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The House of Potter-Greengrass

    by WolfgangNH

      Summary

      Daphne approaches Harry for a study group to improve both their grades. Little could he know this might lead to a friendship with the Slytherin Princess, and maybe more. In the mean time, as his relationship with Hermione and Ron fall apart after Christmas, unexpected changes occur as he befriends Neville, and finds out he had more family than he thought. Especially after his parents will is found and Amelia Bones agrees to take him in.
AN: Ron and Dumble bashing. Politics. Romance. Justice.
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A Changing Perspective



    Chapter Notes

      A/N: Harry Potter and his world belongs to J.K. Rowling, Warner Brothers and anyone that has received licensing rights. I am grateful she gives us the privilege of playing in her world.
-oOo-
THE HOUSE OF POTTER-GREENGRASS
For those that voted in February/March on my next big project, this is it…
The House of Potter is an ancient House that once was a leading member of Wizarding Britain until Fleamont Potter passed. The Potter name still has clout and alliances, but it is considered a House that has fallen from grace. Especially with a Scion that has no clue of what his legacy is, or how to use it.
The House of Greengrass is currently a leading member of the Wizengamot and Society. Among those that consider themselves Neutral, the Greengrasses are on the top, sharing that with maybe one or two other families. Their issue is the extinction of their name. With no male heirs, the Lord Greengrass is very picky about who his daughters might marry, and whether they should take Line-Continuance Contracts or other options…
The Houses of Potter and Greengrass are not unique in this quandary. Over the generations, the once prolific families are approaching the fate of many… extinction. Many of the most prestigious Houses are close to this fate, including most of the Sacred Twenty-Eight. This is mostly due to a string of Dark Lords, Pureblood Elitism, and family rivalries over the last two hundred years or more.
These conflicts have reduced many old Houses to a single heir, only female heiresses, or none. Seeing the abyss that lies on the other side of this issue, a movement to find a way to protect their world is underfoot. Many considered Blood Supremacists or Purists may not be what they appear… or are driven by the fact that the same old thing is not working any more…
Harry will find himself at the center of the maelstrom, as will his friends, as they grow up and learn to navigate the world of the Magical Elite and cause as many changes as they get dragged into.
-oOo-
Just so there is no confusion:
1. Planned pairings: Harry/Daphne, Hermione/Blaise, Neville/Tracey
2. This starts mid-Third year. Relationships and main plot will be slow builds (most relationships are not planned to really start until mid-fourth year or above)
3. The changing political atmosphere, and adults in Harry’s life, will make for a much different experience for Harry, the Death Eaters and Voldemort when they rise again (or if)
4. Hint at some events: Dumbly-dory fell off a wall… Dumbly-Dory had a great fall… All the King’s Horses and all the King’s men, walked over Dumbly-Dory again and again.







  
  January 22, 1994


  Hogwarts, Scotland

Harry was upset with Ron and he was upset with Hermione. Hermione had done it because she cared, but he still found it inexcusable that she had gone to McGonagall and McGonagall took his Firebolt. For all he knew it was sitting on a bench somewhere, taken apart and never to be put back together again.
Harry had finally relented so he could practice with the team and ordered another Nimbus 2000. It was the best broom he could afford without using the rest of the money in his pouch. He didn't need much, but he liked having at least ten galleons left just in case. If he had to run from the Dursley's again, it would get him to Gringotts at least.
Ron, on the other hand, had upset Hermione so much again that she had run out of the Common room the other night crying. As upset as Harry was at her, she was still his friend and he had gone looking for Hermione. The row he had had with Ron when he couldn't find her and went back to the common room left him furious with his other best mate.
So, on a blustery January day when much of the school was braving the weather to get to Hogsmeade, Harry was trapped in the school with the first and second years and unwilling to venture through the secret tunnel again. What fun was it if he couldn't go with friends and had to hide under his invisibility cloak? Besides, he wasn't sure if he could handle another shock like the last trip. He was still reeling to understand the mass murderer Sirius Black was his godfather.
Even with all this, he couldn't help but look out the window in the library at the snowy grounds. All he wanted to be was a normal boy. He didn't want to be hunted or ridiculed or demented by his relatives anymore.
He was wallowing in those thoughts when someone cleared their throat. He turned to see a dark-hair girl with dark eyes that had curious light green traces in them. Her hair was shoulder length and her expression haughty and cool. She might be really cute without that expression.
The other girl was blonde, slight and blue eyed. Her expression wasn't much different from the first. Again, if a smile cracked her face she would be cute as well.
What got Harry's attention was the Slytherin House badge on their knit jumpers. He wasn't sure if this was a trap by Malfoy or something else.
"Scion Potter," the dark hair girl greeted. He knew her name, but hadn't ever talked with her before.
"Greengrass," he answered, unsure what this scion thing was.
She stared at him for a few. "Scion Potter. Ms. Davis and I noticed you are here alone. Would it be possible for us to have a little of your time?"
Harry had never heard a Slytherin be so nice to him. His guard was definitely up now. His anger at his friends colouring his response. "Is this some joke? Why do you keep calling me scion? Is it as bad or worse than mudblood?"
Both girls looked taken aback for a moment.
He didn't miss Daphne's eyes flashing down to his hands for a few seconds before looking back up. Her eyes searched for the scar hidden in the fringe of his hair. "You are Harry James Potter? Son of James Fleamont Potter?"
"Ah, my father is James Potter. I don't know his middle name," Harry confessed, feeling embarrassed he had never asked and no one had ever told him.
The girl’s eyebrows rose some. "Why would you not know his middle name?"
Harry shrugged. "I don't know. Could be the fact I'm an orphan," he said hotly. "Unless you have a point, I really don't feel like being called names. I've had enough of that lately."
Daphne took a step back at his outburst. "Daph, maybe this isn't a good idea," the blonde next to her warned. Davis. Tracey Davis. That was the girl's name.
"We need the help," Daphne whispered back. Her mask was back in full force as she approached him again.
"Scion Potter, that title is not a joke nor is it an insult. It is a mark of your station being the heir of the House of Potter. I am paying you a compliment in acknowledging your heritage. If you like, I can recommend a book or two that will help you understand and to respond appropriately when an Heiress is addressing you as such," she instructed him. "Perhaps, many Purebloods and those of respectable Houses would not treat you as poorly if you pay the proper respect."
It was Harry's turn to blink and lean back. "Are you saying my friends and such are not respectable?"
"I never said that. I am only referring to those that have heritage that can give them a seat in the Wizengamot or Councilor position. Your friends, as you call them, are respectable in their own way. I do wonder where they are though if you have cloistered yourself in here for the last week," she commented. "Ms. Granger is quite bright and has her own spot we join her at for study sessions, but she seems to be avoiding you as of late."
Harry pursed his lips. He had to parse through her words for a moment before he came to the conclusion she was not belittling Hermione. He cocked his head to look at her. A Slytherin had never been nice to him before. Why now?
Over the last two weeks, Harry had found he had to engage his mind more to keep up with his work, not having Ron or Hermione around to either commiserate with or help. He was feeling lonely and maybe he could use other company to keep him from going spare.
"Ms. Greengrass, I did not mean to offend you. Things have just sucked lately," he admitted for reasons he didn't know why. "How should I address you if you are trying to be as kind to me as you say?"
The girl's face broke just enough to let a small smile creep onto it. "Heiress Greengrass, or if you must, Miss Greengrass will do. This is Ms. Davis. Would it be alright if we could join you for a bit? We are struggling with the essay on werewolves. We could also use some help in practicing the freezing hex and some charm work as well."
He blinked a few times. "Hermione is the real genius on this stuff," he told them.
Daphne's eyebrow rose. "You do know you have edged Granger out in DADA and it is only your theory keeping you from topping her in Charms? If you help us with the practical, we can help you with the theory in Charms and Transfiguration."
Harry never paid attention to his grades. He had come to the conclusion he didn't have to do worse than Dudley anymore, but he couldn't bring himself to know how much better most of the time. What would happen if he started getting better grades? Would Hermione finally start talk to him again and apologize for the Firebolt? Yes, he was upset, but she was his friend. "You can help me with my transfiguration practical as well?" he asked, knowing he struggled at times, but Daphne was one that got the spells almost as quickly as Hermione.
"That is an acceptable deal. You help us in both the theory and practical in DADA and practical in charms. In turn, we help you with the theory of charms and theory and practical in transfiguration. Saturday mornings we meet in the library and Wednesday evening somewhere for the practicals?"
He shook his head. "I have Quidditch practice every night during the week and special lessons Wednesday night," he told her. "Mondays or Fridays after lunch is the best. By Wednesdays I need all my free time to get my work done."
"We can not do Fridays. We have Runes," Daphne told him.
Harry snorted. "I wish I had done Runes. Divination is a right pain."
"Then why not transfer," Tracey suddenly said.
"It's already January. I have missed more than half the year."
"You could drop Divination and take up Runes. If not this year, then next," Daphne proposed.
Harry thought about it. "Maybe I will talk with Professor McGonagall."
After that, they all looked at each other for a few. Daphne was the first to speak. "If you are not busy now, would you help Davis and I?"
"I need to get my charms essay done. Would you help me with that first?"
Daphne and Tracey shared a look and then Daphne nodded. "It would be our pleasure, Scion Potter."
Harry motioned for the chairs, but the girls didn't move. After a moment Daphne whispered. "When formal titles are used, it is the gentlemen who should stand and either wait for a woman to sit or help her."
Harry, not used to this, stood and awkwardly helped them to sit before sitting back down himself.
Daphne had a small smirk on her face as he shuffled his papers around and tried to make room for them.

  -oOo-


  January 26, 1994


  Hogwarts, Scotland

"Here are your parchments back from last weeks assignment. Please note the assignment on the board for Monday," Professor McGonagall said in her clip voice.
Harry was sitting with Neville today. Ron was full out ignoring Harry and Hermione had been so snippy at him this week he had snapped at her this morning, so she was sitting with her chin up and stiff lipped on the other side of the room with a group of Ravenclaw he had seen her study with at times.
Something had really broken between them and Harry didn't like it.
When his parchment landed before him, he just put it to the side and prepared his quill to take notes. Daphne and Tracey had looked appalled at his notes, or lack thereof. Not wanting to disappoint anyone else, he was determined to take notes today.
"Nice grade," Neville observed shyly next to him.
"I don't think I failed this time," Harry commented, writing down that another twelve inches was due for Monday. This time on the Lapifors spell.
"Fail? You got an O," Neville commented. "I only got an A."
Harry grabbed his sheet and looked at it. There were only a few marks on it from Professor McGonagall correcting a few spelling errors, but that was it. He stared at the paper open mouth. Hermione had always helped check their work, but he had never received an 'O' before. The surprising thing was that he remembered everything. Daphne had taken the time to explain what he had gotten wrong.
Looking up, the frazzled hair brunette was looking worn and none too pleased.
Maybe if he showed her he could do this on his own, alleviating the need for her to spend time on his work, she would relax some and finally apologize for stealing his broom.
Neville nudged him. McGonagall had started her lecture on how to turn small objects into rabbits and Harry was going to pay attention.

  -oOo-


  January 27, 1994


  Hogwarts, Scotland

Harry had been avoiding Daphne and Tracey in classes. It seemed some unwritten rule that Slytherin and Gryffindor were to stay separated. In Potions, Harry followed tradition, not wanting to give Snape anything else to give him detention for. The Gryffindor-Ravenclaw match was two Saturdays from now and Wood would kill him - Harry was genuinely certain he would die at Woods hands- if he missed any practices for a detention.
Thus, he wasn't surprised that people on both sides of the aisle were surprised when Harry walked up to Daphne before DADA started, put his Transfiguration paper on her desk and said, "Thank you, Heiress Greengrass."
He flashed her a smile and then moved across the room to sit with Neville, who had been his partner all week. Neville, like many others, were looking at him wide eyed. He snuck a peek at her before sitting down. She was staring at him with that unreadable mask so many in Slytherin wore.
After class, he lagged behind most of the others. He caught Daphne glaring at him a few times and saw she wasn't in any rush to leave either. Out in the hall, she was waiting for him, tapping her foot. It was only Daphne when he looked around.
"What is this," she said with narrowed eyes and holding his paper out. "Our deal does not include any social interactions."
Harry walked over and took it. He had Neville teach him the proper way to bow this morning. He knew Neville was a pureblood and had described to him what a Scion was. Harry just wished he knew who to talk to about his inheritance. He doubted his relatives knew, otherwise they probably would have killed him for it.
Daphne's eyes widened comically as he bowed to her. "I just wanted to say thank you, Heiress Greengrass. That is the first outstanding I have ever received in Transfiguration."
She just regarded him when he straightened back up. It was a long few seconds before she quipped, "Our deal does not include social interactions. I can let it go this time though. I am pleased to have helped you as much as we did, Scion Potter."
"I do not have any classes Friday mornings. Do you?"
Her eyes didn't stop boring into him. "I do not. What is your proposal?"
"I would like to add another study session. I will miss some Saturdays due to Quidditch and would not like to miss any of our sessions," he told her. After sleeping on it and realizing all those times Hermione said he had been slacking the last two-and-a-half years, maybe it was time for him to really work?
Daphne nodded. "Tracey and I will meet you in the Library tomorrow morning at eight-thirty. We have nothing until after lunch."
Harry nodded. "Thank you again." He wasn't sure if it was the right thing to do, but he bowed again.
"You are bowing too low. The Potters are ten seats above the Greengrasses," she stated.
He smirked. He had no clue how low or high he should do bow. He would have to ask Neville later. He was just happy he knew how. Something made him say a little cheekily, "It is a sign of gratitude, Heiress Greengrass."
Was that a little color in her placid face. "You pay me an honor, Scion Potter." With that, she turned and marched off towards the Great Hall.
At lunch, he sat with Neville towards the end of the table. He didn't miss the glare from Ron or the thoughtful look from Hermione. Neville looked at him. "Harry, what was that with Daphne Greengrass today?"
Harry shrugged. "She helped me with something and I wanted to say thank you."
"Is that why you asked me to teach you to bow this morning?"
He piled some fried chicken and crisps on his plate before he grabbed an apple. "Can you teach me more? I have a study session with her again tomorrow morning and don't want to embarrass myself. Maybe you should come. We are working on Charms, Transfiguration and DADA."
Neville looked surprised. "Y...y...you want me to c...c...c...come?"
"You are the best in Herbology and if you can help us, we can help you," Harry told him before starting on his lunch.

  -oOo-


  January 30, 1994


  Gryffindor Common Room, Hogwarts

Harry was sitting at a table. Neville was across from him. They had their Monster Book of Monsters and Fantastical Beast and Where to Find Them on the table. Harry was doing his revision on magical snakes. Hagrid had given them twelve inches on any creature they wanted, and after Harry skimmed the books and found ashwinders -he skipped basilisks- and horned serpents, he found his curiosity in his parselmouth abilities rising.
He was writing when a frizzy hair girl sat next to him.
She looked over at his paper. "That isn't due until Thursday."
"So?" he responded petulantly.
She sat there stiff for a moment. "You have three parchments. It was only supposed to be one."
"I found something that interested me," he told her.
He started to work on his paper again. Five magical serpents that were NOT basilisks should be enough.
"I see you got a new broom," she commented.
"Was kind of forced to," he snarked.
"Harry, I was only doing it because it was from Sirius Black..."
"We don't know that," he snapped.
She was sitting ram rod straight. "I only did it because I worry," she said in a small voice.
He sighed. Even with her superior attitude much of the time, he cared for her and she was his friend. "I'm sorry I didn't listen, but it’s a Firebolt!"
"It's just a broom. Is it more important than your life?"
He closed his eyes for a moment. "What would you say if you just received a one of a kind, first edition copy of War and Peace, or something else as valuable and I took and threw it into the fire because I said it was dangerous?"
He did look at her. The look of shock on her face was priceless. "You wouldn't," she whispered horrified.
"Now you know how I feel," he told her. It wasn't just that it was a Firebolt. He owned so little that to get the most expensive and best broom out there, he felt special for a little while. It was a feeling he didn't experience often.
She sat there for a moment. Neville was watching them.
"But it's only Quidditch and you almost kill yourself half the time," she squeaked.
"Hermione, Quidditch is just as important to me as books like that are to you. I love flying and playing. It's about the only reason I want to return right now," he told her truthfully. With a crazed madman and the prospect of going back to his relatives every summer, Quidditch was about the only thing that made him feel free and in control of something.
She looked at him with watery eyes for a moment. "You wouldn't want to come back without Quidditch?"
He sighed again. "Maybe."
"Harry, you can't! You have to come here and learn magic. What would you do without it?"
"I don't know. I need to finish this parchment and then complete my Charms paper," he told her.
She stared at him. The last month without her had really hurt, but she hadn't apologized yet and he had a feeling she would do it again.
"Charms isn't due until next Tuesday," she reminded him with a pinched brow.
"And I have a review on it tomorrow," he told her.
Her mouth opened once, then twice. "A review? You haven't asked me to review your work since Christmas."
"I didn't say it was with you," he responded.
"Well it can't be Ron," she stated.
He snorted. "Ron and I aren't exactly talking at the moment."
Her lips pursed. "I noticed. What did he do?"
Harry chuckled. Of course she would assume that. Not that she was wrong, but the two of them got along like bickering siblings. "I was sticking up for you, if you need to know. If you want to join us, then join us. Otherwise I really do need to get this done."
Hermione didn't say anything as she took her bag and laid out her own charms work.
He finished his parchment and looked up to Neville. "Do you need any help?"
"I can't find another fact on fire salamanders."
Hermione opened her mouth but Harry beat her to it. "Last week’s Potion essay said their spit can be used in a potion to heal burn scars."
Hermione's eyes widened.
Neville smiled. "Oh, yeah. You did mention that earlier."
"Do you want me to check your charms?" Hermione was holding out her hand.
"Not today. I want to see how I do on my own," Harry told her.
Hermione looked lost for a moment. "Who are you revising with?"
"If you want to come after breakfast, you can find out," he told her.
"But you have Divination after breakfast."
"McGonagall allowed me to drop it. If I can get an EE or better in most subjects, she will let me start on Runes next year."
She still looked flabbergasted. "Oh," was all she responded with.
Harry put his Creatures books away and took out his charms work. It was a while later when Hermione very softly said, "Harry?"
"Yes," he answered.
"I'm sorry," she told him, sounding as though she was afraid of him rejecting her.
Harry smiled. "I am too. Would you like me to look over your charms work?"
She chuckled. "Only if I want to fail. Now hand yours over," she said more confidently.
"No, I meant it. I want to see what our new study partners think. I don't want it edited."
She looked very confused. "Who are you and what have you done with Harry Potter?"
He laughed. "Someone challenged me to do better."
There was a pregnant pause. "Was it Daphne Greengrass?"
He smiled. "Heiress Greengrass. That is what she wants me to call her."
Neville made a choking sound. They both looked up to him. "You alright, Neville," Hermione asked.
Harry looked at Neville oddly. "You need Madam Pomfrey?"
"You know that formal titles are only supposed to be used when observing proper etiquette?"
"So," Harry asked.
"When you asked me about what a Scion was, was that because of Greengrass?"
"Yeah. Why?"
"Have you claimed your Scion rights?" Neville queried.
Harry looked confused. "What do you mean my Scion rights?"
Neville blinked. "Merlin! I just thought you didn't want to wear your ring and draw more attention to yourself. Do you know at all about your inheritance or vaults?"
"I have the vault my parents left me."
"Does it have a key or does it require a goblin to open it?"
"A key. Hagrid gave it to me when we went to Gringotts for the first time."
Harry didn't think Neville's eyes could get any wider. "Why would Hagrid have it? Is it gold?"
"Yeah, it's gold. Neville, you aren't making any sense."
"Neville, what is so important about this?" Hermione asked.
"Gold keys are for inheritance vaults. You know, the ones the goblins maintain until a Scion or other family member can claim a Family vault. They are only granted through a Will. Silver and bronze keys are for normal vaults. Family vaults can only be opened by a goblin or someone with a family ring, like a Scion ring," he told them, holding up his left hand and showing them a silver ring.
"Are you saying I have more gold in Gringotts," Harry asked shocked.
"If it is anything like my vaults, it will be piles of galleons, sickles and knuts. There are probably also heirlooms, old books, armor, wands- all sorts of stuff. Gran needs to know. Your family has a Lordship on the Wizengamot. Who is your Guardian?"
Harry felt so confused. "My relatives," he answered. Harry had only really talked about them to Ron and Hermione, and then it wasn't much beyond they were muggles.
"Who are your relatives?" Neville asked with an odd expression.
"The Dursley's."
"I don't know that family," Neville remarked.
"They are muggles, like my parents," Hermione answered.
"That explains so much," the larger boy responded. "Harry, do you mind if I contact my Gran? She won't be pleased you don't have your ring. She had been talking about when we come of age the Potter and Longbottoms will be able to lead the Wizengamot again."
"Harry, do you understand any of this," Hermione asked.
"Not a word. You think he's mental?"
Hermione hit his arm. "Between you and Ron," she huffed.

  -oOo-


  A/N: This story has also been posted on FanFiction.net under the same pen name. I am the original author








      

  











My Parents Will
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  Chapter 2


  -oOo-


  February 5, 1994


  Hogwarts, Scotland

Harry was still coming down from his epic catch against Ravenclaw. Cho glared at him almost every time he passed her or saw her looking at him in the Great Hall. He hadn't meant to buzz her. He wasn't grabbing at her back side and he definitely didn't knock her off her broom.
He had turned his Firebolt suddenly. He had caught the snitch that was hovering just above the twigs on her broom. He had grabbed for her and kept her from falling when she screamed and almost fell off.
After landing, Ron had rushed him. "Harry! That was brilliant," Ron exclaimed.
Harry let it go for now, but he was going to have a talk with Ron later. Hermione and him had apologized to each other. Ron could too.
As he left the changing room and started up the path, he was surprised to see a small knot of Ravenclaw and Slytherin girls. Daphne turned to him as he walked up with the team.
"Come on, Harry. Party," George said wrapping an arm around him. Harry shook him off.
"I'll be up in a few," he told George.
He didn't notice the team stopping a dozen paces away. He was giving his goofy smile to Daphne. The dark-hair girl looked rather cute with rosy cheeks from the cold. The splashes of green in her dark eyes seemed to stand out more today. "Very nice catch, Scion Potter."
He bowed and for whatever reason possessing him he held out the snitch. "Thank you, Heiress Greengrass. I would just like to confirm our study time for Monday. I also hope this brings you as much luck as it brought me today."
"Harry, you coming," Fred called out.
He gave her his goofy smile again. A small smirk ghosted her face as she took it. "Thank you, Scion Potter. I think your team wants you." She nodded her head to the loudly wolf whistling Weasley twins.
"I'll see you Monday afternoon?"
A small smile broke her mask and stayed. "One-thirty in the library. Don't be late," she commanded.
"Never, Heiress Greengrass," he responded and turned back to the team. There was some giggling behind him as he walked up to the Gryffindor Quidditch team.
Wood was looking at him like he was a loon. "Why the bloody hell are you talking with our competition and you gave her the snitch!"
"It was mine," Harry told him. Harry was allowed to keep every snitch he caught. The only one he had kept so far was the first one from first year.
Fred and George smiled like loons. "Has our young Harry found a crush," Fred started.
Angelina, Katie and Alicia just gave him knowing looks, like big sisters to a beloved younger brother. "Leave him be. He can give the snitch to whomever he wants," Angelina hit George before he could say anything.
"Oi! Woman! You going to beat me all day," George exclaimed and they all laughed at him. Which helped to cover Harry's red face.
"No more fraternizing with the enemy, Potter. We are going to win this year and I won't have the snakes pulling something on you." Wood looked dead serious.
Harry shrugged. He didn't see any enemy.

  -oOo-


  February 6, 1994


  Hogwarts, Scotland

Sunday morning was cold and snow was falling outside. Harry felt tired. It had been weeks of five or six practices a week, lots of work and a party McGonagall had to break up about midnight.
Yawning, he picked at his hot porridge and a rasher. Not many were down yet, being just after seven, but Harry had a lot of work to catch up on for tomorrow. He had taken Friday off, mostly because Wood hunted him down wherever he was to keep going over strategies and to pep talk him.
Yesterday, nothing was getting done between the game and the party. So, today Harry had to pay the piper.
He had his parchment and Potions book out as he wrote about the properties and uses of beetle blood. He was halfway through when a snowy owl landed on the table across from him. Not looking up, he spoke to her.
"Morning Hedwig. I thought you would be sleeping with the snow?"
She squawked.
"I don't have any mail today. Maybe Hermione will later," he told her. He still hadn't forgiven Ron and would need to talk with him later.
She shuffled over to him before reaching down and nipping his finger.
"Ouch!" He dropped his quill and put his finger to his mouth. "What was that for?"
She indignantly squawked at him and held her leg out. He stared at the attached letter. He never got mail, except from Mrs. Weasley at times. His familiar just stood tall and regal waiting for him.
"Who is sending me a letter and did you go to get it?"
She preened and hooted with a certain dignity. Harry chuckled at her. "I love you too," he told the snowy owl. She was the only one in the world that he had ever said that too and he felt she returned the feeling with the same unreserved sentiment. He took a few bits of sausages from a platter and put them on his plate.
"Here you go. Thanks," he rubbed his hand over her head and looked at the letter.

  -o-


  To Scion Harry James Potter


  Hogwarts, Scotland


  -o-

Turning it over, there was a large wax seal. It was a dark red, almost black, wax with a crest and a large 'G' in it. There was a similar crest like that at Gringotts. He remembered because he had seen it dozens of times over the summer during the few weeks he stayed at the Leaky Cauldron. While eating at Fortescue's, he had studied it one afternoon, having nothing better to do.
Harry had a small tinge of panic. There were only two things that made sense to get this letter. Either Neville's gran had found a way to talk to the goblins like he said she would, or the vault his parents had left him was suddenly empty. He had no idea how he would survive if that happened.
With slightly trembling hands he opened it. There were a few parchments and a ring fell out. It looked sort of like Neville's, with a crest he didn't recognize on it. Since Neville had shown them his, Harry had seen a few dozen other boys, some older, some younger, with them. Harry picked up the ring and examined it for a moment before slipping it on.
The crest looked like an old shield with two crossed wands held by a griffin. In his fingers it felt cold and smooth, like any metal that had been outside for a while. Once it was on his finger, it felt warm and fit perfectly. He liked the feel of it.
A few others had come down, but sat in other areas, not disturbing his notes.
Hedwig gave him a hoot and took off.
"Thanks, Hedwig," he called after her.
Looking inside the envelope, he found another one that was sealed with a forest green wax and a crest, like on his ring, pressed into it. There were also several muggle envelopes and one loose parchment.
He took the unsealed parchment first, which had a nice flowing script.

  -o-


  Dear Scion Potter,


  Gringotts has recently received permission to unseal the Potter vaults and retrieve and enact any documentation that would pertain to the disposition of your family valuables. In vault eighty-two, an executive copy of the Will of James and Lily Potter was retrieved.


  Please find enclosed one official copy of the Will and scion ring that was to have been presented to your person at the age of eleven, as executed per the will. A copy has been provided to the following named Guardians or other personages named in the will:


  Lord Sirius Black, Godfather (Guardian)
Madam Amelia Bones (2nd Guardian)
Madam Augusta Longbottom
Mr. Remus Lupin
Lady Minerva McGonagall, nee Ross


  All other members of the will have either been deemed deceased or uncontactable.


  An audience with a Senior Will Executor and Account Manager is recommended at your earliest convenience,


  Goretusk the Large
Senior Will Executor, First Tier Accounts
Gringotts Bank, London


  -o-

Harry read the letter three times before looking around. It was still pretty deserted, being nearly eight now on a Sunday. Only Professor Flitwick and Babbling were at the table and none of his friends were here. His hands were shaking.
Harry grabbed his stuff, shoved it into his bag and turned towards the door of the Great Hall. He needed someone, anyone to show this to and understand what it was. Ron and Neville would probably still be asleep. They didn't usually wake until nine on Sundays.
He didn't trust Seamus or Dean enough. This was too personal.
Hermione was usually up by now, but many times she would wait in the common room for one or both of them. Harry had gotten up too early for her today and left the common room before she had come down. Hermione was who he needed. He didn't trust to go to the other names on the letter until he knew what the will was.
As he ran out of the hall, a very familiar voice said, "Good morning, Scion Potter."
Harry skidded to a halt to see Daphne, a younger girl that looked like her, Astoria he thought. Then there was Tracey and the larger girl, Millicent Bulstrode. A very quick mental debate occurred. Go to Hermione, his best mate, or ask this new girl he had only been studying with for over two weeks?
The debate was over almost before it began. Hermione was his best mate, but Daphne had been the one to first call him Scion and probably knew far more about this than his brilliant brunette friend. Only Neville might be better.
"Daphne, I need your help. Can you come with me," Harry asked striding over to her.
All four girls looked shocked for the moment. He was sure it had something to do with his agitated state. "Please," he begged her.
"Is everything alright," Daphne asked concerned.
"I just need your help. Just for a little bit."
Her eyes tracked his wildly moving hands and after a few seconds she said, "This needs to be private. I will be with you in a little bit," Daphne told her sister and friends.
"Daphne, you shouldn't be alone with a boy," Astoria whispered as though it was the worst thing in the world.
"I think Scion Potter is safe enough," Daphne told her sister.
"Please," Harry asked again. She hesitated for a moment. "I'll go find Hermione."
He turned to head towards the main staircase and Daphne reached out and grabbed his arm. "Go," she commanded the others. "Harry, in here," she said. He didn't even register the use of his first name.
She pulled him into a door next to the Great Hall. There was a passageway behind it that led to another door. "Where are we?"
"This connects the antechamber to the Great Hall. What are you so agitated about?" she asked, standing a few feet apart.
He focused on her. "My parents will," he told her.
She looked at him as though he was barmy. "What of it, Harry? Why would you get so upset over it? It should have been read years ago."
Harry stepped to her and rammed the first parchment at her. She rolled her eyes as though he was being a silly child. It was then that he realized she didn't have her mask up and that she had called him Harry, not Potter or Scion Potter.
"Just read it," he told her.
"We hardly know each other. Is it really appro...pri...ate...," she trailed off as her eyes scanned the parchment. His stomach was roiling.
"Oh, Merlin," she said under her breath. Looking up, her eyes were wide. "The will was never executed and you did not receive your Scion ring on your eleventh birthday?"
Harry shook his head.
"This is line theft! The executor of the will can be walked through the Veil for this," she told him.
"What's the veil and what is line theft?"
She looked at him, her dark eyes wider than he had seen before and her mouth open. "Line theft." It was obvious she thought he should know what she was talking about.
"Line theft," she repeated to his clueless face. "Harry, if the will hadn't been found and you had not claimed your Scion ring by seventeen, your vaults and everything your parents left you could have gone to the Executor of the Will or the Ministry if there was no other possible Scion or Heiress by the time you turn twenty-one."
It was his turn to look at her wide eyed. "What? You mean... you mean I do have other vaults and such and someone tried to steal it! Sirius Black," he spat.
She looked at him and then the letter. "I don't think he could have," Daphne said carefully.
"He's trying to kill me and already got into the school once this year!" He started to pace and make aggravated growls, unable to iterate anything coherent at the moment.
"Harry, that is not what I mean! To magically be a godparent you take an oath. It is an oath that you will rather die than hurt the one you swore to protect. Magic will either steal all your magic or kill you if you ever do anything intentional to harm your godchild."
Harry stopped and turned back to her, his mouth open and brain just totally shot. "Sirius Black wants to kill me," he told her after a few seconds.
"Black may want to kill someone, but he could never willingly kill you. He would do everything in his power to protect you, like he was your own parent," Daphne told him.
For months Harry had been running from the crazed madman. He had been told to stay safe. People had protected him. McGonagall herself said he was his godfather and had been the one to betray his parents the day he had snuck to Hogsmeade. No wonder McGonagall still sounded so shocked and disbelieving.
Harry looked at her. He really didn't have much of a reason yet to trust this girl, but something in him said she was not lying.
"A magical godparent really can't hurt their godchild?"
"No. Not if they took the oath. This probably means he's innocent."
"Bloody hell," Harry cried out before leaning against the wall and sinking down to the floor. He put his head in his hands. "Daphne, how could he have let Voldemort kill my parents? He was their secret keeper."
She gasped. "That isn't possible! Mother and father have said it is like an unbreakable vow."
Harry sat up and hit his head against the wall. "I take it that's a magical vow that you can't break," he groused before meeting her eyes.
She was looking down at him. Her eyes looked confused. "You either do what you promised or you die. It can't override any previous oath, and no oath after it can override it. A godparent oath is much the same," she explained as though he should already know this.
"Bloody hell," he exclaimed again. He just sat on the cold flag stone floor for a moment while she just regarded him.
It was a few minutes before she asked, "Is that the will?"
Harry pulled his head up and moved the envelope and the will so he could see them. "I don't want to know what it says," he told her, afraid it would have other revelations that would rock him as hard as this one. "Daphne, if what you said is true, then Sirius Black didn't betray my parents."
"Then who did?" she asked.
There was a squeak and some scurrying. Daphne screamed as a rat suddenly ran down the hall. Her wand was out. "Diffindo!" She pointed her wand at the rat and the white spell raced down the hall, cutting the rat in half. It let out a foul screech before going silent.
Daphne was shaking and Harry got up. "Daphne," he said softly.
She jumped back as he put a hand on hers to lower her wand. "I hate rats," she yelled bitterly. "I hate the Slytherin common room and being in the dungeons! That's the third one this week."
He just looked at her as she watched the rat to make sure it wasn't moving. The pool of blood around it was a sure sign it wasn't going to move anymore.
"Right. No rats. I hope that wasn't Ron's," he said with a small nervous laugh.
She shuttered again. Harry found himself doing something he had never done before. Slowly moving in, he pushed her wand arm down. When she didn't resist, he moved in a little closer. He had never done this willingly before, but something told him this was the right thing to do.
His arms moved up and he pulled her in for a hug. Daphne stiffened for a second before shuttering again and then relaxing into his hug. It didn't last long and when he let her go, she didn't move away from him. A tear was on her cheek. "I wanted to be a Ravenclaw like mother and father."
She used the back of her hand to wipe the tear off her cheek. When she looked at it, her cheeks turned the pink he thought was cute on her. She gave him a sharp look. "You ever repeat what I just told you and I will haunt you until we leave this place."
Harry backed up, holding his hands up in surrender. "Mum's the word," he told her.
The door to the entry hall suddenly swung open. A serious set McGonagall was standing in the doorway. "Potter, there you are. Professor Lupin and I have been looking all over for you. Ms. Greengrass, what are you doing here?"
Her mask was up and she was holding herself tall and prim. "Scion Potter had a matter of House business to discuss, Professor. There was no impropriety."
Professor McGonagall gave Daphne a stern look. "I didn't say there was, Ms. Greengrass. I can take your word, Potter?"
Harry tried to stand as tall as he could. He had no clue what Daphne and McGonagall were talking about. "No, Professor. We were only talking."
"Greengrass, run along to your friends. Potter, follow me," McGonagall ordered, turned and started to walk off. He cast one more glance at the rat and followed Daphne out. She took off for the Great Hall and he followed McGonagall.

  -oOo-


  Professor Lupin's Office...

Harry sat in Professor Lupin's office with a cup of tea and saucer in one hand. It was a small office with a grindylow in a tank and a hinkypunk in an enchanted cage. Professor Remus had transfigured his desk into another chair. Harry sat in one, McGonagall in another and Professor Lupin in his normal seat.
"Do you know why we asked you here?" Professor Lupin asked.
"I assume it's the letter I have in my hand," Harry responded, the will still sealed with the green wax.
The man gave a sad smile. "Yes, Harry. Have you read it yet?"
He shook his head.
"Did you know it hadn't been read yet?"
Harry shook his head again.
"Did that ring come in the envelope?"
McGonagall suddenly looked at his hand with the teacup.
Harry nodded.
"We have notified the DMLE about receiving the will. I am sure Amelia Bones, the Head of the DMLE, is storming through the Ministry right now with what was in the Will. Would you like me to read my copy to you?" Remus suggested.
"Remus, the boy should know," McGonagall said.
Remus held up his hand. "Harry looks a little overwhelmed at the moment. Harry," the Professor called and he looked back up at Professor Lupin.
"Harry, I can read you my copy of the will, or I can read you yours. Mine will have all the important points, but it may miss any letters or exclusive binding for you," Professor Lupins said calmly.
"Sirius Black didn't betray my parents, did he?" Harry asked.
Professor Lupin frowned. "It would appear not. I was not aware he had made a godparent oath. There are already people working on that, but in the meantime, it is important that you understand what your parents left you."
"I never should have doubted. Sirius loved James like a brother," McGonagall lamented.
"Which copy would you like me to read?" The man ignored McGonagall.
Harry held out his copy. If there was more in his, then mind as well get it over with now. "Can you please open it? Only the recipient can do so," Professor Lupin requested kindly,
Harry did so and handed it to Professor Lupin.
The Professor opened the envelope and took the will and put a half dozen or more small letters off to the side. "Are you ready?"
No, he wasn't. "Please," his damned Gryffindor courage said.

  -o-


  September 3rd, 1981


  The Will of James Fleamont and Lily Jane Potter


  This is the last will and testament to be read should our son, Harry James Potter, survive us.


  First, Lily and I would like to tell our son how much we love him. He is the bright star in our life, the flying terror of Jingles and the bane of an unsuspecting Padfoot. Lily still laughs about that time he almost pulled Padfoot's ears off. It brings a smile to my face as we write this.


  Times are dark. We are in hiding and keeping Harry safe is the most important thing we can do. Sirius and Alice took the godparent oaths as soon as they could after Harry's birth. My sister, Padfoot and Moony look on him as though he was their son too. Lily expects Neville and Harry will grow up close as brothers. They already act that way.


  Lily and I can't tell Harry how much we love him...-

Harry was sniffling. There was so little left of his parents. Harry couldn't wait to ask, "Who is Jingles, Moony and Padfoot?"
Professor Lupin looked very sad. "Jingles was Lily's familiar. A sleek black cat."
"I have a picture with me chasing Jingles. What happened to Jingles?"
"I don't know," Professor Lupin replied.
"And Moony and Padfoot?"
"Myself and Sirius Black."
Harry just nodded before the big shocker hit him. "Did that just say my dad had a sister?!"
"Alice. The poor dear. Her and Frank. At least you have Neville still," Professor McGonagall told him.
Harry just blinked at her. They were all acting as though he should know Neville was his cousin.
His shock must have been taken that he didn't have more questions as Professor Lupin went on.

  -…Second, Lily, Harry and I have gone into hiding as of August 23rd, 1981. A safehouse with guards has been setup to protect our secret keeper, and in turn we are secret keeper to him. We can never thank Peter Pettigrew for helping me to protect Lily and Harry...-

"Why would they name Pettigrew," McGonagall asked confused. “I know he was close, but what of Sirius or you?
"I was under suspicion at the time and hadn't seen them since shortly after Harry was born. I am sure they thought Sirius was too high profile."

  -…As for our worldly possessions, they shall be parsed out as such:


  Harry gets everything, except the few allowances made on the attached sheets. The goblins have been contracted to maintain the few residences that are left and the accounts.


  On Harry's eleventh birthday, he is to be presented a Potter scion ring. On his seventeenth birthday, he is to be declared Regent or Lord Potter, depending on the state of the Wizengamot.


