. Apparently all curse breakers are very blunt, very honest, and happy when they survive. You should've seen what they found in the Chamber." Lucius grimaced. "A very ancient book of rituals."
"Has the board seen that?" he asked.
"I think only the bank has seen it to preserve it for scholarly reading over."
"Good. I'll look into that." Narcissa came back. "They found a book of ancient rites in the Chamber."
"Excellent. We can go read it at the bank." She smiled. "Your yearmate is very happy to be able to explain her idea and her father decided it was a good idea even if he didn't want his daughter thinking of such things."
"She needs to marry a second or third son of some lesser family so he'll take her name," Draco noted. "Unfortunately Weasley and Abbot are true mates."
"Well, there's always the other three younger ones," Lucius said dryly.
Draco had a thought hit his head. He looked up. "I do not want to know what Potter does in the shower, thank you," he called. It changed. He rolled his eyes and looked at his father. "He sent the wrong one. He's picking on Harry again." Lucius shuddered. "Did you know the crucio is demonic magic based?" His father spluttered. "Which explains why so many that have had it done to them and who cast it no longer can father children. Apparently it does taint the user."
"You were born after my first use," Lucius said dryly.
Draco pointed at his mother. "If I'm a stronger born sacrifice than she was....."
"It magnified what she had and went into you," Lucius sighed. "Interesting. Any other notes?"
"The Imperious was a healing spell for those who went insane or something. The death curse was ... he's saying a Viking invention and he should ask Anya?" She appeared, staring at him. "You're...."
"Anyanka." She smiled. "Sanda asked that I come explain something to you since I'm between calls?"
"The death curse. He said it was Viking in origin and I wanted to know if using it tainted the user," he told her.
She considered it then nodded. "It probably would, Draco. It was originally created for a Godly war to rend the other side's lesser, ungodly warriors. Basically against the Valkyries and the Warriors of Valhalla's halls." She stared at him. "The one who used it during a battle had it deflected back at him by Balfor I believe and it killed him."
"Then why did it turn the Dark Lord into a ghoul?" Draco asked.
She smirked. "The cursebreakers have that answer. They only have to try to destroy them. But that's a very good question, Draco. You are learning a lot from Sanda." She patted him on the head. "Never make me come to see your wife or mistress." She disappeared.
He shivered. "Maybe I'll go gay." His mother cleared her throat. "Anyanka, over Women Scorned, Mother."
She blinked at her husband. "I thought I recognized her."
"I let the others have her," Lucius complained. "That way you wouldn't have to call her on me, wife."
Draco looked at him. "You threw over Mother for a mistress?" He looked at his mother then at his father. "Are you blind? Or is she the sort that runs you over in bed, Father?" Narcissa squeaked and blushed, ducking her head but shaking it. "Sorry but Professor Williams told the boys in my year about girls while the girls were being talked to about womanly things and their futures. I learned a lot about what women like, need, and will hold you down to get." He poured himself more tea and sipped it. "I had no idea Potter read filthy magazines either but Anya came in to teach us what women liked and didn't like when Williams got tongue tied at one of Weasleys' questions. She was *quite* blunt. Much more blunt than a cursebreaker." He finished his tea and got more.
His mother got up and kissed him on the head for that compliment to her beauty and prowess in bed then went to her room to blush in private.
His father waited until they were alone. "I've never had a woman beg for anything, son. Most women do not."
Anya reappeared and sat down to correct that oversight. Then his wife would be happy and less uptight. He could tell others so their wives were getting the good stuff. Draco listened and ate during it, even though a few times Lucius wasn't sure *he* was old enough to hear some of that information.
"I asked Weasley. He said some people can charm those things to vibrate," Draco chirped with a smile. "For the witches who need it." His father swatted him. Anya beamed and went into an in-depth use of vibrators for him. Draco managed to eat half the cake before his father realized and sent him to bed. He and Anya stayed up comparing torture methods. She was.... incredibly scary and it was exciting. He learned a lot from her.
***
Hannah showed up on Draco's door. "You called?" she asked dryly.
"My mother needed a suggestion on where to shop."
"I'm heading there to find something nice myself." She beamed and took Narcissa with her. Narcissa was blushing but the lingerie shop was very nice. Very eye opening for Narcissa. And Hannah. She had no idea girls had things like this. Especially not the bras that even Rodney would've called feats of structural engineering prowess. She handed Narcissa something and pointed at the changing room. Narcissa went to look at herself in the mirror. Hannah picked out her first few bras and paid for them. Narcissa came out and paid for hers as well. Then they dropped Narcissa off at her favorite dress shop so Hannah could go home. She ran into an ambush of her father and uncle. She stared at them. "Mum said I should go bra shopping."
"I agree," he told her. "We need to talk about your future spouse, Daughter."
"I'm marrying Ron Weasley, Father." He laughed. She stared at him then did something that no student could do. He gaped in horror. Her brother was stunned. She called the scroll to her and looked at it before handing it over. He read and swallowed. She smiled. "Ron's my actual mate," she said quietly. "Which is why you've probably gotten rumors of us hanging around with him and Harry."
Her father carefully rerolled it. "So...." he started then stared at her. "I see."
She nodded. "I was called into this life to encourage others to have hope and to find the joy in things." She smiled. "To encourage them to find life."
"Why?"
"Because Dumbledore screwed the pooch when he did something to Harry as a baby. It let in those spirits that keep attacking people. Also, there was going to be another war." Her father moaned and sat on the stairs, staring at her. "There won't be now. We agreed on that."
"Just you two?" he asked quietly.
"Luna." She smiled. "She was actually pretty tough in her last life. This time, the spot visions are ruining her mind." She shrugged. "Anyway." She beamed. "So I'm here to encourage happiness, encourage people to refind a reason to live life, Father. Me and my true mate."
"How...." He licked his lips. "How long have you known?"
"Since I volunteered. Whatever Dumbledore did changed things. This isn't the normal way things happen. Usually no one would know but the myth prophecy would show up suddenly and people would start to wonder." She sat down across from him. "In fact, there's a few of us right now because of the way Dumbledore messed up. Usually it'd only take one. Then I'd meet my mate somewhere when we were older so we could get back together. Or so I'm told. This is only my second assignment. I volunteered a few lives ago."
He nodded. "We were hoping you'd marry a lesser noble to raise the family up."
She patted him on the hand. "I have a sister."
"Is she?" Hannah shook her head with a smile. "Then that's wonderful." He stared at her. "What about when you're older?"
"I'll live my life like any other witch but at the same time I'll pick a life that will encourage others to find happiness. I was thinking a marriage counselor or something. The wizarding world could use one."
Her father nodded. "If you mean someone wives could go complain to? Yes."
"Actually, it could be for both husband and wife to talk their problems out with. To help them settle arguments and the like."
"Interesting idea." He considered his daughter. "What about before then?"
"I was born into this family because they thought it was a good place to help from. That's one reason I'm a Hufflepuff." She smiled. "Though my dickhead mate is too busy playing pranks right now. He's enjoying this growing up thing." She shrugged. "I'm waiting on him to grow up too."
"It could be years since he's a Weasley," he pointed out.
"I know. Though he is a fighter. So he's got that strength underneath the goofy, prank playing, flying exterior." Her father smirked for a minute. "I'm still your daughter. I was born into this family, Father. Even if I am a recycled soul."