  To see him raised with love and into the man he should be, we name the following as his Guardians, in order:


	 Lady Alice Longbottom, Godmother (to be shared with Lord Frank Longbottom)

	Sirius Black, Godfather

	Ms. (or Mrs.) Amelia Bones

	Any other Potter relative that is magical and does not serve the Dark Lord



  Executors of the Will


	
 Lady Alice Longbottom
2. Sirius Black
3. Ms. (or Mrs.) Amelia Bones
4. Gringotts should any not be able to



  Signed,


  Regent James Fleamont Potter


  Witnesses...-

"Dear Merlin! Minerva looked at the witnesses," Professor Lupin softly exclaimed.
His mind was trying to process everything. There was no mention of the Dursley's. No mention of him living in Little Whinging or to be stuffed under the stairs for a decade. He was supposed to live with his father's sister, not his mother's! They wanted him to be loved.
They wanted him to be loved!
Harry looked at Professor Lupin. "I'm not supposed to be living at the Dursley's?"
The man frowned and looked back down at the parchments. After a moment, Professor Lupin sighed. "Harry, I do not know why you have been placed with your mother's sister. I can say we will sort this out."
"What happened to my Aunt Alice?"
"Has no one ever told you?" Professor McGonagall asked. He shook his head, still processing what was going on. McGonagall frowned. "Alice and Frank Longbottom were tortured into insanity about a week after your parents were murdered. They are still in St. Mungo's. The Healers haven't been able to find a cure for those tortured like that with the Cruciatus curse."
So many thoughts were roiling in his head. "Oh," he commented. "Professor Lupin, how did you know about Jingles? Why did you get a copy of the will? Why would my parents call you Moony and refer to you?"
There was a look exchanged between his Professors.
"Harry, when I was at Hogwarts, Lily, James, Sirius and Peter were my best friends. I was there the day you were born. Lily grew to be my best friend."
This was just one too many things to suddenly be piled on him. His eyes bored into the man. "If you were their friend, why didn't you get this earlier and why didn't I know! Why didn't you ever visit me!"
"Harry, understand that..." Professor Lupin started.
It was too much. Harry grabbed his bag. "Understand what? My parents wanted me to go live with people they trusted and I ended up in a cupboard instead! If you were their friend, you could have checked in on me!" Harry yelled at the man before rushing out of the room. Where were all those people the years he went to bed hungry or beat!
"What does he mean by a cupboard?" he heard Professor McGonagall.
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  Chapter 3


  -oOo-


  February 6, 1994


  Hogwarts, Scotland

It was Hermione that finally found him hours later. "Harry, here you are! People have been frantic to find you," she exclaimed walking out the stairs at the top of one of the towers on the Quidditch pitch. They weren't supposed to be up here on non-game days, but he needed a private spot.
"Hermione, not now," he told his friend.
She looked slightly out of breath and had been looking to say more, but stopped when she saw him. "Harry, what's wrong? Have you been out here all day? Your cheeks look white."
Harry rubbed his hands together. It was a cold February day. At least the stands blocked most of the wind. "I needed to get out."
She frowned. "Did you eat lunch? It's after three."
His stomach grumbled for an answer. He was used to not eating, but he almost never missed a meal when at Hogwarts. He was feeling cold. "I haven't been hungry."
The look she gave him said she didn't believe that. "Come on. Professor McGonagall and Professor Lupin have been looking for you. If we go see them I am sure we can get a cuppa."
Harry got up as she pulled him up. "Hermione, my father had a sister."
She stopped, her hand still in his. Standing up he realized how cold he was and shivered. Hermione blinked at him for a moment. "What do you mean your father had a sister?"
"Neville's mum is my aunt," he replied.
"Why wouldn't Neville tell you this?" she asked after a moment.
He shrugged his shoulders. "I don't know. Professor McGonagall said Neville's parents were tortured into insanity and are still in St. Mungo's. As if that isn't mental enough, Sirius Black can't kill me either," he told her.
"Poor Neville. You shouldn't worry about Black trying to kill you. Dumbledore and others won’t let him," she stated, looking frightened.
"No, he can't kill me," Harry pressed. "He's my godfather."
"We already knew that Harry. He betrayed you and your parents," she started.
He shook his head. "You don't understand, Hermione. He can't kill me. He can't do anything that would harm me. He's my godfather."
She eyed him for a moment. They didn't call her the brightest witch of their age for nothing. "Being a godfather in the magical world isn't the same as in the Muggle world, is it?"
He shook his head again. "Daphne said it's like an unbreakable vow." He went on at the confusion on her face. His body was starting to shake. "If Sirius Black did anything that would intentionally hurt or kill me, he could lose his magic or die."
"You are frozen. Lets get you inside and we can talk more," she told him after a moment.
They started down the stairs.
"Harry, Sirius Black took the unbreakable vow?"
"He took the godfather's oath. My parents will said he did. My dad's sister is my godmother."
She stopped on a step for a moment and he took a few more before turning back.
"You said your parents didn't have a will."
"I received a copy today," he told her.
He saw the understanding in her eyes, as though she suddenly put it together why he had hidden. "Do Professor McGonagall and Professor Lupin know?"
He let out a breath. "They received their own copies and Professor Lupin read mine."
She bit her lip. He could tell she wanted to ask him about it. He started to walk again and she fell in step with him. She waited until they were walking back up to Hogwarts. "What else did it say?"
"Sirius Black is my godfather. I have an Aunt Alice. Neville is my cousin. They left everything to me. Someone named Peter Pettigrew was our Secret Keeper." They knew what that was from Hagrid. "Oh, my mum had a cat named Jingles," he added.
"Jingles," she giggled nervously. "Who names a cat Jingles?"
"My mum," he told her with a quick smile. "Professor Lupin said I used to chase her around on a broom." Harry hadn’t shown anyone the album Hagrid had made for him.
She whipped her head to him. "How would Professor Lupin know that?"
He swallowed. "My parents, Sirius Black, Peter Pettigrew and Professor Lupin were all friends. Professor Lupin said he was there the day I was born."
She gasped. "Why didn't he tell you this? Why didn't you know before coming to Hogwarts?"
He looked down at his feet as they walked across the hard ground. "I ran out before he could tell me."
They walked a few more feet before Hermione suddenly wrapped him in a bear hug. He 'omphed' at the sudden contact. Most people he shied away from if they hugged him. From his best mate, he found he actually had missed it from the times they weren't talking. He wrapped an arm around her and she stiffened for a moment before tightening her hug.
She must have picked up on his reluctance. "Do you want to go back to Professor Lupin or to Hagrid's?"
He let her go and she stayed close. He put a hand behind his neck. Smoke was coming from Hagrid's hut. Looking up at the school there was smoke coming from many chimneys.
Hagrid's sounded like the better idea. He turned towards the castle though. "Professor Lupin still has my copy and some other letters. I should get them. How about Hagrid's tomorrow?"
"We have classes tomorrow," she reminded him.
"Oh, yeah."
"Let's go find Professor Lupin," he sighed. The man was the last person he wanted to see right now.
When they walked back into the school through the practice field, he wasn't too surprised to find Professor McGonagall there. "You found him, Ms. Granger?"
"Yes, ma'am," she told the Professor.
"Why don't you go find Weasley and Longbottom and let them know. Potter, if you would come with me," she said a little kinder.
Hermione gave him a sympathetic look and walked off towards Gryffindor Tower. "Come up to my office. There is someone you should talk with."
"I was hoping to get my stuff from Professor Lupin," he told her.
She reached into a pocket in her tartan robes. "Professor Lupin left this with me as he needed to leave for a bit."
Harry took the proffered envelope and stuffed it into his pocket.
Up the stairs and to McGonagall's office where a woman with a square jaw, red hair with wisps of white and a monocle was waiting with a man in red robes. Harry recognized the robes as Aurors robes. Men that accompanied Minister Fudge over the summer had dressed like that. He paused for a second before McGonagall pushed him in.
"Potter, this is Madam Amelia Bones, Head of the Department of Magical Law Enforcement. Amelia, Harry Potter," McGonagall said in her short clip.
Harry eyed the Auror. He was wondering if the Ministry had decided to charge him after all. Of course he hadn't done anything since blowing up his Aunt Marge, but he still thought about it at times.
The serious looking woman reached out a hand, which Harry ignored at first.
After a second, she followed his eyes. "Robards, go stand in the hall. You are not in trouble, Mr. Potter." The woman looked to be trying to reassure him, but it didn't really.
"You were one of the people in my parents will," he said, grasping at the only thing he could.
Her serious expression fell as Robards left. He was uncomfortable having both women here.
"Maybe we should start again." She held out her hand. "Madame Amelia Bones. I am your father's third cousin."
He tentatively reached out his hand. "Nice to meet you," he said as politely as he could.
She shook his firmly before then taking his other hand. Harry tried to take it back but her grasp was firm. After a moment, she nodded. "A pleasure to meet you, Scion Potter. Your father would be pleased you finally received that ring. "
"Amelia, I think he is still in some shock," Professor McGonagall told her.
"Why would he be in shock? He is the last remaining Scion of a prestigious bloodline and he should have had this a year ago," Madam Bones stated.
"Two years ago. Potter is thirteen and until today I was unaware he was to inherit what he has. I thought James had renounced his Lordship,” said McGonagall.
The woman stared at the Professor before looking at him again. A frown came over her face. "Scion Potter, how old are you?"
"Thirteen. I don't understand what you are talking about," he told them. He understood about Scions now from Neville, but this sounded different.
Madam Bones didn't look pleased at all. "You just barely look twelve. You did grow up with one of James's relatives? I know Augusta couldn't take you because she wasn't blood related. I know the Tonks, but I think there were a few other more distant relations."
Harry shifted in his chair. Looking down at the floor, he muttered, "I live with my Aunt and Uncle."
At Madam Bones confused look, Professor McGonagall spoke up. "He grew up with Lily's sister. Albus said that was what the will said and that they were his last family left." His Professor looked rather upset. "I remember warning Albus about leaving him there. They were the worst type of muggles imaginable."
"Is this accurate, Harry," Madam Bones queried.
"Yes, ma'am." There was a moment of silence as he looked at the floor.
"Harry, who is your Magical Guardian?"
He didn't know. After a moment, McGonagall answered, "Albus is listed as his Magical Guardian as being a muggle-raised."
The woman's eyebrows knitted together. "And he was his Guardian the night Harry was left at his Aunt and Uncle’s?"
"I do not know. The records only show Albus as such since Harry accepted his letter. It wasn't discussed why there wasn't another Guardian. If the will hadn't been opened, like I thought it had, I can understand now," Professor McGonagall stated.
"What is going on," Harry asked them. "Am I in trouble or do I have to go somewhere else?" He couldn't keep the slight hint of hope out of the last.
For the first time Madam Bones eyes turned truly soft. "No, Harry, you aren't in trouble. There are some things we need to work out and I will have some questions for you after I get done interviewing some more people. Minerva, can I have permission to take him to St. Mungo's?"
"Why would you want to do that?" Harry questioned.
Madam Bones eyes looked at him as though seeing things that others hadn't. He didn't like it. "Harry, would you wait in the hall for a few?"
"Can I go back to Gryffindor tower? Dinner will start in a little bit."
There was a look between the women. "Go find your friends for a bit and have dinner. Please find Professor Lupin or I if you need any more help in understanding the letters you received today."
"Sure, Professor," he said. All he wanted to do was find another corner no one would find him in and look at everything in the envelope. What he needed was his invisibility cloak but it was in his trunk. His stomach growling told him he needed to eat first. Hermione wouldn't like it, but he would have to slip away again later. He was still upset with Ron and hadn't talked with him yet.
He was out of Professor McGonagall's office and halfway down the hall before Hermione suddenly called, "Harry!"
He stopped and she stepped out from an alcove. "I wasn't sure how long you would be and you looked like you needed a friend."
Harry let a small smile come to his face before he grew serious again. "I don't know what I need, Hermione," he told her truthfully.
She looked uncertain. "Are you alright?"
"I guess?" It definitely sounded more like a question.
"Would you like to talk?"
His stomach grumbled again. He had only eaten half his breakfast and nothing for lunch. "I would like a sandwich," he told her.
"Let's go drop our stuff off and then go to dinner." She looked uncertain for a moment. "Would you like to get your invisibility cloak as well? I can help you read the will."
Harry let out a breath. Maybe he did need someone. Hermione offering him the help made him feel better.
"Sure."

  -oOo-


  Later...

Hermione had helped him avoid everyone as they took some food from the Great Hall and found an abandoned classroom. After talking about it for a while, they snuck back to the common room and Harry had gone up to their dorm. The curtains were all drawn on his bed. The letter and will was on the bed before him and he sat crossed legged. Hermione had told him that the other letters looked very personal.
That was what he was looking at. Seven letters, all addressed to him. Some with notes for an age for him to open them at. There were two different hands.
Five of them were a messy script that looked like they had been written in haste. It reminded him of his own messy writing.
Two of the letters were a much nicer, elegant script. He wasn't sure if he was willing to open them.
The door to the dorms opened. "Harry, you in there," Ron's voice asked from outside his curtains. They all had a rule that if the curtains were closed, they didn't open them unless it was an emergency. Harry didn't say anything.
"He must be asleep," Seamus spoke up.
"Yeah. Yeah," Ron responded sounding disappointed.
He listened to them get ready for bed and talk amongst themselves. Harry put the envelopes down and picked up the will again. Professor Lupin had seemed surprised at the signatures on the will. He hadn't mentioned that to Hermione, but she had picked up on it. The first witness was someone Harry knew, the other was Neville's mother. He wasn't sure what to think of that. If Dumbledore had known about the will, why would he leave him with his Aunt and Uncle?

  -oOo-


  February 7, 1994


  Hogwarts, Scotland

Harry was quiet. He had been most of the day. Hermione was by his side. Ron was too, but it wasn't the same anymore.
"What happened yesterday," Ron pushed for the hundredth time as they walked out of lunch.
"Harry doesn't want to talk about it," Hermione responded in her imperious tone she got at times when she knew something you didn't.
"But he told you," Ron accused.
Hermione glared at Ron. "This is something that Harry will talk to us about when he is ready."
"He can tell me!" Ron exclaimed.
"Ron, just drop it!" Harry burst out. "I have to go to my study session. Hermione, are you coming?"
Ron looked uncertainly between her and Harry. "What study session? I was going to take you to the pitch this afternoon."
"I have a study session with some friends," Harry told him. Harry mistook the startled expression on Ron's face for the fact he was going to a study session. He could give Ron that much.
"But we're your friends? Hermione always helps us in the evenings," Ron said shaken.
"I am not doing your homework," Hermione scoffed.
"I didn't ask you to do it. You just always check it," Ron looked taken back.
"No, Hermione checks it and then usually does half the work for us. I am not doing that anymore," Harry told Ron.
Ron had stopped walking to stare at them. Hermione and him stopped a few feet away to look at their friend. "She just adds the facts we miss," Ron stated.
Hermione went to open her mouth but Harry spoke first. "Ron, Hermione only puts in what we are supposed to have. I am done doing that and the study group won't help me if I don't at least try. Personally, I am starting to like the exceeds expectations and outstandings I have been getting."
Hermione turned to him. They were friends again, good friends, but Harry hadn't shown her how his grades had improved without her. "You are getting exceeds expectations and outstandings? In Defense?"
Harry looked a little abashed at the way she was looking at him. His practicals were usually high grades, his essays and tests, not as much. "I haven't made an outstanding in Potions, Astronomy or History of Magic yet, but I have in everything else. I also haven’t gotten below an EE in anything for weeks now. Snape hates me too much to give me an outstanding."
Hermione looked shocked but pleased. Ron was just shocked.
"Who are you studying with," Ron asked.
Harry wasn't sure he wanted Ron to know. He knew Ron's opinion of all Slytherin, no matter who they were. "A group of friends," he replied.
"Harry, we're your friends," Ron stated.
"I can have more than just two friends," Harry retorted.
Ron looked really shaken. "But, we are your best friends."
Harry snapped at Ron. "Best mates that accuse others of sabotage and get upset when they are only trying to protect me? Best mates that always get into fights and blames the only one that helped us until now to get better grades? Or a best friend that never apologizes for anything they do?"
Ron wound up at those accusations. "It's a bloody Firebolt! Hermione had no right to tell McGonagall! They stole it from us and we were only lucky to get it back just before the match this last weekend! What would have happened if you didn't have that? You beat Cho because of that broom."
"I would have used the Nimbus 2000 I just bought and I have beaten Cho on a Nimbus 2000 before," Harry countered angrily.
"Ron, it is not your broom. The Firebolt is Harry's and we didn't know if it was safe to use," Hermione added bossily.
"But it's a Firebolt, Harry," Ron said, ignoring Hermione.
"I don't care," he retorted. Deep down he cared a lot, but that wasn't the point right now. "Hermione was only looking out for me!"
"So you just forgave her, just like that," Ron accused. "It was Christmas day and it was taken from us, Harry."
"Unlike you, Hermione apologized and we talked about it. And it is my broom," he said rather possessively. He owned so few things and the Firebolt was the best of them, next to his father's invisibility cloak. The clock bell rung the half-hour. "If you excuse me, we are now late for our study group."
Harry turned and stalked away.
"Harry, wait for me," Hermione called behind him. When she fell in besides him, just about jogging to keep up with him, she stated, "I really am sorry about what I did."
He huffed. "You were only trying to protect me."
"I only wish Ronald would see that. He really is being a prat," she groused.
Harry didn't pick up on her words except he wasn't sure what he wanted Ron to see at the moment. When they made it to the library, Harry sat heavily in a chair across from Daphne. Tracey and Neville were talking about their Herbology essay. Hermione sat less huffily, but she was upset with Ron also.
"You're almost ten minutes late," Daphne told them as he took out his stuff. He was so far behind at the moment and his worry that Daphne would not want to keep studying with them when he told her he still hadn't completed the Herbology or Potions essay due tomorrow made him more upset.
"We were detained," Harry snipped at her.
"Harry," Hermione admonished. "Greengrass is not the one you are upset with."
Harry huffed and looked up at Daphne. She didn't look pleased with him. After a moment, he closed his eyes, took a few breaths and calmed down. He tried to remember the way Neville was teaching him to speak when in certain company. "Excuse me, Heiress Greengrass. I did not mean to be rude. It has been a trying few days and I am upset that I still have not completed my work for this group and for other things going on."
His anger came out a little at the end to think of Ron and for how raw his emotions were still from yesterday.
She held his eyes for a moment. The hard gaze she usually held softened some. "I will accept your apology," she stated out loud. "What work have you not completed?"
"Potions and Herbology."
"Then we will focus on that to start. If need be, we will use our time Wednesday to find a room to practice," Daphne told him. "Now, where are you?"
Daphne got up and moved her chair to the end of the table so she could sit next to him as he took his potions essay out. He missed the looks Tracey and Hermione gave them. Daphne didn't seem like she was going to scold him and he visibly relaxed. "Can I try to complete it before we talk about it?"
She nodded. "Of course, Harry," Daphne soothed in a whisper.
"Thanks, Daph," he responded equally as quietly without thinking.
Tracey's brow disappeared into her hair line. Hermione looked flummoxed. Daphne had a small amount of colour come to her cheeks.
He let out a breath and the anger he had at himself and Ron seemed to melt away. Daphne took whatever she was working on and started on it again. Harry opened his potion, herbology and ingredient books and worked to complete the essay.
Daphne looked at Tracey when she cleared her throat and returned an even look to her friend. Harry flipped to find the potion they were supposed to be working on and picked up with the importance of the counter-clockwise motions after adding the carrow root. After a moment, Tracey and Neville picked up where they had been and soon Hermione was involved in the conversation.
After a little bit of not making much progress, and him flipping through his herbology book to find why it was important to harvest tentacular venom on a full moon when Daphne reached into her pocket in her uniform trousers. Her clenched fist reached over his parchment and he looked at her. "Maybe it will bring you luck," Daphne said. When she pulled her hand away, he looked at the snitch he had given her Saturday.
For the first time since Saturday a smile teased at his mouth. The wings spread and lazily flapped. When he touched it with his finger, the wings furled up. He rolled it back to her. "I think its luckier where it was."
She was wearing her mask, but he didn't miss the way her eyes shone. After a moment, she reached up and took it. "If you ever change your mind, just ask, Scion Potter."
"Thank you, Heiress Greengrass."
After that, his focus was much sharper and by the time they left about an hour before dinner he had completed all his work and they had reviewed all their reports. Harry was in a much better mood. Daphne and Hermione had even complimented him on his Potions and DADA essays. As the three of them walked up towards the tower, it was Neville that broached the topic that Hermione seemed to be bursting to ask.
"When did Greengrass give you permission to call her by her first name?" Neville asked curiously.
Harry looked at him. He had probably done it a dozen times when he hadn't been thinking or they were talking quietly together about the work. The rest of the time it was Heiress Greengrass. His neck felt a little warm and he shrugged. He hadn't told Hermione about yesterday morning and he wasn't about too. He just got his best mate back and he wasn't going to chase her away. "I don't know. I didn't realize I was doing it." It was a half-truth.
"Are you feeling better," Hermione asked tentatively, as though expecting him to blow up.
"Yeah. I was able to get my work done and you only made one correction on my charms essay," he told her.
She eyed him. "You are sure you are feeling alright? Especially, you know," she said significantly, causing Neville to look at them curiously.
His good mood deflated some. After a sigh, he responded. "I just need time. I don't know what it all means."
"You can ask Professor Lupin or Professor McGonagall. Or, you know," she nodded to Neville.
He shook his head. "Maybe tomorrow," Harry told her.
"If you need to talk without me, you can just ask," Neville told them, sounding offended.
Harry closed his eyes and stopped. Hermione looked a little guilty when he opened his eyes. Neville had continued on, looking upset. "Neville," Harry called out. "Neville, wait!"
Neville stopped. "What?" Neville asked snippily.
Harry regarded the larger boy. He didn't want to be rude or fight any more today. "Neville, did you know your mum was my godmother and my father's sister?"
"Yeah," Neville responded.
"Why didn't you ever tell Harry?" Hermione asked.
"Harry didn't seem to want anything to do with me, so I figured you were just trying to ignore me like everyone else," Neville said a little dejectedly. "Half my family thinks I'm just better than a squib and not many want to be around me. What was one more cousin ignoring me?"
Hermione frowned. Harry just looked at him surprised. Had he been like his cousin? No, Dudley would have bullied Neville. Instead, Harry had ignored him, much like he had been before Hogwarts. "Neville, we never meant to ignore you. I didn't know until yesterday."
"What do you mean one more cousin," Hermione questioned.
Neville looked confused. "Forget it, Hermione. Harry, you didn't know my mum was your father's older sister? Gran said that was why she was made your godmother."
Harry just blinked at Neville. "Neville, until a few weeks ago I didn't even know my parents' middle names, let alone I had other relatives."
Neville looked a little shocked. "How didn't you know their middle names?"
"Probably the same way I thought they had been killed in a car crash until the day Hagrid came to give me my Hogwarts letter," Harry replied.
Now there was confusion. "Why did Hagrid give your letter? Mine came by an owl," Hermione questioned.
"Mine by muggle post before Professor McGonagall showed," Hermione stated.
Harry snorted. "Oh, my letter came by owl. As did the few thousand or so that came after the first one."
"I don't get it? Is that a joke?" Neville questioned.
"No. It was my relatives," Harry replied.
Hermione looked really concerned. "You really mean it was lots of letters, don't you?"
Harry had never told them about why Hagrid had to hunt him down on his birthday that year, only that he had. "It was definitely hundreds, maybe not thousands. My aunt and uncle wouldn’t let me see a single letter aside from the first one that had my name and address. It was taken before I could even open it. Owls kept bringing more and more letters for days. Hagrid had to find us at a light house to give me my letter."
They both looked at him. Neville looked incredulous, as though he couldn't tell if Harry was lying or not. Hermione had a hand to her mouth, showing no doubt his story was true.
"God, Harry. How bad is it living at your relatives?" Hermione asked aghast.
"I don't want to talk about it," Harry told her.
"Gran always thought you just grew up with a distant relative of your father's. She said one time she tried to get custody of you, but was denied," Neville told him.
Harry just shrugged, trying to keep his anger down. "Aunt Petunia is my mother's sister."
"Harry, have you ever told anyone?"
"No. And I'm not going too. Come on. I want to get back to the common room," Harry demanded before walking towards the Gryffindor common room.
"He's being serious, isn't he?" Neville asked Hermione.
"Harry doesn't lie," Hermione responded.
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  February 9, 1994


  Hogwarts, Scotland

Harry was very quiet the next day. He was happy that it was a day full of classes. Hermione stuck by his side, and Harry made a point of sitting with Neville in Potions. It earned him two detentions for sticking up for Neville and helping him to get a passable potion. He would have preferred to work with Hermione, or Daphne, but if Neville really was family, Harry shouldn't abandon him. It was also apparent he would never be able to work with Daphne due to stupid House rivalries and the Purebloods around her. He did spare a few looks at her, who he thought he caught looking at him once.
During DADA, Professor Lupin asked to talk to Harry, but Harry said he was too busy. Which wasn't a lie.
"After dinner, please come by my office," Professor Lupin told him.
"I have practice tonight," he informed Professor Lupin. Where Harry wanted to be closer to Neville, sensing a somewhat kindred soul, he wanted nothing to do with a slew of adults that should have been there for him. He had another aunt and uncle. Harry knew what had happened to them now, so Harry could excuse the Longbottoms, but he was finding it hard to excuse the others that should have known. He had resigned himself to the Dursley's until he was seventeen. The fact he could have been somewhere else, even growing up with a cousin that wanted him around, was making him very angry.
Ron wasn't helping. He tried to act like nothing happened, which led to another row between Ron and Hermione, with Harry stepping in. It ended when Harry punched Ron for insulting Hermione so bad she started to cry.
It was this mood that he brought to the study session with Daphne and Tracey.
With a huff, he sat down across from Daphne and closed his eyes. After Monday, and seeing how upset Hermione still was, he wasn't going to take out his issues on their study partners. After a moment, he opened his eyes to see the dark eyes with green marbled shades looking at him. "Afternoon, Ms. Davis and Heiress Greengrass," he said as amicably as he could. He was finding he enjoyed these times with her and didn't want to chase her away.
"Scion Potter. I take your day is no better than it was Monday?"
He sighed. "You can say that."
"Harry has had a few surprises this week," Hermione supplied.
Daphne didn't take her eyes off him. "Do you want to talk about it?"
Everyone pulled up short. Harry just liked looking into her eyes. They looked... caring? Until now, only Hermione had ever really looked at him like that. After a moment he responded in a softer voice. "Not today. Wood is already upset enough I will miss practice the next two nights and I really need to get a start on our Potions and Charms essays. Then the star charts for Astronomy."
Daphne regarded him for a few. "Would it help to add two hours on Sunday for us to help you?"
The idea of spending more time with the Slytherin wasn't something he wanted to pass up. "I would appreciate that. I don't have anything to offer you," he told her, knowing she liked to work on an equal trade.
"You can pay me back by getting outstandings in everything," she informed him.
"I can help too, Harry," Hermione offered. He looked to Hermione who was staring at Daphne. Daphne held Hermione’s gaze.
"I have nothing better to do," Tracey pipped up.
"I'll take all the help I can get," he told them.
"If you are all set now, I would like to work on the Charms essay also," Tracey requested.
They had settled in for about twenty minutes when some clacking boots sounded in the library. They didn't look up, all of them well into their own thoughts and books. Neville was even concentrating and seemed to be getting it as Hermione and Tracey helped him. Harry heard the clack of boots and knew it was not Madam Pince. Pince's were not as determined as she walked, usually being quiet, but loud enough you could hear her if you weren't talking.
"Potter," McGonagall barked.
He closed his eyes for a second before straightening up. She stopped at the end of the table. "Yes, Professor?" he answered in a deadpan tone.
"Why did you not show in my office at one o'clock like I asked?"
"You only asked me to show if I had questions. I do not and right now I need to complete my homework since I have detention with Professor Snape tonight," he answered. The anger that had slowly built since Sunday not really contained. At the look in her eyes, he added, "Professor."
"I assumed you would have questions. You are to come with me and I will talk with Professor Snape so you have time to complete your work," Professor McGonagall ordered.
"Excuse me, Professor," Daphne spoke up.
"Yes, Ms. Greengrass?"
Harry snapped his head to look at the girl that was looking up at their Transfiguration Professor. "If Scion Potter's detention is moved from this evening, he is still scheduled for a Quidditch practice. From what I understand, Mr. Wood has practice six times a week, most are two to three hours a day, with Saturday being four."
Professor McGonagall regarded Daphne for a moment. "Is this the truth, Potter?"
He wasn't sure to curse the girl or kiss her! Quidditch was one of his few stress relievers he had, but it was more stress than relief as he started to take his studies more seriously. In the last few weeks he had grown to like the better grades. He also liked the respect Daphne was giving him for helping them, and the praise for doing well on what she helped him with.
"Yes, Professor."
Her lips pursed. "I will talk with Wood. I told him no more than four practices and two hours each. Now, pack up your stuff and come with me."
Harry was hoping that this wouldn't get out. Some had started to notice him studying with Daphne and Tracey. He didn't need them being blamed for a weak Gryffindor team because they didn't practice enough. Gryffindor wasn't playing against Hufflepuff until May though. Harry knew no other team practiced half as much as they did. Harry packed up his stuff. "We'll see you in transfiguration?" Hermione inquired.
He nodded.
It was soon obvious they were heading away from the library and McGonagall's office. "Where are we going, Professor?"
"I am taking you to the hospital wing. Your guardian has authorized some tests," McGonagall informed him.
"You mean Professor Dumbledore?" he asked.
"I mean Madam Bones. She has been given custody of you until Sirius Black can be found and sorted out," Professor McGonagall informed him.
"Oh," was all he thought to say. He wasn't sure how he felt about that.
Walking into the hospital wing, Harry stopped. Two Aurors were in the room and two people in lime green robes. Madame Bones was talking with one of the Aurors, a rather grizzled looking man with scars, a strange electric blue eye that kept spinning around and the large chunk out of his nose made Harry wonder what the man had gone through. He had scars, but nothing like this man.
The man nodded. "He's here, Boss," the man's gravelly voice matched his appearance.
Madam Bones was wearing a monocle today. She took it off and put it into a breast pocket on her robes. "Good afternoon, Mr. Potter, or would you prefer Scion Potter or Harry?"
"Harry please, ma'am. What tests are you going to have me do?"
The woman looked much kinder than she had Sunday, crouching down to his level. "Before we do that, I wanted to talk with you. Would you like to do this in private or here?" she asked in a calm tone.
Harry shrugged. He wasn't sure what they were going to talk about. Maybe the grizzled Auror would protect him if Madam Bones tried anything.
"Right. Did Professor McGonagall tell you that Child Wizard Services has named me your Guardian per your parents will?"
"Professor McGonagall mentioned you have temporary guardianship. What about my relatives?"
"No matter what anyone else tells you, I am now your Guardian. That may change in the future, but only if you and I agree. Do you understand?" she inquired in a gentle voice.
His heart pounded in his chest and his eyes grew wide. "I have to go back to my relatives," he told her.
She didn't look away from him. "Harry, you are not going back to the Dursley's again. I have rooms at my house that will be yours. Do you know my niece, Susan? She is in your year."
He nodded, not believing what she just said. "I don't have to go back to my relatives?"
Her smile looked a little strained. "No, Harry. I can tell you that you will never go back to the Dursley's. You will be living with myself and my niece Susan."
Harry just stood there, a hope he never knew he could have exploding in him. He couldn't have this ripped from him. To never have to deal with his relatives again was a dream too good to not become true.
"Now, I have asked these nice Healers from St. Mungo's to come here today. There is some concern that you may have been malnourished and I would like Healer Tonks and Healer Devon to check you over. If they find anything of concern, they may give you a treatment. Please cooperate and I promise we will talk about it later."
His alarm bells went off, even with her reassuring tone. "Where is Madam Pomfrey," he asked. She always just healed him up and released him quickly.
There was a quick look between McGonagall and Bones. "Madam Pomfrey will be out for a few days. Professor McGonagall has agreed to allow these Healers from St. Mungo's to stay until she is back."
Harry let her lead him to a bed and he spent a long time having wands pass over him and potions to give some response he didn't know. When asked to remove his shirt and trousers, he only felt comfortable enough with Healer Tonks. She was a middling age woman with brown hair and kind brown eyes. Harry didn't want to trust the man. He hadn't been unkind or given him any reason to not trust him, but Harry only seemed to trust Healer Tonks.
When he took off his shirt, he tried not to shy away. He didn't have a lot of scars, or he didn't think so, but most marked times he didn't want to think about or for others to see. Healer Tonks didn't look at him any differently. "Harry, is it alright if I move closer and get a look?"
He nodded. She moved in and ran her wand over him while touching a few scars. "Does that hurt," she asked running a finger along a long thin scar on his back not far above his y-fronts.
"No," he shook his head.
"Where did you get it?"
Harry kept his mouth shut. He couldn't tell her. She didn't press him as she looked at another one. "Harry, can I look inside your shorts? If not, I can call Healer Devon back in."
He tensed a little. "If you have too."
It was quick and then she moved to his arm. "What happened here?"
It was a small scar. All that was left from the phoenix tear that had healed him. A phoenix tear could heal almost any wound, but it didn't mean there may not be a scar. Especially when it was made by such a dark creature. "A basilisk," he told her.
Her head shot up. "Can you repeat that please?"
"A basilisk. Fawkes healed it with a tear," he told her.
She eyed him for a few. "And what were you doing to get bitten by a basilisk and require a phoenix to heal you?"
"Ron and I went down into the Chamber of Secrets to save his sister. There was a basilisk there that tried to kill me but I killed it with the Sword of Gryffindor."
Her eyes grew wide. "I see. Can you tell me more about that," she inquired in an easy tone. Outside of Dumbledore, he had never talked to another adult about this. He explained everything he could remember. Then she asked about a small puckering around his finger tips, as though he had been burned. He was more reluctant to tell that story, especially since he had killed someone and Aurors were just outside the screen.
She didn't judge him and reassured him he would not be in trouble. A few other scars were more normal. Like the small one on his other arm from a broken arm when he fell off a swing set. Of course that had happened from Dudley trying to push him too high at Uncle Vernon's urging. When he fell, his arm had taken the brunt of the fall. Or another from when some grease had fallen on him from some rashers when he was learning how to cook. Somehow, she even got him to admit the marks on his bottom where caused when he got in trouble when he was really young. He wouldn't tell her how though.
When the bell rang for last period, he asked if he could go to class.
"Let me ask your aunt," Healer Tonks told him.
"She isn't my aunt," he said very quickly. He never wanted to call anyone aunt or uncle again.
Her eyes looked worried. "Why don't you get dressed while I talk with Madam Bones."
"I have Transfiguration class," he told her.
"I think Professor McGonagall will understand."
She left the screen and he got dressed. Then he waited. It felt like a long time before a voice came from outside the screen. "Harry, can I come in?" Madam Bones asked.
"Yes."
Madam Bones and Healer Tonks walked in. The look on their faces didn't settle him. He sat on the edge of the bed and they took two chairs across from him. "Harry, Healer Tonks has told me what she has found. We would like to go over it, but I have a few questions before we do."
"Am I in trouble," he asked. He had told Healer Tonks more than he ever thought he would, but for once he felt like there was an adult that listened and he found he trusted.
"No. You are not in trouble. Is everything you told Healer Tonks the whole truth?"
He didn't say a word.
Madam Bones gave him a reassuring smile. "Harry, I mean it that you will be coming to live with Susan and I. The one rule I enforce above all others is to tell me the truth. The stories you have told Healer Tonks seem a little farfetched and I would think Susan would inform me if she had heard any rumors of this."
Harry frowned. He looked at Healer Tonks. "You don't believe me?"
Healer Tonks didn't hesitate. "The stories you have told me would explain the damage and traces of magic I have found. You seem like a very honest young man. So, yes. I believe you."
Madam Bones frowned.
"Have I ever lied or led you wrong, Amelia?" Healer Tonks was looking at Bones.
After a moment, Bones shook her head. "You have never led me wrong. I would like to talk with Susan."
"Can I go? Transfiguration is almost over and I didn't eat much at lunch so I would like to get to dinner," he informed them. It was a good excuse to run away.
"You can hold your questions for later," Healer Tonks told Bones. "Harry, with Amelia's permission, I want to keep you in the infirmary for a few days."
"I have detention with Snape tonight. I still need to finish my potions and charms essay. Not to mention my study groups," he told them.
Madam Bones looked far more sympathetic. "Prioritizing your responsibilities as such is something I will be proud of, but Healer Tonks has found you have suffered from malnutrition and other ailments that need to be treated. Over the next few days, the Healers want to put you through a potion and healing regime that may be a little intensive, and will still require potions for a month or two. I will stop in each day to see how you are doing."
He felt like panicking. What would Daphne and Hermione think if he fell even further behind. His panic must have been apparent.
"Harry, it is either a choice of here or St. Mungo's. As you said, your friends have been very helpful and I can let them in to see you in a day or two, and even let you start with your studies again over the weekend. But if you are stressing yourself too much, it will take longer to start the healing you need, and will require you to go to St. Mungo's," Healer Tonks told him. "I would also like to do some more tests. There are a few abnormal results that need to be sorted."
He looked between the women for a few. All he could think of was when a doctor told a patient something was abnormal on Aunt Petunia's soaps.
"Am I going to die?"
Healer Tonks smiled. "No. You will not die, but I think you will feel much better when we are done."
After a moment, he nodded. "Can I tell Hermione and Daphne?"
"We can have Professor McGonagall pass a message. What are their last names and what Houses are they in?"
"Hermione Granger is in Gryffindor with me. Daphne Greengrass is in Slytherin."
Bones eyes widened a bit. Healer Tonks just nodded as though this was perfectly normal.
"We will inform them. Anyone else?"
"Oliver Wood. He's going to be upset when I don't show up to Quidditch practice," Harry told them, seriously worried about upsetting Wood.
"It is Healer's orders that you will not fly for at least a week, if not more."
"Yes, ma'am."
"I am sure you may have many questions and I will answer them as best I can over the next few days. Do you have any pressing questions right now?"
He looked at Madame Bones. He still wasn't sure how much to trust her, except that she was taking him away. "Why was I left at my relatives?"
The woman's eyes softened even more. "I do not know, Harry. There is a team in the DMLE who is working on how you were lost in our Childcare system. I am not sure if you are aware, but I am your father's third cousin."
He snorted. "Figures," was all he said, remembering the fact from the other day.
She looked at him a little concerned. "What do you mean by that?"
"I've never had a relative care about me yet," he retorted, surprising himself that he would voice it or sound so bitter.
Both woman looked a little shocked for a moment. Bones spoke first, "Harry, if I had known, you would have not been left where you were and you would have known about your parents' will. It would never have been tolerated for you to sustain some of the scars you have or the malnutrition. Know from this point forward, no one will hurt you like that again."
Harry frowned and just nodded.

  -oOo-
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  Hogwarts, Scotland

The next few days were not entirely unpleasant, though he didn't remember much of it. He slept, a lot.
The first night he was given a large dinner where Hermione was allowed to join him. They didn't talk much with the Aurors and Healers around. There was a feeling of something big happening, but he didn't know what.
After that, he was given a series of potions, some as foul tasting as polyjuice or Skele-gro, others with a minty aftertaste. He liked those. Then he fell asleep and didn't wake until dinner the following day. He was famished and ate about as much as Ron would, shoveling it into his mouth almost as fast too.
Madame Bones was there before his next round of potions that evening. She informed him that a agent from Wizarding Child Services would be by to see him once he was cleared and told him she would be by the Dursley's this weekend to retrieve his possessions. When Harry told her everything he owned was in his trunk, her eyes grew steely. He didn't feel her anger was towards him, but he felt it.
Friday passed much the same way. He slept until dinner. Madame Bones was there again. She didn't look pleased, but whenever she talked with him, it was in a kind tone and she never directed the anger in her eyes towards him. He wasn't used to that from adults. His relatives only ever had an anger in their eyes like that when they focused on him and he never liked the results.
Saturday, he woke with the light of the sun still low in the sky. At first he thought he had slept through another day, but after getting his glasses on, he realized it was the light of the morning, as it still filtered through the hospital wing windows. Over his two and a half years here, Harry had learned to recognize when it was morning, afternoon or early evening in the hospital wing.
Stretching, he noticed a few things. The first was that it felt a little odd. Having lived with it for so long, it was immediately apparent that his joints didn't hurt and his muscles didn't feel like tight strings.
That led to his second observation. He seemed bigger. Looking at his hands, they didn't look as thin as he was used to and he felt longer.
The third thing was that it felt like there was a hole in his stomach. He had known hunger pains before, but not this just general emptiness, like he hadn't eaten in weeks. His stomach growled at the thought.
There was a slight clacking of boots. "Good morning, Harry," Healer Tonks said getting up from a desk she had setup. He looked to her and saw two Aurors standing inside the doors.
"Hello, Healer Tonks. Is it breakfast time," he asked, letting his bodily needs talk for him.
She smiled as she came over to him. "I will have something brought in just a moment. How do you feel today?"
He stretched again, enjoying the pleasant feel of it. "Better. What did you do to me? Am I bigger?"
The healer took a chair next to his bed. "You are closer to the size you should be for your age," she told him. "I am actually surprised you are up. I expected you to sleep again today, tomorrow as well. It takes energy to recover from years of malnutrition."
His stomach growled again. "Is that why I am so hungry?"
"I assume that is most of it, besides just being a teenage boy," she chuckled at his look. "Do you feel any aches or pains?"
He shook his head. "I actually feel better than I can remember," he told her truthfully. Why did he feel in such a good mood today?
"Good. You're treatment is not done. You are about three-quarters to where you should be, but the entire process cannot be rushed. Over the next month or so I will make sure you complete the treatment. It wouldn't be surprising if you gain another inch or even three during that time. James was rather tall himself," Healer Tonks informed him.
"Does that mean I can leave and work on my homework and the classes I missed?"
Healer Tonks shook her head as though chastising the energy of youth in her head. "You shall be staying in here at least through tomorrow. You shall not be pushing yourself for two weeks after that. That means try not to run or do any strenuous exercises if you can help it. And no flying."
Harry groaned. "I have Quidditch practices almost every day," he told her, sounding much more like a normal teen's whinging than Harry ever had.
She chuckled. "Harry, you have just undergone a major round of potions and growth elixirs to stabilize your body the way a normal thirteen-year-old should be. Even magic can sustain only so much stress as your body until your body gets used to the changes and the new bones, muscles and other parts of you start taking over for the natural growth that should occur," she explained.
He looked at his hands again. "How much did I grow?"
"Just over four-and-a-half inches and almost two stone weight," she informed him. “You are now a little over sixty inches and a hundred and three pounds.”
His eyes boggled at her for a moment. "I what?"
"I would expect you to be a little unstable in your increased height and weight until you get used to it. Do you need to go to the loo? I can help you if you need and then breakfast will be provided. I also assume Ms. Granger and Ms. Greengrass would like to see you today. Madame Bones has restricted all visitors, but said you could have a few friends if you like when you woke."
"Hermione and... Ms. Greengrass have asked for me?"
"You have had a few people inquiring about you, especially with a few other events in the last few days" she hinted. "Ms. Granger and Ms. Greengrass have been the most persistent though."
Harry felt his neck and cheeks heat a little at the look Healer Tonks gave him. "I should go to the loo," he told her.
She looked like she wanted to laugh, but thankfully only offered to help. He refused, but still stumbled when he got out of bed. His body was larger and he wasn't used to it. Healer Tonks moved to catch him but he caught himself first.
Once in the bathroom, she wasn't joking that he was larger. His face looked older, not as childish anymore. There was a faint mustache of thin dark hair. He looked lean, but it was more the look of a boy that had a large growth spurt in a year, not the scrawny kid he knew himself as. For once, he had a healthy layer of fat and muscle.
"God, who am I," he asked, especially when he went to the bathroom and found that everything had grown.
"Harry, there is a change of clothes for you on your bed," Healer Tonks told him through the door. Harry wanted out of the bed clothes, but he wasn't looking forward to wearing his normal clothes.
Walking up to the bed, he was surprised to find a nice pair of trousers, a button-down shirt and a new Gryffindor knit jumper. It wasn't a school uniform, but it was much nicer than the jeans or corduroy and other clothes most of his friends used outside of class. With encouragement, he put them on. They were a little loose, but fit him far better than anything he ever owned outside of his school uniform.
"Where are my shoes," he asked Healer Tonks looking around for his ratty trainers. There was a nice pair of polished leather shoes under the bed, but he had never owned anything like that before.
"Under the bed. Madam Bones bought you some new shoes and other clothes that should be in your dorm room considering you should have grown out of all your other clothes," Healer Tonks told him at the look on his face. He doubted he had grown out of Dudley’s old clothes. "You aren't going anywhere so you should not need to put them on today."
Shortly after, a large meal was put before him. The clock tower struck ten bells. It was far later than he would normally wake and get ready for the day. His breakfast disappeared quickly and a bowl of fruit was left at his bedside if he needed to snack.
He took a book out of his bag, his eyes feeling a little droopy and woke with a start at the sound of the noon bell. Harry didn't remember closing his eyes and he didn't think he even read a page. He felt as famished as he had earlier and just finished a huge lunch before the one o'clock bell. Meer seconds after the toll ended, the doors to the hospital wing opened.
"Afternoon, Healer Tonks. Is Harry up," Hermione asked.
"Just around the curtain, dear. I don't think he has fallen back to sleep yet. Just be warned he may look a little different and you can't stay too long. Harry still needs more rest and sleep."
"Yes, ma'am." Hermione came into view and stopped, her eyes going wide. "Harry?" she asked.
"Hey, Hermione." He didn't blame her. He hadn't recognized himself in the mirror either.
Her eyes looked him up and down. "What did they do with you?"
He gave her a nervous look. "Healer Tonks said I was suffering from long term malnutrition. I should be closer to what size I should have been." Her eyes met his after a moment. "Do I look that bad?"
Some colour came to her face. "No. I like your new clothes. How are you feeling?" She moved in closer.
He couldn't stifle the yawn. "A little tired. It's weird how my body feels. Healer Tonks says I'm over four inches taller."
"I can believe that. You look different. Good," she added hastily, "but different. Where are your glasses?" she asked.
Harry blinked at her before reaching up, not realizing that they weren't on. He comically patted his face, not believing he wasn’t wearing them. Looking around, they were on the bedside table next to his wand. He hadn't touched either all day. On reflex he reached for his glasses, jammed them on his face, which felt tight, and the bridge snapped when he shoved them on.
He held the glasses in his hands. Blinking, he realized that he could see. Like see across the room! Without his glasses!
"Bloody hell," he exclaimed. "I can see! Hermione, I can see!"
She looked at him a little shocked and he reached out for her and pulled her into a hug. She stiffened and didn't move. After a moment, he realized how stiff she was and let her go. He knew he looked abashed, having never instigated a hug with her. She had hugged him plenty of times, but he had never done that. Daphne had been the only one he could ever remember actively hugging.
"Sorry," he said embarrassed.
After a second, she launched herself at him, hugging him tighter than she ever had before. After the initial shock, he hugged her back. Healer Tonks poked around the curtains. "Would you like to announce that to all of Hogwarts?" she asked in a joking tone.
The teens pulled apart, both of them abashed. "I'm sorry, Healer Tonks," Harry apologized while looking down.
He missed the woman's smile as she came around Hermione to his bed side. She picked up his chin and looked into his eyes. "I thought you just didn't put your glasses on because they were too small now. You say you can see? What do you mean?"
"I can see the wall on the other side of the hall," he told her, his chin still being held up.
"What did you see before?"
His still abashed face reddened. "A blob."
"Do you mind?" Healer Tonks held up her wand and let go of his chin.
He shook his head and then she pushed up his hair. Hermione took in a sharp breath. "Your scar!"
He jerked his head to look at her. "What's with my scar?"
Her eyes looked at his head in a very un-Hermione-ish way. "It's almost gone."
Rubbing his head, he didn't feel the raised bumps that always outlined it.
"I was hoping it might be. There was a nasty artifact left over. Healer Devon and I were able to remove the last bit of the curse yesterday," Healer Tonks informed them. "There were signs it was interfering with your vitals, but I hadn't expected this."
"What do you mean dark artifact," Hermione squeaked, looking scared.
The Healer pulled his attention back to her and pushed up his hair again before she started to move her wand over her head. "I was going to check this tomorrow. Too much magic to soon may reopen the wound, but nothing for it now."
"What are you checking for," Harry asked, his green eyes large and uncertain.
"As far as we know, you are the only person to survive the killing curse. It appears your magic, and whatever your parents did to you, caught the curse. It was slowly dissipating, but such a powerful and dangerous curse has more than enough magic to kill almost any creature in the first go. At the rate it was dissipating, I would have guessed you would be well into your thirties before it was gone."
His eyes were as large as Hermione's now.
"Dear Merlin!" a girl's voice came to them.
He turned to see Daphne, her hands to her mouth and looking at him wide eyed.
"Harry, stay still! I can't check properly if you keep moving," Healer Tonks stated in exasperation. "Really! Boys and a big set of eyes," he heard the healer mutter.
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    A/N: Harry Potter and his world belongs to J.K. Rowling, Warner Brothers and anyone that has received licensing rights. I am grateful she gives us the privilege of playing in her world. 
A/N: I am using a standard stone weight = 14 lbs.
Also, the height and weight gain would put Harry into the 50 percentile for boys thirteen years of age. It is dramatic, but not when you consider it is about where he should be. It is also about what he should have grown from age 11 to 13.
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  February 11, 1994


  London, England

It had been a long ten days in Sweden. Overseeing the ICW High Council and the general voting constituents was always trying. Many of the American countries and even more European countries were getting too progressive and it was getting harder to keep the more conservative block together without inviting the ultra-conservative Asian or middle-east countries.
The last thing he wanted was for another Voldemort or Grindelwald to arise, but it was imperative for their traditions and laws against Muggle mixing to remain. Those of muggle decent should be integrated and welcomed. Separating those same witches and wizards from their upbringing was starting to prove hard as their numbers grew.
Part of this included keeping the Pure Blood Supremacists and his own Light Houses from starting a new war.
Thus, feeling tired and warn, he was taking a portkey to the Ministry of Magic to talk with Cornelius and then Amelia about the new laws and whether Britain would accept them or not. He highly doubted he would get any support from the Minister and his minders. On the other hand, he wasn't sure Britain could afford to have more tariffs or trade restrictions if they didn't adopt the new laws about Muggleborn restrictions, which were soon to be almost none.
When he landed in the portkey area off the main atrium, he noticed something was different. It took him a moment to realize that most of the posters of Sirius Black had been taken down. Before he had left, every Ministry fireplace had a picture of him on it.
Second, he was surprised to see four Aurors standing near the podium of the security guard, Tom.
Third was the fact that the Aurors stepped up to him.
"Afternoon, Robards. Are you off to a raid?" Albus asked, not liking the look on the four Aurors' faces.
"Not this afternoon, Mr. Dumbledore. We have been asked to escort you to Head Bones. There has been an issue at Hogwarts and she would like you to come to her office before heading back," Robards said in a hard tone.
Albus' heart dropped. He hadn't heard of anything and he was convinced that Sirius would never truly harm any of the students. But if Remus had had an episode or something else happened...
He had to find out and find a way to let this just pass over. Many people made mistakes, and to make one at a young age if it had been one of the students, he couldn't let the DMLE and the Wizengamot get their hands on one so young.
They moved quickly to the lifts, Albus leading the way. He had received two letters from Minerva, but hadn't opened them, thinking it was just some normal business since she didn't use their emergency code on the envelopes. He was starting to think he should open his mail from his long time Professor and friend whenever he received one.
Walking through the front offices of the DMLE had a few faces looking at him a little oddly. It only heightened his fears that something horrible had happened while he was away. With a frown he entered Amelia's office. "Amelia, what is going on? If there is something wrong at Hogwarts I really should get back."
Amelia looked up from the parchment. Her face looked grave. "Take a seat, Albus. We have a few things to discuss."
He didn't and assumed the Aurors that followed him in were part of the team that he would be forced to host once he went back. "Amelia, if things are as grave as your face looks I really should be heading back."
Amelia sighed. "I was hoping to talk with you before we got to this. Robards," she said with a shake to her head.
Albus frowned and only the movement out of the corner of his eye gave him any warning something was wrong. Robards moved in a way that rung every bell in his head. He wasn't considered the most accomplished wizard of the last three generations for nothing. Out of instincts his wand left his holster and was in his hand as the first jet of red light left the Aurors wand.
He stepped back, bringing up a shield. The first two stunners impacted and ricocheted off. His wand was already weaving a complex spell that would cause something akin to a Muggle flashbomb. It was something the MACUSA had introduced to the ICW a few years back that he thought might be useful. He shut his eyes tight. It went off, flinging the four Aurors between him and the door flying. A few cried out. He was already walking out the door before the flash had even died, trying to figure out why he had been attacked and how to get out of the Ministry when something hit him from the back...

  -oOo-
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  Hogwarts, Scotland

Harry was still processing what Daphne and Hermione had told him, after they had both gotten over his new looks. Harry still flushed some to think of the way Daphne looked at him. He also noticed and felt flattered that Hermione seemed to sneak peeks at him also.
Half the classes had been sent to a study hall the last few days as Madam Pomfrey, McGonagall and Flitwick were in St. Mungo's. Snape had been seen leaving the castle accompanied by Aurors yesterday and no one knew why. What caught some attentions was that the Headmaster had not been in the castle all week. That wasn't that odd. There were times he did that to deal with his Wizengamot, Supreme Mugwump and who knew what other duties. It was odd that he was absent for such large events.
Meanwhile, Harry was still falling asleep between meals, though this afternoon it was almost two and he was still awake. Mostly. Hermione was in a chair going over the notes he missed in transfiguration Wednesday.
"This was very interesting," Hermione said with some enthusiasm, even if it was in her teacher's voice.
"Ah, huh," he yawned, trying to follow her hands on the notes that Healer Tonks had copied with a simple slash of her wand.
"The base roots for the lapifors spell can also be used for the reverse," she was saying.
His head dipped down and he sat up with a start. Hermione stopped and looked at him. "You should lay down," she told him with concern.
"I need to learn this and be ready for tomorrow," he told her. Since waking yesterday, he had felt an even larger urge to do better and focus on his work. He didn't want to let Daphne down, but with the effort Hermione was putting into him, he didn't want to let her down either.
"Healer Tonks told me that if you don't sleep when you are tired you may be in here longer than just tomorrow now. She also said she would not allow Neville, Daphne or I back in," she warned him.
He yawned again. "I don't want to sleep. That's most of what I have done for four days now. We are supposed to have our study group tomorrow, and I already missed it three times."
"Harry, you have grown a lot and you ate more than Ron does at lunch. I think Healer Tonks is right that you are just catching up." The no nonsense look she gave him had him huff. "Daphne and I will make sure you catch up as soon as possible. Now, sleep."
He grumbled at her as she took his book and parchments off the bed. Flopping on the bed, he rolled over so she would not see him trying to fight it. It wasn't very long before his eyes started to drift closed and soon was out.
When he woke, it was to a grumbling stomach. "Will it ever stop," he grumped sleepily.
"I hope so. It has been rather distracting, Scion Potter," the cool voice of Daphne said next to him.
He rolled over to see her sitting in the chair Hermione had been in earlier, a book in her hand and legs crossed. "I thought our deal didn't include any socializing?" he asked around a yawn, pleased she was there. Rubbing his eyes, he sat up.
"It would require you being awake to socialize," she retorted dryly as she turned a page.
After blinking a few times and making sure the sleep was out of his eyes, he was able to take her in. She was in a skirt and green blouse with a warmer traveling cloak over the chair. His eyes followed her bouncing leg for a moment before looking up. He had never felt this funny feeling before. Her eyes were still scanning the page, but every few seconds they would look at him before going back to the page.
Why did that give him butterflies in his stomach?
He liked her dark eyes with the light green marbled affect.
"Are you just going to look at me all day or is there something you want," she asked. Was that a slight colouring of her long neck? Harry felt his own neck heat some.
"I was just wondering why you are here if our deal doesn't include any social interactions," he asked her.
She nodded to the nightstand. "I am letting you borrow that and want it back when I leave." He saw the snitch he had given her last weekend on the nightstand. Was it possible to make friends like this in only a few weeks? Thinking back, Ron and him had been inseparable since the first day on the train to Hogwarts. That was until a few weeks ago...
Starting to feel more awake, he tried to bow while sitting up. "Thank you, Heiress Greengrass. This kindness will be repaid."
Was that a slight bit of colour in her cheeks? "Like I said, just make sure you get more outstandings."
He smirked at her. "As you wish, m'lady."
This time there was definite colour in her cheeks. "I need to tell Healer Devon you are up and that the graphorn needs a meal," she deadpanned as his stomach growled again.
He chuckled. "I will try to keep it tame," he told her.
"See that you do," she responded with a small smirk.
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  Hogwarts, Scotland

It was the first time in two days he was awake when Madam Bones came after supper. A familiar redhead in Hufflepuff colors was next to her. The woman smiled. "I am glad to see you up, Harry."
"Thank you, ma'am. Evening, Susan," he said. She had never been unkind to him, but she had never really said much to him either. He knew Hermione and her were on good terms.
"Good evening, Pott... Harry," she corrected herself. They hadn't been on first name basis before, but Harry figured if he was going to be living with her it was better to be friendly.
"Do you have something to say?" Madam Bones prompted her niece.
Susan blushed furiously. "I need to apologize to you. Auntie has asked about and corrected some... misperceptions I had about you."
Harry eyed her. "What misperceptions?"
At a sharp eye from their Guardian, Susan said quietly. "That you are an arrogant git that Dumbledore treats like his favorite student. Until Auntie told me some of what happened, I never said anything because many still believed you were the heir of Slytherin. I also don't know what happened with the troll, but many of us thought you were trying to hunt it."
"Is that all?" Madam Bones asked in a harsh tone.
Susan ducked her head, still bright red. "I'm sorry for calling you names behind your back. I haven't done that all this year though. Hannah and I actually tried to stop some of our dorm mates after getting to know Granger last year and this. It really shocked us and we knew you would never petrify or try to kill her."
He blinked at her. Was this why she never really talked to him? She was doing it behind his back?
She looked up, some tears in her eyes. "I never should have done that."
His anger had started to rise, but seeing the sincere apology in her dark brown eyes didn't allow it to rise too much. There was a heavy pause. After a moment he said, "I never tried to have that snake attack Ernie," remembering a conversation he had overheard last year.
She nodded after a moment. "It just looked like you did after you spoke parselmouth."
"I don't know if I will forgive you anytime soon." More tears came to her eyes at Harry's admission.
"Harry, she has apologized. I do not want any conflict in our house," Madam Bones told him.
He looked at her. "You will excuse me if I don't forgive her right away after what I went through and what I heard her say in the library last year."
Susan paled and put a hand to her mouth. Madam Bones looked at her. "What did you say?"
Harry felt a little pity for Susan. He didn't want her in trouble. He knew what happened when someone was in trouble. "It was nothing anymore," he told Madam Bones.
Susan looked grateful and repentant. Maybe she wouldn't be too bad once he got to know her?
Madam Bones looked between them for a few. "Is this matter closed?"
Susan nodded. Harry looked at her. "I will try to forgive Susan." He didn't like that she looked hurt and he was the cause.
"I am truly sorry," she whispered.
"I am too," he said back equally as sorry. He should forgive her, but as he recovered more, the bitterness of all those years he had been abandoned, mocked, ridiculed and even hit, wouldn't go away.
Madam Bones looked between them for a few. "We are all going to be living under the same roof and need to get along."
For the first time in days, his bubble of hope popped. "Maybe it is better I go back to my relatives," he told her.
"You can't," Madam Bones informed him.
He looked up. "I think it better I do. I don't want to hurt you or Susan."
Her face dropped the hard disciplinarian look. "You miss understand. You can't go back. The Dursley's were taken into Muggle custody for child abuse. Their legal rights over you have been severed. I am not going to leave you on the street and I think you and Susan can find a way to get along."
"I still think it better," he told Madam Bones. He didn't want to be anywhere he wasn't wanted. To much of his life had been that way and the relief he would never go back to his relatives was too good to compromise that way.
Susan looked at him with her watery eyes. "Harry, I don't want you to go somewhere else. We are cousins and I will find a way to show you I am sorry."
"Couldn't I live with my cousin Neville?" he asked Madam Bones. He really didn't want to hurt Susan. He had been hurt enough that he didn't wish it on anyone else, but he saw her shoulders drop.
There was a sad smile. "Augusta Longbottom can't claim rights over you. I am your guardian, Harry. Susan is honestly apologetic. Just give my niece, your cousin, a chance."
Looking at Susan, he dropped his shoulders. He wasn't going to win here, and if he did, he would hurt both of them. "I still don't understand why you never came for me before? Why didn't anyone come for me?"
Madam Bones dropped her head this time. "I didn't know," she said in a sad voice. When she looked back at him, there was a determination in her sadness. "I have a lead why the will was unknown. I can't change the past, but I can help you now."
His feelings for the Bones were so conflicted.
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  Hogwarts, Scotland

It was huge news. Everyone was talking about it. Hermione had rushed up to the hospital wing in the middle of breakfast with the Daily Prophet in her hands. Dumbledore had been arrested coming back from a session at the ICW. It was also the first morning Professor Flitwick and Snape were back.
"Harry, the Prophet is reporting the charges are for possible Line Theft and Attempted Murder," Hermione said excitedly.
"Daphne was wondering if he would get in trouble for my parents' will," Harry speculated, taking the paper.
"It's not you. It's for Sirius Black."
"Gran is going to have a heart attack. I heard she tried to send Black to the veil before..." he trailed off at the end of his sentence. The boy looked abashed. Neville could tell he didn't want to talk about it and Harry was grateful. He wasn't in the mood to face his parents' fate today. "What does this mean about Sirius Black?"
That got Hermione's attention. Hermione said in a rush, "I don't know. Daphne and I were talking yesterday and wondering when Black might turn himself in. Fudge rescinded the 'Kiss on Sight' order and your new Aunt has said a trial will be held but gave no date. Did you know he was sent to Azkaban without a trial?"
"She isn't my aunt," he said more forcibly than he meant. He really didn't want to use that word again.
"What are you going to call her then," Hermione pressed, not picking up on his uncomfortableness. "I guess you could call her your cousin, because she is."
"She said I could call her Amelia."
Neville shuffled. "Why did Black go to Azkaban without a trial?"
It was his turn to give Neville a thankful look. Harry enjoyed Hermione around, but at times she missed social queues. Not that Harry was much better himself, but he knew when someone was uncomfortable.
"The Daily Prophet didn't say, but what I don't understand is what Dumbledore had to do with it. I also don't understand why he didn't say anything about your parents' will?" She sounded pensive.
"Amelia is still looking into it."
He was tired of being in bed. Kicking his feet over the side, he stood up. "Are you supposed to stand up," Hermione asked.
"If I stay in that bed or sleep anymore I'm going to go spare," he told them.
The bell rang eight. Hermione started to gather the paper before looking at Harry. "Would you like me to leave this?"
He shook his head. "I need to get the work I missed last week done."
"You look better," Neville told him.
"Thanks," he said stretching. He felt much more coordinated in his larger body now. "I can't wait to get on a broom."
"Healer Tonks said two weeks after you are released," Hermione reminded him.
He made a face. "I'm surprised Wood hasn't marched in here and demanded I get back into the air."
"You do remember Madame Bones and Healer Tonks won't let him?" Hermione inquired. He looked at her and she went on. "Only Neville, Daphne, Susan and I are allowed in. At least Ron asked how you were doing a few times."
He blinked at her. "Has he been nicer to you?"
"He asked to come by tonight," she told him. By her look, Harry could tell she was not being bothered.
He started to stretch like Wood made them do before their workouts. When he came back up, she was looking at him. Her brown eyes held a different intensity than he was used to. He stopped and looked at her before she looked away. Ron must really be upsetting her still. He was a little surprised that he liked her eyes on him. "Do you think I should?"
"I think he needs to apologize before I take him here," she told him.
Neville rubbed the back of his head. "He's been very quiet the last week, except to talk to Hermione and I. Last night he asked me how you are doing. If you ask me, Ron looks a little lost without you two around. He's also been looking for Scabbers."
Harry wondered if Daphne had gotten the rat. He also wondered why they had never really become friends with Neville before. "He needs to apologize to Hermione first."
Hermione nodded. "I have to head to arithmancy and then we are doing our study session this afternoon."
Harry was disappointed he wasn't out of the hospital wing yet. It had been almost a week now. Hermione left and Harry and Neville followed her out with their eyes. He had never noticed that she was starting to develop curves and was cute.
"How long before Healer Tonks lets you out?"
"If I don't need a nap today, then tomorrow," he told Neville. He was happy he was eating a more normal amount of food and felt like he wanted to move today.
The doors to the hospital wing opened and Madam Pomfrey walked in. Healer Tonks got up from the desk she was using and met the woman with a hug. Neville looked at him. "I should get going. Tracey wanted some help with her herbology homework and wanted to see some of the plants on the grounds."
Harry looked at him, sensing something else. "Have fun," he encouraged.
As Neville was walking away, Healer Tonks and Madam Pomfrey were walking over to him. "I figure I should not be surprised to see you here, Potter."
"I didn't fall off my broom this time," he retorted.
"So I have heard. How are you today?" Pomfrey asked.
"Can I go for a walk?"
"Maybe later," Healer Tonks told him. "Only if you feel up to it and one of your friends can accompany you."
He nodded.
"I take it you feel much better?" Madam Pomfrey had a pinched brow.
"Yes, Madam Pomfrey." He looked to Healer Tonks. He really wanted to get out of the hospital wing. "I don't need more treatments?"
"You do not," Healer Tonks assured him. "Just the daily potions for the next month or two."
"Mr. Potter, I owe you an apology." He looked at Madam Pomfrey confused. She went on. "I have been the Healer at Hogwarts for more than twenty years. In all that time I have never failed one of my charges like I did you."
He looked to her and Healer Tonks. "I don't understand."
Madam Pomfrey sighed. "I am tendering my resignation. I saw the way you were malnourished and the signs of abuse. It was apparent the day I did your first-year examination what happened to you."
She looked so forlorn and Harry felt confused and angry. "What first-year examination!"
"All first years get an examination and certain potions to inoculate you against some very bad diseases and magical maladies," Pomfrey informed him.
"I don't remember an examination," he told her.
"I have a mind healer that will be coming to see you this weekend," Healer Tonks said. "Madam Pomfrey and some others have been submitted to memory charms and other compulsions. I have suspicions you may have as well, Harry."
The matron looked very unsettled. "I should have seen the side effects," she told him.
"Why didn't your exams pick it up?"
"Compulsions we would have found. Jinxes cast on the entire student body and tied to Hogwarts are not detectable in the normal ways. Memory charms or other modifications can only be found with a practiced mind healer. I am rather skilled, but if you have anything that has not been found so far, then I admit it is beyond my skill," Healer Tonks told him. "When Amelia comes by later, we will talk about it.
He looked to the Matron. "Why would you leave? You have always helped me," Harry asked. Even with the betrayal they were telling him about, he felt she was the only adult he had fully trusted since coming here.
She gave him a sad smile. "I don't feel I can trust myself. You are not the only child I have betrayed, just the worst of them."
"Poppy, it wasn't you," Healer Tonks soothed her.
"I can't take the risk of it happening again, Andi. I have become too compromised," said Pomfrey.
"Madam Pomfrey, please don't retire," Harry begged her. He couldn't think of another adult he trusted more in Hogwarts. Not even Hagrid.
The white hair woman looked at him. She looked conflicted. After a moment, she said, "I will think about it Potter. For now, I am only here to retrieve my belongings. Maybe next school year I shall return. In the mean time, Healer Tonks and Devon are fine Healers."
Harry frowned to see her look flustered. She soon took her leave and he was left with Healer Tonks and two new Aurors. Madam Bones... Amelia, had insisted the Aurors stay for now.
"Is Madam Pomfrey going to be alright?"
Healer Tonks sighed. "In time. If you need to move, you can stay in the hospital wing for now."
"Yes, ma'am."
It was just after eleven and he had finally completed his charms, History of Magic and DADA essays when the doors opened. He looked up to see Daphne walk in. A smile crept across his face to see her with the satchel she usually used for school.
"Good Morning, Heiress Greengrass," he said, getting up and bowing to her.
She was all prim as she gave him a curtsy before looking him up and down. "Scion Potter. I see you are not slacking anymore?"
He snorted. "You can say that."
"Should we get started then? You are a week behind in your work and I am meeting the others after lunch."
He slumped his shoulders. "Healer Tonks has said I can go out for a little bit if someone accompanies me. I was hoping to ask if you would accompany me before we start."
She eyed him for a moment. "Our deal doesn't include social interactions."
He nodded and sat back on the bed, pulling the tray table to him, feeling dejected.
"However, if it is healer's orders, I could accompany you," she voiced.
He looked up with a huge smile on his face. She had dropped her mask and had a small smile on her own. Harry quickly got his new shoes on. Looking around he realized he didn't have a cloak or robes here and he only had on a shirt today.
"What are you looking for," Daphne asked.
"I don't see my cloak," he told her.
Healer Tonks came over. "Are you going somewhere, Harry?"
Daphne straitened up. "Scion Potter has stated he may go for a walk if he is accompanied."
A small smirk played at Healer Tonks mouth before she gave a nod of her head. "I did inform Scion Potter as such, Heiress Greengrass. I assume you would like to take this responsibility?"
Daphne didn't balk or change her now haughty expression. "I will give my word Scion Potter shall return in the same health and when you appoint."
Healer Tonks matched Daphne's expression and stance. "That is acceptable. He may stay out until around noon and may go as far as the main courtyard."
Daphne made a very small curtsy. "Yes, ma'am."
"Would you like a lunch as well, Heiress Greengrass? Scion Potter gets lonely at times."
Daphne's mouth quirked. "I would find that acceptable, Healer Tonks."
He gave them a look and a small shake from Daphne's head told him to be quiet. He had been learning that much from her to know when it was some Pureblood thing he didn't know about.
Healer Tonks had a house elf retrieve his cloak. Like his other clothes, it was new, which was probably a good thing with how much he had grown. They walked out of the hospital wing and slowly made it towards the courtyard outside the main doors.
"What was that about, Daph?" he asked.
She gave a small smile. "Healer Tonks is still technically a Black, a pureblood House that is about as respected as the Potters, though they have a history of being for the purebloods. Father and mother highly respect the Tonks and have ask that Tori and I treat her with the proper respect as well."
"Oh," was all he could say. After a moment he asked, "Shouldn't I be the one ensuring your good health and return?"
"When you are better. Until then, I will keep my word."
Harry didn't miss her first statement, but didn't push. "What do you think of Susan Bones?" he asked her.
Daphne put her hands behind her back. "She seems nice. I have had to work with her a few times. Honest and sticks up for her friends. Father works with Madam Bones on the Wizengamot often and she usually comes to our Yule Celebration and often we go to the Bones New Year Ball."
He nodded as they made it down a set of stairs. A small group with Ravenclaw colours passed them. Harry caught them looking at Daphne and him.
She looked towards him when he hadn't said anything. "Why do you ask?"
"I am going to live with the Bones. Susan confessed the other night that she went along with her fellow Hufflepuff's last year about me. She apologized about it, but I don't know if I am ready to accept it." He wasn't sure why he was confessing this to Daphne. Hermione and Ron were his biggest confidants, but he never really talked to them like this.
Ron would have told him he was mental and Hermione would have tried to analyze the situation and probably order him to accept her apology to make things easier on him.
They walked down the main stairs and towards the large double doors. They were closed to the cold today.
"Are you upset with her?"
He sighed. "Truthfully, I'm upset with so many people right now, but I don't want to hurt her or Amelia."
He opened the doors and reveled in the cold February air that assaulted his face. Harry didn't like to sit for too long. He was an active person and it had been almost a week since he had been out of the castle. Remembering his manners, he motioned for her to go first.
Daphne inclined her head and he closed the door behind them.
There was a new layer of snow that had fallen last night that only had a few footprints in it. "God, I missed this," he told her.
She kicked some snow on his shoes. "You can have it," she told him.
He laughed and she screamed when he did the same. Only he kicked it to get as much on her as possible. "Harry!"
"You started it," he told her as she brushed the snow off her school robes.
"Doesn't mean you have to finish it. I am a lady, you know."
This made him laugh more before he bowed, still chuckling. "Please forgive me, m'lady."
She rolled her eyes. "Don't let it happen again."
"No promises," he told her and she gave him a glare that should have withered anyone. He just chuckled. "You have nothing on my best mate when she is truly upset."
With a huff, Daphne turned and walked towards the roofed walkway.
He followed her, just happy to be outside and that she would be with him. The bell tolled the half hour. He fell in step with her as she started to walk around the square courtyard.
"Why are you upset with so many?"
His happiness faded. "I have my reasons," he told her after a moment.
She looked questioningly at him. "Is it about your parent's will?"
He sighed. Hermione had a good idea why he was so upset. Why shouldn't Daphne? "Why didn't any of my Guardian's come looking for me? Amelia still won't tell me why the will filed at the Ministry was lost. Tomorrow I have a meeting with someone from Child Wizarding Services. I don't want to talk with them."
She stopped at one of the stone windows. "Who was the executor?"
"It was supposed to be one of my guardians, but they never got it," he responded.
"Is Madam Bones going for Line Theft once she finds out who?"
Harry slumped his shoulders and the clock struck the quarter hour. "I don't know."
"What do you know?" She was asking it in an earnest tone, like she was honestly curious and concerned about him. He liked it.
"I do know who the witnesses were," he responded.
She looked at him questioningly. "Who?"
"Neville's mother and Dumbledore," he stated.
Her hands went to her mouth. "Oh, no. Mother told me what happened to the Longbottoms. But Dumbledore! Does this have anything to do with the accusations against him?"
Harry shrugged. "No clue."
She looked at him shocked for a moment.
"It is horrible what happened to Neville's parents? Did you know his mum is my father's sister?" He just couldn't say aunt.
"Of course she is your father's sister. Why would you think she wasn't?"
"No one ever told me until the other day," he said simply. Again, the anger at others bubbled up, but he put it down. Daphne didn't deserve it. "What is the Crutiatus curse?"
Daphne shuttered and Harry didn't think it was from the cold. "It's a pain curse. It's said to be so painful that it can drive someone mental if exposed to it long enough. The Ministry has classified it as Unforgivable because the one casting it has to enjoy inflicting the pain and the fact it can drive someone insane or leave permanent ticks or muscle spasms. The worst cases can be almost paralyzed."
Harry felt a great sadness. Neville had grown up with his parents alive, but insane. He had also been through a trauma worse than him.
Neither of them said a word. Harry was lost in thought and she was studying him for his reaction. After a few he met her dark-eyes with green highlights. "Please don't tell others we know. Neville doesn't want to talk about it."
She nodded. "I will not mention anything."
The bell tolled quarter to noon and Daphne jumped. "Oh, you are supposed to be back." She grabbed his arm and started towards the doors.
"I think I earned a little more time out here," he whinged.
Her face was set. "I gave my word you would be back by noon."
He smiled and got into step with her, opened the door for her again and they walked as fast as Daphne would let him. He wanted to run, but she scolded him he was to be back in the same health he left.
Healer Tonks didn't comment on them being a few minutes late, instead indicating the plates with some sandwiches and crisps. They sat and he took out his charms essay as they ate. Before she started to read it, he quietly said to her, "Daph, thanks."
She took his hand ever so briefly. "If you need to talk again, all you need do is ask, Harry," she promised.
His hand felt very warm when she took hers away.
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  February 16,1994


  Hogwarts, Scotland

"Good afternoon, Harry. I want you to meet Healer Ross," Healer Tonks introduced the short, older woman that had entered the Hospital wing a few moments ago. Daphne had left to go to afternoon classes.
Harry looked at her a little wearily. Her grey hair was done in an immaculate bun. There wasn't a single stray wisp of hair. Unlike Healer Devon and Tonks, she wore an older cut, off-white robe with a traditional symbol of a healer on her right breast, a red cross.
The woman's light grey eyes looked at him with a gaze similar to when he felt like Dumbledore was looking far into him, but unlike Dumbledore, he didn't feel like she was trying to push herself on him.
"Good morning, Healer Ross," Harry greeted the woman.
She gave him a look as though she wasn't sure what she was looking at. "You don't strike me as someone who is normally so formal. You can call me Anne if you like. How would you like me to call you, Mr. Potter?"
A small smirk played on his face. Harry always liked those that were more straight forward. "Harry, ma'am."
"Anne. Please just call me Anne, Harry. Has Andromeda told you why I am here?"
"Healer Tonks and Amelia think I might need someone to talk with," he told her apprehensively.
The woman nodded. "I hear you like to move. How about we take a walk on the grounds and we get to know each other? I promise today this is just a get to know you meet. Later I can explain what I do and how I may help you."
Harry looked to Healer Tonks.
"You are allowed to leave the infirmary. If everything goes well, you can go to your classes tomorrow morning," she replied.
Harry nodded and soon was walking with the woman, the aurors shadowing them at a respectable distance. The woman took her wand out and twirled it. "A privacy charm that will follow us and prevent anyone else from overhearing us," she supplied.
Harry nodded, not saying anything.
"So, I have been told you enjoy playing Quidditch. What position do you play," she asked him as they made their way across the grounds.
"Seeker," he told her.
She waited a moment to see if he would say anything before asking, "Are you any good?"
"I think so. I've caught the snitch every game I have played," he said, trying not to sound too smug about it. He did feel some pride for that, but he didn't want to rub it in others faces.
Her brow rose. "How many matches have you played?"
"Eight so far. McGonagall made me Seeker my first year," he confessed.
"That is pretty impressive. You grew up in a Muggle house? Did you have any instruction on how to fly before coming here?" she queried.
Harry just shook his head, unwilling to say anything.
"So, you have caught every snitch. I take it you really enjoy playing Quidditch then?" she asked.
"Yeah."
"What do you enjoy about it so much?"
Harry blinked. No one had ever asked him that before. After a moment, he started to say, "I like the feel of the wind in my face. When I kick off the ground, it feels like I am a bird. I can go anywhere. I just know how to use my broom, it's like I've always known how to fly. Looking for the snitch isn't as fun as the chase, but I feel important. The team is looking at me to get the snitch. Most times that means we win the match."
She nodded. "What is your favorite subject?"
"It would be between Charms and Defence Against the Dark Arts. Though I think I would really like Care of Magical Creatures if..." he trailed off. He didn't want to say anything against Hagrid.
"Unless what?"
He frowned and didn't say anything else.
She didn't let up, her voice soft, "What do you like about magical creatures?"
He wasn't sure how much he should say. "I can talk to some of them," he admitted, not knowing if she knew about his parselmouth or not.
She acted as though this wasn't anything big. "I have been told you are a parselmouth."
"Many say it’s something a Dark Wizard would have," he admitted.
"Do you think that is the truth?"
He shrugged. "I am not dark and I will never be," he said adamantly.
She nodded again. "Are you disappointed in Care of Magical Creatures because others don't like you talking with the snakes that are shown?"
"I don't know. Hagrid hasn't shown us any snakes. Maybe because I am a parselmouth and the way everyone treated me last year. Some still say I am the Heir of Slytherin and bad because of it," he replied.
"That is not why you are disappointed though, is it?"
He sighed. "Hagrid is very knowledgeable, but I don't feel he knows how to teach, and half of the creatures he has shown us have been very dangerous for third years. I loved the hyppogryphs, but they are a bit ornery and quick to anger. One almost attacked Draco Malfoy." Harry snorted. "I wish it had."
He was saying more than he would ever, but didn't really realize how much he was saying.
"What classes don't you like?"
"Potions," he said unequivocally.
She looked at him for a moment as they walked over the grounds and into the quidditch pitch. "Why?"
He couldn't keep the disgust out of his voice. "Snape."
"You mean Professor Snape?"
"Yeah."
It went like that for a while more. She brought up everything at school. Tried to bring up the Dursley's again and he fobbed it off. By the time they got back, he was tired, both emotionally and physically.
He took a nap for a bit before Healer Devon woke him for dinner.

  -oOo-


  February 17, 1994


  Hogwarts, Scotland

By the time Healer Tonks finally let him go from the hospital wing just before first period, Harry was happy to be out of the hospital wing. He had been given the all clear and allowed to return to classes. It was a good and bad thing he found out.
He sat at a table next to Hermione and Neville on the far side of her. Ron was at the next bench. Many were giving him double or triple looks. Hermione setup her papers as though there was nothing unusual about all the attention Harry was getting. Which, in truth, was not uncommon.
Ron, upon seeing him, stopped and stared for a moment before moving to the empty desk next to him. "Blimey, Hermione wasn't joking about you growing," Ron stated.
"It was a shock," he responded.
Ron chuckled. "I bet."
Harry took out his own ink bottle, quill and parchment.
"You ready for a nap," Ron asked, not bothering to take out his own stuff.
"I have slept enough lately. Aren't you going to take notes?"
"Nah. Dean, Seamus and I have worked out a deal. It's Dean's turn today. You ready to go flying tomorrow?"
"I still have some work to catch up on and I can't fly for two weeks," he told Ron.
Ron gaped. "Can't fly! What about practices? Wood is already upset that McGonagall came down on him because Fred, George and him were getting bad grades and only limited him to two practices a week until they start getting better in class. Are you sure you can't fly?"
Harry thought about Daphne and Hermione's threats about him taking it easy. The more they spent time together, the more Harry was weary when they agreed on something. "Positive," he replied.
"I can use your Firebolt then? Fred and George had talked about a pickup game Saturday since they couldn't practice," Ron informed him.
Ron was acting as though nothing had changed. "Are you going to apologize to Hermione?"
The confused expression said it all. "For what?" Ron asked honestly confused.
Harry gaped at Ron for a second. Hermione frowned next to him. Binns floated into the room, effectively ending this conversation. Five minutes into class, Ron was nodding off on his hand. Harry, who usually had a hard time paying attention, forced himself to stay awake and take notes.
When the class ended, Ron snorted and Seamus knocked his arm. Ron slammed his head into the desk and Harry had a silent chortle as the redhead rubbed his forehead. In potions, Harry sat next to Neville, with Hermione and Ron before them. He gave her an apologetic look before sitting down.
When Snape came into the room, his cape billowing like normal, Harry noticed the man didn't have his usual swagger to him though. "Open your books to page eighty-four. Today you will be making a wolfsbane tincture. It will need to stew over the next week before you complete the potion next Wednesday and I will grade it on the full moon," he ordered in his greasy voice.
When the man's eyes fell on him, it was the same type of reaction he had seen earlier. Disbelief at his change. For once, Snape didn't say anything or taunt him or Neville. When they were done, it was the first class ever that he could remember that no Gryffindor lost points and no Slytherin gained points. It was so odd, it was all anyone could talk about as they left the dungeons and headed towards the third floor DADA rooms.
As they were walking up, Harry wanted to fall back to walk with Daphne, Tracey and Bulstrode, but he wasn't sure that was alright or not. His instincts proved accurate when Draco bumped him.
"Watch it, Malfoy," he threatened.
Malfoy turned on him. "Or what, Potter?"
He didn't hesitate to step up to Malfoy in the corridor just by the DADA room. Many stopped to watch what was going on. It didn't take a genius for everyone to realize Harry was suddenly an inch or two taller than Malfoy and just slightly shorter than his goons. Before he was a good two or three inches shorter than the blonde prat.
"I'll level you in DADA today," Harry answered. Thursdays were practical and dueling days with Professor Lupin. Harry would make sure he was opposite Malfoy.
Malfoy, looking as though he didn't like to be looked down on, snarled. "You just leave Greengrass alone and I will make sure Crabbe and Goyle leave your mudblood alone."
Harry didn't think about it. His fist was balled and connected with Malfoy's jaw before anyone reacted. Harry, not used to the strength in his new body, sent the blond prat hard into the wall. Everyone looked shocked for a moment, least of all Harry, before he was suddenly hit by a meaty fist.
His wand was out of his pocket as he stumbled. "Petrificus Totales," he spat out through the blood in his mouth. He didn't wait to see if it hit as he ducked to avoid the motion to his right. A few spells flew around the hall. Someone screamed and he flicked his wand up to see Draco trying to cast a spell. "Expelliarmus!"
Draco's wand flew out of his hand, shooting high into the air. Goyle stepped towards him.
"Glacius!" Harry shouted.
Goyle’s arm was suddenly encased in ice and it over balanced his swing. Goyle crashed to the floor. He cried out as the ice shattered. Harry caught Draco's wand out of instincts as it fell.
A booming voice rang out. "Stop this now!"
Looking up, a very upset Professor Lupin was standing in the middle of the hall. "What is the meaning of this?"
Looking around he saw Neville standing over Hermione, who was on the floor. Ron had a bit of blood on his lip and his wand was pointing at Nott. It was the rage in Daphne's eyes that brought his temper down.
"What is going on," Professor Lupin demanded.
"Potter threw a punch at Malfoy," Parkinson accused.
Turning to Professor Lupin, he just glared at the man. Harry wasn't going to back down and he wasn't going to be the snitch at the moment.
"Draco said something to Harry before he punched him," Parvati spoke up.
"Potter threw the first punch," Nott supported his house mates.
"Draco threatened Granger," Ron shouted.
"Enough. Potter. Detention tonight in my office. You will also join Weasley, Malfoy, Crabbe, Goyle, Nott and Longbottom Saturday morning at Professor Hagrid's hut. Did anyone else throw a punch or spell?"
Harry stood tall and took it. Ron and Neville did the same while Draco snarled, "I'm not serving detention with that oaf."
"I will recommend you see Deputy Headmistress McGonagall then for a different punishment," Professor Lupin offered in a hard teacher’s tone.
That shut Malfoy up. "Now, you three help Ms. Granger to the hospital wing and get yourselves checked out. Mr. Goyle, go get that sorted. Mr. Malfoy, you can go as well."
Neville helped Hermione up, who was grabbing her face and trying to hide teeth that were long enough to be down to her chin. When he met Daphne's eyes as he walked past, she didn't look pleased with him.
"Bugger," he cursed under his breath as he let out a large puff.

  -oOo-

That night, he wasn't looking forward to his eight o'clock detention with Professor Lupin. He had successfully avoided the man outside of class. Harry would have to start up the Patronus classes again, but that wouldn't happen until the start of March. Another of the activities Healer Tonks had restricted him from for two weeks.
Harry told everyone he was doing much better, but he had to admit, the first day back with six classes had worn him out. Another side effect of the forced growth on him. He just hoped it passed soon.
Harry knocked on the door and opened it when bidden.
Professor Lupin was standing at his window, looking out onto the dark grounds. "Take a seat, Harry," he was instructed.
"I prefer Potter, Professor," Harry responded as he took the indicated seat on the other side of the man's desk. Professor Lupin hadn't earned the right to call him Harry.
There was a long exhalation. "I understand, Mr. Potter."
Harry didn't respond. He just sat, looking at the man's back. It was a few moments before Lupin spoke in a soft tone. "Did Draco Malfoy insult one of your friends?"
"Yes," Harry responded after a moment.
"Ms. Granger?"
"And Heiress Greengrass." Harry wouldn't feel repentant for sticking up for his friends.
The man made a snorting laugh. "Your father was very protective of his friends. Your mother had friends in all the houses and saw the good in people, even if they didn't in themselves. I see both my old friends in you, Mr. Potter."
"They are my friends," Harry responded.
Lupin shook his head and turned to him. "You do understand what you did was wrong?"
"I shouldn't have punched Malfoy, but he was asking for it," he responded petulantly.
Lupin shook his head again. "A bit of Sirius in you too."
Harry didn't waiver in his glare at the man. "Am I to do lines or clean something, sir?"
The man moved to his chair. "Not tonight, Harry. I think we need to talk. You are still joining the others Saturday morning."
"Yes, sir. It's Potter."
The man sighed again. "Of course, Mr. Potter."
He had been compared to his parents before, but not quite like this. "Sir, if you knew my parents so well, why didn't you come to at least see me? Why didn't you tell me!"
"Guilt," Professor Lupin told him.
Harry took in an angry breath. "Guilt? That is it? Guilt! You just left me with my relatives because of guilt? I hope that I have made better friends than that."
The man winced as though he had been hit. "You are angry. I don't blame you. I can not undo what has been done."
"Angry!" Harry yelled and the grindylow disappeared behind a curtain of bubbles into some weeds. "You tell me you just left your best friends' son because of guilt!"
"I am not proud of it. Dumbledore said you were in a safe place and I thought it best for you for me not to be around," the man told him.
Harry's nostrils flared. "Oh, yeah, it was safe," he snarked. He got up. "Professor, if this is all you want to talk about then I will report to detention Saturday."
"Harry, please sit," Professor Lupin just about begged. "I am not asking for forgiveness. I have no excuses good enough to explain myself. I would like to tell you about your parents and answer any questions you may have about them."
Harry looked at the man. He knew his face was twisted in his anger. "I really should be going, Professor. You said it is better for me for you not to be around."
The man looked like Harry had hit him. Harry moved to the door and opened it. Lupin spoke behind him, "Harry, it is my understanding that no one has really told you much about your parents or even your family. I am here when you are ready to talk or I know your owl will be able to find me."
"I am allowed to start the Partonus training again on March second. Call me Potter. Please don't try to talk to me outside of class before then, Professor" Harry said with no emotion. Inside he was roiling. He wanted to know more about his parents. He needed to. Forgiving the man enough to listen to him was not happening tonight.
The door to Professor Lupin's office slammed behind him.

  -oOo-


  February 19, 1994


  London, England

Albus was looking at the black walls of the cell. He could hear the crash of the ocean against the fortress, and even feel the vibrations the waves caused in the black citadel in the middle of the North Sea. The cold was as much from the dementors roving the upper floors as it was the inhospitable environment that Azkaban prison had been built on.
The grind of a bolt and the heavy clang of an iron door opening echoed in the corridor outside his cell.
For seven days now he had spent time in this hell hole, his anger growing. Especially that none of his allies had come to his aide.
"This is the cell," a familiar voice said. He knew the man as an old student and now warden of this place.
"Thank you, Roger," another man he recognized answered. Albus heart and spirits lifted to hear the voice of one of his oldest friends and allies.
The door opened and he got to his feet. "Elphias, let's get out of here and then I need you to get me my wand," Albus told the old man that greeted him. It took a second to realize that eight Aurors were behind the man.
The man didn't say much, just looked at Albus. The grey-blue eyes of the man looked upset and sad. "Is it true Albus?"
Albus looked at the man, his emotionless mask up. He wanted to probe Elphias mind, but he knew the man was a very accomplished occlumence. If he tried it on any of them, he had a feeling he would be found out. "Is what true, Elphias?"
The disappointment in the man was palatable. "I have been asked to represent you for your trial. It has been set for June twenty-fifth so that the DMLE can complete its investigation. Is it true, Albus?"
Albus let a frown come across his face. "What trial? Is what true?" he queried in a cold, dangerous voice. Four of the aurors had their wands in their hands.
Elphias frowned before reaching into his robes and handing a folder to him. Albus took it, his eyes steely and his face hard.
"What is this?"
"The initial charges that allowed Amelia to arrest you without the Minister’s permission after she called a secret court. Is all this true, Albus?" Elphias pressed.
Albus brushed him off as he opened the manila folder. He scanned the cover page of the warrant and his heart sank. "What does this mean to charge me with the denial of inheritance to Sirius Black! I did nothing of the sort," he said angrily.
There was a silence as Elphias let him read on. As he did, some of his protest died on his lips. "How was the Potter's will found?" he asked quietly.
"Augusta Longbottom put in a claim for Neville to take over the House of Potter, through his mother, as Scion to the goblins. They were required to open the vaults to search for a will since Harry Potter is still alive and the direct descendent of the previous Regent Potter. Is it true that you knew about Sirius Black, who their Secret Keeper was and that you denied the rightful Scion his inheritance?" Elphias asked, his eyes still boring into Albus.
Of all the possible routes, Albus had never thought Augusta would be so ruthless and try to take it away from Harry.
"I denied the boy nothing. He got his trust vault and is set to be Regent upon his seventeenth birthday," Albus replied before turning the page. The first page had been heritage blockage and denial of Sirius Black. On this one, his heart started to beat faster. It was the same for the Prewitts. The will of the previous Lord Prewitt had been found as well. He had no clue how that had happened. He knew Head of Record, Minchum, had buried that will when the Lord Prewitt died and it had remained sealed when his boys died a month later. There was no one that could claim that title.
Last were charges for Harry Potter. Again, Denial of Heritage.
"So that is not your witness mark on the wills of Lord Prewitt and Regent Potter? It does not say in either will to present Scion rings to the next heirs on their eleventh birthdays? I also don't see anything making you the Guardian of either boy or their regent," Elphias said in a voice as though he was just realizing what his best friend was.
Albus swallowed as he leafed through more pages. A copy of the Potter's and Prewitts’ will were there. His heart sank as he looked at the Prewitt's will. According to this, the first of Molly's children were to be reinstated into the family and then named Scion. Much of the Prewitt's wealth and what ever had not been left to the man's sister, was now in the hands of the Ministry. Being a witness, he was responsible to see the appropriate Regent or Executors follow the will.
"Amelia has said sealed files named you Harry Potter's guardian against the will. The former head of Wizarding Child Services does not have any memory of signing that and there is indications she is suffering from excessive memory modification. Tell me that is not you and that all this is not true. If it is not, I will defend you like I always have. If it is, I don't know if you will be able to find any Solicitor that will represent you. I have been told there may be other charges, but these three alone, especially the charges of Line Theft against the Prewitts, will see you in this place the rest of your natural life, if not the veil. So tell me if this is all true or not?"
Albus looked up at his oldest friend. He could see the look of betrayal and disbelief in the man's eyes. Albus needed as many on his side as he could over the next few months, especially if he could not find a way to escape. Fawkes would not come to his call and he had no clue how Sirius had escaped.
"I do not know about the Prewitts. I thought Sirius guilty like everyone else. In light of that and with Death Eaters still out there after the fall of Voldemort, I needed to ensure Harry Potter was protected. I will admit fault to not looking at the will in many years and will ensure Harry gets his scion rights as soon as I get out of here," Albus told him.
The man's dissatisfaction made him even more uneasy. He had never seen Elphias look at him that way in the hundred or more years they knew each other.
"Harry Potter has been given his ring and put into custody of those named in his parents will. Amelia said the only reason you are not charged with line theft at the moment is because he is still underage. I expect more charges, especially since you violated the WCS degree for temporary guardianship by not giving it up when you didn’t file yearly reports or checkups. You are in a lot of trouble, Albus, and I am not sure I can do anything about it," Elphias said quietly.