"Good point." He patted her on the knee. "What did you buy?"
"Things to make Ron's mouth go dry and him to stare in awe long enough to quit eating." She smirked. "I swear he's a pig right now."
"All boys go through that." He stared at her. "Your grades?"
"It's my first magical life," she said quietly. "My last one I was American and in the military."
"Oh." He nodded once. "That's interesting to know." He stared at her. "How does that change anything else?"
"Not a bit." She smiled. "I'm still your daughter by birth. They just decided I'd be born a bit recycled."
"That's fine. I'll set it up with your sister." He stood up. "I don't want to see anything happen before you've graduated. He may not come over for more than teas. You will act like a good girl."
"I'm not really looking forward to that stuff, Father." He snorted. "I was a guy before. Both lives." He shuddered. "Yeah. So let's not even consider that I'd have that thought before I'm very ancient. Too ancient to give you grandchildren."
He patted her on the head. "I like that idea best, Hannah. Anything else I should know?"
She held up her allowance bag. "I only spent half of it."
"Then you did better than your mother had hoped." He unfroze his son and they went to the office to make plans for the second daughter. That one had a higher calling, like being a religious sort. That's how he'd think about it. She was still his first daughter.
Hannah sighed and took her bag upstairs to put into her trunk and change into one. She had to get used to wearing a bra. She didn't like it, but she'd have to try. She grimaced. "How do women not mind this?" she muttered. She spotted Hedwig waiting and let her in, taking the note. "Thanks, Hedwig." She petted her and let her fly off. She looked at the note from Hermione. She was complaining about bras too. Luna too. So apparently all of them could get used to it. She sent an owl to Tonks. Sam had to go through the same thing so maybe she had ideas.
"At least it's not a corset," she decided. She would've started Women's Liberation in the wizarding world so she could burn corsets if she had to wear one.
***
Harry looked at the pouty girls and sighed. "First, underwire hurts," he said quietly, making McGonagall flinch. It was the holidays and almost no one had stayed outside of them. "Secondly, did you get them fitted?" They pouted but nodded. "Then wear something without underwire. Neither of you need structural support features." They blushed and ducked down. "Thirdly, thank everything it's not a Victorian corset." Hermione shuddered. Luna whimpered. He grinned. "Really." They nodded. "Also, sit up straight. It'll help where they dig into your ribs." They sat up and sighed, eating dinner.
McGonagall cleared her throat. It was just them at dinner that night. Snape had already eaten and left. "Do you ladies need some girl questions answered?"
"I hate bras," Hermione told her. "I truly hate bras." McGonagall laughed and nodded. "They hurt, they don't feel good. It's too tight."
Luna nodded. "The wires poke me in the wrong spot. The lady said they were supposed to be comfortable."
"Underwire is not ever meant to be comfortable," Harry said. "It's for support. Like bridge wires are." They both snorted. "Hey, feel lucky neither of you are larger like some of the girls are. If you were as well built as Sissy Sensals, you'd be in more pain."
"How that girl does it I'm not sure," McGonagall admitted. "There is the corset option. They're not that bad and they do firm up your waist as well."
Hermione looked at her. "No. Thank you anyway. I don't think I could stand that."
"Some of the strapless ones are like that," Harry told her. They all looked at him. "Remember me talking about B and W?" They nodded. "And how they shopped and dragged me with them to be their approval committee?" Hermione shuddered. Luna whimpered. "Exactly. If it's not comfortable, take them back and get something more comfortable."
Luna nodded. "I can do that." Hermione nodded. They finished up and got their bags, plus the receipts, taking them back to the store. McGonagall watched them aparate with awe but they'd handle that later. She looked at the saleswoman. "They lied and said they were comfortable."
She smiled. "Not all bras are comfortable, ladies. Let's see what you bought." She looked them over and got them something else. That helped and they both sighed in pleasure as they got out of the fancy torture devices. They couldn't exchange those but every woman needed a bra that made her look like the Alps sometime, even young ones. They went back to school feeling better. It was so cute! She loved the first time bra buyers!
***
Draco looked up, grimacing. "I'm only old enough to appreciate the effect. I'm not old enough to need to know how they pick them, Sanda," he muttered. He flipped over and tried to go back to sleep. Apparently Sanda didn't understand women's clothes either. "Go ask my mother."
Sanda floated in there, finding her brushing her hair. He pulled up some energy to appear in her mirror, making the brush pause. "Why do women wear such things as bras?"
She blinked at him. "Because men appreciate the effect and to cover up that time and gravity has taken hold of our bodies. Are you teaching Draco about those?"
"A few of the girls in the group had to buy some and they are confusing."
"They probably are to them as well. I'm assuming you're Sanda?" He smiled and nodded. "What did your women wear?" He created a picture of some of the villages he had been in. "Men don't like women who look like they're saggy," she told him.
"Back then either but it meant they were good mothers." He grimaced. "It's still strange."
She nodded. "Yes they can be. But necessary if a young woman wants to keep a man's interest." She put down her brush. "Then again, married women wear them so our husbands retain interest."
"In my people, husbands were interested or the wives chopped them up."
She smiled. "I nearly have. He learned quickly but now and then something nice or sensual would draw his attention back where it belongs."
Sanda just nodded. "I still don't understand."
"Then go ask one of the young ladies."
"Then I'd have to borrow your son and it seems like you don't like me doing that."
"Should my son get hurt because of you or something you show him, I will make sure that your afterlife is very...uncomfortable." He grinned and disappeared. She took off her dressing robe and strolled down to Lucius' office. He was reading and didn't look up when she cleared her throat. She rolled her eyes and walked off.
Draco walked past her on his way to the kitchen. "Mother, go in there and sit in his lap if you want his attention. You know how he is when he reads."
She pinched him on the cheek. "Thank you, my son." She strolled back in there. Lucius glanced up then dropped his book and stared at her, mouth slightly open. She smiled. "Like it? Miss Abbot helped me find it."
He nodded once. "Quite a lot, Narcissa."
She smirked. "Good." She strolled off. "Perhaps the ...devices in my bedside drawer will as well."
He put his book on the desk and blew out the lantern before following her. "I don't believe you need those." He heard his son snicker. "Go to bed, Draco."
"I'm just getting a few cookies," he called. He waited until he heard their suite's door slam shut. "And avoiding any noise." The house elves stared at him. "Mother and Father should have breakfast in bed tomorrow." They nodded. "Something romantic and easy to feed to each other if they wish." He sipped his milk, going up there once he realized they did have a silencing spell up. That was very kind of them. He did not want to hear his parents having sex. Even if Sanda was showing him images of him and his past wives, and the few times he had regenerated into a girl. That was weird. No wonder all the women in Potter's harem were weird.
***
Lucius woke up when a house elf came near him, scowling at it. "What?" he snarled.
"Son said to give you breakfast up here." He held up the tray. "Nice things but not too messy." He took it and the house elf came back with a pot of tea and two cups, putting them on the other side of the bed. Then he disappeared again. He watched in awe as the heir locked them in there then walked off smirking.
Lucius felt the spell. "I'll get that spirit yet." Narcissa hummed, stretching as she woke up. "Our son decided we needed breakfast in bed."
She smiled. "He was always a very thoughtful son." She sat up and pulled back on the nightgown since he had liked it on her more than her naked. She knew she was a middle aged witch now. No matter how well her body was sculpted it still showed its age in places. She took the tray and opened the covers, smiling. "That's very thoughtful of them." She fed him a bite, making him less grumpy. She got them some tea as well and they settled in to eat and talk about Draco. They eventually moved to the small table in there. It was easier and they didn't have to worry about spilling tea on the bed.
***
Lucius looked at his son on Sunday night, when they had finally gotten free. "Son, tell me about the girls in that group?"
"Hermione 'know it all' Granger, the Lovegood heiress, and Abbot-future-Weasley?" he said dryly. "Why?"
Lucius considered it. "Abbot is from a good family."
"She and Weasley are true mates."
"Oh." He watched his son sip his tea. "What about Lovegood?"
"Father..." He sighed. "No. Beyond the fact that her last life was as a male so she's very confused about womanly things, I could not put up with her father. Nor her spot visions that apparently send her into a slight case of madness that only her guardian angel can cure. I believe there may be some true mating going on there as well, or was in that other realm. As for Hermione 'know it all' Granger? She's going to university, possibly a muggle one, to work as either a surgeon or back into the scientific fields." Lucius shuddered. "Apparently in her last life she was some sort of engineering genius for space ships and the like."
Lucius sighed. "I'm worried that you'll never find a good wife with that extra spirit."
"Sanda was married about every single life of his, Father. I've heard much too much about his former wives while he was trying to figure out the problems that the girls in the group have."
Lucius nodded. "Your mother said he asked about female undergarments."
Draco nodded. "That's still confusing him."
"It does me as well." He sipped his own tea. "Why did your mother buy that?"
"To gain your interest again?" Draco guessed. "Even if your marriage was arranged, she does want the husbandly interest now and then, Father. Sanda said it's a lot more fun when you're not thinking about conception. Which is a horrible thought," he complained at the ceiling. "I don't care if that's why Weasley's mother had so many children."
Lucius snickered. "Me either." He sighed as he drank some more. "Is there anyone you are interested in?"
Draco looked at him. "You know I'm only a second year, correct?"
Lucius nodded. "We had the list narrowed down by the holidays that year to Narcissa or two others. It was decided my next year."
Draco shook his head. "I'd rather not, Father. Or if I must, I'd rather have a woman from somewhere else. That way we get new blood and all. Like the great Weasley family reunion coming up, there's not many we're not related to."
"Good point." He considered it. "Greek witches are said to be pretty and have fiery souls. Italian ones as well. German witches are said to be sturdy but I'm not sure what they meant by that." He shook his head quickly. "Maybe a Turkish wife? Some of them are said to be very modest and quiet."
"I'd rather have one that stimulated me for more than an heir making session." He finished his tea and his sandwich. "Someone who wanted to talk to me, read with me, travel with me maybe?" Lucius nodded slowly at that. "Someone who was there for more than the money and the name?"
"That may be possible but I'm not sure, son."
"Well, at least we can ask them. Go through a solicitor or something."
"That could be, yes." He considered it. "It would be nice if there was someone closer who would understand."
"Unless I take in Potter...." Lucius looked horrified. Draco smirked. "Not much there, Father. Bill Weasley perhaps."
"I'd hate to curse you for either of those choices." Draco smirked. "I did read those books."
"Harry still wants the tournament so Bill meets her. And hopefully we'll manage to save Cedric since the Dark Lord won't be rising here."
"You read...."
"Granger got me a copy when I started to work against one of their ideas that I deemed stupid." A house elf popped in with cookies and a glass of milk. He nodded at it so it disappeared. "Though I'm still going to beat Weasley for getting me into that situation to catch Pettigrew."
"How?" Lucius asked.
"I'll not share that since you're eating," he said dryly.
"I heard... Oh, yes I did hear," he admitted then shuddered. "I was absent for both trials."
"McGonagall made a joke about them sharing a cell so they could be more friendly."
Lucius swatted him. "That would be bordering on an evil thought. You...."
"Weasley set it up when the student blackmailed a first year in his house. Then he told me to watch him. Which is why I bound them right after Pettigrew changed."
"Good! Salazar would've killed them for that."
"I nearly killed them for that," Draco admitted. He ate a cookie and drank some of his milk. He frowned. "Why would I dunk them?"
"It softens them," Lucius said dryly. "I've seen children do it in the past with those cookies with the frosting in the center."
"Oh, interesting." He tried it then nodded but went back to his usual way. He looked up then at his father. "Sanda said I should be married off like a true warrior mage at sixteen so I can make a lot of little warrior mages."
Lucius smirked. "You're allowed up to three heirs, Draco."
Draco snorted. "Sanda said one of his lives had four wives, a husband, and twenty-three kids." Lucius whimpered. "Apparently they really needed more warrior mages."
"Apparently. You may not breed like a Weasley."
"Thank you!" he said, beaming at his father. "And please don't find Ginerva Weasley acceptable?"
"She is a pureblood but no. I would not do that, my son. Any more than I would sully us with Hermione Granger's blood being mixed in." His son handed him one of his cookies, earning a smile. "Your mother and I will start looking at young women slightly younger than you from those areas after you're back in school." He walked off eating the cookie.
"I don't need a harem," Draco complained. "Women today don't allow that, Sanda."
Lucius shook his head. "No they do not. Your mother nearly killed my mistress more than once." He walked into the study. "Our son has requested that we look overseas, perhaps in the Mediterranean region so there is no relationship to them."
"That would be good for the bloodline and they're usually pretty girls," she agreed. "I can start looking that way. I have a school friend who married into a wealthy Libyan household." She got back to her reading. "Any other requests?"
"That she not be after the name and the family money."
"Many families that way are more wealthy," she said dryly. "Perhaps one of them would like to get some legitimate English contacts."
"Sanda said he would destroy anyone who wanted the Dark Lord's phone number, whatever that is," Draco said as he walked past the room. "Oh! Okay, I get that. You know, I know there's scarier out there. I personally think it's Potter in a rage." He looked at his father. "See if you can find him one too? He's looking for his true mate. It might make him calm down. Before the curse breakers find another hidden chamber full of evil things." He beamed as he walked off.
"What did he find?" Lucius called.
"I have no idea but Sanda started to hiss that it was evil and of course he found it. He's just like that!" He went up to his room and slammed the door.
Lucius shared a look with his wife. "Let me go as the head of the Hogwarts Board," he decided, going to change and head to the school. He came out into absolute silence. It wasn't late enough for everyone to be in their houses. He heard a quiet bell tolling and groaned. "Damn it." He went to be nosy. The headmistress stopped him. "I am the head of the board, Temporary Headmistress."
"They found it when a student stumbled into the room because it's made with a key for her family's blood." Lucius shuddered. "And promptly nearly died. If you could find it, I would dearly love to know which headmaster before me put these things here. I know I'm not the only one either."
"If I find it was Dumbledore, he's staying in the hospital," he sneered.
"We sent him back when he managed to escape."
"Good!" He saw Professor Williams walking their way helping carry a stretcher. "Should I summon aurors?"