  -oOo-


  Hogwarts' Grounds, Scotland

Daphne had been very upset with him for getting into the fight. After her dressing down at the start of their study session yesterday, he felt a little guilty for letting his temper flare so fast. She was right, Malfoy was just trying to bait him and Harry had taken it. Hook, line and sinker.
Of course he made it worse when he snapped at her for grabbing his book. She was trying to show him something. It was innocent, but he was so angry at Professor Lupin and himself for disappointing her that his anger just spilled out at everyone around him.
The look on her face was something he didn't like, and when Hermione admonished him he had had enough. Storming out of the library found him sulking a little later in the cold stands of the Quidditch pitch. It didn't calm him and he didn't talk to anyone at dinner. The only time he talked was to get into a row with Ron over Scabbers. He had accused Hermione's familiar of going after the rat because he hadn't seen Scabbers for over two weeks. Harry almost ripped the curtains off his bed when he closed them.
Now this morning he was walking down to Hagrid's for detention. Knowing their big friend, it was probably going to be something in the dark forest and, knowing his luck, he would find the shade of Voldemort this time. In his bad mood it just seemed fitting that would happen.
"You haven't said anything since Thursday. What's bothering you?" Ron asked. He was still treating Harry as though none of the fights they had had lately mattered.
Harry didn't say a thing.
"Just leave him be for now," Neville stuck up for him.
"I've only seen him be this quiet when he's really upset," Ron shot back.
"He'll talk when he's ready," Neville stood up to Ron.
"He's my best mate. I think I know..."
"Just shut it, Ron!" Harry exploded at his friend. Maybe still a friend? "If you are that good of a friend you will apologize to Hermione!"
Ron looked taken back with how upset Harry was.
"I'll apologize once she gets rid of that monster!"
"Bloody hell, Ron! Did you ever think that Scabbers may have finally just died of old age? Or was caught in one of Filch's traps or something else got it?" He wasn't about to say anything about Daphne. Harry was really thinking she may have killed Scabbers. "I am sorry you can't find him, but you said Percy had him before you and that the rat was old."
Ron pushed him. "Take it back!"
Harry stumbled and turned on Ron. Neville threw himself between them. "W..w...we are already d..d..do..doing a d...d...detention for fighting. You want m..more?
Blinking, he looked at the slightly pudgy boy. Neville hadn't stuttered in his presence for weeks.
"You're not worth it," Harry muttered as he started for Hagrid's hut again.
"You never acted this way before you started to hang out with those Slytherins," Ron yelled after him. "Why the hell are you doing anything with them anyways?"
"I am helping them with classes they struggle in and they are doing the same for me," Harry told Ron over his shoulder.
"They're bloody lying snakes. You can't trust them!"
Harry turned. Ron was right behind him and Harry stuck his finger into his 'friends' chest. Ron stumbled back and almost fell. "I trust them more than you right now."
Ron looked so shocked he just stood there with his mouth open. Harry started towards Hagrid's hut again.
"She's a bloody snake! They should all be thrown out of the school."
"Daphne and Tracey are my friends," Harry yelled back.
"If you d...ddd..don't say anything he will leave you alone."
Harry was impressed with Neville.
"They are only your friends because they want to trap you. I bet they are working with Malfoy to get you expelled or maybe they have another basilisk. Mum wanted me to warn you about those that just want to you use you for your wealth and title. I am sure that is all the snakes..."
Neville jumped at Harry as he turned. Harry grabbed his wand and tried to point it around Neville. "Not worth it, Harry," Neville told him.
After a few seconds Harry pushed back off of Neville. Neville stared him down before he turned to Ron. "Who is trying to use who? You took my Firebolt out while I was in the hospital. Did I give you permission?"
Neville turned to Ron, his expression hardening.
"It's our Firebolt," Ron stated.
Harry pointed his wand towards the ground and pinched his nose. It was nice to not have to use glasses anymore, otherwise they probably would have fallen off. "How do you figure that?" he asked, his anger ready to burst and a few sparks jumped from his wand.
"It wasn't addressed to you and I found it between our beds that morning," Ron told him.
Harry let out a long breath. "There was a tag that had my name. Don't you remember Hermione finding it when she was trying to figure where it came from?" Ron looked ready to explode again. Harry cut him off. "Ron, I will give you one last chance. Hermione wasn't wrong about the broom. Crookshanks hasn't gone after Scabbers since Christmas. If you can apologize to Hermione, I will help you look for Scabbers. We can even ask if Hagrid has anything to help."
Ron's mottled face didn't give Harry hope he would apologize. "Yeah, maybe."
"You will also stop calling Daphne or Tracey bad names and accusing them of trying to get me. If I ever hear you insulting or threatening her, we are through. Oh, and the Firebolt and the Nimbus 2000 are mine. You use either again without permission and I will go straight to McGonagall."
Neville fell in step with him as Ron just gawked at him. "I didn't know he borrowed your Firebolt."
"Both my brooms were used. There is a nick in the Nimbus and the foothold on the Firebolt was put away with dirt on it," he told Neville. Harry meticulously maintained his brooms. There was little doubt in his mind Ron had taken them. Typically, he wouldn't have said boo about the Nimbus, but the Firebolt was his. It was probably his nicest possession, next to his cloak. Not that he had many.
They walked for a few, Hagrid's hut coming into view with Ron trailing far behind them. "Are you alright? You've been very angry and Daphne didn't look happy with you when you just stormed out."
Harry let out a long breath. "I don't know what I am." They were almost to the hut when he asked, "Do you think she will accept an apology?"
"You may have to grovel," Neville said seriously.
Harry cringed. "Bugger."
Neville cracked a smile. "Better you than me."
After lunch, they met Daphne and Tracey in the library. "Good afternoon, Heiress Greengrass and Ms. Davis," he greeted them. After spending the morning digging up trenches and moving huge rocks, he felt too tired to be angry and all he wanted was to make peace with his study partner.
Daphne only nodded her head and went back to what she was working on. Harry was in a lot of trouble. Sitting down, Tracey caught his attention. "Harry, did you finish the essay on Vampires?" she asked.
"Yeah," he responded, taking it out.
Tracey moved over a seat. "Could you move over here and go over mine with me?"
"Tracey," Daphne muttered under her breath. Harry would have to sit between them. He gave a look to Daphne, unsure it was safe or not.
A small voice in his head cursed him for being a cowardly Lion. He picked up his stuff and moved between the girls and across from Hermione. He started to go over everything with Tracey with Neville looking on and joining the conversation.
When they were done going over the essay, Harry went to gather his stuff. Daphne put a hand over his for a few seconds. "You don't have to move," she told him quietly.
He nodded and put his stuff back down. She took her hand away. "I never meant to yell at you," he responded.
"I will talk, or go for a walk. You just have to ask," she answered.
He nodded his head. "Would you go for a walk with me when we are done, Heiress Greengrass?"
A small smirk ghosted her face. "It would be my pleasure, Scion Potter."
Someone cleared their throat and they all looked up to see Hannah Abbot, Ernie MacMillan and Susan. Susan was standing at the front of the group. "Can I help you today, Susan?" he asked.
"We need some help in Defense and Herbology. You and Neville are the best in our year," Susan told him. "Would you help us?" She sounded very contrite.
Harry looked around the table. Hermione cocked her head saying he should. Daphne nodded her head after a moment.
"Pull up some seats," Harry offered.
Susan and them were very polite. Harry got less work done on his Astronomy charts than he wanted too, but he was getting the sense Susan, and the other two Hufflepuffs, were sorry.
When done, he said goodbye to his friends and the others. Daphne had a quick whispered conversation with Tracey before she walked up to him, staying a few feet away. "Would you escort me?"
He nodded. "It would be my pleasure," he responded, trying his best to act the way he should. She smiled at him and they went the opposite way of the others.
"You need to talk?" Daphne asked after a few.
Harry rubbed the back of his neck. "I am sorry. I never should have snapped at you."
"No, you shouldn't. You were wrong for punching Draco."
"I know. I've just been a little angry and he threatened to go after Hermione if I don't stay away from you," he offered as a lame excuse.
She scrunched her brow and gave him a hard look. "Do you think I go around cursing or punching everyone that either threatens me or makes other derogatory comments?"
Harry snorted. "I think they would be too scared too."
Her intense gaze didn't change. "I am a Slytherin. My blood is as pure as it comes and my family has a history of being dark."

  Ron couldn't be right about her!

"I can assure you my family does not practice those arts anymore," she said to his face. "The Greengrasses have a history, though. My Grandfather believed in Grindewald, but after seeing what the man was doing, turned sides. Since then, we have staked our position on the Neutral Alliance. To remain there and not endanger our family, my sister and I have been taught to thread a narrow line. There is a danger in me associating with you. I have found our study sessions to be very advantageous for the both of us, but if you continue to act the righteous Gryffindor at the first slight to me, then I will have to stop this study group."
They had stopped in a deserted part of the school.
"Daphne, I never meant to cause you issues," Harry said apologetically.
"I know, Harry," she said sympathetically before her face hardened, "but you need to understand that there are traditions and norms amongst those that I must keep appeased right now. You now have a Scion ring on your finger. If you do the wrong thing, or make it more than some moronic hallway fight, then you can never call me Daphne again and I can not study with you anymore." Her eyes had softened in her hard expression. "I would not like to do that."
His heart felt like it was falling out of his chest. Harry really enjoyed being around Daphne. "I would not like that either, Heiress Greengrass."
They just looked at each other for a moment as they stood in the hallway. "I would prefer you calling me Daphne when it is just us. I must press, though, that this is not a social agreement where we can be seen being too close in public. If you need to talk, I will happily talk with you, but there are those in Slytherin that are commenting on the amount of time I am spending with you." She sighed. "I have to protect Astoria, Tracey, her sister and others in our Alliance. If we need to meet outside our study sessions, it must be arranged to not be seen by certain others."
Harry frowned at her sombre tone. "Is it Malfoy?"
"It is not just Malfoy. There are certain expectations for my Blood status in Slytherin. There are only certain ways it is acceptable to deal with those seen as blood traitors or muggleborn," she said with a scowl on her face, clearly not pleased with whatever restrictions were on her.
Harry's face was a little angry. "You never struck me as someone that cares about that."
"I don't, but things are not always that easy that I can just say or do what I want." She sighed. "If I had been declared a Ravenclaw, it would be simpler. I am going to talk with my parents over Easter. If I can convince them to start talking and enter into an informal Alliance with Madam Bones, then it would be possible for us to be seen without repercussions."
Harry frowned. "I thought Amelia was seen as someone the berk Purebloods hated."
Daphne was still serious. "Disagree with, yes, but the Bones are not seen as blood traitors. The Bones are a Light family, but have always respected the Blood traditions. Or, at least that is what has been projected. With Madam Bones being your Guardian, the Potters will fall under her clout. An informal Alliance between the Bones, Potters and the Greengrasses would also allow others that would like to join this group to do so."
"Who? Why can't you just take them?" Harry was curious who else might like to study with them.
"Like I said, the Greengrasses used to be dark. We have worked hard to make ourselves as neutral as they come. This allows me to go between the Purebloods and people like you. Others that I am allied with are not so lucky," she informed him.
"This is mental. Why is this so important and are you sure you want to be with people like me?" He didn't care for the way she said it, but he didn't feel like she was trying to be mean.
Daphne smirked this time. "I had my doubts if I wanted to be seen with someone like you. You have proven me wrong so far. I hope you continue to prove me wrong. I do like studying with you, Harry."
He snorted. "I thought you a stuck up prat, but I like you when it is just us and you let your mask down and don't act the prat."
She scoffed and looked at him open mouth. "Scion Potter!"
He laughed at her. "Heiress Greengrass," he snarked.
Daphne laughed. It was an honest laugh he really liked. It ended too quickly though. "You really are a pain, you know that?" Daphne huffed.
"Hermione says the same thing at times." Harry sighed. "So, for now, can I even greet you in the hallways?"
She sighed herself. "I think it best we only acknowledge each when required in class and our study group. I really can't risk Astoria, Tracey or Trisha."
"Can I do anything to protect you or help," he asked, not really having a clue what that might be.
"You can talk to Madam Bones about an informal Alliance. Even in Slytherin, your Guardian is respected as someone who is fair and even in her dealings with everyone. The only ones that don't like the Bones are those that have had to go up against them as an Auror or now Madam Bones being Head of the DMLE. Many are still upset how the war with You-Know-Who ended, especially with how many Purebloods are still in Azkaban," Daphne told him.
He rubbed the back of his neck. "I'll talk with Amelia."
Daphne nodded. "Thank you," she said in a soft voice.
He gave her a lopsided smile. "It's what a scion should do for a cute young lady, right?"
She smirked, a little color coming to her cheeks. "Cute, huh?"
Harry's eyes widened. He hadn't realized what he had said and he was sure his face took on some colour with how hot it felt. "Yeah, you know," he said lamely.
He liked the look in her eyes. "I, ah... I should be heading back, unless you have something else to discuss," Daphne told him.
"Not today," he replied. "Should I, ah, walk you back?"
Daphne gave him an intense look. "That would be the proper thing to do, but I must decline today, Scion Potter," she said, sounding reluctant.
Harry nodded, knowing they couldn't be that sociable, but really not liking it. He bowed to her. "Until Monday then, Heiress Greengrass."
After a moment, Daphne nodded. "I will see you at nine o'clock, Scion Potter."
Harry watched her as she walked away. He didn't like this at all. Hermione was his best friend, but he knew he was starting to regard Daphne as highly as the bushy hair witch. "Why does this have to be so complicated," he whispered before sitting on a ledge of the window they had been talking by.

  -oOo-


  February 23, 1994


  London, England

The effects of the Dementors, even if they were not on his level, were starting to have an effect. He had woken in the middle of the night in a cold sweat, images of Arianna screaming at them and the black mist around her invading his dreams. In the still early morning, he sat on the cot, his hand on his raised knees and his head slumped over.
It had been eleven days. Elphias said he would try to get him out, but the man had looked so disappointed in him that Albus was starting to lose faith.
His head rose as the door in the hallway slammed open. Hopefully it was Elphias. When the door to his cell opened, Albus gathered his strength and presented his normally grandfatherly face. The redheaded woman with white streaks in it that stepped in had her monocle on and a hard look on her face. Albus straightened his protesting back. "Finally decided to confront me yourself?" Albus asked.
"Before now it would have been inappropriate. Your Solicitor is just outside the cell if you would like him in here for this conversation," she informed him.
She met his eyes as he tried to discern what she was on about. "You know that the charges you are looking for will not hold up? We were in a war at the time and I had to make certain decisions," he stated. She didn't say anything as he went on. "I am not sure what your game is here, Amelia, but this is a poor way to get the Minister's seat if that is what you are after."
She still didn't say anything.
"And for Sirius Black, you must understand that I was told he was their Secret Keeper. James and Lily trusted him and I was unaware of Peter..."
"Is that your defense and understanding of this situation?" she cut him off.
His eyes narrowed and his kind face dropped. "I know you and I have never really seen eye-to-eye and you have been very ambitious to gain the Head of the DMLE in only twelve years and passing over others that had more favour with Cornelius and the Wizengamot. It is obvious you seek higher office and it seems you think I am in your way."
The woman just shook her head as though very disheartened. "Do you waive your Solicitor before I go on?"
Albus purse his lips. "I think this is best to be between us."
She nodded and the door to the cell shut. "I think this better between us too until I get you to the court. These new charges were presented to Doge earlier today. I am sure he will want to talk with you about them before he leaves."
She handed him the folder she had been holding. Albus took them and opened the envelope. As he read them, his eyes opened wide and when he got to the point of the Dark Artifact removed from Harry, his head shot up. "Tell me you didn't kill Harry!"
Her hard expression grew steely. "Unlike you, I have actually made sure Harry is cared for. Did you know that thing in his head was parasitic? Did you know it was slowly killing him or that it was part of a soul?"
Albus paled. "What do you mean?" he played innocent. He had not known some of that. From his and Poppy's testing, the part of Tom in Harry was just there.
"I mean, the part of whatever was in his head was slowly sapping Harry's magic, growing stronger as Harry grew. Part of his small stature was do to the abysmal treatment his own aunt and uncle were doing to him, but it was also due to the magic that was being leached off him. The healers and two specialists from St. Mungo's that had to see him think he would have been lucky to live another year or two before he was either too weak to go on or the thing in his head had enough magic to take him over. Did you ever get him checked out? By specialists?" she demanded with a growl.
"Impossible. The protection from his mother was keeping the soul shard at bay and protecting him. I ensured it was," he replied.
"You mean the illegal blood wards we found at the Dursleys? Do you know the only thing they were accomplishing was to keep Harry's mind separated from the thing in him? If you meant to separate the magic, that is not what you achieved, you old bastard," she almost spat in her anger.
He didn't see or sense any lie in her. His brow scrunched. "Tell me you didn't break the wards or remove him from his aunt and uncle? There are other things happening you do not know about. It is imperative for Harry to remain at his relatives."
Her eyes narrowed. "If you look, there is a list of the wards that were found at Four Privet Drive. There is still a team of Curse Breakers working to remove some of them. You did some impressive magic there, but Harry will never return to his relatives."
There was a fear and anger in him. "What did you do, Amelia! Do you know what will happen if those wards are taken down?!"
"You mean expose Harry to the outside world when we take down the blood wards you so ineptly established? No, Albus, I will not treat the boy as you have," she stated.
"You don't understand. There are larger things at play here," Albus reiterated.
The woman took her monocle off and leaned forward. "Are you withholding information of my ward, Albus Percival Wolfric Brian Dumbledore? Have you withheld important information about a ward of the WCS that you were given temporary custody of? Custody that was to end within six months of you being awarded it? If you are, I need to have my Barristers look at new charges and my investigators widen their probe," she threatened.
Albus kept his mouth shut. There were secrets, prophesies and intelligence that Amelia should not know. He wasn't sure he couldn't trust those around her. He knew some Death Eaters still worked in the Ministry and if any of them knew that Tom was still alive, they may try to bring him back to power before he was ready. Now that he knew how Tom had survived, Albus needed time to find all of them.
After he didn't say anything she got up. "I will be back in two weeks. If you are willing to talk, maybe I can get you better accommodations in a DMLE holding area elsewhere. I want to know what we removed from his head. I have some suspicions, but something tells me you know and you will tell me. I will protect Harry in the same way I would Susan. He is family, after all."
Albus watched her leave. As he did, he was already trying to plot ways for himself to leave. As disturbing it was that none of his allies had been able to get him out of this hell hole yet, he had to have faith that he would be able to get out of here soon. Definitely sooner than two weeks.
What worried him most was what Amelia had said about Harry. The wards he used could not fail. The love of his family would have contained the bit of Tom stuck in his head. It was the love of his mother that had saved him and the love of his relatives that would sustain it.
Elphias came into the room and Albus just sat there pensively for a few.
The wards were an old magic. It didn't matter they were illegal only because blood magics were supposed to be illegal. It was fool proof. He had used the love that exists between family...
A small nagging thought started to permeate his mind.
Could it be possible?
Could he have miscalculated how much Petunia hated wizarding kind? He had felt faith in leaving Harry there. Yes, it was obvious the boy had not had it easy, but he had just thought it was the discipline used in his relatives’ house.
Could Harry not have been loved by Petunia and her family?
"Albus," Elphias said to get his attention.
Albus looked down at the pages in his hand. "Elphias, are any of these allegations true?"
"Which ones?" his old friend asked.
"The ones of abuse and malnutrition?" Albus had just assumed his stature and the findings that Poppy had his first year were due to the semi-horcrux in Harry's scar.
"You really didn't know or suspect? I have read the full reports and the Muggle police reports. Did you know the boy spent most of his first ten years at his relatives in a cupboard?" Elphias put to him.
A hard pit in Albus' gut took hold. He read through the medical findings that had been released. As he read it, his eyes took on a worried quality. What he couldn't comprehend was that the soul-shard had been removed without killing Harry. None of his research had said that was possible. It was also concerning about the fact the shard was killing Harry. Could he have misinterpreted the prophesy? What if it had meant the soul shard had been the part 'Neither can live while the other survives'.
"I need to get out of here and I need to see Harry Potter," he told Elphias.
"That will not be possible, Albus. Amelia has Aurors monitoring Harry at Hogwarts and an order has been put in place you are not to go anywhere within a hundred yards of the boy. If you are caught, you will go straight to the upper cells here. If you violate it twice, you will be considered for the kiss. Until you are either tried or cleared, I would recommend you leave Mr. Potter alone," Elphias told him.
"Elphias, there are other things going on. I can't spend anymore time here. At the least, I need to get back to Hogwarts."
Elphias shook his head. "The Governors have put you on temporary leave until after your trial and barred you from the school until then. You have also been barred from your family seat and removed as Chief Warlock. I would not recommend you do anything else right now. Amelia has everyone riled up that would support you with the allegations against you with Black and the Prewitts. The ones against Harry Potter are sealed at the moment with him being underaged, but I feel that will also raise many hackles once that is revealed."
A large frown dominated Albus face.
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  Chapter 7


  -oOo-


  March 2, 1994


  Hogwarts, Scotland

Harry was very weary about knocking on the door. He had only interacted with Professor Lupin in class in the last few weeks. The only reason he was here was because he never wanted to have issues with the dementors again. It didn't matter that they were no longer around the school, he just wouldn't let them incapacitate him again. Harry wanted to hear his mother's voice, but not like that...
His hand went to the door, his Gryffindor courage refusing to give into his misgivings.
"Come in," Professor Lupin called through his door.
Harry opened the door and walked in. Professor Lupin looked at him. After a moment, the man commented, "You are looking really good, Mr. Potter. I am glad you were able to get the help you needed."
Harry frowned. "I am here only to work on my patronus."
The man frowned and nodded. "My offer still stands if you ever want to find out more about your parents."
"So you can make yourself feel less guilty?"
Professor Lupin shook his head, ignoring the anger in Harry's voice. "No. I can never atone for all those years. I only want you to know who they were. Lily and James were good people and I see some of them in you."
Harry felt something in him twinge. "Maybe later. Do you still have the boggart?"
The man let out a long sigh. "In the classroom. Have you had time to think of a better memory?"
As soon as Remus asked, the first thought in his head was Daphne holding his hand a few weeks ago. It immediately made him feel warm. "I think so."
"Good. The fact you can already make a shield is remarkable. If we work on it more, you may be able to make a corporeal patronus by early next school year," Professor Lupin praised.
Harry nodded as he took up before the footlocker that held the boggart.

  -oOo-


  March 9, 1994


  Azkaban Prison, North Sea

Elphias stood against the doorframe. He was starting to look his age.
"Won't you sit, old friend," Albus offered, motioning to the canvas seat in his cell.
"You look horrible, Albus," Elphias commented.
The old man gave a dark chuckle. "I have spoken against using the Dementors for the high security prisoners on the upper floors for many years. I am now starting to think I should have pushed harder to banish the demons."
The creatures were bringing up his own regrets and fears. Albus found that unsettling. He regretted what had to happen to Arianna. He had not realized he had so many other regrets or horrid events that had affected him as deeply. A lifetime of missteps he had done for the greater good.
"Amelia has offered a reprieve from the island if you want to talk. She is proving to be quite fierce in her defence of Mr. Potter and her niece," Elphias told him.
Albus frowned. "Yes. Quite fierce. I can't tell her what she wants. Why has the Wizengamot not allowed me to leave on parole yet?"
Elphias sighed. "I asked you the first day I came here if everything is true. I will ask you one last time. Is it all true, Albus?"
He sighed. "Elphias, you must trust me. There are things afoot and good reasons why I have done what I have in some of these cases. I am not guilty of most of what Amelia is accusing me of."
Elphias eyes looked at him and after a few he shook his head. There was a look of such disappointment that Albus scrunched his brow. "I am handing your case over to a different Solicitor, Albus. I can't defend you, not when you won't tell me the truth. Especially if what you have done is true. Records have now found three other orphans you were given Guardianship. All three lost their Houses because you didn't follow through with the wills that have been recovered or tell them of their inheritance. Two of them are in their forties. The Wizengamot is charging you with Line Theft, not just Amelia. Fudge is being implicated in one of the cases. If the Ministry needs to pay reparations for your negligence, it could pauper the Ministry. So, tell me, is it all true?"
Albus licked his lips. "That can not be allowed to happen. The Ministry needs to be strong. The Wizengamot needs to be controlled so that no one becomes too powerful. You have helped me all these years to support the Greater Good of those under our stewardship."
Elphias eyes hardened. "What did you say?"
8"The Ministry needs to remain strong," Albus repeated.
"No. That line Grindelwald used for all his recruiting. That 'Greater Good' non-sense. Tell me those old rumors of you and him as friends is false?" Elphias said in a hard voice.
"But it is for the Greater Good. Gellert perverted it into something unholy. I have only ever tried to do the greatest good for the most people. You and others have always done that with me," Albus said with conviction. He had forgotten that the effects of the dementors could lead to the collapse of occulamency shields and cause many to tell the truth to escape their fears.
Elphias stood up tall. "I spent four months in a prison run by that madman before ICW forces freed us! It was Grindewald forces that killed my eldest son, Albus. Was that for the greater good?"
"That is not what I meant, Elphias. I don't want anyone to suffer. I have only ever tried to seek the least amount of blood and suffering," Albus replied.
The man's lip was trembling as he looked down on the greatest wizard alive. It took him a few minutes to voice his thoughts. "I will recuse myself in any trial you are brought before, but I will not represent you from this moment forward. I would recommend you talk with Amelia Bones. It may be the only thing that keeps you from being thrown into the veil."
"Elphias, you don't understand. This is the only path that will protect most of our kind and traditions," Albus said as Elphias walked out. An auror in burgundy robes gave Albus a hard look before his cell door closed.
"Elphias! What about getting me out of here!"
Albus yelled a few more times before he realized the man wasn't coming back. It was a while before he realized no one was coming back. Amelia had said she would come to him today. He had realized that Elphias had been serious that she had sent him. She usually did things herself.
As he sat, Albus was starting to realize that he may have burned some bridges that were more important than he had realized.

  -oOo-


  March 22, 1994


  Hogwarts, Scotland

As February ran into March, and March neared April, Dumbledore didn't return. His stay in Azkaban was now becoming old news among the teens and his influence on them waning as McGonagall slowly imposed her own personality on the school. In that time, a few things happened. Susan, Hannah and Ernie became regulars in their study groups. This led to him talking with Susan more, and as he did, he did find her to be a nice person who was fiercely loyal to her friends and family.
That had been one of the positives of their study group, besides the fact he got to spend time with Daphne, which led to the negative side of their study group. The fact that Daphne and Tracey were seen studying with them so often had Wood approaching Harry again about consorting with the enemy. He had been surprised when his Chasers had told Wood to sod off.
The next big change was Harry himself. He found he felt more confident. He wasn't getting below a high exceeds expectations in anything any more, and more often than not matching Daphne's and Hermione's outstandings. Amelia seemed quite proud of his change in grades once she understood where he had been. Because of Amelia, Daphne and even Hermione, who had stopped nagging him about working harder, he felt he didn't have to hide anymore. His fear of what the Dursley's would do to him if he did too well was slowly going away as it sank in he was never going back. Amelia had also complimented him on helping Susan get better grades. His Guardian just wanted them to do the best they could.
His acceptance of this was helped by Healer Anne. She was having a positive impact as he met with her every other week. She had started to give him exercises in how to calm himself and even suggest that she could help, when he was ready, by using a magic to enter his mind and be there as he faced his demons. Harry was not looking forward to that and wasn't sure he would ever be ready for that. It also helped that Anne would not tell anyone anything he told her unless he agreed. Harry had agreed to let Amelia know most of what they talked about.
He was also showing more power, like when he summoned a fox that was noticeably larger than any others or how he blasted Draco into a wall with a disarming hex last week. Healer Tonks had told him it was a side effect of having the artefact removed. As his body caught up with its natural growth, his magic would do so as well. The fact his magic had been keeping that curse at bay for so many years meant his core and magical stamina was greater than it should be for his age.
As they walked through the halls, he gave an uncertain look to Hermione once more as a group of fourth year Ravenclaws giggled as he walked by.
"Why do they keep doing that," Harry groused while Hermione gave her own giggle.
"You do know that you are now the tallest boy in our year and are really handsome, don't you?" she asked.
He ran his hand through his messy black hair. One change he liked less was when he found many people looking at him. Well, more specifically, many girls looking towards him. Harry had always had people looking at him, but not like this. He had shot up half a foot in the last six weeks. His Quidditch workouts and new found love of running most days, kept him trim. All this had the unwelcome side effect of making him one of the most desirable boys of their age, and even for the next two or three years up and down. He noticed a few times Daphne or Hermione giving other girls looks.
"What does that have to do with girls giggling all the time or giving me those odd looks?" He was being obstinate at this point, wanting it to go away.
Neville shook his head. "Don't look at me. I'm as stymied as you."
Hermione rolled her eyes at them. "The both of you, really! Did it cross your mind that you might be fanciful now?" she asked them. Harry had seen her looking at them more lately, but he didn't feel uncomfortable at that. When Neville gave her a strange look, she went on, "Neville, since you started to run with Harry, you have been starting to lose your baby fat and have this intense look to you that you didn't have before. I think by some point next year, a lot of girls will be looking at you too. As for Harry, you are attractive."
Harry gave a look to Hermione like she had a hole in her head while Neville was flushed. He wouldn't say that girls didn't interest him, but he felt there were more important things right now. Well, one girl in particular interested him. Harry replied, "If you say so."
Hermione just shook her head. "Believe me."
They made it across the entry hall and to the dungeons for his least favorite class, even worse than Binns. "Harry, will you sit with me today? I really can't deal with Ron one more day," Hermione requested.
"What about Neville? I don't want him suffering either. Ron at least tolerates me," Harry replied to Hermione.
Neville snorted. "You mean he is still trying to act like nothing happened."
"He at least stopped calling Hermione, Tracey and Daphne names," Harry told him.
"That's fine, if you don't mind, Neville. I just can't work with him any more. Not that he really works half the time."
Dean, Seamus and Ron were talking animatedly about something and were falling behind, while Parvati and Lavender were before them. Parvati slowed so her and Lavender were level with them. "Harry, if you want to work with me, Lavender said she would work with Ron."
Lavender whipped her head around. "I said what?"
Parvati gave her friend a significant look. One that Hermione saw and narrowed her eyes at. "I think Harry likes Lavender too much to do that to her," Hermione responded.
"Don't I get a say?"
"Of course you do, Harry," Hermione patronized him. Harry snorted in responce.
"I think Harry can make up his own mind, Granger," Parvati said in a raised voice.
Neville gave him a look with a raised eyebrow. Harry was getting annoyed. "I am sitting with Ron today. Maybe next week, Parvati."
She looked a little crestfallen. "How about Hogsmeade this weekend. Are you going in with anyone?"
"Harry can't go. He doesn't have permission," Hermione spoke up.
Harry smiled. "Actually, I do. Amelia sent in my permission slip on Saturday. Susan, Hannah and Ernie wanted to go in with us, whoever wants to join is welcome," Harry told her. Hermione looked at him. "What? I thought it a good idea to spend a little time with Susan before I go home with her to Grace Hall over Easter."
God! He hoped he was going to Grace Hall to stay. He had nowhere else to go with his relatives in prison waiting a trial. He would not go to Marge's and he would more than likely kill Ron if he had to spend a whole week with him.
"I am just surprised you didn't say anything," Hermione told him.
He put a hand on the back of his neck as they approached the potions lab. "Well, I was kind of busy with Quidditch, and then our study groups, and, you know," he said with a little heat to his face. He had spent some time with Daphne Sunday afternoon walking the grounds and talking about what it meant to be a scion or heiress.
Hermione raised her brow. "No, I don't really know."
He cleared his throat. "Parvati, if you and Lavender want to come with us, or meet us there, that could be fun."
Parvati didn't look as pleased at that answer.
"Nev, you are coming too," said Harry.
Neville brightened up. "Sure, Harry."
Parvati rejoined Lavender.
When they sat, Harry joined Ron. "Ron, we are working today. I have managed to get everything to an exceeds expectations and I won't let that slip," Harry whispered to him.
"You sound like Granger," Ron griped.
"I like the grades I am getting," Harry told him.
"Sure. Mum has invited you over for Easter Break. It should be a good time. We are all going home this year, well, except Percy. He is too busy studying for his NEWTs and applying for jobs."
Harry nodded his head. "I am only leaving for Easter because Amelia wants me to see Grace Hall and show me around. I'll be with Amelia and Susan all break."
Ron's brow furrowed but he didn't say anything as Snape swooped in. Harry had to say that since Dumbledore had left and Snape had been dragged in the Ministry, he was different. He was still as unpleasant as ever, but he didn't bother Harry or Neville as much anymore, and had even started to teach. Like really teach. Like most Tuesday's now, he ran a theory lesson for the first twenty minutes, going over the highlights of the potion they were making that week. He even gave some insight as to why you would use a clockwise or counter-clockwise stroke and when.
Of course, Daphne thought he should be getting an oustanding in Potions too, but he just didn't get potions like Hermione or Daphne.
Speaking of the dark hair girl, she seemed to give him a brief sympathetic look when she thought no one was looking at her.
"Weasley, start chopping that ginger again. It's so uneven it will not cook or dissolve properly," Snape snapped as he walked by.
"Potter, two counterstrokes to one clockwise. If either of you blow up that cauldron you will get a T."
Harry tried to ignore the git. He was rude, but Harry didn't think he was wrong. After a second, Snape moved to Parvati and Lavender behind them to critique them on the colour of their potion because the fire's heat was too low.
As they walked up to DADA after potions, Hermione and Neville pulled up next to him. Daphne and Tracey were walking before them, at the rear of the Slytherin group. Harry's eyes were following Daphne. Ron stepped up behind him. "Harry, you want to take the brooms out Saturday? I know you can't go into Hogsmeade," Ron asked.
"I actually am going into Hogsmeade," Harry told him with a smile.
"Wicked," Ron said with a smile. "We can go check out Zonko's and Honeydukes."
"I'm actually going in with a group already. You are welcome to join us," Harry told him.
"Oh, sure," Ron said before he fell back with Dean and Seamus. He gave Harry a forlorn look, but Harry had made it clear what Ron had to do to be his friend again. Though, it was getting to the point Harry wasn't sure he wanted Ron to be his best friend again.
It was also the last class they had with the Slytherins today. Tuesdays were theory days, so Harry had no reason to talk with Daphne until tomorrow morning.
Hermione leaned over. "Just ask her to come with us this weekend," she whispered.
"Who?" Harry replied.
She rolled her eyes at him. "Our study partners."
"I can't."
"Why not?"
"It could compromise her position in Slytherin. Tracey was saying that Daphne and her were starting to cause a stir because of all the study sessions," Neville replied. "Even Zabini is starting to get some cold shoulders."
Daphne chanced a glance over her shoulder. She was close enough to hear them, but none of the other Slytherin were. "Daphne didn't seem to care when Harry was in the Hospital in February, and Harry has met her a few times on the grounds."
"We never go together or leave together. Her sister also insists Tracey or someone else shadow us," Harry told her.
"You mean you have to have a chaperone?" Neville enquired.
Harry shrugged. "I guess."
Hermione frowned. "Why is Zabini affected?"
"Allies," Neville said simply. "I am sure they are all feeling pressure from others."
Harry knew that too, but he kept most of his conversations with Daphne a secret. It wasn't that he didn't want Hermione or Neville to know, per se, but he was growing rather fond of his time with her. Harry didn't want to jeopardize any of it.
Hermione watched Daphne as she entered the room. They all sat at a table close to the door and as far from Daphne and Tracy as possible. Blaise Zabini was sitting with Theodore Nott.
Harry wondered what Zabini was like. Harry had been watching him since Daphne had said there were others that would like to join their group and noticed he was the only other one in their year that both Tracey and Daphne talked to of their own accord. Zabini was always quiet, always proper and always aloof, even among the other Slytherin.
He was musing on it when Neville nudged him. Professor Lupin had started class and was looking at Harry as he talked about inferi.
By the end of the day, Harry was spent. Tuesdays were solid classes from breakfast to their free time just before dinner, with only lunch to break it up. By the time they made it back to the common room before dinner, he clomped up the stairs with the rest of the third years, put his bag down, robes unceremoniously dropped on his trunk and then he flopped into bed. Luckily, they didn't have Quidditch practice tonight so he could try to get everything done. With Fred, George and Wood getting their grades back up, they were practicing three times a week now. Maybe he would take his bag down to dinner?
"You coming Harry?" Neville asked him.
"In a few. It's still an hour or so before dinner," he replied.
"Sure. I'm going down to the greenhouses then and start on Herbology and charms work after dinner."
Harry stuck up a hand with a thumbs up. Neville chuckled. "Maybe you should take a day off."
"Can't. Too much work to do," he answered, rubbing his hands into his eyes. He went to move his glasses to find he didn't have any and had forgot that he didn't need them anymore. It may have been two months, but it had been years before losing them.
"Well, take a break until after dinner. You look tired."
"Thank, Nev."
Neville left. Harry just lay there. It had been an insane last month and it wasn't about to get better. A moment after Neville left the bed next to him creaked. He wasn't in the mood to get into another fight with Ron. "Harry?"
"Yeah, Ron?" he said back tiredly. There was a long enough pause before he lifted one hand and looked towards Ron with one eye.
Ron looked like he was thinking hard. A face he usually only wore when playing chess. "Why don't you seem afraid of Sirius Black anymore?"
"Because he can't kill me and he didn't betray my family," Harry told him. In the last month, Harry hadn't talked to Ron about anything serious.
"But-," Ron said, as though lost for words. Harry put his hand over his eye again. "But, he snuck in trying to kill you at Halloween."
"He snuck into Hogwarts and tried to get into Gryffindor, but Amelia and... others... are convinced he's innocent. Well, at least for some things. That's why the Minister canceled the Kiss-on-Sight order. The DMLE and Amelia want a discussion, but he hasn't turned himself in yet," Harry answered Ron.
"Oh," Ron replied.
Harry yawned before pushing himself up. If he lay here much longer he was going to fall asleep.
"Why did they give you all those potions and what not to make you taller?" Ron put to him.
Harry sighed. He wasn't sure he wanted to tell Ron all this, especially since it had been a month and Ron hadn't done anything except argue about the Firebolt, complain about Scabbers missing and do nothing to apologize to Hermione. Harry also heard Ron was still saying things about his friends outside of Gryffindor when he couldn't hear him. He could give Ron a pass on Scabbers. He was convinced now Daphne must have killed the rat at some point. Apparently her count was getting pretty high and they were steering clear of Slytherin House.
"They weren't potions to make me grow taller. Healer Tonks explained they were to fix deficiencies and help me get to where I should be. Apparently my father was close to six feet and Healer Tonks thinks I will be that tall now."
"What deficiencies?" Ron queried.
"Just stuff that was bothering me from growing up."
Ron nodded. "I hear you in your sleep sometimes. Mum said I shouldn't pester you, but sometimes you have these nightmares and say things."
Harry felt suddenly cold. He had no clue. It was almost three years and Ron had never said anything. His brow furrowed. "What do I say?"
Ron looked really uncertain. "Sometimes you ask for food. Sometimes you apologize. A few times you begged your Uncle Vernon to stop." Ron looked up at him and Harry felt completely mortified. He had been doing that? And Ron knew? He never wanted anyone to know about most of that. It had been hard enough dealing with the WCS Representative and telling Agent Diggory most of the details. Healer Anne didn't even know about all that yet. At least not from him.
The horror must have shown on his face. "I have never told anyone, not even Hermione. I only told mum because, well, it didn't sound right. I know she talked with Dumbledore to help you," Ron told him
Harry just replied, "Ron, I really don't want to talk about this."
"But you would talk about this with Greengrass?"
Harry shook his head. "I haven't told Daphne anything about my life with the Dursleys, and I don't really have any intentions too."
"What have you told her then? You seem to be mates or something."
Mates? Harry would like that. He did see Daphne as his friend. The more they hung out, the more he realized they were from different worlds, but Harry wanted to bridge that gap. There was a pull to maybe be more than friends someday?
"We are study partners."
"Is that why you got into that fight with Malfoy a while back? She is just your study partner?" Ron put to him.
"Yeah. She is. Speaking of which, what time is it?" Harry forced himself to sit up.
"Quarter to five," Ron told him.
Harry yawned again. "Right. Probably enough time to get the Herbology essay done."
Ron's brow was scrunched. "Why do you study so much now? Hermione used to just do half the work for us."
"As I have told you, I really enjoy getting good grades. Hermione only checks for grammar or spelling now. I refuse to let her do my work," Harry told him.
He grabbed his bag and took out everything except what he needed for Herbology and Charms. He would work on his Runes later. With his increase in grades, Professor McGonagall approved for Babbling to give him some pre-work. If he could pass the third year test once they came back, he could join the fourth years in September. Harry was looking forward to that. Runes would have to wait. He had to work on Potions, DADA and History of Magic after dinner, as long as he finished Herbology and Charms between now and during dinner. It was going to be a long night. Tuesdays always were.
"Does Greengrass do your work?"
"No, she does not. She helps me at times just like I help her."
Ron ran a hand through his hair. "Are you doing all this to impress Greengrass?"
Harry knew the back of his neck heated up. Daphne's friendship might be a good part of why he was pushing himself. "I am doing it because I like the grades, and if we ever get in trouble again or have to face Voldemort, I would not like to just rely on my luck."
Ron winced.
Harry took off towards the common room. "I am going to go work on my Herbology paper. You want to join?" he asked as he paused in the doorway.
Ron sat on the bed looking at the floor. "Maybe in a bit."
Harry shrugged and headed towards the Common Room. It was only Tuesday, but Harry was thinking he would need to sleep in Sunday... except that Wood was having a nine o'clock practice because of Hogsmeade on Saturday.