Williams nodded. "Could be," he said, handing the student's limp form to the waiting hospital people. "It was set to her blood. She fell into a pile of cursed things. I'm going to strangle whoever put them here." The hospital people nodded and took her off. He looked at Lucius. "May I have your son for a few minutes so I can have Sanda? I can't break one for the life of me and Potter's off... snorkeling or something. No one's sure where he apparated off to tonight."
"I'll summon them both." He turned and found Harry had appeared with Draco. "How...."
"About an hour from now I came back to find the problem. Hermione still has her time turner." He grinned. "I can't go back any farther to help her and I'm not sure why it didn't summon the last time we tried."
"Good idea," Williams said, walking them both off. He showed them the pile. And it was a pile of shiny gold things.
Harry squatted down to look at something. "Cursed in Greece. Looks like Midas' people cursed it."
Williams huffed. "Thank you."
Sanda looked. "A few things are from earlier." He walked over to one and picked it up, making it wail and scream. Williams covered his ears.
"Stop. It," Harry ordered. It stopped. He manifested his power. The rest of the artifacts wailed. "Out! Now!" Any spirits fled. The few bad demons that they contained he killed on the way out.
Draco looked at him. "Weren't you going to give that back?"
"Sometime." He smirked. "D'Hoffryn's still threatening me with a harem of women like Anya."
"Understood," Draco decided. He put things down. "They're still cursed but not possessed and not demonic anymore," he called. "Except for whatever's in the hidden doorway." He opened it and they both stared. Harry manifested a sword and Sanda took it from him. "You can't kill it."
"It's a mini, portable hellmouth."
"Which is why you can't kill it and I'd hate to see what would happen if you accidentally opened it, oh great Hellmouth Child," Sanda said sarcastically.
"Hermione!" Harry yelled, bringing her running when it reached her ear by magic. He pointed. "Portable hellmouth to play with?"
"Wonderful!" she said happily, taking it out to look over. "I need a capturing box." She found one and uncursed it then stuck the portable hellmouth's jar inside. "Thank you, I needed something new to fuss with." She walked off.
Professor Williams snatched it. "In my office only, Miss Granger." She huffed. He glared. She stomped off. "You can come play with it tomorrow."
Draco shook off his helper, looking at Harry. "You lived on a hellmouth?"
"And hunted beside a slayer," he said dryly. "Helped stop an ascension that life, helped stop the First Evil and Glorificus..... Yeah, born and bred in that life actually. I still carry that taint."
Draco looked at his father, looking very confused. Lucius looked at him. "Can't we weed that out, Potter?"
"Nope." He beamed. "It's been three lives now." He walked off. "Hermione tried *really* hard the next life I had because it screwed up something on Atlantis very badly when I had the flu."
Lucius nodded once, then walked his son off. "Would you like to change schools to Drumstrang?" he asked as they walked.
Draco looked at him. "Sanda would still find me, Father."
"Yes but you'd be away from Potter. I'm not fully certain he'll end up sane."
"He plans on playing quidditch this life." He beamed.
Lucius nodded. "Good!"
The curse breakers all nodded. They liked that for Harry's future too! Less work for them.
Bill strolled up. "Hey, guys, did I miss something while I was letting my mam feed me to death?" he asked, smiling.
"Oh, just the usual," one of the others said dryly. "Potter and Malfoy handled a whole room of cursed stuff that nearly killed a student."
"Ah." He nodded then shot something at Potter's back. Harry drifted off. "That solves that. Boy clearly needs more rest." Williams laughed but clapped him on the shoulder. "Before mam sets him up with a wife to cure his funny mental problems."
"I don't think even Lovegood could do that," one of the others joked.
"She said once she changed his diapers so it can't happen," Bill said with a grin. "Not sure *how*."
"Me either," the others decided. They took artifacts to clean up, box up, and then hand to the bank. They still hadn't gotten the full school scanned. They had barely gotten the areas around the classrooms. There were whole towers and floors that hadn't been touched in ages. Outside maybe by Dumbledore. Or Fluffy. They had found that cerebus in the strangest places.
***
Hannah smiled at her father's shocked look on Christmas morning. "Not a good outfit?"
"It's very nice looking, Hannah." He blinked a few times. "You look very...mature."
"I know and it sucks badly." Her father stared. She shrugged. "It does!" She sat down. "Beyond that, it itches." Her mother patted her on the shoulder. She mentally tallied up her presents. Her parents hadn't gotten her anything. So they were reacting badly to the news. Still. But that was fine. She had gotten them something. She'd have to write Harry after their lunch to see if he had any idea how she could undo the harm she had done. This first life outside the usual stuff he was used to was not going his way.
***
Harry smiled at the goblin coming up to talk to McGonagall. "Good morning," he said in Goblin. The goblin stared at him. He smiled and let some power flash.
"How are you in this school?" He blinked at the obvious scar. "That's not possible."
Harry handed him the memory crystal. The goblin sent it to his guards, who read it and sent back a report. "I see. You also have business?"
"I was going to ask for an appointment actually."
"Agreed," he decided. He nodded. "Next week?"
"Whenever's good for you, Master Goblin."
"I'll send notice." He walked around the boy and to the office. He bowed to the headmistress, who was good in her dealings with the bank. "You wished to negotiate further services?" He put his briefcase on the other chair then sat down.
"We are finding a great many things that should never been put into this school full of children." She considered her next words. "We aren't really looking toward paying fees to see them safely locked up."
The goblin nodded. "It already fills a good sized vault with the curse breakers' own things."
She smiled. "Can we work out a deal on how to get rid of the things that aren't too dangerous? Nothing that could hurt a new owner or humanity?"
He nodded. "There's been a few of those. Some ancient and some not."
"I would give the scholarly sort a way to study the rest. Perhaps in a museum?"
"I know of one that would like that," he admitted. He felt the power and heard a scream, wincing. "Why do you have a demonic higher lord here as a student?"
She stared at him. "I don't know. Which one was it?"
"It appeared to be Mr. Potter."
She rang a bell and a house elf popped in. "Get me Mr. Potter immediately, and if that was him making someone scream it had better have been a prank."
"New spirit," the house elf said, looking down. "Not like the others. This one was trying to take a student."
"Tell him I'd like a report. Immediately." The house elf popped off to do that. She looked at the goblin. "Are you certain?" He nodded. "Hmm." Harry knocked then walked in. "What was that?"
"That was Miss Sivela's offering mark being called in. The scream was me taking the mark off her before the demon could finish trapping her as his new toy."
"All right," she said. "Why are you reading as a demonic power, Mr. Potter?"
"Because if you summon them three times and they don't come you can do that, Professor."
"It would've had to been a very powerful demon in your case," the goblin said.
Harry beamed. "You don't know." The goblin shook his head. Harry looked at the shelves and found the book he wanted, finding the section and handing over the journal. The goblin read slowly, staring at him afterwards. He grinned. "He should not have done that. Especially since it broke Merlin's Shield."
"Oh, dear."
"And with where he put me," Harry added.
"No wonder he's in the hospital."
Harry grinned and nodded. "Definitely. I plan on giving it back sometime soon. Ron's nagging and if he doesn't quit nagging I'm going to give him a temporary job." He beamed. "Right now I'm fixing things so the girls like Hallie and Anya have an easier time finding those who *truly* need them versus just everyone calling. They all said it was necessary and are helping me with that. Plus I'm enforcing a few treaties that got broken but D'Hoffryn thought were too sensitive to deal with. Frankly, they don't want me to do what I did last time." He looked up then at him. "Sanda said something about an account in Safra's bank and the Tower's underground? I have no idea. I was learning how to fight and pretty young then."
The goblin sent that message through the portal in his briefcase. He nodded once. "Prove you're who you are."
Harry repeated his true name. All of it. Then the next ten names he went by. The goblin held up a hand to stop him. "If you want I can explain how the portal in town works."
"No, I believe you. Why do you radiate other energy, Mr. Potter?"
"I was on a hellmouth a few lives ago. Born and bred there."
"I see."
"Then I went from fighting beside the slayer there to saving Atlantis." He grinned. "There."
The goblin stared then nodded. "There is an account for Redemption Children."
"Cool! Will it cover things like tuition for the ones that need it and housing for the summer?"
"You're too young," McGonagall stated.
"I can ask someone to fill in," Harry offered. "We were thinking about traveling anyway."
"You'd probably be better off with security," she said dryly.
"Sure, we'll take Tonks," he said with a grin. She gaped. He let her read the journal entry. She shuddered at the end. "We have *got* to find that shield and have it reset. And I have to keep my powers until then because Sanda's still in ghost form and neither Draco's or my present live's bodies can channel that much energy."
The goblin cleared his throat. "I know where it is. It's written in our histories. Goblin children visit it yearly. As a matter of fact, some just went but nothing was noted about it being broken."
"We've had about fifty ascended beings showing up to cause harm," Harry said. "Thankfully, Hermione was Rodney McKay in her last few lives."
The goblin tipped his head to the side. "That is very weird."
"We were about two realms to the left."
"That explains much." He nodded. "It's near Stonehenge. At the Hidden Castle."
Harry nodded. "We'll port there tomorrow to check it out."
"Thank you." The goblin smiled. "I will arrange for the other Redemption Children to know of what they can and cannot do with that vault." Harry wrote down a list and handed it over with a grin. "Why?" the goblin asked, staring at it. Harry pointed at the journal. "Then he truly will not be coming out of that bed he is in. Before he destroys the rest of us claiming he's doing things for the Greater Good."
McGonagall nodded. "I can agree with that."
"Can we keep Fudge there too?" Harry asked the goblin. "Really?"
"We'll see." The goblin smirked and Harry hugged him before walking off. The goblin looked at her. "That is very interesting business and the Elders will want to know. As well as any proposal we can work out between us to help fund some renovations in the school."
She smiled. "We'd dearly love that. We have whole parts of the castle we can't get into. The curse breaking team has been working every day and still hasn't managed to get into most of it. We only use a third of the castle."
"I've talked with them. They've asked for some help. How is the Peace Child around?"
"He keeps possessing Mr. Malfoy."
"Ah. His father must be pleased."
"That's not what I'd call Lucius most of the time," she said dryly. The goblin laughed and nodded she was right. They got down to business about how to auction things off and how much went to each entity, plus where to store the other things in a museum so others could study it.
***
The trio of Ron, Hermione, and Harry landed and Ron started to shiver. "I thought it was cold up in Scotland." He wrapped his arms around himself under his cloak. "Where's this Hidden Castle thingy, Harry?"
"Have I mentioned you sound like a British version of Buffy sometimes?" Harry joked, scanning around them magically. He found it and it wasn't going to become noticeable. "Hermione?" He pointed. They hiked that way, her taking readings with the scanner she had managed to make for herself.
"Definitely Ancient technology, not magic," she said. She found the access code and got them into the courtyard. Which was warm, sunny, and there wasn't a bit of snow. She stared at Ron, who was giving some of the plants a strange look. "That's the thing that nearly bit you."
"I'm not staring at it. I'm staring at the blue bug on it."
Hermione looked then killed it. "Iratus. Wonderful. Be careful," she ordered. She took point since she could get them in. "Harry, shields," she ordered.
He pushed the demonic magic back and let his natural magic from his first life flow up. The castle tried to keep him out even harder. He touched it. "The Ascended are harming humanity," he told the castle.
Ron stepped forward and got them inside. He was still an ATA carrier here. They found the throne room/special chair to handle functions. Ron sat down and got comfortable, closing his eyes. He interfaced with it. The AI was startled but he showed her pictures of his last two lives and she settled down. He explained it and they got directions. She did ease up on Harry for now once he had explained it. The Ancients had hated him and Sanda. Ron got up and looked at Harry. "They knew you two."
"Figures they watched us struggle a few times. The arrogant pricks could've stepped in. We would've loved it." Ron nodded and led them to where it was. They were wrong on both parts of the bet. It was partially magical and partially technical. Hermione could help with that. Ron took one side. She took the other. Harry siphoned power into them. The simple obelisk glowed and then went dull. Hermione panted, shaking her head. "I can't reinitialize it."
Ron nodded, holding his side. "Me either." Harry helped him with the stitch in his side.
"Okay then we do this the Ancient way," Harry said. He stripped down to his pants and underwear, shivering a bit in the breeze that was being let in. He concentrated, pulling up the old rites he knew. He summoned a bowl and a knife, cutting his arm to let it drip down into the bowl. He was handed a brush by Ron and painted symbols around it. He found some scratched in but they weren't the same thing. He moved counter-clockwise then did a row of them clockwise but twisted thirty-three degrees off the original set.
He got more blood from his chest and painted runes on the obelisk itself. Then on his body. He gathered all the powers he had, from the hellmouth taint to the demonic to the original powers. He was a warrior mage, not just a warrior. He had taken the time to study when he kept living life after life as a warrior mage. He knew things Sanda hadn't ever learned. And now it was time to use that.
He called everything to him, including the demonic magics the old Courts held sway over. Then he walked the circles muttering the incantations. The obelisk started to glow on one side. Ron and Hermione got out of his way. Another round and another side glowed. Harry was getting louder and louder, and starting to glow himself. On the last circuit the last side didn't glow but the tip started to glow. Harry stepped into the ring of runes and went back to it.
Finally the last side glowed. Then the blood symbols burned a short, intense burn. It carved them onto the obelisk and the ground. They heard something screech and grind but Harry wasn't paying attention. He changed his chant, going into the other half of the spell. That was more dangerous. The obelisk was built by Ancients, who hated his kind. Or demons. He could feel the air change as something tried to form around the obelisk and him. He shattered it with a blow and went back to it.
His back went onto the obelisk as he chanted, studying the attempt to drop a static plate around them. He broke it and Hermione finished destroying it. Harry finished up and the whole obelisk groaned, shifting some. It also burned Harry's back but it restarted. All the Ancient tech started as well.
Ron thought it back into standby mode.
Hermione waited for a few heartbeats to make sure it was safe. Then they moved Harry away from the obelisk. His back was a mess. The runes on his chest had caused thin, weak scars. She pulled out the medical pack she had brought to help him.
The castle's AI appeared, bowing to them. "That was very good work, children. We have a medical bay if that would help that one."
"Please," Hermione said. They got him in there, Ron coming back for the shed clothes. Hermione used the scanners to read his health, fixing a few things. Including the new blood pressure problem and the taint it read. She patted Harry hard on the head. "Let it go back, Harry. Before it kills you."
He stared at her. "I will when it's fixed."
"If you don't, you can die."