  -oOo-


  March 26, 1994


  Hogsmeade, Scotland

It was six of them walking into Hogsmeade for Harry's first 'official' day in the town. He had to say he enjoyed not having to worry about wearing his invisibility cloak or that people would walk over him.
"The faeries were trying to get into the portable ice box. Auntie summoned it with her wand. One of the faeries didn't let go and it opened and Auntie was wearing everything. Then... then Auntie turned and the fairies swarmed her," Susan laughed as she told a story about a camping trip with Amelia.
They all laughed.
"I didn't know faeries did that," Hermione chuckled.
"They love anything sugary and Auntie had packed a bunch of fruit, heavy cream, chocolate and marshmallows. Of course, I tried to help and started to swat at them with a branch and got auntie," she said, looking a little abashed at the end, but still laughing.
"How old where you?" Ernie asked.
"Eight," Hannah supplied. "Dad and I were supposed to join them the next day, but a patronus showed up at like eight that night and said they were going home."
Susan turned a little red. "We had to go to St. Mungo's first."
"Why?" Harry asked.
"I may have hit auntie a little hard and she needed to get a cut healed she couldn't see on the top of her head."
"Remind me if we go camping to not let you near any sticks," Harry laughed.
"I was eight!" Susan protested.
"And I would like to see eighteen," Harry snarked back.
"Harry James, leave her alone," Hermione admonished him.
"Don't stop. Susan doesn't usually look this flush," Hannah prodded.
Ernie laughed. "I don't know, Diggory gets her pretty flush."
"ERNIE!" Susan shouted and whacked him on the arm.
"Diggory is handsome," Hermione provided. Harry looked at her and she met his eyes. "He is," she defended herself.
Harry laughed at her. This was not their normal type of conversation. "I'll take your word on it. Where are we going first?" Harry asked.
"Chocolate," Hannah and Susan said together.
They continued to talk and joke as they walked down to Honeydukes, Zonko's and Scrolls and Tomes. Harry had actually suggested to go there. "Hermione, can you help me find a few books on Runes and Transfiguration?" he requested.
"Do you mind if we go off to Madam Puddifoots for something warm?" Susan asked outside the door. "It should still be early and we can avoid most of the couples."
"Fine with us. We'll meet at that new toy shop in like forty minutes or so," Harry told Susan.
"Sounds good. Neville, you want to come?" Susan offered.
Neville gave them a look. "Go ahead, Neville," Harry told his friend.
"You sure?" Neville questioned.
"Yeah," Harry told him.
"How many books are you looking for," Hermione asked as they started to walk away.
Harry didn't reply. A large shadow between two houses caught his eye. It was a shadow he thought he recognized.
"Harry, how many books?" she asked again before looking at him. "Harry?"
He had a sinking feeling in him. Something Professor Lupin had said in their patronus lessons this week. There had been a stray comment about how his friends had changed for him and that their Marauder names had a significance to them. It had triggered his only other memory he had before the Dursley's of a large dog.
"Harry, what are you looking at?" She looked in the direction he was staring.
"I thought I saw something."
"What?"
"You promise you won't think I'm mental?"
"It's getting a little late for that," Hermione commented. He chuckled and then he saw it. A large skinny black dog got up, looked at them, and then lopped away. His heart was pounding. His parents will had called Sirius Black 'Padfoot'. Professor Lupin had referred to the man that way a few times. The map Fred and George had given him earlier in the school year had the names of the four men.
"Uhm, I think I want to go towards the Shrieking Shack instead," he told her.
"What about Neville, Susan, Hannah and Ernie?"
He shook his head and started to walk towards the edge of town. "I think this is better they don't come," Harry told her. Maybe it was better she didn't either, but he knew she would never let him go off alone.
"Harry, what is going on?" Hermione pressed.
He didn't want to say anything in case he was wrong. Something in his gut told him he wasn't though.
She kept trying to pester him all the way there. When they finally made it to the ramshackle old house, Harry looked around. He didn't see the dog. "Harry, what are you looking for?"
"A dog. Do you remember me telling you about that dog that spooked me when the Knight Bus picked me up?" Harry asked, still looking around.
"That was just a big dog. Why would it be up here? That was hundreds of miles away. A dog wouldn't follow you up here," she told him.
"Not unless he had a very good reason," a man said from behind him.
Harry spun, his wand up and pushing Hermione behind him.
Next to a large tree trunk stood a tall man in tattered black wizard's robes, his hair a mass of black hair that was full of leaves and twigs and a long beard down to his chest. The grey eyes that looked back at him were nothing like the insane ones in the pictures of the Prophet or wanted posters.
Hermione's wand shot around his side. "Sirius Black," she hissed. The man held up his hands. Harry lowered his wand. "Harry, you know who this is?"
"And I told you he can't hurt me," Harry replied.
The man gave him a broad smile. "Finally figured that out, did you?" the man asked cheekily.
"Do you know who I am?" he asked Sirius.
"I would recognize a Potter anywhere with that black messy hair and your mother with those green eyes. It's been a long time, pup," the man said, taking a step forward.
Hermione didn't drop her wand. "How do we know you are really Sirius Black and that you really made the godfather oaths?"
Sirius' smile didn't lesson. "I like her. She's pretty sharp, isn't she?"
"You have no idea," Harry replied. It felt surreal to talk to the man many said had betrayed his parents and was trying to kill him as though nothing bad was going on. "She has a point though. How do we know?"
Sirius reached for a pocket in his robes and Harry slowly pulled his wand up. "Easy. I am just going to pull a letter out of my pocket."
Harry didn't lower his wand. He was sure he had nothing to fear, but he wouldn't risk Hermione. When the man pulled out the letter, Harry recognized the broken seal from Gringotts. "Goblins finally got me a copy of James' and Lily's will. I take it you read it?"
"Yeah. Professor McGonagall, Professor Lupin and Amelia Bones read it to me and have made sure I understand it," he told him.
"Tell me they used it to get you away from Lily's sister? I saw you there a few days before you fled. How bad did they treat you?" Sirius asked, concern on his face.
Harry looked at the man. "Are you hungry?" he asked, wanting to avoid the question.
"Harry, should we just be here having a conversation like this?" Hermione whispered into his ear.
"Starving, actually," Sirius replied. "Is it Hermione? I swear on my magic I mean you and my godson no harm."
Harry reached into his pocket. "It's just sweets, but you can have them," he offered.
Sirius smiled. "Thanks, pup, but that won't satisfy me much at the moment."
Harry nodded. "Why are you here and why did you get my attention?"
"I really needed to see you again. The last time I saw you before the summer you were only knee high and fifteen months old. You look good," Sirius commented.
"And you look like shite," another man butted in.
Sirius barked out a laugh as they all turned to see Professor Lupin. "Moony, you almost never swear."
"Times have changed, Sirius. Are you all alright?"
"Yeah," Harry told the Professor.
Professor Lupin nodded. "The Aurors are on their way and should be here soon."
Sirius slumped his shoulders. "I'm ready to turn myself in. I think my quarry has fled."
They all looked at Sirius. "What quarry?" Harry asked.
Sirius took out another paper from his pocket. "Remus, Peter was here," he said, taking a few steps and handing what looked like a clipping from the Daily Prophet.
Professor Lupin took it, and after a moment took in a deep breath. "Where did you get this?"
"Fudge. He left it for me when he visited over the summer. I had to get him, Remus. It was the only way to get revenge. That was until I got this," Sirius said holding up his copy of his parent's will.
Hermione gasped. "You mean Peter Pettigrew is in Hogwarts?" Hermione sounded fearful.
"He was. I have lost his scent though. It's gone for some time now, actually. Some redhead boy, I think his name is Ronald Weasley, had him," Sirius told them. "He's been a rat all these years," he told Professor Lupin.
Professor Lupin paled. "I thought that scent was just a memory of being here. Harry, where is Ronald and his rat?"
Harry dug his foot into the ground. "No one's seen Scabbers since mid-February. Uhm, are you sure Peter Pettigrew is a rat?"
"I would recognize him anywhere and that is him," Sirius said, pointing at the photo.
"We need to find him," Hermione told him.
Harry scrunched his eyes. "There is a chance he could be dead already," Harry told them.
Professor Lupin and Sirius both looked at him wide eyed. "How do you know this?" Professor Lupin asked.
"Uhm," he started.
Hermione spoke up, "You aren't talking about the rats Filch has been catching?"
"I hope so," he replied.
"What aren't you telling us?" Professor Lupin pressed.
There was the sound of leaves rustling and a branch snapped. They all turned their wands to see three Aurors and Amelia in red robes. Sirius immediately put his hands up. "I am not going to put up a fight," he stated before anyone could say anything.
Harry stepped towards the man. "Don't hurt him."
"I have no intention of hurting him, Harry" Amelia stated, walking down the path. "Sirius Orion Black, you are under arrest and are to be remanded to custody of the DMLE pending a trial and verification of your godfather oaths."
"I never betrayed the Potters or killed those people," Sirius said as the Aurors came over with their wands out.
Amelia walked to within a few feet of Sirius and looked him up and down. "I am inclined to believe you. It is the only reason we did not come in here with our wands blazing. Harry, he didn't threaten you at all, did he?"
"No, Amelia," he responded.
Sirius looked from Harry to Amelia. She seemed to get his unasked question. "In lieu of any other Guardian able or willing to accept him, Harry is my ward and will remain so."
Sirius let out a big breath. "Thank Merlin. Tell me you killed those bastards that had him."
"They are going through the muggle system. I do not see them tasting free air in their life-times," she stated.
Sirius lowered his arms and allowed the Aurors to bind his hands behind his back with ropes. "Whatever happens to me, promise me Harry will be taken care of," Sirius demanded of Amelia.
"Harry is in safe hands now, Regent Black," she said.
Sirius and Remus eyes widened. Sirius looked absolutely shocked. "Regent?" he questioned.
"According to our records, you are Regent and Head-of-House to the Blacks. We will provide any Council or Solicitor you may need if you cannot obtain one, and the goblins have agreed to send an emissary to talk with you. Kingsley, if you please," Amelia ordered.
"Wait, can I at least say goodbye this time," Sirius yelled quickly.
They all stopped. "What do you mean this time?" Harry asked.
"The last time I saw you, that night James and Lily died, Hagrid was already there and wouldn't let me have you. It was the only reason I went after Peter," Sirius replied.
Harry blinked. "Why would Hagrid have been there?" Harry questioned.
"I would like to know that also," Amelia said, looking at Sirius.
"I don't know. I just rushed to Godric's Hollow as fast as I could once I got the warning the wards had failed. All I know was that Hagrid wouldn't give you to me," Sirius replied. "I gave Hagrid my motorbike to get you safely away."
Amelia was frowning. "Do you wish a moment, Harry?"
Harry looked at the man. "You didn't betray my parents?"
Sirius sighed. "I won't say I didn't. I never gave away where you were, not that I could anyways," he said with a smirk before sobering. "I should have taken you. I betrayed them by not taking you. I can never apologize for that."
Sirius looked to Amelia again. "Please, watch out for Harry and take care of him."
"I give you my assurances, Regent Black. Kingsley, get him to the DMLE holding cells. No one outside your squad is to see him until I return. Is that understood?"
"Yes, boss," Shacklebolt replied.
A moment later, Sirius and the two aurors were gone. Harry just looked at the space while the other three looked at him.
Harry looked at Amelia. "I know that there have been rats being killed in the dungeons and elsewhere. It is possible that Peter Pettigrew was one of them," Harry told her.
She took in a breath. "He is dead," Amelia replied.
Professor Lupin shook his head. "I thought so as well until I saw this newspaper clipping today. I am sure you will find this out once you question Sirius. Sirius, James and Peter are animagus. Peter is a rat, looks very much like a common brown rat," the professor stated, holding out the newspaper clipping that Sirius had given Remus. "That is Peter there, held by the youngest Weasley boy."
Amelia took the clipping. She looked at it for a moment. "I will get more aurors here and ask permission from the Assistant Headmistress to search the school."
"Ron called him Scabbers. He's been missing more than a month now," Harry told her.
"And you think he is dead?"
Harry rubbed the back of his neck. "I know some students have been using cutting hexes to kill them."
"As target practice?" Amelia asked, not sounding impressed.
He shot his eyes up to her. "NO! They hate rats and want to get rid of them. Filch is always trying to get rid of the rats anyways."
Amelia nodded. "Professor Lupin, will you ensure Harry and Hermione get back up to the school? If you excuse me, I need to get things moving for your godfather, Harry."
When it was Professor Lupin and Hermione, the man looked at him uncertainly. "If you need to talk, my office is always open, Mr. Potter. Let's get you back to the school."
They fell in step behind Mr. Lupin, falling behind enough they thought they wouldn't be overheard. "Harry, are you alright?" Hermione asked.
After letting out a breath, Harry replied. "Is it odd this is one of the least weird things to happen to me?"
Hermione let out a strangled laugh. "If it was anyone else, I would say yes."
He gave a wry smile to Hermione.
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  Chapter 8


  -oOo-


  March 21, 1994


  Azkaban Prison, North Sea

It had been more than a week since his newest court-appointed Solicitor had visited.
"You presentable, Dumbledore?" an Auror guard asked.
"It's not like I have any other wardrobe," he snapped at the Aurors. A month and a half here had done nothing but made his temper short and his old body ache from the cold and moisture of the place. He had never felt so old.
When the door opened, he just glared at the woman.
"You are a tougher man than I thought to keep in here," Amelia Bones said with a little mirth on her voice.
He huffed and stood. "I take it someone finally was able to get me freed?"
She shook her head. "I won't say some haven't tried, but no. Fudge and others are content to leave you in here for now, but like I offered, I can get you to a different holding area. One without the guard above and with better food and accommodations. You just need to tell me what you know about Tom Marvolo Riddle and Harry Potter."
Albus swallowed. How had she found out about that? Unless... "So, Harry has told you everything?"
She frowned. "No. He is still holding out on somethings, but his Mind Healer is helping him. What you have done to that boy is unforgivable. But he has told me enough that I have found out more about Voldemort than I think almost any other. Almost any other than you. So, you are going to tell me what is between those two and what your plans were to protect my ward."
"And if I do not?"
Amelia shrugged. "My investigations are still ongoing. It could take up to your trial date in June to finish them. But, if you are willing to cooperate with the DMLE, then you can get off this rock."
He glared at the woman. For over fifty years he had worked in the high offices of the British Ministry and the ICW. He should already be out and back in his school, but that had been denied him also.
"I can not, Amelia. If certain people were to find out what I know, then we could all be in a danger you can not comprehend," Albus replied.
Amelia's good humour evaporated. "You mean like a not-dead Dark Lord? I have seen Harry's memories. That was not a spirit or ghost that fled that night two years ago. And where is the diary that once contained a soul fragment of Tom Marvolo Riddle? Harry said he gave it to you. Given the fact Harry had a soul fragment in his head, there was the diary and the thing that fled Quirrell, it is hypothesized that there is at least one more. That was far less than a third of a soul in Harry."
MERLIN'S BALLS! "Who have you told? How many know? It is imperative this knowledge stays hidden," he ordered.
Her steely look would have made most tremble. "Who I have told is immaterial to you, Albus. What is important is if you will help me. Either way, I am going to rake you over the coals for what I have found so far. Your only decision is how you are going to spend the last days of your life. If you don't help, I will seek the veil. I am willing to be lenient, unlike those that you have done wrong by."
Her hard look had him silenced for the moment.
"I will be back in two weeks. If you change your mind, you can let the guards know."

  -oOo-


  March 30, 1994


  Hogwarts, Scotland

As had been for the last four weeks, Harry didn't really say much to Professor Lupin when he met him. They got right to work.
He had been able to throw off the boggart three times with a shield with very little side effects.
"This is remarkable progress Harry. I think that you deserve this and we can call it quits for the night," the man told him holding out a bar of Honeydukes chocolate.
Harry shook his head. "I am going to get this. Amelia said there may be dementors at the trial and I will not let them get the better of me," Harry said determinately. Maybe he wasn't choosing a happy enough memory? For a while now he had used the memory of when Daphne took his hand. What other memory did he have that was better?
He wracked his brain until he came up with the memory of Hermione and Daphne giving him those strange looks in the hospital wing. There had been that funny, nervous fluttering in his stomach, but there had been something else. Something that had stirred more when he woke to find Daphne sitting at his bed side. It was the feeling of those that truly wanted him around... ones that really cared for him... ones he really cared for. Was that his happiness? The feeling of people that cared for him.
As he nodded to Professor Lupin to open the trunk, Harry knew something was different this time. He felt it. It was like a light of hope and good feelings to think of his friends. Daphne, Hermione, Neville and Tracey. They had all become good friends.
"Expecto Patronum!" he cried out.
The shield came out of his wand and then it did something it never had before. It kept growing. It took shape. His eyes widened comically as a mostly formed stag charged the boggart, which dissipated into a cloud of black wisps as it tried to flee. After a second, the stag stopped, pawed the ground as though annoyed there wasn’t anything else for it to do and then it dissipated like the boggart, but this time into wisps of white.
Harry looked at the spot for a moment.
"Merlin, Harry," Professor Lupin said in some awe. "That took some power."
Harry had a broad smile come over his face. "Healer Devon said I might start seeing some more power in my spells now my magic is not supporting any more growth or nutrition potions."
Professor Lupin raised an eyebrow. "Harry, I am pretty sure the only reason you had not produced a corporeal patronus yet was that your magic hadn't matured enough. I think you should report back to Healer Devon or Tonks tomorrow. That was impressive. That was also exactly what your father looked like in his animagus form."
Harry regarded the man. "My dad... he was an animagus?"
"A big stag, just like your patronus," the professor confirmed.
Harry had warring emotions in him. It was the same he always felt around the man. Anger at him for being a coward. Inquisitiveness about who his parents were. For once, the later emotion won. It still did not mean he was ever going to forgive Professor Lupin, but he really wanted to know. "Professor Lupin," he said a little uncertainty. "What was my dad really like? Everyone always says he was a great man and a prankster, but no one really says what he was like."
Professor Lupin nodded his head. "Eat that chocolate and I can tell you some before you go back."
Harry sat in a chair and opened his chocolate.
"Before I really tell you anything, I want you to understand that James, Sirius and Peter were my best friends. About the only friends I ever had. They were all good people. At least at one time or another," the man said.
Harry sneered. "Yeah, Pettigrew was a good friend, wasn't he? He was the only one that could have sold out my parents."
Professor Remus closed his eyes and growled. "I do not know what happened to Peter. He did something that is unforgivable and there are places in Hell reserved for traitors like that. When we were in Hogwarts, Peter was with us on all our adventures. He was different then. After we left, the war splintered us. That is not what I am trying to get into tonight though."
The anger that had been so near the surface when some people were around broke through. "I have to go. It's near curfew and I have to complete the Transfiguration homework that McGonagall gave us."
"Harry, wait. There is a lot I want to tell you."
"Maybe next time. I'll see you after Easter," Harry snarked and walked out of the room.
By the time he made his way back to the portrait of the Fat Lady, he was chastising himself some, but if the man had abandoned Harry all those years ago because of guilt and now he was trying to defend Pettigrew, Harry didn't want to know about his parents from Professor Lupin. How could he know what was truth and not?
Walking into the room, he found Hermione sitting at a table doing some work. He huffed as he sat. "Where's Neville?"
"He went up to your dorm not long ago. Not sure if he is going to bed early or not," she told him, looking up. Her brow scrunched. "Didn't go that well tonight?"
He sighed. "Actually, it went very well. I actually made a patronus. It's a stag. Professor Lupin said it looks just like my dad's animagus form," he told her dejectedly.
Her eyes were just as wide as his were not long ago. "Harry, are you serious? You really produced a corporeal patronus?"
"Yeah. It was a little wispy and not as solid looking as I think it should have been, but yeah."
Her smile was huge and she jumped from her chair to hug him. He returned the hug, but only halfheartedly. When she pulled back, she didn't look as pleased. "Why do I feel you are upset with this?"
He briefly let a small smile onto his face. "No, it was actually really cool. I royally buggered it with Professor Lupin. He tried to defend Pettigrew and brought up again how good friends they all were. Friends don't leave your friends kids like that," he said angrily.
Hermione sat back down, a hand finding his. "Are you seeing Healer Anne soon?"
He let out a deep breath. He had seen the mind healer thrice now. She was trying to help him sort through years of just a shity life. Harry hadn't realized how bad it was until now.
"Next week. Tuesday I have an appointment with Amelia."
Hermione nodded. "I think you should talk with her about this."
He closed his eyes and shook his head. "I'm not changing my mind on Professor Lupin."
"I am not asking you too, but you should work on that anger," she remarked.
Harry just nodded.

  -oOo-


  April 2, 1994


  Hogwarts, Scotland

The last week had been another flurry of headlines that had sent the school into a tizzy. News of Sirius capture came Sunday. Then Monday morning it broke that he had never had a trial. Tuesday was a busy day, as always, with a Quidditch practice to top it off. Wednesday the hall was abuzz again as the Daily Prophet reported that Sirius Black was actually Regent Black and would be claiming his Lordship. The fact that the Regent Black had been sent to Azkaban without a trial was starting to make a large headache for the Minister, who had tried to give Black a pardon, but Black insisted on a trial to clear his name.
It was Thursday morning when a regal looking eagle owl landed before him, followed quickly by Hedwig. Harry took the letters from both, handing one to Hermione, who used Hedwig to write her parents many weeks. When he looked at them, he wasn't surprised to find one from Amelia. She wrote to him and Susan at least every other week, even if they forgot to reply.
The other letter was a surprise. It had a green dollop of wax with an elaborate crest in the center of it. It was address to Scion Harry Potter with no return address. Looking at the crest, he recognized it as the same one on Daphne's ring. Harry looked up and saw her give him a quick look from across the hall.
"Who is that from," Hermione had asked.
"I'll tell you later," he told her.
Hermione followed his gaze before smirking. "Does it smell like perfume?"
Harry knew his face heated and Neville chuckled. "I hope not. That is a Lord's seal," Neville commented.
Harry chuckled at how Hermione was a little flustered after that.
By the time Susan, Hannah, Neville and Hermione were boarding the train home for the Easter Holidays with him, Harry was feeling the best he could ever remember. Ron didn't join them. Harry found he didn't really care as Ron mostly spent his time with Seamus and Dean now.
With the train only half-full, it was easy to find a compartment in the middle of the train, where they all made themselves comfortable. "You are going to love Grace Hall," Susan told him for the hundredth time in the last few weeks.
"You should have Tipsy make him those honey cakes," Hannah supplied.
"Is your Aunt having a ball again this summer?" Neville asked towards Hannah.
Hermione had her eyebrow raised at Susan, Hannah and Neville, who had been going on for a while with each other about Susan's home, Harry's new home, and all the types of gatherings that the group were part of. Harry had always thought Neville an inept social pariah, but it seemed he was just extremely shy and cowed by his Gran many times. "If you want, mum and dad said you can come over this week," Hermione told him.
Harry gave a nervous laugh. "I may need the get away," he replied worriedly.
Hermione snorted. "You may need to run away."
Harry laughed. "That too."
While they were talking, a knock came at the door. Harry looked up to see Daphne and Tracey. He couldn't keep the smile off his face as he got up and opened the door. "Good afternoon, Heiress Greengrass and Ms. Davis."
Daphne returned his small bow with a curtsy. "Good afternoon, Scion Potter. Would you mind if Tracey and I join you for a bit? We have some questions on the Defense Against the Dark Arts revision."
Harry had no issue, but still looked in. No one else made a peep or indication it was not wanted.
Moving to the side, he motioned for them to join them. Tracey sat on the end of the bench with Hannah and Susan. Neville moved to sit next to Susan while Hermione moved to the window with Daphne sitting next to her.
Harry sat after shutting the door and looking at Daphne. "Is this alright to be seen with us?" he asked her in a low voice.
"You are helping me study, so there is nothing inappropriate," she responded, letting her mask fall.
Tracey shook her head. "Daphne just wants to make sure you accepted her father's invitation for this week."
"Tracey," Daphne scolded her friend.
Susan and Hannah laughed. "You don't have to act around us, Daphne," Susan told her. "Auntie said we would be coming over Wednesday afternoon."
Daphne glared at Susan. "That was not going to be my question."
"Yes, I will be there for the study sessions Monday and Friday," Harry told Daphne.
Daphne had a smile come to her before Tracey blurted out, "You didn't tell me about those. I thought we were only meeting on Wednesday."
All eyes turned to them. Harry licked his lips as Daphne stiffened. "I didn't lie that I wanted to ask Harry about our DADA and other homework." He didn't miss the look from Hermione and pleaded with his eyes for her not to say anything. "Ms. Granger, I would also like to let you know my mother will accompany me to your house on Thursday and then we will go back to Greengrass Manor."
Hermione gave a big smile now. "I look forward to it. Do I need to wear or bring anything special? I have never been to a wizarding house."
"You are a guest. It is not formal. Wear what you want. Ms. Davis, Ms. Abbot and Heiress Bones, you are invited as well. Will eleven be acceptable?"
Hermione nodded her head.
"I will ask Auntie about Thursday, Heiress Greengrass," Susan informed Daphne. Daphne nodded her agreement.
"I'll be there. Is eleven-thirty good?" Tracey questioned.
"It is," Daphne supplied.
"Oh, I also got a letter from mum this morning. If you all want, you can come over Saturday," Hermione offered.
"That sounds like fun," Susan replied.
"I can make it, if you want," Neville offered.
Daphne replied, "I will not be able to attend. Perhaps next time?"
"Sure, Daphne," Hermione replied.
Tracey gave a look to Daphne. "I will not either, but I would like another invitation. Perhaps this summer?"
"I will talk to my parents," Hermione said brightly.
"Saturday I am going to see the Harpies take on the Hornets," Hannah spoke up. "I can talk to my parents, maybe I can have a sleep over for the girls one night."
Susan brightened. "In your barn again?"
Hannah shrugged. "If you want."
"What is so interesting about a barn," Tracey asked, not looking pleased about the idea.
Susan and Hannah grinned. "There is the old stable hands apartments above the stalls. Mum and dad don't care how loud we are and we can stay up as long as we want," Hannah told them.
"Can I come," Hermione asked, uncertain whether she should be involved or not.
Hannah smiled. "I'll send an invite to all of you once I find out which night."
Daphne nodded. "That sounds amenable."
Tracey gawked at her friend. "How are you going to convince your parents? They barely let you sleep over my house."
"I am hoping some of our social circles will change soon. Getting to know the other children of a group my parents are interested in courting for an alliance will be an easy sell," Daphne told Tracey.
Susan laughed. "And here I thought you were warming up to us?"
That was one thing Harry liked about Susan and Hannah. They didn't hold back unless they needed too. They had also been talking with Daphne and Tracey more as their study group met three or more times a week.
Harry chuckled, earning him a look from Daphne. He held up his hands. "You have made it very clear how I am to act and the expectations you have."
Daphne nodded while Susan and Hannah looked at them with interest. "So, what should I bring?" Hermione asked. He cast her a thankful look as Daphne and everyone turned to Hannah.
Daphne and Tracey stayed about an hour. When they left, Hannah was the first to ask, "So, what is going on with you and Greengrass?"
"I would like to know too," Susan put to him.
"Nothing. We are just study partners," Harry replied.
Neville looked away with a smirk on his face.
"Yeah, and I'm a flobber worm," Hannah retorted dryly.
Hermione cracked a smile. Susan eyed him. "Well?"
"Well, what?" Harry didn't want to admit he saw Daphne as a friend. One he had to be very careful around because of whatever politics there were in Slytherin, most revolving around blood status and standing.
"Auntie has said she is moving a little more towards the Neutral side to see if she can get more votes to help change things. The meeting we are having Wednesday at the Greengrasses’ is more important than you think, Harry, and I think whatever this is has a lot to do with you and Daphne," Susan informed him. "Especially if Daphne has been given permission to have Hermione over. I really don't mean any offense, Hermione, but I didn't think the Greengrasses that progressive."
He looked at Susan shocked. As bubbly and air headed she could act at times, every once in a while this other side came out, and Harry was starting to think Susan knew a lot more about politics, blood status and other things than he thought.
"You may be surprised," Harry spoke up before Hermione did.
"What do you mean?" Hermione asked.
Harry shook his head. The conversations he had had with Daphne were between them. "You should ask her when you go over," Harry told her.
Hermione eyed him. "I think I will."
"I will convince Auntie to let me go. You shouldn't be there alone the first time," Susan told her.
Neville turned back into the conversation. "I agree with Harry. I think Daphne and Tracey are not what you think."
Hannah was keeping her mouth shut when Susan went on. "Daphne, Tracey, Blaise, Millicent and a few others have always been invited to Auntie Amelia's big parties, and us to theirs. We have gotten to know them some outside of school, but in general we all ignore each other or play it off while at Hogwarts. It is one thing to interact where others can't see you, quite another when they can see you. For people like the Greengrasses, who still play in the Blood Supremacist circles, it can be dangerous to be seen with the wrong person."
"Are you saying I shouldn't spend time with Daphne? I don't want to make it bad for her."
Susan shook her head. "I am not saying that. What is going on between you two?"
Harry kept his mouth shut for a moment. Neville surprised them all by speaking up. "The Greengrasses are trying to move their allegiances. They aren't the only ones. Many around the Greengrasses are starting to move. Something has changed in the last few months and that group of grey houses have started numerous talks with more light-neutral or even light Houses. Gran has sent me a few letters and asked if I could tell her anything about our new friends."
Hannah nodded. "Father has said the same. Tracey and her parents are scheduled for a tea on Monday."
Hermione looked at them. "Why is all this so important? It is just a tea. Harry is just going over to study with Daphne. Who cares we are seen with anyone of them in the halls?"
Harry shared her sentiment, but was coming to learn that things were not that simple.
"It is important, Hermione," Susan told her. "Hogwarts House alliances or friendships can lead to alliances in the Wizengamot. Auntie has been trying for years to change laws regarding Muggles, squibs and even muggleborn. With the support of the Greengrasses, that would put almost a quarter of the votes at her disposal. It isn't hard to get most those that consider themselves light Houses to vote for bills like that, meaning close to six out of every ten votes would go her way."
"So it's like the House of Lords?" Hermione enquired.
Neville, Hannah and Susan looked confused.
"From what I understand, yes," Harry answered her.
"So, I have to ask what is going on with you and Daphne," Susan put to him again.
Harry sighed. "I don't know. I just like being her friend," Harry finally admitted.
"I think you want more than that," Hermione said below her breath and he gave her a glare.
Hannah and Susan didn't miss Hermione's comment. "Will you just drop it," Harry snapped at his best mate.
Hermione gave him a satisfied smirk. "Sure. She is pretty, you know."
The other two girls laughed to see the colour that came to his face.
By the time they got to London, the five of them were excited for the week. Harry was excited that he might actually get to be a normal person for once. With Sirius having turned himself in, the search still on for Pettigrew -with him missing for many weeks now-, no sign of Voldemort and he would never have to see his relatives again, Harry felt like he was free of everything for once. It was a heady feeling.
Amelia met them on the platform. Daphne gave him a small nod as a man that could only be her father regarded him for a moment before they moved towards the end of the platform.
They said their goodbyes to everyone else, and Harry made plans to see Hermione on Saturday. His week was now full. When Amelia walked past the barrier, Harry had to catch himself. Susan stopped and looked at him. "Aren't we going through the barrier?" Harry asked.
"Why would we? There are floo fires and a apparition point this way," Susan told him.
Harry looked at her confused. "But the Weasley's and I have always come through here."
Amelia nodded. "All muggleborn or raised are required to enter that way. If you were with the Weasleys, that was probably why. Come this way and we will take the floo network."
Harry blinked a time or two then followed along. At the end of the platform he watched a few families apparate away while they entered a small room with six fireplaces. "Our destination is Grace Hall. Susan, you go first."
"Yes, Auntie Ami," Susan replied.
A few minutes later, Harry was standing in a large hall. It had columns that went up two stories with a fountain at one end and a wide staircase at the other. Numerous doors interspersed the marble walls. There was a pattern in marble of various hues that made a large Bones Crest in the center of the hall. The fireplace they had come through was to the left of the stairs and a large set of double doors lay directly across from it.
He looked around in wonder.
Susan and Amelia were looking at him with amused expressions when he noticed them watching his reaction. "Is this Grace Hall?"
"Welcome to the hereditary house of the Bones, at least for the last five generations," Amelia told him. "Susan, do you mind giving him a tour? I have some paperwork I need to complete and then I will be available for you two most of the week."
"Yes, Auntie. Where is Harry's room?"
"I set him up next to you. I don't want either of you wandering out into London until we can give him a tour of the neighborhood. Harry, if you find you need anything, let me know and we will get it this week. Monday morning we are going to the goblins to get your accounts settled and to get your Scion status sorted," she informed him.
"I have been invited to the Greengrasses Monday afternoon at two. Do I need to tell Heiress Greengrass I will be late?" he asked her.
Amelia's eyebrows rose and Susan gave him a smirk. "I wasn't aware we were meeting with them before Wednesday," Amelia stated.
"It is a study session," he told her.
"Lord or Lady Greengrass will be there?"
He made a face. "As far as I know."
Amelia nodded her head. "In the future I would appreciate you ask before you just make plans," she informed him.
Harry rubbed the back of his neck. "Uhm, I have alot of plans for the week," he said, not used to having to ask or even having the opportunity for such events.
He felt Amelia's eyes on him. "Dinner will be in an hour. We will talk about your plans. Do you have plans too, Susan?"
"Hannah invited me over for a sleepover one night this week, but she was going to send an owl to confirm. Hermione Granger also invited Harry and I to Harry’s house next Saturday. You already approved all my other activities," Susan responded.
Amelia gave her a curt nod. "Show Harry around and I will see you both for dinner."
"Yes, Auntie." Susan nodded as Amelia went for a door off the main hall.
"That is Auntie’s study. We are only allowed in there if she invites us or gives us permission," Susan told him.
"Are there other areas I should stay away from?"
"Auntie only wants us to use the potions or practice rooms if she knows we will be in there. She usually asks one of our elves to watch over me," Susan told him.
"Practice rooms?"
Susan smiled. "Come on," she told him, heading for the left side of the stairs. "Auntie was Lead Auror until she jumped to become the Head of the DMLE about four years ago. She has been training me for years." There were two doors behind the stairs.
"This one is the workout room." Susan opened the door on the left. Inside was a full Muggle work out center, except some of the equipment looked like it belonged in Victorian times. "Auntie only makes one of the elves watch me if I am doing any of the bench weights, otherwise she doesn't care."
"Does that treadmill work," he asked looking at the iron work and slat floor.
Susan chuckled. "Auntie had to get someone in Diagon Alley to build that for her. This room is the one we have to have supervision for."
When Susan opened up the other room, he noticed the mats, dummies, a wooden pole with other sticks of wood on it, a wall with a mirror and lots and lots of swords, knives, spears and other hand-combat weapons. "Auntie is a bit of a non-traditionalist. She has trained most of the hit-wizards in the last decade and she likes to mix magical and muggle fighting."
"Wicked," Harry said, itching to get in here.
"I'll ask her if we can practice in here later."
As they walked though the house, Susan showed him the formal and family dinning rooms, a ball room capable of fitting two hundred or more, two tea rooms and finally the kitchens.
"Missy Susan," a small House elf called to her as it worked over a pot. This house elf looked healthier than the only other one he had seen before. She had some dark hair on her head and fluffy, well-groomed hair in her ears. Her grey eyes were watching what she was doing and the elf was wearing a dress that looked to have been made from a curtain material. It was finely sewn and a small patch with the Bones crest was on her left breast area.
"Hello, Tipsy. Have you seen Minsy or Teacher? I would like to introduce Harry."
"Minsy was making sure the new Master Harry's room was ready and Teacher is helping Mistress Amelia. Oh, is this Master Harry?" The elf commented when she looked up before she stepped off her stool and bowed. Harry copied her.
"Nice to meet you, Tipsy," he said.
Susan looked at him oddly and Tipsy blinked in shock. She looked to Susan who just shrugged. "Harry, most wizards would not bow to a house elf."
"Why?" he asked confused.
"It is not proper, sir," Tipsy responded. "The elf serve the wizard. The elf do as the wizard demand."
Harry pursed his lips. "I will never treat you that way, Tipsy, or any house elf."
Tipsy smiled. "Tipsy not believe your elf how great a wizard you are, but Tipsy see it. Missy Susan, you should get cleaned up. Dinner will be ready very shortly."
"Thank you, Tipsy. Come on, Harry."
Harry was looking at Tipsy. "Tipsy, what do you mean my house elf?"
"Dobby, sir. Dobby has been here a few times to help Minsy get Master Harry's rooms ready," Tipsy told him.
Harry stood there stunned for a moment. "Dobby? I haven't seen him since..."
There was a small pop and Dobby was standing before them. His green eyes looked duller than Harry's, he wore an odd sock on each foot, his pillowcase was bright white and tied like a toga. A small patch was on his left breast. The hair in the house elf's ears were clean, fluffy and nicely brushed out. Harry didn't miss the way Tipsy suddenly stood tall and brushed her dress straight.
Where Tipsy seemed to subconsciously groom herself, Dobby grabbed his ears looking guilty. "The Great Harry, sir," Dobby greeted him.
Harry just stared at Dobby for a moment. "Dobby, why is Minsy saying you are my elf?"
Dobby pulled on his ears. "Dobby is the Great Harry's elf. Dobby vow to serve the Great Harry Potter," Dobby replied.
Harry just looked at Dobby dumbfounded. "Harry, didn't you know?" Susan queried.
"Not the foggiest," Harry replied.
Dobby wasn't looking at them and the way he was wringing his ears had to hurt. "Dobby, don't hurt yourself. When did you become my elf? I thought you were a free elf?"
"When Dobby saw the Great Harry come back to Hogwarts. Dobby has been taking care of all of the Great Harry's things," Dobby told him.
"Right," Harry replied. He looked to Susan. "What does this mean? I don't want to own Dobby if he wants to be free."
"I don't know. Dobby, do you want to be free?" Susan put to the house elf.
Dobby's green eyes finally looked up. "Dobby want to serve the Great Harry."
"Can you just call me Harry?"
"Dobby will try, Great Harry."
He sighed. "Dobby, let's talk later. I won't treat you like the Malfoys and I don't want you working all the time."
"This was the Malfoy's old elf? Auntie may want to talk to him," Susan said with wide eyes.
Dobby crouched and backed away. "Old Masters very bad, very sneaky. Don't make Dobby tell. Dobby can't. Please don't order Dobby to tell."
Harry saw it and he crouched down to Dobby's level. "Dobby, it is alright. I won't order you. I do want to talk later. I would have liked to known you did this. You aren't in trouble though," he added quickly to see Dobby reaching for his ears again. "I don't want you hurting yourself. Do you understand?"
It took a moment, but Dobby shook his head.
"Good."
"Missy Susan and Master Harry, you should go now. Supper will be in about fifteen minutes," Tipsy told them as she moved off to the stove.
"The Great Harry," Dobby called as Susan and him were leaving.
"Yes, Dobby?"
"Dobby didn't mean to do bad," the elf said dejectedly.
"Dobby, you didn't do bad. We will talk later."
Dobby nodded.
Susan took him out of the kitchens and up to the first floor. Susan's room was at the front of the house. "Your room is right there. We will share a bathroom or there is another two doors down. You should get washed up and Auntie likes to be dressed in nice clothes for important meals."
"Ah, sure," Harry told her. She went into her room and Harry opened the door to his.
It was a large room with light blue walls below a molding about waist level and a marbled stone above that. The room was pretty plain right now. There was a large double bed, a small fireplace with two chairs and a small tea table, a desk, an armoire, a bookcase and two other doors. He opened one to find a small walk in closet with lots of built in draws, shelves and hanger space. There were three sets of robes. One was an attractive burgundy with a crest on it that matched his ring, the other two were the traditional wizarding black. There were a few folded shirts, trousers, jumpers and vests. Below them were four pairs of shoes.
Harry blinked. There were more new clothes, and ones that looked like they fit, than he had ever owned. They all looked like nice clothes. Harry was wondering if Amelia wouldn't mind taking him to a muggle store. He would like some jeans and other shirts. Something he never would have dared to ask for before, but if this was his room and house, he wanted to be comfortable and make it look like he lived here. His relatives tried to erase any sign two boys lived at their house.
He took off his clothes and put on a nice pair of trousers and a button down shirt. He wasn't sure how dressed he was supposed to be, but he thought he looked nice in the mirror.
A knock came at the door and he opened it to find Susan had her hair pulled back with a jade comb in her hair. Her green dress highlighted her red hair and developing form. Harry looked at her. He had never known she was that good looking with the uniforms and typical clothes she wore. It wasn't a Daphne pretty, but she was pretty...
WAIT! DAPHNE PRETTY! He caught himself...
"Auntie will be waiting for us. You look nice," Susan said, a little bit of red mingling into the few red freckled on her cheeks. It had a very attractive quality that his thirteen-year-old mind liked.
"Lead the way," Harry offered, closing the door behind him.
The family dining room was a smaller room next to the kitchens. It had a more intimate feel, but still showed off the wealth of the Bones with a huge gilded mirror, silk wall linings, some expensive looking antique furniture and an oval table that could easily accommodate six people.
Amelia sat at the head, facing the door to the main atrium, while Susan and him sat on the sides. Even with the more formal feel to the meal, Harry found it rather nice. Amelia asked them about their semester, and Harry found himself talking more than he usually would about his friends. It was a surreal experience for him compared to his relatives.
They were waiting on desert when Amelia finally broached the subject that all three had been dancing around. "So, you made lots of plans for the week Harry? What is it you are doing?"
"Lord Greengrass has invited me over Monday and Friday afternoons for tutoring sessions with Daphne," Harry hesitated as Amelia's eyebrows rose. "Hermione has invited Susan and I over on Saturday and I was hoping to go to Longmarche to see Neville if I can. He was going to talk to his Gran."
"I think that can all be arranged. I would appreciate you letting me know about your plans before hand in case there are other plans I have for you. I usually will let you and Susan do what you want, but you are a scion of an important House and there will be tutors, meetings and events you will be required to go to. Like tea on Wednesday at Greencross with the Greengrasses and Friday there is a trial set for Regent Black in the morning I thought you might like to attend."
Harry looked up at her. "Sirius is getting a trial? I thought you said that might take a few months," Harry questioned. Sirius had been arrested only a week ago.
"It seems the Minister wants to push this through as fast as possible to get some good publicity. To send a Lord of the Wizengamot to Azkaban without a trial is bad, even if he hasn’t taken his seat. To keep them there for over a decade is worse. Grumblings from other Lords about the possibility of it happening to their own houses is devastating to certain Department Heads and the Minister," Amelia commented casually.
"I don't understand why? Fudge wasn't in charge at the time."
"No, but he is in charge now and many have started to look at his policies and who he associates with. This brings me to two large points I would like to talk with you about. First, are you opposed to me acting your Regent and representing your vote? Second, I would like to know what exactly your relationship is with Heiress Greengrass."
Harry swallowed. Susan sat up and was looking between them with rapt attention. He wanted to avoid Daphne at the moment. "Uhm, what do you mean Regent and representing my vote?"
Amelia seemed to get his reticence with how Susan was looking at them. "What ever we discuss tonight is House business. Susan, that means you do not say anything to Hannah."
Susan flushed a little. "I know what it means when you tell me it is House business, Auntie."
"Sometimes I question that with what Gretchen tells me she gets from Hannah," Amelia held Susan's eye.
"I never do anything that wouldn't be considered alright for an ally to know and Hannah never tells anyone besides her parents," Susan countered.
"House business, Susan. This isn't just our House and allies tonight. It is Harry as well. Do you understand?"
"Yes, Auntie." Susan looked properly chastised.
"Regency would mean I would act as the head of your house until you come of age or beyond if you want, Harry. Being your Regent would allow me to manage your accounts and estates, any contracts of Alliance or other official business of your family and would allow me to claim your vote in the Wizengamot. Currently the vote of House Potter is not in use, and it could be used to help many of the goals myself and many of your old allies, and probably new ones, would like to achieve," Amelia told him.
Harry frowned. "You mean you would just be able to do anything you want with my stuff and vote?"
She shook her head. "No. I would not be able to do anything you do not approve of. You can be as involved or not as you want. Being Scion, you will have the permission to meet with me whenever you want while at Hogwarts, either in the school or in Hogsmeade. I would never do anything that is not in the best interest of you and your family. It is the same I do with Susan. She is the rightful heiress to the Bones, and I am only her Regent."
"Oh," he replied. After a moment, he turned to Susan. "Does Amelia let you into all these decisions?"
"Since last summer when I turned thirteen. Auntie always explains everything and what she sees as the possible decisions," Susan told him.
"That is why you know so much about the Wizengamot and the Purebloods?"
Susan nodded. "Auntie always tells me what she knows and encourages me to understand before I ask her to vote or do something in a particular way."
He nodded, still not fully understanding it all, but Amelia had done nothing to show she was untruthful or had any intentions of leading him wrong. "What happens if I don't make you my Regent?"
"Nothing. It will keep your accounts and everything else locked until you come of age though, only managed by the contract your parents signed with the goblins to maintain everything. I would advice it is not prudent to not declare a Regent," Amelia told him.
"I have a choice in Regents?"
"You can contract or declare anyone a Regent, but since I am your magical guardian, I would recommend you let me help you," Amelia recommended. He didn't feel like she was trying to push him, and she was being open and honest. It was a trait that both her and her niece and had.
After a moment, he nodded. "I will agree to have you my Regent."
Amelia gave a nod of acceptance. "We will work out the contract with the goblins Monday morning when we go to Gringotts."
"Is a contract necessary?" Harry asked.
"I think it best to define what responsibilities you would like to give me and what powers I have over your House. Like I said, I will not do anything disadvantageous for you."
A small plate of desert was placed before each of them. Amelia and Susan had some type of cake while he looked down at a treacle tart.
"Now that is settled, I would like to talk with both of you about the Bones position in the Wizengamot, and the potential of many Neutral Houses looking to change their politics. This will have an impact on what I would advice for your vote, Harry," Amelia told him.
"Auntie, you know I won't ever support any bigoted laws, but I support you in a more moderate approach right now," Susan put in.
She nodded to Susan. "I know, Susan. This does bring up the possibility of us being more moderate by working with the Greengrasses and their allies. So, I need to ask you, Harry, what is the relationship and intention towards Heiress Greengrass?"
Harry had taken a forkful of his treacle tart while listening and held it halfway to his mouth. He wasn't sure what exactly he was being asked, but he had a feeling that his friendship with Daphne may hinge on this conversation. "Uhm," he started.
"Harry and Daphne have been studying and having chaperoned outings," Susan started and silenced when Amelia gave her a look.
He put his fork down. "What exactly are you asking, Amelia?"
"Harry, I will not do or advise you to do anything disadvantageous. I also realize you really don't understand the politics around the potential relationship you are starting with Daphne, but it could be a very powerful alliance we will talk about Wednesday, one that could be made more so if the Potters side along with the Greengrasses. The House of Bones would back the alliance, as would many others. It could lead to the destabilization of the Pureblood movements that have dominated the Ministry and our world for decades now," Amelia informed him.
He blinked. "Uhm, sure. I don't understand why I would be at the centre of this alliance or why I would side with the Greengrasses. Shouldn't I have my own opinion?"
Susan looked like she wanted to speak but bit her lip with a look from Amelia.
"Of course you have your own opinion. What I mean by standing by the Greengrasses, is that the Potters and the Greengrasses would be the centre that the other Houses would align with. The last time a Potter or regent took a vote was in nineteen-seventy six. In the time since then and now, many things have changed and you are an unknown to everyone, Harry. I know the Potters have always been more of a Light-neutral House, and if you were to continue to stake that position, or even turn Neutral, that would allow other Houses that have always followed your family to do the same. The Bones, and most likely the Longbottoms, being among them. For the Greengrasses, to move more towards the Neutral-light by aligning themselves with you, would have the same effect."
"What do you mean my House was a Neutral-Light? I thought we always stood with those that opposed the Blood Purist and the psychopaths around Voldemort," he put to her.
Susan took in a sharp breath. Amelia just nodded. "You have, which is why the Potters were always considered towards the light, but much of their politics were always in the middle ground. They voted with all the major blocks, depending on the legislation or when they had to sit trials. It was your ancestors sense of justice that always put them towards the centre. The Potters would oppose the zealots on both side of the spectrum. Well, that was until James. He refused to take up his Lordship on the Wizengamot for reasons I will never know. I don't know what your father's politics were. We were never close cousins, not like James and Sirius. I think that may have been our age difference with me being almost a decade older. I do know he was always trying to protect you, your mother and his friends. I worked with him for three years as an Auror before he was killed. James was a good man and a good Auror."
Harry sat for a few, working to go through all this information.
"Auntie, is this all prep work for the tea on Wednesday?" Susan enquired.
"This is more so Harry understands his position in all this. I do not know how to prep you both for this tea at the moment except to say be on your best behavior, let the adults do the talking unless asked and expect the unexpected. I have a feeling this will be a start to something that will shake the foundations of our society," Amelia told them.
"Why is a tea so important? Wouldn’t you just meet and hash out a deal or a handshake?" Harry asked.
Amelia chuckled. "That would be a nice way of doing it, but many of those that follow the old and pureblood ways don't work on a more modern concept of politics or society like in the Muggle world. To tell you the truth, I am not well versed in the Muggle world myself, but I know it works much differently. Teas, galas, balls, even something as simple as a birthday party can have a great significance. We are having tea with five Houses on Wednesday, six if you really do want me to be your regent. All us are high on the social pecking order and the Wizengamot. This will not be a simple tea. Lord Greengrass is a nice man, but a very shrewd politician, a believer in the old ways and always looking for the most potent alliances or deals. He has already assumed that I am your Regent and has broached the potential move of his allies. The tea will be as much of a formal tea between equals as it will be the opening of negotiations for the alliance," she informed him.
"Who is going to be there?" Susan asked.
"Madam Longbottom, Lady Zabini, Lord Davis, obviously the Greengrasses and us. It is the senior members of our two current alliances. The current scions or heiresses will be there as well," Amelia answered.
Harry felt a pit in his stomach. He was not ready for this. "Maybe I should just stay here."
"And miss seeing Daphne?" Susan asked in a coy way.
His cheeks heated a little. "I would rather not embarrass Heiress Greengrass at such an important event."
The knowing smirk Susan gave him had the hard pit turn into a hard stone.
"Tomorrow and Tuesday we will go over the most important rules for the tea and coach you as best as possible. When in doubt, just be quiet or refer them to your Regent," Amelia instructed.
He licked his lips. He wanted to run from this, but he would never be able to look himself in the mirror again if he did. He was a Lion and would find a way to forge through this, and hope Daphne still wanted to be his study partner after it.
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  April 4, 1994


  Rotherham, England

Harry managed to step out of the fireplace and not fall this time. Counting his trips to and from the Burrow last year, the trip to Grace Hall and the trip to Diagon Alley earlier today to see the goblins of Gringotts, this was only his fifth time using the insane green flames.
He was quite proud of himself that he was able to just stumble a few steps and then stand. His bookbag had almost pulled him over anyways though. He just had time to register a relatively tall woman with dark hair and eyes like Daphne, Daphne herself and a younger girl he recognized as her sister, before the fire flared behind him. He moved to the side so that Amelia could step out behind him.
Daphne was dressed in a nice set of green witches’ robes and her long hair perfectly straight down her back. She was prim and proper, making him thankful Amelia insisted on him wearing one of his new wizard robes. A small smirk teased at the edge of her mouth for a moment when he met her eyes.
Doing as instructed, he stepped to Amelia's side and bowed as he was introduced by Amelia. During the introductions, he had enough time to take in the dark marbled stone of a large atrium. Far above their heads was a dome of glass, letting natural light flood into the open space. Columns held up a balcony above their head, with a double set of stairs leading up to it. The mansion was easily two or three times the size of Grace Hall, and Harry found his new home huge.
Lady Greengrass and her daughters curtsied. "It is a pleasure to have you at our house, Scion Potter, Madam Bones. I hope you will excuse us, but Lord Greengrass was called out for business and won't be back until later."
"I am sorry to miss him today. I trust it is still acceptable for Scion Potter to be here?" Amelia enquired.
"Scion Potter is very welcome. Daphne has been getting ready for their study session and I have made the family tearoom available. If you would like, Daphne can show Scion Potter where they are to study. I would also wonder if you would like some tea as well before you go, Madam Bones?" Lady Greengrass asked.
"That would be most agreeable. Harry, why don't you escort Heiress Greengrass?"
"Yes, Madam Bones," he replied. He was told in settings like this he should not call her Amelia. Auntie Amelia or Madam Bones would be much better.
Daphne stepped forward, her mask up and nodded slightly to her left. "Astoria, you can go do your own thing for now. Dinner will be at six," Lady Greengrass commented.
Harry extended his arm and Daphne took it before she led him away.
The family tearoom was a smaller room with a table that had two chairs along a wall, with a small tea area by a window with a circular table and four chairs, a sofa and a small fireplace. Shelves and a small bookcase lined the walls and held various knickknacks or books. Daphne's stuff was on the table against the wall.
"Mother said we could have this place but she wanted the door to remain open," Daphne told him in a significant way, acting more formal than normal when they were alone.
"Alright." They settled in, not talking much, until Harry caught a small form slipping out of the room. Once the house elf was gone, Daphne let out a breath.
"I thought Winchester would stay the whole time. He tells father everything he overhears," Daphne informed him.
"Is that why you didn't want to talk?"
"Yes. I am very happy you came. Father and mother won't let us go anywhere or allow anyone else to come over until after Wednesday. There is something big going on with the meeting, but I don't know what," Daphne told him, shifting in her chair to get more comfortable and pulling a parchment towards her. "I have the Astronomy charts and the essays for Herbology and Potions completed. I was hoping to get charms and transfiguration done this afternoon and have us review everything Friday."
"I have the charms, transfiguration and History essays done," said Harry. Before they really got going, he had to talk to her about Wednesday. "Do you really not know what your father wants to do Wednesday?"
Daphne had been about to dip her quill when she looked up at him. Her eyes searched his for a moment. It wasn't often Harry knew something she didn't. "You know? Mother and father usually prep us for important teas or other meetings, but they have said nothing so far."
"Amelia had a talk with Susan and I," Harry answered. He figured anything directly affecting her and him would be fine to talk to her about. She continued to look at him, her eyes asking him to go on without verbalizing anything. "So, uhm, I think your father wants a formal alliance between my House and yours."
Her eyes grew a little wide. "A formal Alliance? I wouldn’t think father would want to so publicly align us. I thought it was just an informal alliance with the Bones. The Potters are one of the best known Light Houses out there. Why would you want to ally yourself with us? It might cause issues for both our Houses."
Harry shrugged. "I still don't get it all, but I have no idea where I really fall in this yet. My family hasn't voted or staked out any side in the Wizengamot for almost twenty years now. Everyone just assumes I am for the Light faction. Amelia was saying that my grandfather and many other generations of Potters have actually been more neutral, we just don't put up with berks that want to take things over. I can't support the Blood Purists or those that follow Voldemort. "
She shivered and hissed, "Never use that name in this House." She looked around for a moment before looking at him again. "Father has forbidden any mention of that name here. There was real danger in the last war to use that name."
He held up his hands. "I didn't mean to offend you," he stated.
After a moment, she calmed. "Just don't mention that name in this house again."
"Alright," he replied.
They looked at each other for a few minutes, her dark eyes searching his for an answer he wasn't sure he wanted to give yet. "What is father or Madam Bones looking for to secure this Alliance?" She sounded hesitant.
He let out a long breath. "I don't know, but she thinks the tea will open negotiations between my family and yours. Amelia is my regent now. Daphne, I really have no clue what all this means. I believe Amelia that she only wants the best for me and Susan, but I feel she really wants this alliance and we are, me and you, well, our families, are at the center of it. Having a more neutral-dark house align with a Neutral-light House could have other's flocking to us. Or that is how Amelia makes it sound."
Daphne frowned. "Harry, I told you we are not part of the Dark families anymore."
"I know, Daph, but Amelia says many families still see you that way. Most see my family as one of the most light families out there. Except for our penchant to fight to keep things neutral, it sounds like my history is as neutral as yours is now," he replied.
There was a silence for a few. "Harry, when you say you can't support any blood purists, does that mean my family?"
"Does your family kill muggles for fun, call people mudbloods or try to kick anyone down that isn't pureblood?" Harry asked. Up until a few months ago, he hadn't even really understood the differences between the different 'blood' status, and was just starting to learn about the different views.
"Never," Daphne answered firmly. "At one time we might have, but that is not who my family or I am. Father does believe in the power of blood though."
He smiled at the resolute tone in her voice. "Then you are not the type of blood purist I am talking about. You told me your family has changed. Amelia trusts your father in that or she wouldn't be having tea over here on Wednesday. Daph, I just need help in understanding all this. Susan, Amelia and Neville are trying, but I just don't get why this is all that important and why it has to matter? It's so different from where I grew up."
She reached her empty hand to the table and took his for a moment. "I can help you if you want. Father and everyone understands that you were denied training in all this. From what I hear, it is something that Dumbledore is going to have to answer to when he goes on trial in a month or so. Father is going to sit on the trial board for your godfather Friday. He has indicated Sirius Black is innocent of at least the crimes of Heritage Denial in the killing of your parents."
Harry let out a breath and squeezed her hand. "Amelia won't tell me the details, but she is allowing me to attend the trial on Friday. I may be over here late."
"Father is allowing me as well. The fact a Lord of the Wizengamot went to Azkaban without a trial has riled a lot of people, including father. If you rather, we can rearrange our study session Friday?"
Harry shook his head. He was already looking forward to spending time with her again. "I want to come over. Amelia thinks that even if he is found not guilty, he will still need some more time in St. Mungos. He was in a bad way when they brought him in last week."
"Will he be alright?"
The genuine concern in her voice was nice. "He will be. I hope."
She squeezed his hand and then let it go. "We should get this done. Mother will check if we made any progress in a little while."
He smiled at her and didn't like it when she took her hand away. "Sure. You want to just work on what you were or go over what is done?"
"I want to get this all done," she stated before reaching for her pocket. "Maybe you should have this. At least until after the trial," she offered, holding out the snitch he had given her in February. Harry reached over and folded her fingers back around it.
"I think I get better luck if it stays with you."
Daphne gave him an attractive smile and put it back in her pocket. "Work now. Talk later," she commanded.
It was a little while later when they both missed the quirked brow when her mother had peeked in the room with Harry sitting close to Daphne and their heads just about touching over a book as they diligently worked.

  -oOo-


  Later that night...

His door was open and he had parchments all over his bed. A knock came at his door and he looked up to see Susan. "You mind if I come in?" she asked.
"Sure," he told her.
His head was spinning. He only half understood what they had gotten from the goblins earlier. He wanted Hermione, or even Daphne, to go over this with him. For now, he had Susan and just needed someone to talk with. Somehow in the last month he had forgiven Susan and felt like she was someone he could trust.
Harry held out a stack of parchments. "Are these what I think they are?"
Susan took them and sat towards the end of the bed.
"Offers of Courtship or betrothals?" Susan put to him as she looked at the top sheets of parchment.
"That is what I thought," Harry gripped. There were eighteen in that pile. "Two of them came in the day after my parents were killed. Who does something like that?"
Susan cringed. "That is disgusting... one of them is from Lord Selwyn! Auntie says he only avoided Azkaban because he claimed he was under the Imperious curse. His daughter is eight years older and he wanted you married by thirteen!"
His stomach rolled. "I know. It also stipulated that I would have gone to live with them. Amelia has declined them all. Chang. Selwyn. Clearwater. Carrow. There was even one in there for Lavender. Merlin, half of them were Death Eaters. Who in their right mind would have done that?"
"Not Auntie. Was there anything else bad at Gringotts?"
He let out a breath. "No. Just lots of paperwork Amelia needs to go through. Apparently, my father knew nothing about investments and my accounts have been tended by the goblins since my grandfather passed. I have two houses I still own that Amelia wants to check out Thursday if we have the time. What is a 'Terms of Loan' for a mining company have to do with all this," he huffed, throwing the paper.
Susan giggled. "Why are you going through all this and not Auntie?"
He took up another parchment detailing the dozen or so businesses he still had stakes in. Half of them were in Diagon Alley and one in Knockturn Alley.
He huffed again, dropped the paper and flopped back on his pillows. "I wanted to see everything. I've never really had money or anything like this before and Daphne and Amelia say I should know how to handle all this for when I get older."
"Auntie was going to start going through how to handle all our finances this summer. Maybe you should wait until then. It might give her time to straighten all this out," Susan offered.
"Amelia said the same."
"So?" she asked.
"So what?" he snarked, putting his arms over his eyes.
"Soooo, how did it go with Daphne today?" she asked innocently.
Harry raised his arm up enough to look at her with one eye. "And have you go tattling off to Hannah?"
Her smile turned into a beady glare. "I will not tell Hannah if you tell me not too. I didn't say anything to her today about everything else."
He snorted. "Fine. We just did our work. Talked some. I got to know her mother a little when she brought us some refreshments."
Susan's eyebrow rose. "That was rather boring," she sounded disappointed.
Harry laughed at her. "I enjoy spending time with her. I had fun. I have been invited to stay for dinner Friday."
"Really?"
"Why do you sound so surprised?" Harry queried, moving his arm so he could look at her with one eye.
Susan looked at him as though he should already know. "It is no secret that Daphne and Astoria are protected by their parents. The fact that Daphne will be coming over Hannah's Wednesday night is huge. I have never seen Daphne outside of the balls and Ministry events Auntie and I attend. The whole family is rather reclusive outside their alliance."
"So, having Lady Greengrass asking me to have dinner with them is big?" he questioned. "Gah! I just want to spend some time with her, not worry about politics."
"If you spend time with Daphne, there is no way to avoid that," Susan informed him.
"Why should we care!"
Susan shook her head. "I don't, really, but Auntie wants me and you to know what it is like. I need to learn all this for when I take up my family’s seat on the Wizengamot. You will too if you want to do that."
He sighed. "Fine."
Susan took on a smirk. "So, Auntie said Daphne was all dressed up for you today. Did you think she looked good?"
"She was fine," he said, a little colour coming to his cheeks. Daphne always looked good, though he liked her robes better than the school uniform. There was something about them that brought her figure out more.
"So, you think her pretty," Susan goaded with a smirk.
"If this is what a sister is like your bloody annoying," Harry groused at her, his blush deepening.
Susan laughed. "Cousins. We are cousins. You are grumpy."
He stuck his tongue out at her and she returned it.
"I'm glad to see you two getting along," Amelia said from the door.
Susan started and turned to Amelia. "Auntie, I didn't hear you. How long have you been there?"
"Long enough." She leaned against the door frame and crossed her arms.
Harry groaned again and put his hands over his face again.
"I take it your study session went well?" Amelia asked.
They hadn't seen Amelia at dinner, having been called into the Ministry for some reason for a while. "It was fine. Lady Greengrass has invited me to stay over for dinner Friday. Is that alright?"
"That is fine. You can send off a letter confirming it tomorrow."
He took his hands off his face again. "Thank you. Do you have an owl I can use? Hedwig is still at Hogwarts."
"We have two family owls that Minsy or Tipsy can show you where they are tomorrow. I did overhear some of your conversation, and I can agree, having siblings can be annoying," Amelia stated, a smile coming to her face as Susan turned to her auntie with an open mouth.
"Auntie! I am not annoying! And you always say you and dad got along," Susan accused.
Amelia chuckled. "All siblings have their moments, even if we did get along. Now, go get ready for bed. Harry, clean all this up and we can talk tomorrow. I'll also help you understand why you act the ways we are training you and invitations to dinner from people like the Greengrasses are important."
"I don't have a bedtime at Hogwarts," Susan whinged.
"Go, young lady." The voice was a command.
Susan huffed and marched out of the room.
"Amelia, is it a big deal that I have been invited to dinner? I just like spending time with Daphne and would like to get to know her family," Harry requested, looking up at her.
She sighed. "I will not lie. Lord Greengrass will regard this as a political and House meeting. He probably wants to get to know a boy that could be a strong ally, and possible match for his daughter. Understand, he has been raised and trained to be a Lord of a Noble House and to be a Pureblood, and acts accordingly, even if his political leanings are changing."
"When you go Friday, just be polite and let him get to know you. You come to this potential alliance with much to offer Lord Greengrass. Until you, your line was pure for many generations. That is something that even Blood Purists respect. It is not uncommon for new blood to be introduced every so often. Second, your House is known to be neutral until the death of your grandfather. Since that time, the Potters have become a relative unknown element. That gives Lord Greengrass an opportunity to influence you."
Harry made a face. "Bloody hell! So he just wants to use me?"
"That is something I will not allow and will help you with. I just want you to understand so you can be aware."
"What else do I have to offer Lord Greengrass?" Harry put to her, feeling there was more.
"Wealth and power. Even with your accounts in shambles, I can tell you that you are probably one of the wealthiest persons in our world. You have power in your Wizengamot seat. Not many houses can cast more than one vote, let alone three. Only five other Houses can claim that. That is a strong position to bring to any alliance."
"Lastly, Lady Greengrass has noticed that Daphne is attracted to you. Should you and Daphne ever decide to progress beyond friends, the gain to the Greengrasses would be immense. To her, If Daphne could find a good union and love, she would fight for you and have Lord Greengrass do the same."
His face flamed again. As had happened earlier when Daphne took his hand, he felt a fluttering in his stomach. "We are just friends and study partners."
Amelia shook her head, as though she saw something he didn't.
He mulled over everything for a few. "What do I gain?"
There was a smile on her face. "Wealth, power, prestige and a strong alliance. The Greengrasses are a wealthy and powerful family. They have two votes on the Wizengamot. If you do not want to stake your lot with the Light alliance, you couldn't do better than the Greengrasses."
"Do people really think that way?" he asked.
"Yes. We have time to talk about this. I want to see how Wednesday goes before we decide on a path. Now, get ready for bed. It's close to ten and lights out," she ordered.
He sat up, looking at all the paperwork spread on his bed. "Will you go over all this with me?"
"Yes. Let me get it in order and I will go over everything when you get back for the summer," Amelia replied.
Harry nodded. "Sure."
He went to bed that night thinking about everything Amelia had told him in the last few days, and what he and Daphne had discussed. He wanted to talk with Hermione, but wouldn't see her until Saturday. Until then, he had his annoying new cousin to talk with...
Well, Susan wasn't bad. He just wasn't used to someone like that, or family actually liking him.

  -oOo-


  April 6, 1994


  Rotherham, England

Harry sat to the right of Amelia, Susan on her other side. All the other young people here sat to the left of parents or guardians, meaning he was next to Neville. Across from him were the Greengrasses with Daphne to the left of her mother. The dark skinned Zabanis were to the right of the Greengrasses, and the Davises were to the left.
Harry recognized the relatively tall fourteen-year-old Blaise Zabini. His face looked like he was bored, while still maintaining no emotions. Daphne had her emotionless face on today. At the end of the table was an older boy Harry recognized from Ravenclaw. Roger Davis had dark hair, in contrast to his mother but much like his father. Amelia said that it would only be the scions or heiresses present, which was why Astoria and Tracey were not here.
Roger had nodded to him. They were enemies on the Quidditch pitch, the boy had never been mean or said anything bad to him off the pitch.
Everyone waited until the Greengrass' house elves served everyone tea and many took some small finger sandwiches or biscuits from the trays on the table.
"So, Scion Potter, I hear you are quite skilled at quidditch. Scion Davis told us you have beaten Ravenclaw to the snitch the last three years," Lord Greengrass put to him.
"Yes, sir. Quidditch is something I like," Harry replied.
The man quirked an eyebrow. "I was at the last game. I don't think I have ever seen such reflexes, not even from your father when we were in school."
Harry tried to keep an even face. "I couldn't let Chang drop after I scared her like that. We must have been sixty feet up."
Roger eyes narrowed, but he didn't say a word.
Lord Greengrass chuckled. "Yes, I am sure Scion Davis is happy he didn't lose his seeker."
"I am, Lord Greengrass. Ms. Chang is very talented and we would be in real trouble when we play Slytherin in two weeks without her," Roger answered.
"Yes, that would be a shame to see you lose," Lord Davis added. "I always like the look on Lucius' face when his boy losses. I think it’s been three out of five matches so far?"
"Yes, sir," Harry replied, unable to keep a smirk off his face. Harry had beaten him two of those three times. Diggory the other, with Cho coming very close.
Lord Greengrass and Davis chuckled at him.
"I hope you two keep up the fine work," Lord Greengrass commented. “Though I still support Ravenclaw.”
“Yes, Lord Greengrass,” Roger answered.
Harry nodded. “I won’t let my team mates down.” Harry felt a little confused why the man would support Ravenclaw though. Both his daughters were in Slytherin.
Lord Greengrass must have picked up on his confusion. "Unlike my daughters, my wife and I were Ravenclaws, so I prefer to support my House from Hogwarts. I do not think Daphne or Astoria mind."
"No, father," Daphne replied. “I think my support has leaned towards another house lately.”
There was a raised eyebrow from Lord Greengrass towards Daphne.
"Well, from what Susan has said, it sounds like Daphne would have fit in with Ravenclaw. Is it true, Heiress Greengrass that you sit third?" Amelia asked.
Daphne inclined her head. "Yes, Madam Bones. Michael Corner currently sits second, though he is losing that spot as Scion Potter helps Ms. Davis and me. I think by finals I may finally be able to take second in class." The pride in Daphne's voice was evident.
"Yes, it would appear that Scion Potter and your group have helped Neville as well. Professor McGonagall has sent a few letters telling me of his improvement in transfiguration thanks to Heiress Greengrass and Ms. Davis. I must thank them, and Scion Potter for his help in Charms and Defense Against the Dark Arts," Madam Longbottom praised them.
"Yes, Susan has benefited as well, thanks to Scion Potter and Heiress Greengrass," Amelia agreed.
"As has Tracey. Her grades show a marked improvement and she actually shows some enthusiasm for school work now," Lady Davis remarked.
"So I have heard. I would like Blaise to join you in your group, but I think we need to talk about how that would be possible without negative consequences," Lady Zabini put in.
Lord Greengrass nodded. "I agree, Phoenicia. If no one has objections, I would propose we drop our titles and have an earnest discussion of why we all came today?"
"That is fine with me, Anders. There will be plenty of time for pomp and show at another time," Madam Longbottom replied.
"Yes, I do find myself intrigued, Anders. You have been pretty vague about this meeting besides saying it could get us what we have wanted for years now," Lord Davis supplied.
Lord Greengrass motioned to Amelia. "It is not I that made the initial proposal, Daniel. I would propose Amelia start, since she did approach me first."
Harry looked towards her. Everything that she had said so far led him to believe the Greengrasses had been seeking this.
Amelia nodded. "I did, but I did not think it might lead to this meeting. As you know, my family has long stood towards the Light, but we have worked with many of the Neutral Houses for generations. Seeing the current deadlock in the Wizengamot and the quality of the Minister and the Ministry workers meeting substandard levels, I had a few proposals presented to Anders."
"Yes, we have read them and are not opposed," Lady Zabini replied.
"Let her finish," Lord Greengrass placated.
"With those proposal, I am also going to declare the House of Bones no longer align with Albus Dumbledore and his block. For now, my niece and I have decided we will become an unaffiliated Neutral-Light House," Amelia stated. There was real surprise from the other side of the table, except from the Greengrasses.
"That is... a dramatic shift," Lord Davis commented.
"The Longbottoms are doing the same. I do not like how divided we are and it has only become a greater divide in the last few decades. Standing with the likes of Dumbledore or You-Know-Who has made it worse. I think we can all agree that there is something wrong with the Ministry, the Wizengamot and even the way magic herself seems to support us. Like most of us sitting at this table, I have only my grandson to carry on my name, and most of that is due to the politics of many of our families, the feuds that have only been resolved with blood and Dark Lords. I will stand by Amelia to see this change," Madam Longbottom stated.
After a moment, Lord and Lady Davis nodded their head. "Yes, it has not been missed that those classified as half-bloods or muggleborn are becoming the dominant population. My wife and I do not oppose this, but we fear that all the traditions of our world will soon be lost, as will many of those that founded and kept this world alive for countless generations," Lord Davis remarked.
"Yes, there are far fewer witches and wizards now than there were at one time. At once, not too long ago, it was unusual to see a pureblood family with less than three children. Now it is uncommon to see more than one," Lady Zabini replied before sighing. "I always wanted a sibling for Blaise, but it appears my families curse has prevented that."
Harry looked from adult to adult.
"Yes, we have seen that as well. The last two great conflicts between Grindelwald and Voldemort has changed something in our world," Amelia agreed.
Lord Greengrass’ expression became hard. "Amelia, you will never repeat that name in this House again. I will not risk my family like that."
Amelia eyed him for a moment. "You know?"
Many confused faces were around the table. "My family has not survived all this time by keeping blinders on."
There was a pause. "Amelia, what are you two talking about?" Lady Longbottom enquired.
Amelia frowned before turning to Susan and then him. "Anders, as much as I would like my niece and Harry to be part of these discussions, I would ask them to leave or we talk about this at a later time."
Lord Greengrass nodded his head. "Yes, I would like to open the possibility of an alliance and we can discuss this later."
Lord Davis looked between them. "So, that is what this is about? A new Alliance? Why be so secretive about it and what are two on about?"
"I would like to know as well," Madam Longbottom demanded.
"When this discussion gets more into the details and our heirs go off, then I will discuss it. Until then, I would like to ask what your intentions are and what you may want, Anders," Amelia stated. It was apparent that Amelia and Lord Greengrass were the real powers in the room right now.
"That is agreeable. As for what I want, I want a way that we all can find a happy ground to work together within the Wizengamot. I think we all recognize that what is being proposed here would be a large to do and may upset many if we are not prepared to fully commit," Lord Greengrass stated.
"You are not thinking of aligning us with Bones and Longbottom? Anders, you must know what that might do, even if they do become unaligned Neutral Houses. The families like the Malfoys will be calling for our blood and those that support Dumbledore will do the same," Lady Zabini stated.
"That is not the proposal we are thinking of, Phoenicia. I am actually looking towards Scion Potter. His family was once highly respected between the Neutrals and the Light. It is a place I think his family could hold again. My proposal would be a formal alliance between House Potter and House Greengrass. That would allow others to ally with either Potter or Greengrass, without getting directly involved in a formal way," Lord Greengrass proposed.
Lady Davis chuckled. "Is this why your daughter has made friends with Scion Potter?"
Harry looked to her and then Daphne, who looked totally surprised.
"No, I never told Daphne to do anything of the sort. To tell you the truth, Illiana and I almost ordered Daphne to stop associating with Scion Potter as soon as she told us," Lord Greengrass stated.
"I am glad you did not put your foot down on that, Anders, " Lady Greengrass commented. "I think the study group that Daphne and Harry have started has shown that Houses on different sides of the lines in the Wizengamot can work together. I am also pleased with the results."
"I quite agree," Madam Longbottom stated. "If what you propose comes to pass, the Longbottoms will support Potter."
Daphne was looking at him with pleading eyes. He wasn't sure if this was a ruse or just them all being candid. When they could, he would have a talk with Daphne.
"It is a relationship I would like to see continue," Amelia added. "Now, we all know what the desired outcome is. The questions now are when would you like to make this shift. What House Potter and Greengrass would like to give for the alliance. And, what the alliance will entail. I would see Harry protected in all this and would not settle for less than a political and mutual protection for both Houses."
Lady Zabini took in a sharp breath, while Madam Longbottom chuckled. "You always are amusing, Amelia."
Lord Greengrass shook his head. "No, that is what the Greengrasses are offering and will negotiate on. As some have brought up, there are far fewer Purebloods or Half-bloods that adhere to our ways, or are even still left. I think it is weakening the magic of our whole society. Even among those new to us are not as strong as once we were, and how many squibs have there been in the last few generations among those that already had magical blood?"
"If we can come to an agreement and we both find this beneficial, I would have my House as protected as could be. That protection would be extended by the House of Potter, and in turn the House of Greengrass would reciprocate," said an impassioned Lord Greengrass.
Harry scrunched his brow. "What does this all mean," Harry enquired.
Amelia pursed her lips. "Nothing you need concern yourself with at the moment. I will explain everything later."
Daphne's eyes had grown some. Susan was looking between them, as was Neville and Roger. Lord Greengrass looked at Amelia with a raised eyebrow. "Daphne, could you please take our guests to the game room? You should all enjoy yourselves while we talk."
Daphne nodded and gently pushed her chair back. Neville, Blaise and Roger all moved quickly to try and be standing before she did. Harry was a little slow, and moved to Susan to pull her chair out as he was told he should.
Daphne pulled up to his side as he waited for her and the others to come around the table. "Scion Potter, would you escort me?" Daphne asked. Blaise gave his first real emotion as his raising eyebrows indicated surprise.
"It would be my pleasure." Harry offered her his arm. He felt like a child playing a grownup game before the grownups. He didn't like it and had a determination come over him to understand all this and learn how to be able to stand before the grownups. If he was going to become allies with the Greengrasses, he would not be used.
Harry would also like to sit at the table to understand what was going on. He trusted Amelia, but he liked to be involved. He may only be thirteen, but he was ready to start doing things on his own terms.
Harry just needed to know how.
Daphne led them out of the room and to the other side of the ground floor. Harry had not been on this side when he was here Monday.
"Oh, you have magical billiards," Susan said happily as they walked into the room.
Roger chuckled. "Just be careful not to scratch the felt. I did that once and thought Lord Greengrass was going to curse me."
Before they could do anything, Harry disengaged his arm from Daphne's and held his hand out. "Roger, I know we have played against each other, but I don't think we have ever properly met."
The tall blond boy smiled. "You mean you totally crushed us every time we have played against you. You’re a bloody menace on that broom."
Harry smiled as they shook hands. "I just like to fly."
Roger snorted his laughter. "Fly my arse. You just about dropped Cho in that match. I hate losing, but it was a good catch."
Harry liked this boy. He had never seemed snooty on the pitch and he didn't here. "Thanks. Anytime you want a rematch, I'm sure I can convince Wood to a fun game. He always wants me to get more practice."
Roger eyed him. "If this is some ploy to get Cho off her game before our last, that isn't funny."
"Harry does not joke about that. If he says it’s for fun, then that it is what it is," Daphne interrupted them.
Roger nodded after a moment. "If Daphne is willing to support you, I'll give you a chance."
Susan nudged him. "Told you they were alright," she said smugly.
Roger laughed. "You ready to lose again, Suzie? I wish my sister was here. Last time we cleaned you and Hannah."
Neville drifted off with them. Harry was left facing Blaise. The dark skin boy was the same height, with close cropped hair and dark eyes. He had the emotionless mask that so many Purebloods seemed to be taught from a young age.
Harry took a gamble and held out his hand. He knew bowing was probably better, but a handshake was more personal. "Daphne says you would like to study with us?"
After a moment, Blaise reached out his hand. "My mother would like my grades to improve. I would like to know if any of the rumors are true. I know that look from my mother and the adults are talking about something serious and I think that something is you."
"Blaise, that is not polite," Daphne chastised the boy.
Blaise tightened his grip on Harry's hand and Harry responded. "I don't know which rumors you are talking about. There are so many and I really don't listen to them anymore."
Blaise didn't move. "About you killing Slytherin's Monster and what ever happened with Professor Quirrell? Also you growing up with Muggles? What Potter would do that?"
Harry's grip tightened this time and he saw the slight mar of pain on the boys face before it was gone. "You mean the sixty-seven foot long basilisk that the goblins will be harvesting this summer? Yeah. I killed it. I have a scar to prove it too. As far as Quirrell goes, I am not talking about that. And Muggles... yeah, I grew up with my relatives."
The basilisk was something Amelia had made sure they handled when they were at Gringotts Monday. He had claim for killing the beast and the chamber was still sealed, as far as they knew.
Blaise's eyes didn't waiver from his, but he looked slightly shocked Harry would admit that.
"I told you, you prat," Daphne put in towards Blaise. "Do you have any other stupid questions?"
Blaise released his grip. Harry opened and closed his fist a few times. They had gripped each other's hands extremely tight. Blaise rubbed his knuckles. "No. I think I will go join Roger. A few galleons should make this interesting."
Blaise walked away and Daphne tapped her foot. Harry turned to her. "What did I do? I tried to make sure I did everything you, Susan, Neville and Amelia have taught me."
Her brow rose. "You have acted the proper Scion all day. I have no complaints about that. What is this basilisk? You have not mentioned that to me before? Are you Slytherin's Heir? And what scar?"
Of all the things to come out now, he had been so careful not to really get into any of his adventures with Daphne yet, not wanting to scare her off. His hand drifted to the back of his neck. She obviously wanted answers and he had mentioned it. He could talk about this. "So, you know I'm a parselmouth?"
"I think everyone knows about that, but you have never brought it up so I thought it a sensitive subject," she said, her voice taking on more heat, not as cool.
"So, I can talk to snakes. Healer Anne has been telling me that is not a bad thing. I don't think it dark, do you?"
She shook her head. "I rather doubt there is a dark tendency in you. What is so important about you being a parselmouth and supposedly fighting a sixty-seven-foot-long basilisk?"
"Well, Hermione figured out it was a basilisk because of that, before she was petrified. I had to use my parselmouth to get down into the Chamber of Secrets and I killed the basilisk while trying to save someone. No one told me that by law the dead creature was now mine to claim. Amelia helped me to clear that up. Only a few people really know all this," Harry told her.
There was a slight hurt and concerned quality to her eyes. "And you didn't think me trustworthy enough?"
"God, no, Daph. I didn't want to scare you. I do trust you but you also say we shouldn’t be that close until all this alliance stuff is ironed out. Also, it's not like most people believe me when I tell them what happens. Having Amelia believe me, I think she is one of the first adults that has. All thanks to Healer Tonks," he admitted.
It took a moment, but she finally nodded. "I do hope you can trust me."
Harry needed to know he could trust her. He knew he did, but the conversation earlier had stung a little bit. "Daph, were you told to make friends with me or was your father honest that he didn't want you around me?"
It didn't take long to answer, but Harry felt like she was choosing her words carefully. "Harry, understand that most of us are taught to obey our Head-of-House. They have powers over us until we are of age, and even beyond that. I went against my parents’ wishes. Astoria and I were told not to do anything controversial or associate with anyone that was not of our own standard."
"Then why did you decide to ask me to study with you?" Harry put to her, understanding enough of what she didn't say from their other conversations.
"I am a Greengrass. I am the heiress to one of the oldest and wealthiest Houses in England. I am also a Slytherin. I have set a goal to be top of class and to be everything my parents want me to be so that I can represent my House to my husband. I do not want to see our name die, and to do that I need to be powerful, well-educated and not cow to the pressures out there. I saw you as a means to get there," she honestly said.
Daphne had never really told him her dreams like that before.
"Is that all I am now? A means to get there?"
Her brow furrowed. "In January, yes. Now, I like to see you as my friend. I also see you as someone that could share the same goals and we work well together."
Harry smiled. "So, that is what they mean by Slytherin ambition? Not Ravenclaw cunning?” he teased her.
It brought a smile to her face. "The sorting hat said I was too ambitious to be in Ravenclaw."
Harry chuckled. "To think we could have been friends from the first night."
She gave him an odd look. "What do you mean?"
"The sorting hat said I could be a Slytherin," he confessed.
She gave out a soft laugh. "You are no Slytherin. A Slytherin would never race to face a basilisk. Was it really that large? I don't see you brag usually."
"That is the estimate from my memory, and it was Slytherin that had that monster," Harry reminded her.
"Had. From what father said, there is no record of Slytherin ever using it. The fear of something is more of the sly way. How were you not afraid or killed?"
"I was terrified, but if I didn't do it, someone would have died. The hat said I wanted to prove myself. That was my ambition. I think I still do. Could you help me prove I deserve to be what everyone seems to want me to be in this alliance?" he put to her.
Her smile was more broad. "Is this another deal you want?"
Harry smirked a little trepidatiously. "I am not sure what I can offer."
Her smile turned a little predatory. It was one of those times she showed him some of her true self. He didn't feel any fear, it was more like she was finally getting something she wanted. "I am sure we can work out something. Now, I am not a billiards fan, but I do like playing cards. Would you care to join me?"
Harry eyed her for a moment, trying to figure out what he just got himself into.
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  April 4, 1994


  Cleasby, England

Harry actually managed to step out of the floo and not stumble, fall or do anything that would make him appear bad. He was in an atrium that was half the size of the one at Greencross. Longmarche was Neville's families hereditary home, but it didn't scream ostentatious wealth like the Greengrasses did. It had more of a homely feel, but there was still plenty of wealth and history on display. A small elf popped in. "Welcome to Longmarche. Is you being Scion Potter?"
Harry gave a nod to the house elf. "I am. Neville said I could come over today."
The house elf gave a little bow. "Very good, Scion Potter. If you would follow Thibault."
Harry gave a very slight bow to the elf who looked at him skeptically. Harry followed Thibault through a few corridors. It had the feel of an old manor house. A few portraits looked at him as he went. The elf went through a set of fancy French doors onto a large lawn that was very nicely manicured. He could see fruit trees down the bottom of a hill and a nice garden to his left. To his right were three long glass greenhouses.
Harry was led to the second one down the hill and the house elf opened the door. "Master Longbottom, Scion Potter has come calling for you."
Neville was leaning over a plant about half-way down the greenhouse. "Thanks, Thibault. Is Gran back yet," he asked.
"Madam Longbottom will be out for the day," the house elf replied. "Popsy will have lunch on the veranda in about an hour."
"Thank you. Come on in, Harry."
Neville gently unwound a thin vine that had wrapped around his wrist. "Be careful of those purple flowers. If you touch them, the pollen is wicked itchy."
Harry eyed the flowers and gave them a wide birth. "What are they?"
"They come from South America. The locals called them Purple Rash. They are a poppy that uses their pollen to keep them from being eaten. Grandad left notes that they could be used to make some potions. I really wish we had someone besides Snape. Gran keeps telling me the Longbottoms should be good at potions," Neville told him.
Harry snorted. "I wish we had someone besides Snape too. Though he hasn't been as bad lately."
"Gran told me that the Board of Governors has put him on probation and the only reason he hasn't gone to Azkaban is because he was confirmed to be a spy for Dumbledore and did help to save some lives. She had always suspected, but there is still something fishy there."
Harry moved to a table across from Neville and leaned against it. This was more than Neville usually talked.
"Amelia was saying she doesn't think Dumbledore will be able to do anything soon. It sounds like there is something going on she won't tell us, but I think he is in trouble. More than just what the papers say. Personally, if it is true that he is the one that sent me to my relatives and some of the other rumors, I hope he goes to Azkaban," Harry said honestly.
Neville nodded. "Many look up to him, even if he is in jail. Gran told me some of what he is facing. The DMLE is charging him with Line theft and heritage denial for Sirius Black and you. Possibly a few others. Is Sirius Black really innocent?"
"My parents will said both your mum and Black took the godparent oaths," Harry replied.
Neville kept working on his plants for a few. "I'm sorry I never told you we were cousins before this year. I really thought you were just trying to ignore me. Almost no one really talked to me or paid attention to me the first two years."
"You stood up to us the night we went for the Philosopher's stone," Harry replied.
Neville snorted. "And Hermione put me in a full body bind and then you three didn't really say much to me again after that."
Harry rubbed the back of his neck. "I never meant to ignore you. I was usually a little more concerned with other stuff."
"I know," Neville replied sadly.
"I know you are my cousin now. I won't ignore you anymore," Harry promised.
"You've been a good friend since February."
Harry sighed. "I want to be your friend. Neville, you are about the only family I have left. You, Susan and Amelia. I won't ever ignore any of you."
Neville stood up and wiped his brow. "You mind grabbing me a few of those pots," Neville indicated some stacked terracotta pots.
"How many?" Harry asked, pushing off the table and moving to them.
"Four. I thought you might like to take two of them to Daphne tomorrow, that is if you are still going after the trial in the morning," Neville told him, taking the pots when Harry walked to him.
Harry felt his face flush a little. It had come out in their conversations about the greenhouses that the Longbottoms and Greengrasses maintained. "Should I be presenting her with flowers? I thought this was between you two?"
Neville chuckled. "You can say they are gifts from the Longbottoms."
Harry snorted. "I didn't think you liked Daphne," he challenged, not really noticing he was doing so.
Neville shook his head. "I don't. Not like you."
"Berk," Harry groused. Neville laughed. A few minutes later, he handed Harry two pots. "What are these?"
"Bell Ringing Lilies and Fire snappers. I doubt the Greengrasses have anything like this," Neville told him.
Harry looked at Neville curiously. "Why not?"
"My grandfather got them on his treks in the Amazon Rainforest and the Andes Mountains. I know of only two other suppliers besides the Longbottoms and they are in the Americas. It should take a decade or more before they can grow enough to become a major supplier with only those. I will write down how to care for them. Gran has allowed me to give them these as a show of friendship," Neville informed him.
"Why aren't you giving them to the Greengrasses then?" Harry didn't want Neville giving gifts to Daphne, but this was his to give.
"We are family and it would mean more to Daphne coming from you," Neville told him.
Harry's eyes narrowed. "We are just study partners." He hadn't told anyone about what he had Daphne's help in.
Neville shook his head. "Even I can see how you like her," Neville told him.
“Yeah, maybe,” Harry confessed after a few minutes of watching Neville. “Who are the other plants for?”
Neville ignored him for a moment before quietly muttering, “The Davises.”
Harry’s eyebrow rose. “I didn’t know they were into Herbology like you?”
“I thought Tracey may like them,” Neville shyly replied. Harry decided he didn’t need to push it until Neville said, “I have some daphnes if you need any.”
“Why would I need any?”
“Well, I thought you could take some flowers of your own when you go,” Neville told him. The boy had a smirk, while still looking embarrassed about the other flowers he was putting to the side. “Maybe you can tell her they are as beautiful as her?”
Harry’s face flushed this time. He was about to retort when the door to the greenhouse opened. "Master Neville, lunch is ready on the back patio," Thibault said after entering.
"Thank you, Thibault. We'll be right up. Can you make sure there is lots of ice in the lemonade? Harry looks a little hot."
Harry still felt how hot his face was. "I hate you," Harry muttered.
Neville shrugged, though he now looked as flushed as Harry. "Come on. Popsy makes some great lemonade from the lemons from the orchard."
"Just you wait until Tracey is around," Harry said darkly to his cousin's back.