He shrugged. "I'll be fine."
"Not necessarily." He nodded. She shook her head. "It reads us as a redemption child and not you."
He grinned. "They never have, Hermione." She gaped. "What does it say?"
"Sithra."
"Warrior mage," he translated.
"We know he is one," the AI assured her. "Why he has that taint...."
"It's the stupid hellmouth taint," Ron realized. They got that weeded out again. It helped a lot. Hermione could heal him now with the hand unit. Another unit came out to help them.
D'Hoffryn appeared, looking at Xander. "Fine, you were right. I'm very proud that you haven't killed us all, Harris."
Harry grinned. "Are the treaties fixed?"
"All but three things." He made a list for him to see.
Harry pointed. "We need that one. Hannah's family is looking at her like she's a real demon."
D'Hoffryn nodded. He went to fix those three things. Including adding to the orders for the goblins. He came back. "It's fixed." He let him see the forms. Harry nodded. "Then we'll go to the temple?"
"What?" Hermione demanded.
"He has to hand it back and appoint me at the temple." The demon looked at her. "We can do that within minutes then come back here." She and Ron shared a look then nodded. He took them with Harry's powers. Well, his powers again soon. They appeared in Celedin, Harry patting Sanda's temple's wall. His appeared and he patted it as well. Harry fixed them both and the mystical fountain in the center of town. It was his fault it was broken. His and Sanda's last fight. He and D'Hoffryn looked at the portal. He looked back at his two younger children. "Mortals cannot pass."
"We're not mortal," Ron quipped.
"Not like things like this aren't usual to us," she agreed. She shifted her pack. "Though I want to dig through the closets in both temples later." Sanda's laughter echoed out of his temple. Harry grinned at it then took their hands to lead them through. She and Ron shivered. "What?"
"Only Old Ones can pass through," Harry told her quietly. They found themselves in a dead city's gardens. He led them to the temple. It was halfway across the city but it was on top of a large foundation and a lot of stairs. They got a good look at the city.
"Then how..." Ron asked. "When they tainted you." Harry grinned and nodded.
"That's why the Ancient Courts hated this idea. He and Sanda were infused with essence of two of the Greater Ancients. Things that the Courts of the time couldn't even claim," D'Hoffryn said. "Ones from my time and before my time."
"We started the whole pyramid shape thing too," Harry admitted. "They took it from us and the gou'ald took it from them." He opened the temple and walked in. The spirits in there gasped. "Shut up," he called. "At least this time I didn't destroy all the demons." The spirits fled. Harry walked up to the altar. He took a deep breath and then went into the prayer and spell to change it over. He finished and looked at D'Hoffryn. "You are hereby appointed to the duty and responsibility of head of the Vengeance demons and Redemption Children," he noted. A thunderclap went off. He shared blood with him and then collapsed.
D'Hoffryn smirked but took them back to the old castle. "No one will ever be able to summon one of you like that again, Harris. I've already made sure that knowledge is forbidden here and every other realm." He disappeared.
Hermione scanned him again. "Exhaustion."
"Two really hard and powerful spells," Ron noted. She nodded. He stiffened, hearing someone in the castle. It was a human footstep. They shared a look and she handed over weapons. They moved out of sight, leaving Harry there as bait. He'd encourage it. He was like that. The man that paused in the doorway made her freeze but Ron still zat'd him. "Hey," he said with a grin. She swatted at him. He smirked. "Interesting." They frisked him, finding his wand. "Very interesting."
"Well, different realms," she sighed. They moved his things to a bed and went back to fussing over Harry while they waited for this realm's Rodney McKay to wake up.
He blinked a few times then sat up, staring at the children. "You're not children."
"We are," Ron said with a smartass grin. "Just not normal children." He held up his wand. "What is an astrophysicist and engineer doing here?"
"Too many Ancients have shown up in one area. I came looking for tech that was broken." He snatched his own wand, staring at her. For some reason she felt familiar. Which led to one logical, fantastic conclusion. "How did I do that?"
She grinned. "I'm not from here originally. Though it's interesting I'm a wizard here." Rodney gaped. She smirked and crossed her arms over her chest just like he did. He scowled and did it back. "Did you get that letter I sent for O'Neill?"
"I did but I don't know him."
"Yet," she corrected. He gaped. She nodded. "There's big things in your future. Just you wait, Rodney."
"Hmm. How would you know?"
"Because we helped save Atlantis?" Ron guessed. He scratched the back of his neck. "In two different lives?"
Rodney gaped at him. "Then it's real." Both kids smirked and nodded. "What are you?"
"Redemption for those who need it," she said dryly.
He considered it. "I saw that myth once."
"I volunteered. It seemed nicer than being bored in an afterlife of my own making."
He just nodded. "True." He looked at the other one. "Even I recognize him. What happened?" Ron told him. She filled in more details he'd want. He considered it then nodded. "I'm a warding specialist. If she can get into the wards, there's a maintenance and a reveal one. There almost always is with wards of that age."
Ron smiled. "We'll let her know. So how did you find the castle?"
"And can you help me with something I'm still working on?" she asked. "I need another great mind and while the redhead menace might've once had a math degree he's letting his brain rot this life."
"It's been seven thousand lives for me. I deserve a vacation to just play quidditch and drink butterbeers," Ron complained. "Harry does too!"
"Harry needs a nap," Harry muttered.
Hermione smiled at her self from this realm. "I'm working on how to recharge electronic things within the wards without bothering them."
He nodded. "I figured that out a few years ago. What else did you work on?"
"ZedPM power sources," she said smugly. She showed him something. He moaned and took it to examine. They shared a bit of information. He knew she couldn't tell him everything but she could give hints and roadsigns. Plus she could be a penpal if he needed one. At least she'd understand when he was frustrated with mundanes.
Ron looked at the geek meeting. "Don't encourage her to start the civil liberties revolution in the wizarding world for a few more years?" he asked.
Rodney looked at her. "Good luck if you do. I'd almost like to see them go into hippie times." She snickered. "Science when you're done?"
"I'm torn between that and prosthetics. I didn't want to run into you."
"Yes, it can cause problems but you'll be terribly bored without engineering."
"True," she agreed. "I was going to tinker in the garage. I had to explain airplanes and space shuttles."
He nodded. "That's why I'm glad I went in Canada. It's much more modern." By the time they were done, Harry was almost awake. The castle had recharged everything and she had gotten the forming lab that it had to make her a few things. Plus she brought the things she couldn't make with her. Rodney set a monitor on the shield and then went home. He had to get himself ready for the great things that would come some day soon.
Harry blinked awake, looking at his friends. "How long was I out?"
Ron grinned. "I was about to roast you for dinner, Harry." Harry moaned, shaking his head as he sat up. He winced and hissed. His back was mostly healed but it still had a lot of deep tissue bruises.
"Let's get back to the school," Hermione said. "Before someone else wonders." They nodded and Harry got redressed. She and Ron set the castle back on standby mode and programmed who could come in to mess with things. They didn't need some unknowing ATA carrier to mess with it and destroy humanity. They apparated back to the school. There was a goblin waiting. He handed Harry a scroll.
Harry looked at it then grimaced. "I'll gut him later."
The goblin laughed. "I'm sure you will. Thank you for handing that back."
Harry grinned. "I want access to mine. He could not touch mine."
"No, he could not. He moved that all into yours."
Harry shook his head. "We need one for the other Redemption Children to use." The goblin handed over that information. Harry grinned and nodded. "That'll work." He looked at the other sheet of parchment. "Hey, I can buy a summer home," he quipped.
"You own one," the goblin said. "By your parents' wills." He stared at him. "Though the Elders are not sure what the ethics are in this case."
"My children, if I manage any, would be Potters," he said quietly.
"Agreed. They were hoping on that solution." He bowed. Harry and the other two bowed back. "Do come to us when you need to set more up."
Harry took some of Ron's paper and Hermione's pen, writing out a statement, handing it to him. "Would that be simple enough?"
The goblin smirked. "Very simple. We will arrange it. D'Hoffryn?"
"Is being a bitch," Harry said dryly. "And smug too." He sent a spell winging out. D'Hoffryn bellowed wherever he was. Harry grinned. "I had to pull up the skills I've had hidden and locked down for *years* to restart the shield."
"Oh." The goblin blinked. "What of your account that you and Sanda started?"
"I probably have interest in it," Harry mused. The goblin nodded once. "Please. Though we'll be traveling so it can stay at that branch." He grinned. "Traveling's one way to get away from the Dursley's."
"indeed," the goblin agreed, making that note. Harry signed it in his true name. The goblin nodded and left. The Elders would be pleased. They hated dealing with that ancient vault and crypt. The crypt could go to the current holder of the spirit. The vault could go to both of them. Draco showed up to complain with Sanda using him as a puppet again. The Elders turned down his request. The poor boy pouted too much.
"Dinner?" Harry suggested.
"Dinner," Hermione and Ron agreed.
Castiel walked past them and hugged them. "Thank you for that service, children." He smiled and disappeared. He now knew how to solve Luna's visions. The Castle had a way. He had considered it mythical. It was nice Xander was still screwing with reality.
***
Luna's father looked at her when she returned. "Who was the strange man that just kidnaped you?"
"Castiel." She grinned. "He had a way to stop the visions for good."
"Excellent news." He hugged her. "Is that the angel you said had a slight crush in your other life?"
"I'm not sure if he did or not. We worked together a lot and he lived in our house after he couldn't go back."
"Interesting. He was adorable." He smiled at her. "Now, tell me about this vision stopping method?"
"It's in the Hidden Castle, Father."
"Oh, Dear. In Merlin's Hidden Castle?" She smiled and nodded. "Then I won't mention it. Is it in Dover? That's where everyone wants it to be. Or in Camelot."
"About ten miles from Stonehenge. But you have to have a special sequence in your DNA to find it."
"Ah. So the myths of a second Merlin show up again," he said smugly, going to start that story.
She grinned and went to fix them dinner. It was the least she could do while her father wove the truth into a story that no one would want to believe. If people knew that there was a method to his madness, they'd be horrified and stunned. Plus no one would read the paper anymore. No one wanted to read *truth* in the news in the wizarding world. Fudge had taught them too well. They'd spend a lot of time undoing it but that was how life went for them.
***
Epilogue 1:
Harry, now a sixth year, walked up to Draco in the halls. "Want to help me with a project that will make every single higher up scream?"
"I'd loathe being beaten and cursed by my father for it, Potter." He stared at him. He had gotten better reading Potter over the last few years with Sanda's help.
"Your father might appreciate it."
"No. And Sanda says whatever is going on inside your head needs to stop." He walked off.
"Okay. I don't really need help for this." He strolled off. "But I need the tiny alabaster and onyx crypt from your family's vault."
Draco paused then looked back at him. "Hell no, Merlin!" He snorted. "There's no way you'll get that." He walked off to write his father just in case Potter was serious.
Harry made his plans. He could get it easily enough. He had enough favors owed that he could get it from a bunch of sources.
Ron, who was for once not attached to Hannah's lips, hips, or tits, grabbed Harry's arm and walked him off. "What're you planning now, mate? The only thing that makes Malfoy scream that way is Sanda sending him to a brothel."
Harry grinned. "Just a bit of restructuring."
Ron smirked at him. "I know you better than that."
"Maybe." He smirked and got free, jogging to class. He hid out until well after curfew, waiting on McGonagall to go to bed. Once she was, he snuck up to the office, looking at the phoenix in there. "Fawkes, can I borrow a few ashes?"
She stared at him, shaking her head.
"Please? I want to do something spectacular and I can almost promise it'll make you and everyone else happier." She glared, shaking her head again. "I only need a tablespoon of them. I promise I won't be like the twins. It's for a summoning spell." The bird glared harder. He petted her, making her coo. "Pretty please?" She bit him, making him stifle a yelp. "Fine." He grabbed the sorting hat and dropped it on her head while scooping up a few fingerfuls of the ashes. The bird shook the hat off and glared at him.
"It'll be fine and it'll mean you can have a playmate." He checked her and undid the spells on her. "Does that help any?" She nodded, flaming up. He covered the egg and watched it hatch then her start to regrow back into a full phoenix. "Thanks, love." He fled, going to the Room of Requirement. She set up an unholy racket but that was fine. He summoned the crypt too. Then he had an imp put it back once he had an equal measure of the ashes of the Midnight phoenix.
Hermione stomped in. "What are you doing?" she demanded.
He grinned. "I'm going to summon the Sunrise Phoenix. It'll create some balance." He beamed.
"What?"
"There's three mystical phoenixes," he said as he worked on his rune set. "There's the Midnight One, a pure black phoenix. Some consider it a bad omen but not all of us. Lucius' father trapped it when it died. There's the Midday Phoenix, who is upstairs pretending to be a humble familiar. And then there's the Sunrise Phoenix. She's been gone for a while but can be summoned back by using the ashes of the other two. Her main purpose is to balance the other two. Since we've only had one, the balance is out of whack. Which is one of the problems D'Hoffryn has been having." He stepped into the runes and finished them then put the ashes down, starting the complex summoning charm. Their long suffering, curse breaking defense teachers showed up with Ron and Draco. "Hi."
"I'm *so* glad I broke the curse on the position," Williams said sarcastically. "That's why I never get any sleep."
"You can nap. I'm doing a balancing thing." He shrugged and got back to it. Then there was a flash. He smiled at the Midnight Phoenix stumbling out of his ashes. Williams started to swear. The ashes lit again and a tiny little blue/gray phoenix appeared, then grew and stretched. She flew up to stare at Harry. "I know you're a wise old woman," he assured her, petting her. He picked up the Midnight one once it grew. "The same as I know that you can sense where balance is missing." She chirped and let the being pet her and her friend. The other one flew in and took Harry's spare shoulder, nagging him loudly.
"Sounds like you," Draco joked to Hermione. Who hit him on the arm. "Hey!"
Harry took them outside. Midnight was cheering up the night. He sat with them on the roof until sunrise. All three trilled to greet the rising sun. Waves of magic flowed from the roof. The professor was yawning but making notes. That way someone could paddle Potter to death for this. Once they were done all three went for a fly around the castle. Professors McGonagall, Snape, and Flitwick were staring in awe from the front step, wands limp in their hands.
"Potter!" Flitwick yelled.