  -oOo-


  April 5, 1994


  London, England

Amelia had seen Susan and him to the lower courtrooms. Today they were in the larger Courtroom eight in the bowels of the Ministry. It was a semi-circular room that was relatively full. The Wizengamot members that were to be sitting on the trial were across from them. Harry counted forty-nine people in the red or black robes of the members. Those in red had hereditary seats and were full Lords or Ladies. Those sitting Regent or having been voted in were in black robes. Amelia was in red robes. Even though she was the Regent of House Bones, it was still a hereditary seat of her family. She would be representing the House Potter seat today as well.
He could make out various crests of the Houses on the right breasts of most robes.
Harry shifted in the tight burgundy robes Amelia had made him wear. The now familiar crest of his House was on them. Susan sat next to him in similar colour robes with the Bones crest. She still looked a little tired from the sleepover that occured last night, stumbling through the fireplace in the atrium about eight this morning. It was now getting closer to ten, when the trial was set to start.
Looking around the chamber again, they were sitting in the general public section. Neville was making his way towards them, leading Hannah and her mother. Ladies Greengrass and Davis were sitting towards the top with Daphne, Tracey and Roger. He noticed Draco not far from her and they shared a sneer before Lady Malfoy tapped Draco's leg. There were others he recognized, including Healer Tonks. He had just learned last night that she was a distant cousin of his, and Sirius, but had been cast out of the House of Black. Harry was wondering if that was why she never told him?
Hannah moved to the other side of Susan. "Good morning, Lady Abbot," Harry said, getting up to bow to her.
"Scion Potter. Next time we meet it must be in a better setting," the woman commented.
"Yes, ma'am," he replied before she moved to sit next to her daughter.
Neville nodded, acting almost as formal as he had at the Greengrass’s on Wednesday. "Nev," Harry commented, sitting down.
"Harry."
They exchanged some small talk before there was a stir on the other side. Everyone went quiet as a man in black robes came out of a door at the top of the stone stands behind the Wizengamot members. He was followed by a squat woman, also in black robes and a pink hair piece, and a tall man with very pale blonde hair and wearing red robes. Harry recognized Lucius Malfoy. He could never forget the man after he had tried to kill Harry last year.
The man in black robes moved to the pulpit. "Let's get on with this," the man grumped.
"Excuse me, Minister, but you are not the Chief Warlock." He recognized Madam Longbottom.
"I am acting-Chief Warlock today, Madam Longbottom," the Minister replied.
Malfoy nodded and Harry clenched his hands. Anything that a Malfoy agreed too could not be good.
"I am afraid you are not, Minister Fudge. Elphias Doge has been voted in as acting-Chief Warlock by the Wizengamot earlier today. I have the record of the pre-trial agreements of the Wizengamot with Solicitor Tonks," Amelia spoke up, holding up some papers. He didn't miss that she had sat in a seat next to the podium.
The Minister stared at her for a moment. "I was not informed of this. With Dumbledore currently on leave, the Minister has the right to proclaim an acting-Chief Warlock until the full Wizengamot can vote."
"That would be correct if we were to sit in the chambers to discuss and vote on laws. For a trial, pre-trial agreements for a recognized Scion, Regent or Lord are not the same."
Malfoy looked sharply at Amelia. "This is a trial for a criminal that has escaped Azkaban and killed wizards and muggles."
"Sirius Black is the recognized Regent of House Black, Lord Malfoy. There was no trial before so his status stands as requested in his grandfather's will, the late Lord Arcturus Black," Amelia responded.
Everyone in the chamber could clearly hear what was going on and murmurs started to break out everywhere.
"This is not the way this is to go, Amelia," the Minister said in a condescending tone.
"Acting-Chief Warlock Doge, would you care to take your place? I see that you did not silence the pulpit yet," Amelia replied in a cool tone, her face cold and emotionless.
The Minister looked up, his eyes wide to realize the sonourus charm on the pulpit was in full use. Malfoy's face became stony and took his seat, two away from the pulpit.
 "I don't think this is going the way some wanted," Susan whispered to them.
Harry tried not to chuckle.
"Yes, yes, thank you, Madam Bones," an old man commented. He was a little rotund with a double-chin, balding head and white hair. The Minister shot Amelia a glare and moved to a seat two tiers down. Harry found that interesting that Fudge did that. "Why is the Minister so far down?" Harry whispered to Susan.
"As the Minister, he gets a vote, but he is considered a lesser House, even if the Fudges have an almost two-hundred year history. They have been involved in politics, but never earned an Order of Merlin, First Class, or other recognition to be elevated into a hereditary seat," she replied.
Harry frowned. He had so much to learn.
"Gran says that once he is out, she doubts that Fudge will ever be voted into a seat again," Neville added as Doge started the proceedings.
A gavel sounded in the chambers. "This trial will come to order. Please lead the accused in. Secretary of the Court, you are to start recording."
Harry watched as the double-doors on the wall to his left opened. The ragged looking man he had seen two weeks ago was in much better shape. His black hair was cut and combed. His ragged beard had been trimmed into friendly mutton chops. The ripped and bed-raggled robes were replaced with finely trimmed black robes, a crest very clear on his chest. The man's grey eyes looked around briefly. When they found Harry, the man gave a small smile before he was led to a chair by two burgandy-robed Aurors.
There was a lot of talking as a shorter man walked out with a satchel and moved to a small table next to the black chair that Sirius was sat in. As Solicitor Tonks walked out, the chains around the chair came up, attaching to the cuffs on Sirius' hands and legs. The brown hair man frowned. "Chief Warlock, it was agreed that Regent Black was not to be bound with chains. He has not been found guilty of any crime and he has given his oath to attempt no escape."
Doge looked towards the Secretary, who responded to the man's questioning look. "That is correct, Chief Warlock."
"I gave the order earlier to keep Black under strict guard and to be bound," Fudge said, his eyes wide to see Sirius just turn his head up casually to him and smirk.
"The Aurors shall remove the chains," Doge ordered. The Aurors obeyed.
"Chief Warlock, if that is to be, I move to allow lethal force should he attempt to escape custody," Malfoy spoke up. A few others nodded or voiced agreement.
Doge shook his head. "Black has given his oath. It will be to stun only."
Harry smirked to see the sour look on Malfoy's face.
"Thank you, Chief Warlock. I would request that my client be referred to as Regent Black. He has already been denied his right to take up his Lordship, and he is to be afforded his family titles," Solicitor Tonks spoke up.
"From this moment on, the accused shall be recognized as Regent Black. Now, Secretary of the Wizengamot, please read the accusations against Regent Black," Doge commanded.
A young woman with dark hair and in black robes stood. "Regent Sirius Orion Black is accused of the following."
"Count the first: Breaching the International Statute of Secrecy by causing a large explosion in a Muggle shopping area and dueling in a Muggle area."
"Count the second: The murder, first-degree, of Peter Pettigrew."
"Count the third: Being an unregistered animagus."
The woman sat and Doge spoke up, "Thank you, Ms. Rhodes."
Harry leaned over to Neville. "Why isn't he charged with killing the muggles or my parents?"
Neville shrugged. Susan must have overheard and she sounded disgusted. "It's not a crime to kill muggles unless your spell directly impacts them."
Harry felt a pit form in his stomach at the injustice. "You mean like only if a killing curse or some other spell hits them?"
"Yes," Susan ground out. "Auntie has been trying to change that for years."
"Gran has too," Neville added.
"Dad has been supporting Madam Bones too," said Hannah.
"Pay attention," Lady Abbot said over them. "Most of you will be sitting up there some day."
Harry turned back to the trial. Hannah's mother wasn't wrong. Susan, Neville and him would one day be sitting up there. He had to pay attention. It was the least he could do if Daphne was going to be helping him with all this. Thinking that, Harry found the proceeding boring and was starting to understand why his father didn't want to become a Lord of the Wizengamot.
"Chief Warlock, the DMLE would like to drop the charges of the murder of Peter Pettigrew and violation of the Statute of Secrecy," Amelia said. She was standing up to be recognized.
Lord Malfoy cast her a nasty glance. "I think there is more than enough evidence that Black is guilty."
Amelia simply looked at Doge. Doge spoke up. "That is Regent Black, Lord Malfoy, and we have not established any evidence or wrong doing. Head Bones, why would you bring this forward now?"
"I object until we hear the evidence," another man stood up, speaking loudly.
Lord Malfoy was standing and then a few others, all of them talking back and forth or over each other. He had a hard time understanding what was going on. "Is this how a trial usually goes?"
"Not at all," Susan replied.
Doge banged his gavel. "ORDER! There will be order! Everyone shall sit down or I will ask the sitting members who are not following proper protocol to leave and call a quorum with who remains!"
"You can't do that," the same man that had started it shouted.
"Who is that?" Harry put to them.
"Lord Nott," Neville answered Harry.
The gavel was banging again and Harry looked at Sirius. The man was grinning like a loon as he watched the Wizengamot argue about what made up a quorum while Doge stood his ground. The Minister and the woman next to him got into the fray and it only ended when Aurors were called in and everyone quieted.
"If there is another outburst, you will be escorted out and put in the DMLE holding cells for the night," Doge threatened. He then snapped, "Head Bones, present the case to drop the charges."
During all this there was a general murmur around them and the press section had people writing furiously.
Amelia nodded and took up a folder. "This was presented to each member of the Wizengamot as they entered the chamber. Any that did not take the folder can summon one now. The DMLE moves to drop the case of the Murder of Peter Pettigrew after affirming that Peter Pettigrew did not die the night of November the first, nineteen-eighty-one."
She took out a paper and some photos.
"What do you mean Pettigrew didn't die! A finger was recovered," a woman said out loud.
"Exactly what I meant. The body of Peter Pettigrew was recovered from Hogwarts grounds almost two weeks..." Whatever Amelia was saying was drowned out as the chamber broke into noise.
In the center of the chaos he noticed Sirius Black smirking and Mr. Tonks just sitting stoically, letting all this happen. The gavel banged loudly. "If the chamber does not quiet instantly then I will clear it," Doge's voice echoed in the chamber.
He thought he saw Black chuckle.
It took a moment before Amelia could go on. "The body was found cut in half in a rat trap. It has been confirmed that Pettigrew was a rat animagus and must have been in Hogwarts for some time. Given his thin form, he was probably looking for some food in a trap the caretaker had put out."
She took out a photo to show the Wizengamot.
"This does not exonerate Black from the breach of the Statute of Secrecy," Malfoy said loudly.
"I do believe self-defence does," Amelia stated. "Black's wand was able to be retrieved from the archives, and Pettigrew's wand from his body. There is no trace that Regent Black cast any dark spells in the days leading up to the incident, or during, while there is evidence of very foul magic on Pettigrew's wand, including the killing curse. There is even evidence, upon inspection of the memories collected that night, that Black even protect the Muggles in the area, making the body count less than it could have been."
"Hem. Hem. But he confessed that night that he killed them all," the woman next to Fudge said in a simpering voice.
"He said he 'killed them all', but that does not constitute a confession," Amelia stated.
"Then what did he mean by that?" the woman pressed before giving Black a hard look.
" Black was never given a chance to determine that, Madam Umbridge. Chief Warlock, I move to have the charges of murder of Peter Pettigrew and the Breach of the Statute of Secrecy be dropped," said Amelia.
There were many disgruntled looking faces around Malfoy, but he was being quiet at the moment.
Many were looking through the folders. After a moment, Doge looked up from his. "I move to drop the charges and in light of the evidence clear all wrongdoing from Regent Black in these matters. Votes for Yea?"
There were thirty-one wands raised with green lights at the tip.
"Nae's?"
Two wands rose with green tips. The wands belonged to the squat woman next to Fudge and another man he didn't know in red robes just above Malfoy. The rest abstained, including Malfoy.
The gavel hit the stone dais. "Charges dropped and Regent Black's record to be expunged. What of the charge of being an unregistered animagus?"
Mr. Tonks stood. "Regent Black will plead guilty. Head Bones and the Prosecutorial Department have already agreed upon the fine of five-hundred galleons and one month served in Azkaban. For the time already served, Regent Black has agreed the fine can be taken from any remittance the Ministry may offer for his extra time in prison."
Amelia nodded as the Secretary handed the Chief Warlock the paperwork. Doge looked it over for a moment. "The Chief Warlock will agree to this, as this is the maximum sentence allowed under current law. Secretary of the Wizengamot please record this. I hereby declare that this Wizengamot Court has met its judiciary charter and I will close it..."
"What about the betrayal of the Potters! Should there not be an accessory charge of Murder for breaking the Secret Keepers responsibility?" Lord Nott called out.
"I second that. Those are charges that should see Black stripped of his Head-of-House and Regency," Malfoy stated.
The court started to grow loud again as the betrayal of his parents was brought up. Harry gripped the edge of the seat. The fact that two Death Eaters were the ones bringing it up and one of them had already tried to kill him brought his anger boiling to the surface.
The gavel banged again.
"Evidence has been presented that Regent Black was not the Secret Keeper and did not violate any laws," Amelia spoke loudly.
"Preposterous! Who else would it be besides Black? We all know he was," Lord Nott scoffed.
"Peter Pettigrew," she stated simply and the court erupted in noise.
Lady Abbot stood, as did a few others in the observer’s section. "I think we should go. You can all wait in our family’s office until Regent Black and the others can join us," the woman offered. There was a command in her voice as well.
There were no great surprises for Harry, but he still felt a little numb as he and the others were led to Lord Abbott's office eight floors up by where the Wizengamot normally met.
Daphne caught his eye as they walked out. Her eyes looked at him, not making any other outward sign that she was trying to acknowledge him. Outside of school, they were not to give any outward impression that a major shift was going on until after the summer solstice meet of the Wizengamot.
He would be seeing her later today, so he could talk with her then.
Harry really wished they didn't have to do this. He would like Daphne with him right now.
The chamber was still full of noise. Draco Malfoy gave him a sneer as he walked by, but didn't say a word with Lady Abbot with them. Harry had a feeling he would be hearing a mouthful from the prat on the ride back to Hogwarts.
They were led to the elevators, to the second floor and down a few corridors before Lady Abbot presented her ring to the door and they were let into a large room. There was a large desk with four chairs before it, a sofa and two comfortable looking chairs. Filing cabinets covered the wall behind the desk.
Harry ran a hand through his hair.
"Harry, are you alright," Neville asked after the door was closed.
He let out a huff. "What the bloody hell was that with Nott and Malfoy bringing up my parents like that!"
Lady Abbott spoke up before any of his friends could. "I believe that Lord Malfoy has been under the impression that Draco would be declared heir of the Blacks. A position the man had been petitioning the Wizengamot for for a few years now, but has always been blocked. It appears the fact Regent Black had not been found guilty all these years was the reason why the Wizengamot could not act."
He kicked at the floor. "The bloody git! The man was sent to Azkaban without a trial! He wasn't even my parents’ secret keeper."
Hannah looked sick. "Pettigrew was really a rat and in Hogwarts? You don't think he tried to kill any of us, do you?"
Harry frowned. In the time he knew about Pettigrew, he hadn't thought about that. "I don't know if he was trying to kill us. We are pretty sure he was Ron's rat for a long time. Sirius escaped after seeing a picture of the rat with Ron holding him."
Neville was frowning. "Harry, are you saying Pettigrew was in our dorms? Was that why Black tried to break in at Halloween?"
"Pettigrew was in our dorm," Harry confirmed.
"Dear, Merlin. I think we need to inform Amelia. Maybe have you all checked over," Lady Abbot commented.
He looked at her a little concerned, not sure why she wanted them checked over. "Amelia knows."
The woman pursed her lips before nodding.
A knock came at the door. Lady Abbot stepped back from it and when it opened, there was noise, flashes and what sounded like a loud crowd outside the door. "Regent Black will hold a press conference in a few days," a voice called out loudly.
The tall Sirius Black walked into the room, followed by Lord Abbot, Madam Longbottom, the Tonks and finally Amelia. Harry just looked at them, his eyes mainly on one of his parents' best friends. The man's grey eyes looked at his. He still looked gaunt, but in much better health.
Everyone was quiet as the two of them looked at each other. The man took a tentative step forward, his arms spreading as though to hug him. "I can't tell you how good it is to see you, pup."
Harry stuck out his hand, stepping back slightly. "Regent Black, it is very nice to formally meet you," Harry replied. The man's eyes grew sad.
The man grasped his hand and before he could stop, Black pulled him into a one-armed hug. "I thought I had lost you all that night," Black said. "None of this formal shite either. It's Sirius or Uncle Sirius."
Harry stiffened at the contact and didn't reciprocate the arm that wrapped around his own back.
When he was let go, Harry took a few steps back.
"Sirius, I warned you he doesn't like to be touched that much," Amelia said softly.
"Harry, Sirius is a good man," Healer Tonks told him.
Sirius looked confused. "He is my godson, Andi! I should be able to hug him if I want. Don't tell me this is more of what those bastards..."
"He is, Sirius, but he has not had an easy life," Healer Tonks stated.
"Not here," Amelia warned.
Sirius sighed.
Harry scrunched his brow and hunched his shoulders, trying to look smaller. At one time he could do that easily. Being five inches taller than he had been two months ago didn't quite allow him to anymore.
The man growled. "I'll kill those bastards," he spat.
"You will not. Do you want to go back to Azkaban and abandon Harry again?" Healer Tonks challenged. Everyone else was just looking on.
The more feral look on the man's face fell and he deflated, rubbing a hand on the back of his neck. "No. Never again."
"Good. You have about a half-hour with Harry if you want, and then we are escorting you to St. Mungo's," she informed him.
"Why is he going there?" Hannah enquired.
Sirius sighed. "I have some healing to do," Sirius said cryptically. "Can I have some time with Harry?"
"Before you go, why didn't you tell me we are family?" he questioned Healer Tonks, taking his eyes off Sirius.
The woman gave him a sad smile. "I am not a Black anymore. Our blood does not bind us as it once did. James also never really regarded me as family, so I thought it best to not get involved."
This woman had helped in ways she couldn't understand. Perhaps that was why he had no issues accepting her reasoning. "I view you as my family, now that I know."
Her smile turned more pleased. "I will talk with Amelia about having you over."
Harry nodded before Amelia and Healer Tonks eyed the man for a moment, as did the other adults. "We can take Hannah and the others for an early lunch. Augusta, would you like to join us?" Lady Abbott offered.
A few moments later, Harry found himself alone with Sirius. The man was looking at him. "I know I didn't say it a few weeks ago, but you look good, pup."
"How well do you know Healer Tonks?"
"We are cousins and grew up together. James never really got along with that part of family. Andi was the best of them," Sirius replied. "It was a shame James lumped her in with the rest of her family."
Harry pursed his lips. "I know what my parent's will said, but are you really my godfather?"
The man gave a sad smile. "I took the oath four days after you were born. Alice and I were both there."
Harry nodded. Now it was time if he should forgive Sirius or not. "Why did you run and chase after Peter?"
The man let out a long breath. "I don't know. I arrived at the house as fast as I could. I had to use my motor bike that night because word had come the Ministry had been tracking apparition. When I got there, Hagrid already had you. Dumbledore was there doing something and he told me to let Hagrid take you to Hogwarts to get checked out. I offered to take you to St. Mungo's, but was told no. There was an argument before Dumbledore stepped in. After watching Hagrid fly off with you, Dumbledore mentioned that the Fidelius Charm had not been broken. I knew Peter was their secret keeper. In my rage and anguish, I went to capture him."
Harry nodded, taking it all in. It seemed to fit what Amelia had told him.
"I think you know the rest now. I never wanted to leave you that night, but I did," Sirius replied, the sadness in his voice apparent. "I never should have left you."
Harry had his suspicions why Sirius left. "Why did you tell the Aurors you 'killed them'?"
Sirius let out another long sigh. "I feel like I did. I convinced James and Lily to use Peter. None of us suspected him. It was my fault they were betrayed."
Harry pursed his lips. "It was Pettigrew's fault," Harry stated.
The man nodded after a moment. "I still convinced them."
"Why did you leave me?" Harry asked, finally meeting the man's eyes. Sirius had already said he didn't know, but Harry had to ask. He could not get over the sense of abandonment by all those that were supposed to be closest to his parents, and the more he talked with Healer Anne, the more he realized how much he was angry with all those people.
"I didn't want to. I argued with Hagrid and Dumbledore for a while until you started to cry. Dumbledore was insistent that you go to Poppy instead of St. Mungo's. I don't know why I finally gave in. I also don't know why I chased off after Pettigrew like that. You were my top priority until I could get you to Alice. She was supposed to take you if anything happened," Sirius told him. "I was supposed to take care of you."
Harry frowned. "She was tortured into insanity eight days later," Harry informed Sirius.
A sad look came over his face. "I know, pup. I would have thought you would have been given to her in that time."
"Why didn't you escape until you saw the picture of Pettigrew in the Daily Prophet?"
The man shook his head. "I don't know. Guilt maybe? I just didn't feel the urge. Of course, being around dementors all day, you don't feel any urges at all. Only turning into a dog made me feel better. Once I saw Peter in the Prophet, I felt like I had to get him. There was an urge and revenge I wanted on him."
Some of what he was saying sounded very similar to what Professor Lupin had told him.
Harry was taken out of his thoughts by Sirius. "Pup, what happened with Petunia and Vernon? Amelia says they have been taken into custody for child abuse."
Harry unconsciously took a step back. He was told he should talk about it when ready. The issue was he really didn't know this man and he wasn't sure if he trusted him yet. Sirius had already run out on him once. "It was... difficult," was all he was willing to say.
Sirius eyes and scowl looked more feral. "How difficult?"
Harry looked away. "Difficult. I have been told I never have to go back and I don't want to talk about it."
The man made a growl like a dog.
A knock came at the door, interrupting them. A second later, Amelia poked her head in. "I am sorry to break this up, but you do need to report to St. Mungo's in about ten minutes, Sirius. I have three Aurors that will escort you. If Harry wants, I can take him to see you in a few weeks, once you are cleared to have visitors."
The man cooled down and looked at Harry with watery eyes. "I am not abandoning you, pup. You can see me or owl me anytime you want and once you get out of school, we can talk about where you live."
A small panic went through him. He was really starting to trust Amelia and Susan. He didn't want to go anywhere now that he felt he had a safe place where he wouldn't be treated poorly. His panic must have shown because Amelia stepped into the room.
"Harry, it is just a discussion. You don't have to go anywhere, and like I said, you and I have to agree," she assured him.
Harry relaxed a little and nodded. Sirius frowned. Harry held out his hand again, but stayed further back. After a moment, Sirius took it. "In a few weeks?"
Harry nodded.
After Sirius left the room, Harry was still standing in the middle of it. Amelia regarded him for a few. "Let's go home for the rest of the day. I need to report back to finish some paperwork after lunch."
Harry nodded. "Can I still go over the Greengrass’s?"
She nodded. "Of course, if you feel up to it. Do you want to talk about anything?"
Harry shook his head. The only two people he really wanted to talk with right now were Hermione and Daphne.

  -oOo-


  Rotherham, England

Harry had been met by Daphne's family when he came through the floo. This time Lord Greengrass had been there and they had exchanged a few words about the trial, or lack there of, and the implication of a dead man that was not dead for many years.
Harry had talked some, but held off on any meaningful conversation until Daphne and him were alone in the family tea room. Today they had been allowed to close the door.
After exchanging their work to look over what was done, Harry found himself just sitting there, his mind on other things than the work they were supposed to be finishing.
It must have been maybe ten minutes before the door opened and closed silently. Daphne sighed. "Winchester is gone. You want to talk? Mother already knows we are done, so I don't have to show her any progress."
He sighed, leaning back into the straight back chair.
"Daph, I know we talked about this the other day, but did you only ask me to help you in January because I was a means to an end?" He had to know. The thought of Pettigrew betraying his parents was really getting to him today. He knew they had a new deal, but she had said they were friends now too. Harry felt a little like she had held something back.
She frowned. "Tracey and I really needed the help in Defence Against the Dark Arts and Charms. I know I can not beat Hermione, but I can Corner. Father wanted me to go to Roger or someone else in our alliance."
Her eyes were meeting his. He felt no lie in all this. After a moment, he let out the breath he was holding. "Why didn't you?"
Her cheeks took on a little colour. Harry really liked it when they were like this and she let her guard down. He hadn't seen her do that with anyone else except those in their study group.
"Roger is book smart. You are one of the best practical casters in Hogwarts for anyone without OWL's. Hermione is good both ways, but she is definitely more like Roger," Daphne stated as though it was an obvious thought.
Harry nodded. "So, it really was just a Slytherin thing to find the best outcome?"
"Initially," she replied. "I wasn't lying the other day." He raised an eyebrow at her. "I don’t lie to you, Harry. I will never lie to you. Why did you say yes?" she pressed back.
Like always with his friends, he replied truthfully. "I needed a friend." The help with his grades was just a plus that he really hadn't considered.
She snorted. "You are definitely not a Slytherin. I don't know what the hat saw in you?"
He gave her his goofy smile. "I will become a contributing member to our alliance," he affirmed. "And what about Tracey? She doesn't strike me as a stuck up prat most of the time."
Daphne scoffed. "I am not a stuck up prat, you prat!"
Harry laughed and she smirked. "As far as Tracey goes, no she doesn't seem like one until you really get to know her. She is sly as anyone, hiding her cunning and resourcefulness under her naturally bubbly exterior. It kills her half the time to keep up the emotionless faces we all wear."
Harry nodded. "Was that her that turned Parkinson's hair blue?" That had happened a few weeks ago.
Daphne raised an eyebrow. "You would need to ask Tracey that, and I don't think she would ever tell you."
"Did she tell you?"
Daphne shrugged. "We don't tell each other all our secrets."
Harry laughed again. "That is a big lie if ever I heard one," he called her out.
She stuck up her chin. "You wound me to imply as such."
He was still laughing. "If it helps, I don't tell Hermione everything either."
This time she gave him a discerning look. "I highly doubt that."
He sobered some. "It is true. Can I talk to you about something I never have to anyone else?"
Daphne looked at him for a moment before asking, "You would trust me like that?"
He gave an encouraging smile. "Like I said, I needed friends. I think of you as a friend, Daph. You said the same Wednesday. You are a good friend. As good as Hermione."
She looked a little shocked. "What of Neville?"
"Neville is my cousin, and we are still getting to know each other. I trust him, but not quite like Hermione... and you," he said, feeling his neck heat some.
"Why?" she asked after a few.
He shrugged. "You have never lied to me or asked me to be something different than I am. You encourage me to change, but you never force me. Not like most that only see me as The-Boy-Who-Lived and all that comes with that," Harry replied truthfully.
After a moment, she nodded. "What do you want to tell me?"
He sighed. "Not really tell, but I wanted your honest opinion."
She gave him a questioning look but waited for him to continue.
"How would you feel if every adult that was supposed to protect you just abandoned you?"
Daphne looked taken back for a few. After a moment, she asked, "Do you mean what came out in the trial today?"
"Sort of. To tell you the truth, I knew about all that for the last two months. It's more that Sirius Black, Professor Lupin and Peter Pettigrew were supposed to be my parents' best friends. One of them betrayed us. Another ran off to seek revenge instead of staying with me and the last never checked up on me. Hagrid has always said he was a good friend of my parents, yet he just took me away because Dumbledore told him too. I get my Aunt Alice, Healer Tonks and even Amelia because she didn't know, but everyone else? They all just left me with my relatives," he questioned, knowing she didn't really know half of what was going through his mind.
Daphne's brow scrunched up. It took her a moment to reply. "I don't know, Harry."
He sighed. Perhaps this was too much and he just needed to talk with Hermione or Healer Anne. He just nodded and turned back to the DADA paper he was reviewing for her.
After a moment, her hand reached out for his. Unlike with Sirius earlier, he didn't flinch or pull away, instead taking her hand in return. He was liking it more and more when she would offer her hand to him.
"You grew up with Muggle relatives. What was it like? I feel that is important to what you are asking of me," she questioned.
He involuntarily squeezed her hand. He had only told the WCS worker, and now Healer Anne as she tried to work with him to heal his mind. Why was he considering telling Daphne when he wouldn't even tell Hermione?
She waited, as though knowing he was having a strong internal debate. After a little bit he whispered, "Awful."
"Because you lived with Muggles and not with wizards?"
He shook his head. "No. I have nothing against Muggles. I actually miss some things when I go to Hogwarts. It was just living with my relatives. They were awful."
Her brow knitted together. "Father did some digging into your background. I overheard him talking with mother a few days ago. Harry, is it true your Aunt and Uncle were arrested by Muggle Aurors?"
He smiled at her. "Police. They are called Police." His smile dropped. "Yes. They have been arrested. I have to go to court in July. I don't want too."
Her hand held his tight. "That is why you want to know why everyone abandoned you?"
Daphne was far brighter than most realized. She was also good at reading between the lines. "Sirius knew I was to go to my Aunt Alice. Yet he left me with Hagrid and Dumbledore the night my parents died. Professor Lupin stayed away because he felt guilty about my parents. In twelve years he could have checked in on me, but he didn't! He was one of their best friends, Daph! He was supposed to be my uncle! I still don't get why Pettigrew betrayed my parents. All three of them were supposed to be their best friends! I probably shouldn't even be telling you this. What if you or Hermione or Neville were to do that? I already have one friend that is like that. I couldn't take it if any of you three did the same."
She looked stricken at his accusation. "I would never do that," she retorted angrily. He wasn't sure if she was angry at him or at what he was telling her. "Harry, if you ever need me, I will be there. Once our alliance is announced, we don't have to hide our interactions. I know it hasn't been long, but I look at you as a friend."
Harry sighed. "I just don't know who to trust some days. I thought I could trust Ron, but I feel as if he's betrayed me."
"You can trust me, Harry. I will not betray you or anyone you or I consider friends," she adamantly stated.
He looked into her eyes. She had done nothing to betray his trust so far. Harry also found he felt protective of her, like he did Neville and Hermione, Hannah and even Tracey now, even if she hadn't been as open as Daphne. "Will you be safe in Slytherin once the alliance is announced? If your father and Madam Bones comes to an agreement?"
"We have many allies in Slytherin. Once we are aligned with the Houses around you and Madam Bones, many will not dare to antagonize us," she replied confidently.
"What if You-Know-Who were to come back," Harry asked.
Daphne paled. "He is dead," she replied.
Harry swallowed. "He is not," he told her after a moment. "From what I understand, there are a lot of children of Death Eaters in Slytherin House. Will you be safe?"
She didn't answer for a long few moments. "You will come if I need?"
"You are my friend," he answered her.
After a moment she nodded. "We will be safe. There are almost twenty of us right now from sixth-year down. I don't even think anyone that would support the supremacists or purists would dare to take us on. Not if we have allies in other houses. Slytherin is sly in how we deal with house dominance and bringing others into the fray is a large faux pas."
Harry frowned. "And if attacks start again?"
"Why do you ask all this?" she retorted. She sounded frightened.
He frowned. "There is something Amelia isn't telling me, but she warned Susan and I to keep an eye out last night. She has made a comment to Susan a few times this week that she won't let Susan or I be hurt or not be unable to defend ourselves. Over the summer Amelia is going to start training us as though we were going through the Hit Wizard courses."
"Mother and father made a similar comment Wednesday night at dinner. I think they were considering having Tori and I do something similar," Daphne replied.
Harry nodded.
"Harry?" Daphne asked in a small voice. "There are rumors of what happened to Quirrell and last year. I know you admitted to the basilisk. The more I think of it, the more scared and worried I get for you. You said you have a scar. How didn't it bite you or kill you with its stare? What happened?"
Harry let out a breath. "Until we are allied, I am not sure it safe to tell you. I worry about you and Tracey being in Slytherin House. Maybe over the summer?"
Her hand squeezed his before letting go. "I can be patient. Just, can you tell me, is that why you think You-Know-Who isn't dead?"
He nodded. She regarded him before nodding. "We should get this review done. Mother will have dinner about six and I would like to go for a walk through the orchard before then."
"Sounds good," he replied, settling into his review and finding his mind more focused on it now.
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  April 6, 1994


  Hogwarts Express

Hermione was sitting with him. Susan and Neville sat across from him with Hannah between them.
Daphne and Tracey had nodded to them on the platform, but that was all he was expecting to see of her today. He wasn't so lucky that others would not visit them. Malfoy came seeking them out about two hours into the ride.
The door rattled as someone tried to open the door and Harry looked up to see the blonde he despised. Harry returned the hard glare as the boy took out his wand. After trying two spells, Malfoy banged hard on the glass.
"What did you put on the door?" Harry asked.
"It's just a simple locking spell. Not my fault he doesn't know how to open it," Hermione scoffed, glaring at the boy.
"Coloportus?" Hannah asked.
"Yes," Hermione replied.
"Where is Percy when you need him?" Harry muttered, getting up to open the door before the blond prat broke the window. His own wand came out. Draco grabbed for the door handle and yanked on the door. Harry unlocked it as the blond yanked a second time. Draco threw his whole body into this time and Harry smirked as the boy stumbled into Crabbe.
"What do you want, Malfoy," he deadpanned.
Draco stood up, his face angry. "I don't know how you managed to pay off Fudge and others, but the House of Black is mine, you mudblood bastard."
Harry wasn't having it today and stepped up to Malfoy. Crabbe and Goyle moved in but stopped when three wands pointed around his body. "I have no clue what you are talking about. Now get lost before I make you."
Draco snorted. "Like you could. I am talking about the fact you have been registered as the next heir to the House of Black. That is my title from my mother. Sirius Black was disowned."
"I highly doubt he was disowned if he could claim Regency," Susan said behind him.
"I would watch your back, Bones. Father says things are going to change soon. It's about time the riff raff is cleaned up. Now, give me back my inheritance," Malfoy snapped at Harry.
Harry moved a step closer to stand over Draco. He was almost two inches taller now. "Listen you bastard. I don't know what you are talking about and if you threaten any of my friends or family again I will make sure you can't in the future," Harry warned.
The wands were pressed past him. He felt the the bodies behind him. Draco took a step back, his eyes looking at the wands. "You just wait. I'll tell my father and you all will get what is coming to you.
Pulling on some of the tutoring Amelia had given him this past week, he said, "I am Scion of House Potter. A House that is higher than yours. Should I have my Regent put in a formal complaint against House Malfoy?"
This made Malfoy's eyes widen a little.
"Go crawl back to your father," Hermione snapped.
Draco glared at her and then nodded is head. Harry huffed and didn't go back into the compartment until the three left the carriage heading towards the back of the train. "Bloody dick," Harry groused as he slammed the door. "What the bloody hell is he talking about I stole his inheritance?"
Susan frowned. "I think we need to send an owl to Auntie."
"Harry, your grandmother was a Black, right?" Neville inquired.
"I think so. I have a few books to go through now that I didn't get a chance to over the Easter Hols," he replied.
"Euphemia Potter was a Black. Sister to Arcturus, if I remember correctly," Hannah stated. "She would be your grandmother and Arcturus Black was the last Lord Black. He died shortly before the war ended. Draco's grandmother was cousin to Lord Arcturus Black. Harry should have the better claim anyways."
Harry sighed. "I have just been trying to catch up on my work and study for the exams this year."
"You have the summer. We can help. Auntie is also going to have tutors for us, like every summer," Susan sighed.
Hannah shrugged. "It's not always that bad, Susie."
"Speak for yourself. You like that stuff, I don't," Susan supplied.
"Neither do I. Think we could all change the rules once we are on the Wizengamot?" Neville put to them.
It was the best thing Harry had heard all day.

  -oOo-


  April 9, 1994


  Hogwarts, Scotland

Harry reported to the hospital wing after breakfast, just like he did every two weeks. Today there was a lot to talk about. The last two weeks had seen many things happen that really had played on his emotions.
Healer Tonks was talking with Healer Anne as he walked to the office.
"Good morning, Harry," Healer Tonks greeted him.
"Good morning," Harry replied. He nodded to the other healer. "Healer Anne."
The elderly woman smiled at him. "Good morning, Harry. How are you today?"
He shrugged his shoulders. "Fine."
The woman snorted. "One of these days you will tell me how you really are before we get started. Would you like to walk today or just stay here? After we talk, I wanted to start you on Occulumancy, but to do that, you have to let me into your head."
Harry frowned. "Do you have too?"
"Healer Anne is the one that taught me everything I know about the mind arts, Harry. She will never reveal anything you don't want and it can help," Healer Tonks encouraged him.
"Can you do it," he asked Healer Tonks.
Healer Tonks looked surprised for a second. The older woman just clucked. "You know its best if he does this initial bit with someone he trusts, Andi."
The one that had helped him for months looked at her mentor before looking at him. Harry held her eyes. He really didn't want anyone poking their way around his head, but Healer Tonks was family and he trusted her. Healer Anne had been telling him how occlumency could help him, in more than just working through the issues in his head. "Please," Harry requested after a few.
"Andi, you know this is the best route," Healer Anne pressed.
After a moment, Healer Tonks nodded her head. "How are your Monday afternoons?"
"I have a study group from one-thirty to three," he informed her.
"Alright. Four o'clock Monday we will start. If we are going to do this properly and to get you ready as soon as possible, I will demand three one-hour sessions a week. Over the summer as well. It may take us months to a year to get your basic skills to a passable level," she ordered.
Harry nodded. He wasn't afraid to work anymore. "Yes, ma'am."
Healer Anne nodded. "How about a walk then today? It's a nice April day."
Harry smiled at her. "Out to the lake?"
"If that is where you want," Healer Anne replied.
Soon they were out of the castle and heading towards the lake under the anti-listening ward the woman always used. "How are you? Andi told me you saw your Godfather after his trial."
Harry shrugged. "Fine. Really. Amelia brought a letter to him and said I could probably see him again in two more weeks. I know she won't tell me what is wrong, but I think Dumbledore did something to him."
She raised her eyes at that. "What makes you think that?"
Harry thought about it for a few. "I believe he made the godfather oath and the man didn't look like he was lying to me. He also had an argument with Dumbledore before Hagrid took me away from my house that night Voldemort disappeared." Harry let out a sigh. "I know I don't trust many, but I trust he wanted to get me to my father's sister."
The woman was silent for a moment. "As I have said, I think you are brighter than you think. That is also a very mature way of thinking about all this. How does all this make you feel?"
"Angry," Harry replied without pause.
"Angry at what?"
He let out a long breath as they approached the lake. "Angry at everything and everyone related to my parents, their friends, my relatives and especially Dumbledore. Amelia won't come out and say it, but I know he is responsible for all this. Anne, I really don't want to go to court in July to talk about my relatives. What if they want me to sit on the stand?"
The woman sighed. "I know, Harry, but it will only be your decision to sit on the stand. I think you should go. From what Solicitor Tonks says, you will get a chance to confront them during the trial or sentencing, if you want."
Harry frowned. "You don't understand what they did," he said in barely more than a whisper.
"Do you want to talk about it?"
He felt tears biting at his eyes. He had not done so yet. They came near a large rock and Harry moved to lean against it. Some other students were out on the grounds today, but none of them were paying any attention to them. After a stuttering breath, he looked at the ground. "Did anyone tell you that my first bedroom was under the stairs? It was a small closet, meant for shoes and jackets," he said. "It would smell musty when the umbrellas would be put in there after some rain."
Harry missed how her eyes had widened. Apparently, the woman had not really been told what Harry had experienced. She cast a few more quick charms to make sure no one would be paying attention to the boy as he told her about many of the horrors he had experienced with his relatives.

  -oOo-


  April 27, 1994


  Hogwarts, Scotland

Harry had a grin on his face. Four times in a row his ethereal looking stag had come out, chased off a boggart and then pranced around him before dissipating. He wasn't hearing any echoes of his mother or the Dark Wanker. In fact, he wasn't feeling any effects at all. He wasn't sure if it was the spell or the fact it was a boggart, not a Dementor before him.
"Excellent, Harry. I think that is enough for tonight. Anymore and I think this boggart is done for," Professor Lupin stated.
"Will it be good enough if I ever face off against a dementor again?"
The man gave him a smile that melted some of the scars off his face. "I have no doubt, though with the dementors all back at Azkaban, you should not have that issue unless you visit some of the eastern countries in Europe or Russia. Most other places have chased them off or eliminated them," the man replied.
Harry nodded.
"Right, you should go back."
Harry took in a deep breath and let it out. "Have you been to see Sirius?"
Professor Lupin looked totally caught off guard by this. "What? Not yet. I am not sure he would want to see me."
The resolve Harry had to put his anger down at the man melted. "So you would just abandon him like you did me?"
The frown was telling. "I didn't say that. I just think it better we talk once he is better."
Harry snorted. "He asked about you last weekend when Amelia took me. I just thought you might actually be a friend. Guess I thought too much of you. I am not sure I should do these lessons anymore."
Harry left a distraught looking professor. Sirius had promised to tell him about his parents and that was who he was going to trust. Amelia had said that Sirius had some lingering effects on him, effects that may not have had him in his right mind all this time. It was the same effects that Madam Pomfrey had been suffering from. Effects that had compulsed them to act against Harry's best interest, even if they had wanted to do what was right by him.
Harry didn't contemplate if Professor Lupin may have the same issues. The man was too good a target for all of Harry's anger.

  -oOo-


  May 1, 1994


  London, England

Albus had never been a fan of portkey travel, and after nearly three months in Azkaban, his body protested the movement. Not since he was a little child had he collapsed upon arrival.
With a groan, he got to his knees.
"You still with us?" Robards enquired.
"Fawkes," he called out to his familiar. On Azkaban, he knew Fawkes would not be able to reach him. Here he should.
When nothing happened, Robards and a female Auror got him to his feet. "That is your one warning used. You try to escape again and you will be going back to the Hotel. This time a top floor suite," the man promised.
Albus coughed. It had a rattling, unhealthy sound to it. He felt he had aged twenty years. This meant that either Fawkes had left him or could not get to him. He would like to believe his phoenix just couldn't reach him here due to wards. Surely he hadn't fallen that far?
"Let's go. You have an appointment with some Healers and then you will be moved to your new cell," Robards instructed.
"Robards, you were one of my top students. Surely you don't believe all the lies that Amelia is spouting?"
The man gave him a hard look. "You want to tell that to my two uncles they were lies? They both died before I could meet them fighting Grindelwald. I have heard about your cowardice for almost two decades while the man rose to power and led Europe to burn in both the Muggle and Magical world."
Albus swayed a little as another racking cough ripped through his body. He groaned at the pain in his lungs and joints. "It was not my choice to let him run so rampant."
"I don't want to hear it. McLaggen, you and Stewart are to remain guard. If he grabs for any wands or attempts anything you have the permission to do what you need to subdue him," Robards ordered. "Just don't kill him."
"Yes, Boss."
Albus was brought into a room with two people in lime-green robes. "My wand? Where is my wand?" Albus asked.
"It's in a safe place. You'll get it back if you are found innocent. Otherwise, it will be burned up," Robards informed him.
All he had been told so far was that it was safe. It was infuriating. "You can't do that. If you have to, give it to Severus Snape or Harry Potter," he said almost desperately as he was sat on a nice clean bed.
One of the Healers looked at him. "Didn't you give him a bath or shower?"
"There aren't any in Azkaban and we were order to take him straight here. Boss' order is to get him checked out, healed up and cleaned before he is shown to his new suite," Robards informed the healers.
"You can tell your Boss that this is inhumane," the Healer said in disgust.
"I'll pass your regards to Scrimgeour. The rest of us will be in the hallway."
Albus frowned. How had he been brought so low and why did they think him so dangerous that eight Aurors were assigned to his guard? He would never hurt someone unless it was required.