Harry looked over the edge. "We needed some balance. Even D'Hoffryn complained. Even you have." He grinned. "Now they can go find their new partners. Also I removed the binding on Fawkes, Professors. That way she's not bound to the patient in the curse ward. Since I deserve chocolate, I'm going to the store. Get you anything?" He disappeared.
The teachers stared at each other.
"I saw we lash him to a tree and whip him," Flitwick noted.
Snape looked down at him. "When did you get possessed by Filch?"
McGonagall snorted. "I'm all for paddling the boy but I doubt it'd do any good."
Castiel appeared, smiling and waving at the birds. "Go find a new companion." They flew off. He smiled at the teachers. "Even the Hosts of Heaven and Hell have complained about the lack of balance. Only Alex and Sanda knew the proper summoning." He shrugged. "Though you'll be able to punish him greatly for being bouncy on the chocolate." He disappeared again.
Luna came out holding her head. "Your companions are in the US!" she shouted. She walked off still holding her head. "I hate Sammy's creepy mind powers," she complained when she ran into someone by accident. Not like she could see through the vision headache.
"Let's get you to the infirmary," her house's prefect noted. "You haven't had a spell this bad since they blocked the visions off, Lovegood." She walked her that way.
***
In the US, McKay was on his back porch in Colorado Springs drinking coffee when he had an unexpected visitor. He stared at the bird, then shook his head. "I do not need a Phoenix of Doom. Even if I am a bit dour and very sarcastic, I'm not that dark." The phoenix trilled and sang to him, making him pet her for the excellent music. "If you touch the cat, you're a dead bird and we'll see if you're tasty." It's cries sounded like a laugh so that was good. The bird followed him inside. Rodney apparently had to get things to have a pet bird as well as a pet cat. They made instant friends so that was good. And the training squirt bottle worked on the bird as well, so that was excellent. He got ready for his day, pulling an envelope from his safe. His younger self had given it to him. It was time to tell him.
***
Rodney walked up to the colonel, staring at him for a minute. "Can we talk?"
"Of course. As long as you don't bitch at me. I got it enough this morning from the wife." He had met Rodney in a bar a few years back and they were tolerant friends. They walked off to the alley between buildings. "What's wrong, McKay? You're down in grunt territory instead of the geek village you had built."
"I got some information from a source that I cannot explain to you." Jack nodded once at that. "It is not mocked up. I made sure of that and they did prove their source to a satisfactory enough detail for me."
"Get on with it," he sighed. "I don't need the disclaimer."
"Well, yes, you do," he said, handing over the envelope.
Jack opened the envelope. It was a picture of him and Jack beside a gravestone. Jack stared at the gravestone, which was the center of the picture. He licked his lips. "She's just now pregnant."
"I noticed," he admitted.
Jack looked up. "This has really got to be a fake."
Rodney shook his head. "I wish. Like I said, she proved it to a satisfactory standard on my scale."
Jack looked at the picture, then carefully put it back. "How?"
"Gun. Your gun." Jack stared at him. "That was under your bed."
Jack tucked it into his pocket. "I'll take it as the warning it is."
Rodney put a hand on his arm. "That's why I warned you. Apparently she saw you and how it tore you up, Jack. How the trauma led to horrible things and then led you to a project you adored but it nearly killed you as well. It was your noble way of sacrificing yourself." Jack nodded. Then stared oddly over his shoulder.
McKay felt something land on it and nuzzle him. He looked at her. "Didn't I say to stay home?" She sang and hopped over to nuzzle Jack. "I have no idea. She showed up this morning."
"What is it?" Jack demanded.
"A phoenix." He sipped his coffee with a smirk. "She's a Midnight Phoenix to be specific. Very rare. There's usually only one alive at any given time."
Jack looked at him. "I didn't know you believed in that crap?" Rodney pulled his wand and made him bounce up and down. Which upset the bird so he stopped it. Jack calmed himself down. "So the picture...."
"Came from something in that field, yes. From an alternate reality if you believe it. Though, that project did see many of them I'm told." He smiled.
"Jesus H. Fucking Christ," Jack muttered. He shifted his shoulder. "Can you sit on him before you crap on my uniform, bird?" It nuzzled him again then hopped over. "Thank you. You're a bit heavy." He looked at McKay. "How would things change if it doesn't happen?"
"You're still the best bet they have and I'll make sure that when it's time, someone still comes for you for the project." He smirked. "Daniel will be pissing you off majorly every few weeks as you run from people shooting at you who want to keep him." He walked off. "Go home, Midnight. If normals see you we're both in trouble." She flew off. He rolled his eyes. "I need to go recruiting soon. Are you going as my loyal guarding slave?"
"Fine, whatever," Jack called, walking off shaking his head. But he made sure he had that envelope. That would not be a scene he'd ever live through. Never.
****
Epilogue 2:
Sam sighed when she spotted D'Hoffryn lurking. She wrapped up what she needed to and went to gather a few things like John and Xander had told her to. She sent things to where they needed to be then turned to find him. "Am I forgetting anything?"
"Your plants."
She called someone. "I'm going on undercover assignment and it's real dangerous. Come plant sit?" She smiled. "If you don't hear from me in two days, I'm probably dead," she admitted. "Thanks, mate." She hung up and D'Hoffryn took her with him. The body there dusted up.
Sam smiled because he was back in his own body for a few minutes. "It'll hurt this time. You're going a bit farther away than Pegasus."
"That's fine," Sam agreed. "Just, can I be a boy? Girls are really weird from the inside."
"You will be." D'Hoffryn set the spell and sent Sam.
Sam appeared outside a floating police box and crawled through the locked door, cooing at the older man in there. The new information he had said that it was just after the Time War and this one needed a reason to go on. Which was his job description. The old man was staring at him oddly, using his sonic screwdriver to see what he was. Sam crawled right up to him and patted him until the guy picked him up. Then he hugged him and cooed at him.
The older Doctor sighed and hugged back. "I thought you were myths." The baby cackled. "Figures." He cuddled him. "What should we do with you, young one? You can't stay here." Though he'd travel with him for a bit. Something inside him was unknotting and unraveling. It made all the squishy feelings he hated to admit he had come back. He was nearly crying. He didn't realize it but the baby was patting him and it was all right. He knew that he had a reason to keep going because others needed him. Especially this one, who needed him to change him. When the baby peed on him, he burst out laughing and smiled. "I deserved that," he assured the baby. "Just for that, I'm putting you on a world where you can have your own babies some year."
***
So many years in the past and yet only a hundred and fifty in the life-line:
Jack Harkness looked around his hub and sneered. "I'm having Luna redecorate," he decided, going to flirt with Ianto. "I have someone we need to recruit," he teased with a smile.
Ianto grinned back. "Who?"
"Name's Luna Lovegood. She's a witch."
"Really?" He looked her up. "Huh. She's pretty."
"That's not why I want her here, Ianto." He winked. "Don't worry about that." He walked off to go back to his office. Luna had just graduated last year. She and Hermione were finally back from their backpacking trip - Hermione had insisted. Now Luna had nothing to do but the paper. They had plenty of weird things going on in Torchwood and Luna's father's paper would be an invaluable ally.
Plus he missed his dickhead brother and the others.
Well, if she couldn't come, they'd hook up again next life cycle he decided. But he was going to get at least some of them into his hub. Ianto would enjoy them a lot too.
The End.