  -oOo-


  May 4, 1994


  Hogwarts, Scotland

It had taken a week for Harry to find out why Draco was so upset with him on the Hogwarts Express. Apparently, Sirius had named Harry next in line and had disowned Narcissa and Draco Malfoy. That made Harry the only male eligible for inheriting the House of Black, unless Sirius was to have a child.
Amelia and Sirius were to have a talk with him over the summer what that meant.
In the mean time, exams were a month away, and he was more likely to be found in the library or an abandoned class room with his study group and friends than anywhere else. Harry was relieved it was only his exams to worry about now. The last Gryffindor match had just passed and Wood was finally leaving him alone. With Harry stealing the snitch from a still very disgruntled Draco, they had secured a 310 to 160 point win for the match and the House Quidditch Cup. It was a near thing as Slytherin was answering every Gryffindor goal with one of their own.
With Quidditch over, Harry concentrated on his Astronomy charts. In a little bit they would go find a room to practice charms and transfiguration.
Tracey was doing the same next to him, showing him where he was making his mistake in measuring the degrees in his movement. "Why is this so important again?"
"There is a branch of Arithmancy that focuses on prophetic imaging and tracking how things move can be used in the formula to know how to interpret the star movements," she informed him.
Harry shook his head. "If this is only used in Arithmancy, then why are we studying this? I am not going to be taking arithmancy," he gripped.
"I agree with you," Neville replied from the other side of the table where Hermione was helping him.
"It also is useful in some branches of Divination," Hannah expanded.
"Something else I am never doing again," Harry whinged. He hated astronomy as much as History of Magic.
"You are going to get into Runes next year, correct?" Daphne enquired.
"Yeah, why?"
"Are you planning on taking Runes or Ancient Magics for your NEWT classes?"
"Yes," Harry replied cautiously, feeling he was being set up.
"Then you need this. Many ritualistic magics or rune strings use the power generated by the stars and planets at certain points. Knowing how to predict when that power point will occur will be important. Now do your star chart and stop complaining," Daphne ordered.
He scrunched his face before turning back to Tracey. She was silently laughing at him, her shoulders shaking, while Hermione was trying to hide a smirk and Susan shook her head. Neville just gave him an understanding look.
He bent over the parchments again and worked through the movements of the stars, still not understanding why a one degree difference in the rising position of Orion was so important.
He was so engrossed in using the alignment tables and his protractor that it took Tracey elbowing him for him to look up. "What?"
"Everyone is packing up. We have our last class soon," Tracey told him.
Everyone else was packing up. Daphne looked amused that he had been so engrossed after complaining so much. "Right. Should we meet in the classroom on the fourth floor after dinner?"
"Not tonight. My father is coming to have a talk," Daphne told him.
He nodded. Susan and him were to have a meeting with Amelia Saturday. It sounded like a deal had finally been struck for the alliance.
"Friday morning then?" he said a little reluctantly. They had Potions and DADA together tomorrow, but they couldn't associate in classes or almost any public area until House Potter declared itself Neutral and their alliance was made public.
"Friday," Daphne agreed.
Outside the library they went their opposite ways.
"Are you sure you need to follow all these politics?" Hermione asked.
Harry made a face and Neville sighed. "For now," Neville replied. "Many hold a lot of value in all this."
"But you and most of the other Gryffindors and Hufflepuffs don't act this way most of the time. I like Daphne and Tracey and would just like to hang out with them," Hermione voiced.
"I would too," Harry agreed.
"Where were Susan, Hannah and Ernie today?" Hermione asked him.
Harry shrugged. His other cousin and her friends didn't always study with them. "Not sure. They will join us Saturday when we go to Hogsmeade."
"It will be nice when we can go in with Tracey and them next year," Neville added.
Harry raised an eyebrow at his cousin. Hermione gave a look as though she was trying to figure something out. Neville was just looking ahead. Neither of them teased Neville about it, knowing he seemed to get sensitive when either of them brought up if they suspected their friend liked someone.
It was a companionable silence as they walked the rest of the way to Transfiguration. When the three of them made to take a table, Ron came up to them. Since Easter, Ron and them hadn't said much, and their housemate looked miserable.
"Hey," Ron said sitting before them.
"Hey," Harry responded.
"Ronald," Hermione greeted. It was the way she had greeted him for months now.
Ron frowned. "I'm sorry," Ron suddenly said.
Hermione's brow went up. "Is that towards me?"
Ron sighed as Seamus and Dean joined him. He rubbed his hand behind his neck. "To both of you. I was a prat."
Hermione snorted. "That is one way to look at it."
"I'm sorry, Hermione. I get you were just trying to be protective, but it was a Firebolt," Ron said, a little anger coming out.
"Thank you for apologizing, Ron," Harry put in before they started to bicker.
Hermione snapped her mouth shut before responding, "Yes, thank you."
Ron nodded. "Can we go back to being friends now?"
"Ron, I will be your friend, but I don't know if I can go back to the way we were before," Harry answered.
Ron frowned before nodding. It must have been obvious that what they had before was not the same now. Harry had other people he wanted to hang out with and he found some of what he liked to do was different now. Ron looked to Hermione. She pursed her lips for a moment.
"I will be friendly, but I do not know if I will forgive you anytime soon," Hermione informed him. Ron looked even more crestfallen.
"Look, I am sorry," Ron started before Professor McGonagall called the class to attention.
"Attention up here. Today we are going to continue our lesson on the unknown and how it can be used to add what it takes to make our transfigured animals more like real animals. Then you will practice the avifors, lupifors and ericifors spells," McGonagall instructed the class as her wand flicked. Notes appeared on the board and Harry rushed to get his supplies out.
Hermione had a stern face when not concentrating on class. Ron glanced back at them a few times. The more happy go-lucky look of the red head wasn't there. As Harry thought about it, it hadn't been there for a while. It bothered him that his first friend was like that, but Harry didn't really have time to fret. Not with classes, studying, reading up on the ways of Wizarding society...

  -oOo-
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  Hogwarts Express

They were laughing as a hummingbird flitted around the compartment, all thankful the school year was over. Hannah had her wand aimed at the flitty thing as Hermione was conjuring rings of coloured smoke in the air. It was a game they had created while studying for exams.
Hannah moved her wand and Neville let out a yell of surprise as her aim missed the smoke ring and just about impaled him in the head. They all laughed at the disgruntled look on his face. "You are a menace with that thing," Neville gripped.
"It's better than you. I at least clipped the smoke ring," Hannah retorted.
"It's still a tie between Susan and Harry. Three each," Hermione reminded them.
"I haven't seen you try," Hannah challenged.
"That is because I would win," Hermione said with a small smirk.
Harry just chuckled. Hermione wasn't normally this cocky, but he didn't doubt her in this. He had seen her doing this a few months ago as practice to improve her aim and control, before they had all picked it up. "You would not. I challenge you to get four," Susan eyed Hermione.
Hermione shrugged. "Harry?"
"My bet is six," he told her and they all gave him a surprised look. "Circulum fumi," he said, flicking his wand nine times to make nine smoke rings.
"I will do seven," Hermione countered. Harry indicated for her to go.
"She is the one that made up this game, isn't she?" Neville put to them.
"Avifors," Hermione said confidently and turned one of the chocolate frog wrappers into a bird and her wand flicked. The hummingbird took off, running through the round smoke hoops and she was about to get the seventh one when the door opened. The smoke ring was just before the door and she had to fly through it and turn up immediately or the hummingbird would hit the window. "Scion Potter..." Daphne screamed and jumped back into Tracey.
Harry was up, his hand out and the small bird in his hand before it could impale Daphne in the chest. Hermione's hands went to her mouth as Daphne just looked at them. "What was that?" someone called from the hallway.
"It was nothing. Just someone jump scaring us," Tracey commented and she pushed Daphne into the compartment.
"Daphne, I am so sorry. We didn't expect the door to open," Hermione was saying.
Daphne looked up to him, her eyes a little wide. "How did you catch that?" she asked.
Harry let the bird go and shrugged. "I'm a seeker," he replied.
Susan and Hannah giggled. "You going to kiss him or yell at him?," Hannah asked.
Daphne's face went molten as she looked away to glare at the blonde. Hannah laughed even more at Daphne's look. Tracey looked to be hiding a smirk while Neville just shook his head.
Daphne 'harrumphed' and took the seat next to Neville instead of him today. "What were you doing? I assume that wasn't meant for me?"
Hermione still looked a little sheepish. "We were trying to put hummingbirds through the smoke rings."
"I think you owe me a galleon," Harry told Hermione.
She scoffed at him. "That doesn't count! Daphne got in the way."
"You said Hannah's hand getting in the way counted," Susan yelled in indignation.
Harry chuckled and Daphne raised an eyebrow at him. "You owe me a galleon," Harry pressed.
"You only said six. I got six," Hermione countered.
"And then you upped it to seven. Now pay up," Harry held out his hand. She had taken a few of his today.
She scrunched her face and reached for her own money pouch as the Hufflepuffs still chuckled.
"I thought the gentleman was to be nice to a woman," Daphne enquired.
He shrugged again, the hummingbird flitting by his head. "All is fair in love, war and bets."
Tracey looked at him. "That isn't how the saying goes."
"It does here," Neville backed him up. He felt like Neville and him had to back each other up with so many girls around.
Susan snorted as she tried to reign in her giggles. "So was this war or love?"
"Neither," Harry glared at her. For the last two months Hannah and Susan had teased Daphne and him here and there. He liked the dark hair girl but he didn't like being teased about it.
Hermione put the coin into his hand. "I'm getting that back. Hannah, are you still having us all over next week?"
Hannah was still giggling at the expression on his and Daphne's face. "Yes. Mum said she would make sure the rooms are all good. This time I am going to have lots of ice cream," the girl said excitedly.
"Mother said I have permission," Daphne replied. "I can come over at any point that day."
"You aren't going to Dumbledore's trial?" Hermione asked.
The room became sombre. "Auntie isn't letting either of us go."
Daphne and Tracey nodded. "Yes, father expects it to be a little crazy that day. I have been told I am not to go," Tracey told them.
"Auntie thinks it will be also," Susan confirmed.
"Gran is letting me go with Harry. She said this involves me because of my mum," Neville replied.
Harry nodded. "Amelia is supposed to have a talk with me tomorrow. I don't know all the details yet, but I think this involves my relatives and my parents will," he confirmed for them. He was feeling the anger that had been below the surface for months now. There were hints from Amelia that this was a major issue and that he needed to be prepared for what might come out. She was going to do all she could to protect him, but some of their adventures and the treatment by his relatives may be revealed. He was not looking forward to that.
"Maybe this will finally get Malfoy to shut up about Black," Daphne said annoyed.
"Did he bother you again?" Harry asked, his eyes narrowed. Draco hadn't done or said much to Harry or the others that had been in the compartment since the ride back from Easter, but he had bugged Daphne, her sister and some others.
Daphne frowned. "The boy really needs to learn to keep his mouth shut. He was just saying how his father would strip Black of his Regency and retake the scion rights from you. The same he has been saying for months. I think it may be a surprise once our alliance becomes known," she said with a vindictive smirk. "I want to see the ponce fall."
Tracey shook her head. "And you wonder why you were not named a Ravenclaw at times? I hope he likes the present we left him."
Daphne had a satisfied smirk come on her face. "I think he will."
"What did you do?" Susan asked, her face alight at the possible gossip.
Daphne sat back in her seat. "Well, everything in his trunk will not smell like daisies, and hopefully his whole room."
"It better. I spent four galleons to get that stuff," Tracey said grumpily.
"What stuff," Neville enquired.
Tracey had a totally innocent look on her face. "Oh, nothing."
Many of them looked at her with a discerning look. Daphne giggled. "I'm not the dangerous one here. All I can tell you all is not to mess with Tracey. She is a little vindictive when upset."
Tracey winked at Neville. "I'm always nice to my friends," she remarked and Neville looked a little abashed.
Hannah looked between them and Harry tried to head it off. He knew that look. It was the same look she gave Daphne and him. "So, I think I have convinced Amelia that we can go to Lightwater Valley with you," Harry said quickly to Hermione.
"Oh, that will be amazing. You are coming too, right Susan? Neville?" Hermione asked, knowing that the others had already been denied. It was too muggle for Daphne's and Tracey's parents and Hannah was going to be out of country that week.
Neville looked apprehensive while Susan looked as excited as Harry. "Do the Muggles really have rides like the Gringotts carts?"
"Yes. They are called roller coasters. We should all be tall enough to go on them. I am not a fan of them, but I know Harry likes those things," Hermione said a little halfheartedly.
"Blimey, those things are awful," Neville commented.
"I can't wait to try them," Harry excitedly stated. "You are sure you can't go," he asked towards Daphne and Tracey.
Daphne shook her head. "Unfortunately not. I may be able to invite you to a Harpies game or two," she offered. "There is also the World Quidditch Cup."
"That would be wicked," Harry replied enthusiastically.
"Ms. Davis," Neville asked as they all talked about other summer plans. Harry was happy to just have a summer to look forward too. It felt so odd that he could actually look forward to enjoying it for once.
Tracey sat tall. "Yes, Scion Longbottom?" she asked. A few cast glances towards them, but Harry and Daphne tried to keep the others occupied by some unspoken agreement.
"So, you really can't come? I love those carts in Gringotts," Harry said loudly, drawing most of the others into an argument about how good or bad the carts were. He still overheard Neville and Tracey.
"Would you like to come over at some point this summer? I could use some help with my summer work and show you the orchards," Neville asked.
Tracey had a small smile come over her face. "I would like that, Neville. Send me an owl. I will ask mother and father the same."
Neville shared her smile.
Like normal, their Slytherin friends stayed about an hour. Long enough to enjoy each other's company, but not long enough to be too suspicious. Harry was looking forward to next year when he could spend as much time with the cute brown-eyed girl as he wanted. He watched them leave, watching Daphne walk away then shut the door behind him.
"Are you going to ask to escort Daphne to the Abbott's cotillion in August?" Susan asked.
"Daphne isn't eligible to be presented until summer after next, right?" Hannah asked.
Harry and Hermione looked at them both oddly. "Cotillion? You mean like a debutante ball?" Hermione enquired.
"Yes. My family has hosted one of the largest for the last twenty years," Hannah told them. "Most of the Neutral and Light Families will attend our ball. The Parkinson's usually hold the other major cotillion. All of us are invited as long as you are thirteen or older, but you aren't considered eligible to be presented until you are sixteen," Hannah told them.
"Do you feel like we have stepped back in time?" Hermione asked him.
"Constantly when I get to know more about this stuff," Harry agreed.
Susan looked at them. "Muggles don't do that anymore?"
Hermione shook her head. "My parents have talked about it just because they deal with a lot of rich clients and they had considered sending me away to private school, but it is not common."
"Oh. All the children of the Wizengamot families and most with any reputable name do as such," Hannah told them.
"Gran said she will have me put on the rolls in two summers," Neville told them.
Hermione scrunched her brow. "What does that mean that you are presented or put on the rolls?"
"It is some of the old laws and ways. Those of us that are considered pureblood, old families or have an inheritance that puts us on the Wizengamot can initiate the old courting and marriage traditions. It is the only way if you want to transfer family names or inheritances," Hannah explained.
"It's also the only way if a Halfbood or Muggleborn that isn't part of an old family can be considered to be a Lord or Lady. Those voted in can claim the title while they hold the seat, but otherwise they are just normal citizens," Susan put in.
"Gran would like to get rid of those old laws," Neville sighed. "If I don't marry someone recognized as a proper wife, then she can't take my titles."
Hannah frowned. "I don't even want to think about this yet. I only just turned fourteen last month."
"I know, but Auntie will have the tutors again over the summer. Harry will be with us this time though," Susan remarked.
"How am I to remember all this?" Harry asked Hermione.
She was looking back and fourth as Neville, Hannah and Susan talked about it all. She waived him off. "Are you saying you can't marry anyone except those that are recognized by these laws?"
"Merlin, no. We can marry anyone we want, but if we want them to be recognized and possibly be able to take over our seats and other inheritance, then they need to be recognized as someone that has taken the training and oaths to protect and proliferate our world. It was something the Wizarding Council instated soon after the first Statute of Secrecy was agreed upon," Neville replied.
"Auntie thinks it's part of why the purebloods hold tightly to their beliefs. If the law was overturned then the titles and voting seats could be passed down to anyone. Since most Muggleborn and Halfbloods don't know about it, it limits the available people that can be considered. If I find someone some day, I won't care, but until then, I will do as Auntie asks," Susan said fiercely.
This conversation was a little heavy. As he listened, a thought came to him. "Neville, do you know if my mum went through all this?"
"I don't know. I can ask Gran. Your father only took up the Regency, so there is a good chance she didn't," his cousin replied.
"Auntie may know as well. We can ask her tonight," Susan provided.
"Do you have to be presented or put on the rolls at sixteen?" Hermione asked.
"No. You only have to be at least sixteen, and there is no age limit," Hannah answered. "Technically you don't have to be presented either, but it is considered uncouth not to do so."
A whistle echoed down the train. "We should be to Kings Cross in about a half-hour," Hermione told them.
Like normal, it was a hectic time on the platform. He said his goodbyes to Hermione, Hannah and Neville. Hermione had given him a longer hug than normal, even though he was going to see her in two weeks.
He caught sight of Daphne and Tracey with their parents. Soon he wouldn't have to act as though there was nothing between them. Hopefully it wouldn't be too dangerous for them.
When they got back to Grace Hall, Harry started to unpack his trunk. Usually it was locked in the cupboard right away and his relatives wanted to act like he didn't exist. He wanted to make sure the house knew he did.
Harry hung his Firebolt and Nimbus 2000 on the wall as Amelia came to his door. "I hope those hooks are what you wanted for your brooms?" she asked.
He gave her a smile. "They're bril. Will I get to fly over the summer?"
"I can arrange something. I want you and Susan to be down in about half an hour. We have some stuff to talk about tonight and tomorrow. It will be your choice if you want to go to the Wizengamot meet in three days, but I need to be in the office Monday," she told him.
"Do you want us to dress up?"
"That is the tradition for the first meal back. Do you need any new clothes? We can take care of that in a week or two," she told him.
He shrugged. "I would like some more Muggle clothes," he told her, missing his old jeans and t-shirts. Plus, he liked being able to go out and not worry about sticking out.
"Let me organize that. Susan and I could probably use more as well," she agreed. "If you need anything else for your room, let me know."
"I will, Amelia," he replied.
"Sirius is going to be coming to dinner tonight as well."
Harry nodded. He had seen his god father once outside of the trial. The man had called him James when he first walked in, but soon realized he wasn't his father and had asked how school was going. He had to admit he was interested in getting to know Sirius. Unlike Remus, he had tried to get Harry to a safe place.
She walked off towards Susan's room. He let a smile onto his face. He really did belong here... he felt that.
Susan had put her hair up and was in a nice dress when she knocked on his door. He had to admit she was very attractive. Even though his body liked her curves, he didn't feel that way towards her. "You ready for this?" he questioned.
"Sure. What is Sirius Black like?"
He fell in step besides her. "Not fully sure yet. I've only talk to him a few times and heard he used to be a big prankster. So far he has been rather humdrum. My father, Sirius and their friends use to get into trouble and be worse than the Weasley twins, from what I heard."
She eyed him nervously, smoothing her dress. "He isn't going to try anything tonight is he? I like this dress."
He shrugged. "No clue."
"I hope not," said Susan concerned.
They joined Amelia at the base of the stairs to wait for Sirius to come through the fireplace. They didn't have to wait long. The fire soon flared green and a man with black hair, grey eyes and looking around with a smile stepped out. He caught sight of Harry and his smile grew. "Pup! It's so good to see you."
Sirius moved as though he was going to hug Harry. Harry stepped back and extended a hand for a shake. Harry caught the way the smile dropped from Sirius face and the look Amelia gave towards Sirius. Before they could say anything else, the fire flared again. Harry took a further step back. Grace Hall was supposed to be a safe place, and when he saw the sandy hair of Professor Lupin come through, it felt less so.
Sirius stopped and looked back at Professor Lupin. "I can do this on my own, Moony," Sirius snapped, not looking pleased at Harry's reaction.
"You know St. Mungo's only let you out for the weekend under my supervision. Madam Bones, thank you for inviting us over tonight," Professor Lupin said with a small bow.
Susan had moved a little closer to Harry. Amelia stepped up, extending her hand. "You can dispense with the pleasantries, Remus. We were all amicable at one time and we should be again."
"Of course, Amelia. Susan, you are looking quite nice tonight," their DADA professor complimented.
"Thank you, Professor," she replied.
"Pup, you doing alright?" Sirius was only paying attention to Harry.
Maybe he would have something to talk with Healer Anne about next week. "Yeah, fine."
Everyone seemed to ketch his tone. "Why don't we all go into the dinning room. I am sure Susan and Harry are famished from their ride back to London. I would like to hear how the rest of your year went," Amelia put to them.
"Yes, Auntie," Susan replied and they all made their way into the smaller family dinning room. He sat between Susan and Amelia with Sirius and Professor Lupin across from them. When Harry called him Professor Lupin again, the man corrected them. "I won't be your Defence professor next year. This was a one-year thing. I think it better you call me Remus now."
"I think I prefer Mr. Lupin," Harry remarked. That was one thing Healer Anne had told him: to speak his mind more. Let people know when he was uncomfortable or needed to change the subject. When he was with his friends, he didn't think about it. When he was with people he didn't know or trust, especially adults, he was more conscious of this. He found it helped to subdue his anger at times. It also made it easier to have Susan there. She had become a friend in the last few months.
Sirius looked between them briefly before the adults were asking Susan and him about their year. Harry was rather proud to report he finished sixth. He probably would have been higher, but he had goofed off too much at the start of the year. Susan was just behind him at seventh. Neville had actually been able to move up to eleventh. Five of the group he studied with were in the top ten. Of course, Hermione had secured first, with Daphne just behind her. Corner, from Ravenclaw, had finally been dislodged from second and sat third. Tracey was just ahead of Harry at fifth. Next year his goal was to dislodge Corner from third.
When quidditch came up, Susan helped him to retell his catches, even acknowledging that he had beat Cedric fair and square.
Harry thought it odd how normal it felt... well what he thought should be normal. It wasn't the wild affair he had come to expect from the Weasleys, or the way his relatives seemed to tolerate him and not really talk to him at all. As it got to desert, it hit him how much of a normal family life he had missed all these years.
He probably wouldn't have even realized it, if not for Healer Anne. It was times like this that it triggered his anger at how he had grown up. Amelia was trying to give him normal. What should have been normal. Sirius was laughing and teasing him about all the girls he had around him. When Remus made the comment that it was like James, always having a flock of girls around him and being a Quidditch star, it was too much. Maybe his rage at Lupin was unfair, but he couldn't take it that the man spoke so familiarly about parents he didn't know.
He put his napkin down, "Amelia, will you excuse me?"
Everyone one suddenly sobered as he sat up.
"Are you alright, pup?" Sirius asked.
"I just, uhm, forgot to do something."
He left the room without another word. When he made it to his room, Harry slumped into the chair by the fireplace and put his hands in his head. A few months ago he was upset that he had been left behind by everyone. Now he was finding himself upset about that as well as being upset as he started to really understand what had been done to him and what had been denied.
It seemed so silly to him. He shouldn't get so upset about such a simple thing like a family dinner, but the comment about his father had set it all off. A tear rolled down his cheek. He wiped it off, looking at it confused. Harry Potter didn't cry about what might have been or what he could have had. He just pushed through everything. That was all he could do. Push through to face the next shite thing that would inevitably happen.
That was until his parents will suddenly materialized.
Since then, his life had started to turn.
Another tear fell down his cheek. The emotions in him seemed to be falling from his eyes instead of being shoved down like they should.
A knock came at his door. "Harry, can I come in?"
It was Amelia. Harry didn't reply, pulling his legs up onto the chair. He wasn't used to feeling like this. He wasn't used to feeling so many emotions. Healer Anne had warned him that this might start happening as he worked through the blocks in his head.
After a moment the door opened when he didn't answer.
"Harry?"
"What?" he asked, furiously trying to get the tears off his face.
"Can I come in?" Amelia asked again.
"I'm sorry for leaving like that," he apologized.
She took a tentative step in. "You have nothing to apologize for. I should have maybe held this off a few more weeks. I just thought you might like to see Sirius and get to know him more. "
Harry kept having tears leak out of his eyes. "I do," he confessed.
She frowned as she came over to him and crouched down before he chair. "Are you alright?"
He ran his hands over his face again. "Are they still here? I should go back down," he told her, trying to force himself to stop crying and just face things like he always did.
"Sirius and Remus thought it best they go home for the night. Sirius is willing to meet you tomorrow if you want," she told him.
"So they just left me again?" Harry accused bitterly.
She shook her head and reached out a hand. He pulled back a little and she stopped, eventually dropping her hand. "No. They didn't leave you. If you want, I am sure I can have them come back?"
He took in a shuttering breath and then let it out. "I don't want Mr. Lupin to come back." He took in another deep breath and let it out. "Why did they leave me? Why did Sirius give me to Hagrid? Why did Mr. Lupin never try to find me?"
She gave him a sad smile. "Harry, we haven't told you yet, but we think Sirius never wanted to leave you that night. Part of why he is still undergoing treatments is that he was compulsed, confounded and obliviated. The three in conjunction with each other at the same time is known to lead to mental instability and make people do things that they might not otherwise. Sirius Black didn't abandon you, Harry. He was forced to leave you. Some of this will come out at Dumbledore's trial in a few days. There are some other revelations I would like to talk with you about tomorrow, but I want you to know that Sirius never meant to leave you."
His eyes were clouded with tears.
"Why?"
She sighed. He watched some internal struggle go through her mind. "If I promise to tell you tomorrow, will you be able to get some sleep tonight?"
He frowned. "I don't like secrets. You told me you wouldn't keep anything from me unless you needed to as my guardian."
"And I will not. I have no secrets about you that I will not tell you someday, but I think you are a little young and should focus on school, your friends and what Healer Anne has you working on," she replied in a solemn tone. It was the tone of a concerned parent.
Harry was finally able to stop the tears on the whole. Hearing that Sirius had never wanted to leave him was comforting. "Are you going to let me go to Dumbledore's trial?"
"I don't think it best for you right now. You and Susan are going to go to the Abbotts for the day. It is actually going to be a closed trial now with only a few media members and the Wizengamot. There are things that will come out that could be detrimental to you or others if the general populace knew. I am doing this not because you don't deserve to be there, but because my first responsibility is to keep you and Susan safe. As I said, I will talk to you tomorrow and tell you all I can," she informed him.
Harry took a long time before he nodded. In the few months she had been his guardian he had never felt she was misleading, controlling or attempting to abuse him. Amelia had been honest. Telling him what he thought was most of what was going on, and being honest when she felt he wasn't old enough or that it was something he didn't need to know. She had also protected him and made sure he was taken care of. No one had ever done that for him before.
Tonight, he needed a few more answers though. "Why did Dumbledore do that to Sirius and why did he send me to my relatives?"
Amelia gave him a concerned look. "You won't rest without those answers tonight, will you?"
He shook his head.
"Dumbledore got to your house just after Voldemort killed your parents. When he found you, he did a few diagnostics on your scar and thought it was something very dangerous. In his arrogance and fear, he thought it best to hide you away and put up some pretty illegal wards on your relative's house, thinking that blood wards based on love and the connection of family would protect you. He essentially kidnapped you, compelled Sirius to leave you with him and to chase after Pettigrew. I am still unsure how he repressed your parents will, but without the reading, Sirius in Azkaban and when your Aunt Alice was attacked a few days later, none of us knew where you had gone," she told him. "I'm sorry I didn't look for you myself. I have no excuse except that I was trying to take care of Susan and still dealing with my brother's death while we were trying to round up the Death Eaters."
Harry reached up to run his hand over his scar. He really couldn't feel it anymore. In the mirror it was just a thin white line now. He didn't blame Amelia. "What did he think was in my scar?"
"You know how you have faced off against Voldemort twice now?"
He suddenly felt a little sick. "You mean he was somehow possessing me like Quirrell? Is he still in me? Amelia, he made Quirrell kill unicorns..." He was panicky. Harry really wasn't used to dealing with so many emotions.
"Harry, it is alright now! You were never possessed like Quirrell or in danger like Ginny Weasley of having him use you to come back," she told him. "Whatever it was in your scar is gone now. That is why it has healed."
He searched her eyes for a few before relaxing back into the chair. "You are sure?"
"Certain."
After a moment, he nodded.
"Do you need to ask me anything else tonight?" asked Amelia.
He shook his head, having enough to work through as it was.
She nodded and reached for one of his hands again. He didn't pull back this time and she squeezed it before pulling back. "If you want, Susan wanted to play a board game before bed. We will be in the family sitting room if you want to come join us, or I can ask Sirius to come back?"
He shook his head. "I think I just want to be alone for a while."
"Sure. If you need anything, you call Dobby or any of our elves. If you need to talk some more, just let me know," she offered.
"I just need some time alone."
She nodded, stood up and surprised him when she leaned over and kissed him on the top of the head. He stiffened, never having any adult care for him this much before. "I'll see you at breakfast."
"Sure," Harry replied, his world feeling shaken to the core tonight.
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  June 19, 1994


  Rotherham, England

Tori was at her door. "Are you coming down," her younger sister enquired.
Astoria was a little over two years younger and had just completed her first year at Hogwarts. Now twelve, the girl was looking more a doppelganger to their mother than Daphne did.
"Of course. Why wouldn't I?"
"I thought you might be reading that letter from Potter again," Tori said with a smirk.
Daphne put on her emotionless mask. They had only seen each other yesterday, so it had been a surprise to see Harry's white snowy owl show this afternoon. There was something in the tone of it that had her worried for her friend. "Whether I read it more than once is not your concern."
"So you were reading it again!" Tori said gleefully.
"Drop it," Daphne warned.
The knowing smirk her sister gave her was annoying. "Not even Tracey sends you a letter less than a day after we get home."
She glared at her sister as they made their way down to the dining room. They lived in a moderate sized mansion. The first floor of the west wing had their parents suite, a guest room, a small library and their mothers solar. Tori and her were on the East Wing, with two other guest rooms, an old play room and a spare room.
The first floor had a large and small dining room, the kitchens, the main library, their father's study, a game's room and a few parlours. The main atrium was rather large and had hosted a few small dances, with the small parlours around it providing places for people to socialize.
Tori kept looking at her expectantly. Daphne didn't deign to say anything.
Their parents were already seated as Daphne took up her seat on one side of the table. It could easily sit eight with their parents on either end. With only four, they had lots of room so she didn't feel hemmed in.
Their elf, Ginger, served them all before a word was said.
"Dennis has obtained a box to the Quidditch World Cup in August," her father opened the conversation. "It can seat twenty and right now there will only be twelve of us."
Daphne couldn't keep her excitement in and Tori just about bounced in her seat. "Are we going!? I want to see Ireland beat Spain after they knocked out England," Tori said excitedly.
Their father chuckled as their mother shook her head. "Do you have to get them all worked up at the dinner table?"
"I still say Bulgaria is going to be facing off against Ireland. Of course, they both have one more match in two weeks, so it could be Spain and Peru," Daphne put in.
"It will be Ireland and Bulgaria. Krum is just too good and no one is catching the Irish chasers," their father said, ignoring their mother.
Daphne nodded. "Krum is very good. I am not sure any of the remaining teams could challenge Krum."
"I bet I know someone who can," Tori said mischievously.
Daphne gave Tori an evil eye to keep her mouth shut.
"And who would that be?" father asked curiously.
"Potter," Tori blurted and gave a little squeak as she pulled back, making Daphne just miss getting her leg with her foot.
"That is enough, girls. This is the dinner table," their mother chastised. Daphne gave a mean glare to Tori.
"Scion Potter is good, but I don't know if he is on the same level as Victor Krum," father put to them. "The one game I saw him in he seemed a little reckless."
"Potter is very good. How many snitches do you have from him... OWWW!"
This time her foot did make contact.
"Daphne, you are fourteen, you can act your age. And you, young lady, stop antagonizing your sister." Their mother gave Tori a pointed look. "Now, what is this about snitches?" mother put to her.
She knew her face was a little flush. She hadn't told mother or father about the two Harry had given her yet. "It's nothing, mother."
Tori's eyes were a little watery as she rubbed her shin. "Potter gave her both snitches he caught since Christmas. One is on her nightstand," Tori told them.
"Really? Are you and Scion Potter getting along well?" her father asked in a mild tone as he started to eat the beef on his plate.
"Harry...," she emphasized to Tori. She was not going to call him Scion Potter or anything else unless she had to. "...has given me the snitches he caught. Yes, we are getting along well. His help got me second in class this year."
"Was that his owl that came by the house earlier?" mother enquired.
"Yes."
Tori gave her a hard look, looking for revenge. "She has been reading his letter all afternoon. Did he profess his love for you?"
Daphne felt the heat rise in her. "He did not!" she said in a scandalized tone, though there was a quick thought she wished he had. It was one she hadn't had before. One where Harry did just that... "Harry was only asking if he could come over soon. Either to work on our summer revisions or just to take a walk or something."
Both her parents gave her a knowing look that brought up flutterings in her. Tori wasn't done though, "I bet he wants to take a walk. There is the old kissing tree down by the pond that grandfather used to tell us about with grandmother."
She wanted to be anywhere else right now but here. "I am not going to kiss Harry," she said much louder than she meant too.
"Astoria, that is enough. You aren't old enough to worry about something like that," their father ordered.
This time Astoria looked chastened. "Yes, father."
Daphne, not wanting to back down, met her father's gaze when he cleared his throat. They both stared at each other for a long few minutes. "Did Harry say when he would like to come over?"
"No, father. He isn't one to impose that way," she told him honestly.
The man nodded. "You and Astoria are staying home the day of Dumbledore's trial. If he is not going, you could invite him and Susan over."
She tried not to let the small smile creep to her face that she wanted to show. Father and mother were always so controlling on whom they could associate with outside of school. The fact they would let Harry over again was something that had the flutterings kick up even more. Yes, he was handsome, but that was not all she thought about him.
"I will write back to him this evening and let him know," she replied.
There was a pause before her father went on. "Harry will be welcome to come here whenever we are not busy this summer. I will talk with Amelia as well."
She couldn't help it, her mouth opened a little, as did Tori's. "Really?" Tori asked disbelievingly.
"You will all be spending some time together this summer as it is. Amelia has agreed to start giving you some private tutoring at Grace Hall and we have decided to share the tuition on a summer tutor. Harry, Hannah, Susan, Neville, Tracey and Blaise shall be joining you. Starting in July, you will be spending two afternoons a week on etiquette and your fourth-year course work," their mother said. "Amanda and Astoria will have be joining you as well."
Both girls looked a little shocked still. They had never been given such access to friends like this before. She debated if she should push it or not before deciding to be a little more like her Gryffindor friends. "Will Hermione be joining us? I would not think it fair to get extra tuition and not invite her. I want to get ahead of her because I do better, not because I get a leg up."
Her mother raised an eyebrow at her. Her father snorted. "Remind me why you are a Slytherin with an attitude like that?"
She could tell he was joking, but she rose to the bait, still feeling flustered about Harry. "Just because I am ambitious and can be sly does not mean I can't be a good person, or friend," she added. "Hermione is also the brightest in our year. I have learned from her."
"Ah, the 'she is resourceful' gambit. Now I remember," her father teased.
She glared at the man.
"I will extend an invitation to Ms. Granger. When you are done eating, Ginger has made the chocolate cake you both like so much," mother told them.
Tori's eyes lit up and she started to eat instead of giving Daphne a hard time. As Daphne started to eat, she eyed Tori. Her sister would get her comeuppance soon.
"Do you think Scion Potter would enjoy accompanying us to the World Quidditch Cup?" her father mused.
She couldn't keep her smile down this time. "Oh, can we invite him? Harry would love that."
"I know someone else who would love it too," Tori said quietly, a small smirk on her face as she put some beef into her mouth. Daphne wanted to kick her again.
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  June 20, 1994


  London, England

Diagon Alley was pretty busy. There were parents with children, older students he recognized from school and just the general congregation of Wizards in one of the only places in England that was made for wizards.
It was a nice day, so he sat at a table before Fortescue’s Ice Cream Parlour eating a butter toffee ice cream with some caramel and whipped cream. Across from him, Sirius was leaning back in a chair, his half-eaten cup of plain vanilla just sitting there.
Amelia had let Sirius take him out, with Mr. Lupin staying a respectable distance away.
"Your mum used to like toffee. It was one of the few sweets she would always get," Sirius said conversationally.
Harry slowed. He had been eating to avoid talking much. He was still processing what Amelia and him had talked about the last two days, but he was already forgiving Sirius. He stopped and looked at Sirius. "What was my mum like?"
The man's eyes drifted off Harry, looking at something he couldn't see. "When we first got to Hogwarts, she was a bit of a pain. We all thought James to be barking mad to want to get to know her. She always followed the rules, was top of class from the end of the first month and more driven than anyone I ever met. Many in the house wondered how she was made a Gryffindor instead of a Ravenclaw. Personally, I think if she hadn't been a muggleborn, she would have been a Slytherin."
"Anyways, it wasn't until around Halloween of our first year that Lily really started to pay any attention to James. James decided to prank her to get her attention. Lily loved her hair and was very proud of her Muggle parents. When she woke one day, her hair was jet black and the picture of her parents next to her bed had been changed so they all looked the same."
He cringed at what ever he was remembering. "She knew right away who had done it. James was waiting for her and laughed at the stormy look on her face. She marched up to him, didn't give him any warning before punching him in the face and then took out her wand. As you know, Muggleborn don't usually do well the first few months. Lily, though, she was a natural."
Sirius laughed at something. "None of us suspected she would know how to do the leg-lock or hair growing jinxes yet. She was so powerful and sure of what she could do, even at eleven, that James had to hop around for almost two hours before a fifth-year prefect finally taught us how to do finite incantatum. Of course, I spent those two hours laughing my arse off. His hair was also long and looked better than most girls in the entire house. Remus had just shaken his head while Peter snickered for the rest of the day."
Harry laughed a little. "My father really was a prankster?"
"You have no idea, pup. That was the type of person Lily was though. She was intelligent. Merlin, I think she could have given Dumbledore a run for his galleons. She was also extremely loyal and cared deeply for anyone she let in. But if you upset her, you better run or she would get her revenge. As she got older, she would also step up and defend anyone that was having issues, especially as the pureblood tripe got worse." Sirius stopped, still looking lost in whatever was going on in his head.
"Professor McGonagall said I am a bit like her," he confessed.
Sirius nodded and focused on Harry again. "From what I hear, it sounds that way. Have you gotten into any trouble for just goofing off? I can't tell you how many times I polished those trophies or washed a floor when we got caught the first few years."
Harry frowned. Until recently, Harry had never had the chance. It had always been one worry or bad situation into another. "It's mostly been Snape giving me detentions when he thinks I do something wrong in class," Harry admitted.
Sirius frowned. "Has Snivellus been giving you issues?"
Harry shrugged. "He is not my favorite teacher."
"Harry, if you are having issues, you can tell me, or Amelia. Snape and us did not get along in school. Has he been giving you a hard time?"
Harry shrugged again. "It's not just me. What was my father like?"
The man gave him a discerning eye for a few before saying, "James? Where do I begin?" He snorted, as though at some internal joke. "Your father was a complete arse when we first went to Hogwarts. I was too. Probably why we got along so well."
Harry's eyes went wide and Sirius laughed at his reaction. "It is true. We were both arses. We pulled pranks on everyone, thought we were the biggest shites in the school and," he sighed, "we were bullies in a way too. I never would have believed or said otherwise, but the Healers at St. Mungo's have had me going back and looking at a lot of things."
"Up through the start of fifth-year, we earned a lot of the ire many felt towards us. Understand, pup, we were both raised as the heirs of our houses, purebloods with generations of tradition behind us, taught to think we were better than everyone and expected to be when we took up our rights on the Wizengamot. We acted that way. Remus and Peter were our friends and we would have done anything for them, but I think until James and I started to mature, they were along more for the ride. Remus had always tried to reign us in, but we usually just did what we wanted to," Sirius told him.
Harry sat there for a moment. He was going to avoid the topic of Pettigrew for now. Sirius said the man's name with some contempt. "Is that why my mum didn't like you or my dad? Hagrid and a few others said they didn't seem to get along until sixth year."
Sirius chuckled. "I don't know if 'not like' is strong enough. James and her used to bicker like nothing else when he would pull a prank or get caught out after hours. She would be furious with him for loosing points and then earning them back the next day. He was about the only one that gave her a real challenge when it came to the practical wand subjects. He just didn't do as well on the written stuff. She used to yell at him all the time for that."
He sighed now. "I think the real turning point was because of something that happened just after our O.W.L.’s."
"What happened?"
"Nothing for you to be concerned with. After that though, James changed. He became more serious. More focused. We never put up with those that followed the pureblood tripe. They were usually the ones getting the worst of our pranks and jokes. After that day though, James became very protective of Lily and all the other Muggleborn," Sirius told him.
"I think it was that change in attitude, and the fact he started to buckle down in school, that had her finally accepting a date into Hogsmeade our sixth-year. James had been asking her since start of fifth year, but it wasn't until close to the end of sixth year she finally accepted. James and Lily were a good couple and some of the finest people I have ever known."
Harry was taking it all in. "So, my father did become this great man everyone always says he was."
Sirius chuckled. "It was always there, it just took him growing up to show it. James would never admit it, but he was starting to act more like your grandfather. Fleamont was someone many looked up to and followed. I owe Uncle Fleamont and Aunt Euphemia more than I can ever say. James was getting there."
He caught someone shifting against the wall and Harry looked at Mr. Lupin. Sirius followed his gaze. "Remus still cares about you, pup."
Harry frowned. "He sure has a way of showing it," he remarked bitterly.
Sirius sighed. "Did anyone tell you that he was found to have some of the same compulsions and even potions that many of the staff did at Hogwarts?"
"No," he said. Amelia did not mention that. He was wondering if that was some of what she said she would not talk about until the trial was over.
Sirius looked at Mr. Lupin. "He won't tell you, but it appears Dumbledore had been doing that for years. Every time they would wear off and he would start asking about you or looking for you, Dumbledore would hit him again. He is sorry."
Harry pursed his lips, unsure if he was ready to accept the truth yet. Harry had needed someone all those years and no one ever came. "He looked for me?" Harry asked in a small voice.
"A few times. Then Dumbledore would get to him." There was a long silence before Sirius broke it up. "You about done? I want to go to Quality Quidditch. I need a new broom and some gear so I can show you some stuff from my days of playing. I can't teach you to be a Seeker, but I was a fair Chaser."
Harry raised an eyebrow. "They let old people like you fly?"
Sirius glared at him for a few before he broke out into raucous laughter. "Cheeky little blighter. I'll show you how to fly," the man threatened him. Harry just smirked at the man.
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  June 21, 1994


  London, England

Like at Sirius' trial, Harry sat with Susan, Neville, Hannah and Lady Abbott. Hannah's older brother, Charlie, was with them today. Hannah and Lady Abbot were in wine coloured robes, denoting their status as family members of one on the Wizengamot, while the rest of them were in a more plum colour, denoting they they were Heirs or Heiresses of their Houses. They all wore their house crests on their right breasts.
The main Wizengamot chambers on the second level were large. More than three hundred desks and seats were below them in a semi-circle. As he had been told, one hundred and ninety-three houses were inheritance seats, and another eighty-one were voted seats. With the full court in session, two-hundred and seventy-four seats would be present today. At one time, every seat below was filled with an inheritance seat.
His friends all had bored looks on their faces. Like Harry, most of them were sitting in the spectator seats for the first time, finally being old enough to at least see what a full Wizengamot meet was like. Luckily they were only required to be here today, and only until the first break. After that, they could go back home.
Harry liked that thought. He had a home to go back too.
Of course, they would be here most of the day with the plans they had for the first break.
Daphne, Tracey, Zabini and Bulstrode were sitting a few rows over from them. After today, when the alliance was announced, they could all sit together for now on. In their year group, Harry was realizing how unusual it was to have so many scions or heiresses. Many of the houses below didn't have children old enough, or were so old that he didn't recognize many of the adults in similar robes to him or the Abbots. It was like a generation of house heirs were missing. Had the Blood Wars of Voldemort been that bad?
There was a section for reporters, but almost all the spectators were either heirs or family members. He frowned to see very few in plain coloured robes. "Why are there so few not wearing robes like us?" he asked Neville.
"The solstice meets are for Wizengamot members only or their families. Many of the heirs are younger than us right now. Anyone else is by invitation only by either the Minister or Chief Warlock. All the other meetings are open to the general public," Neville answered.
"Why? Isn't this where most of the new legislation is introduced and voted on?" Harry enquired.
"Yeah. Auntie wants to change the rules, but this is the tradition and current laws," Susan added.
"No wonder most Halfbloods and Muggleborn feel so left out," Harry commented.
Hannah was right behind them today and leaned down. "Father is hoping that this new alliance can change a lot of that in a few years."
"I think Lord Greengrass honestly wants to change much of this," Charlie added from behind them.
As more people filled in the seats around them, they fell mostly quiet, not wanting to give up the surprise. Harry just secretly hoped there would not be other surprises.
Below, he found Sirius sitting in a row of chairs at the front-center of the hall. Three others were there too. They were either members taking up their seats, or newly voted in. Amelia was sitting next to Madam Longbottom and Lord Abbot about halfway up and towards the middle section.
Lord Greengrass, Davis and Lady Zabini were near each other in the center of the room. Lord Bulstrode was near Malfoy, Nott, Crabbe, Goyle, Parkinson and a few other of his cronies.
Neville pointed out Lord Patil and Lord Brown. Harry didn't know which other houses might be involved in this, but that was all the ones that had children in their year. There were about twenty other houses that had Heirs or children in Hogwarts.
Soon Harry and the rest of his group would be able to get to know Blaise Zabini and Millicent Bulstrode better. That one meeting with Blaise had left mixed feelings. The boy acted the uppity pureblood, and didn't seem to totally agree with his mother, but he hadn't treated them poorly or talked about Hermione or any other muggleborn in a bad way. He actually complimented Hermione on her grades at one point.
Harry was taken out of his reverie as the gavel pounded. The noise around the room subsided.
Minister Fudge was standing at the podium. He had been told that was the traditional person to open the Solstice meets, where the Chief Warlock or Proxy handled all other meets.
"Order. I call this meet to order. The two-hundred and eighty-seventh Summer Solstice meeting of the Wizengamot shall be called to order. Court Scribe, please conduct a roll call and status of all Houses," the Minister said in a bored tone.
Harry was soon blinking as the woman went through close to two-hundred and fifty houses before getting to those that had been voted in. More than fifty Houses were not present. Neville told him that was either because the heir of the house was too young, or the current Lord or Lady had decided not to show. Most of those were elderly and cared little for all this anymore.
It was a sign of what he had been picking up on of the issues with the purebloods and their society.
As each House acknowledged they were there, they had been asked to announce their affiliation. This was mostly split between four factions: The Conservative, which held most of the blood purists, supremacists and former Death Eaters. The Neutrals, which traditionally held those that tended to support many of the Conservative ideals and views, but were more moderate in some areas. The Moderates, like the Bones and Potters, were Houses that leaned more towards the progressives, but tried to act more as a balancing power. Finally the Progressives. This held just about every House that considered itself light and the antithesis of the Conservatives.
Inside all that were the alliances, which were not required to be announced, but were open secrets.
The first stir was when Lord Abbot moved his house from the Progressives to the Moderates. Sirius claiming the seat of the Blacks and declaring himself a Moderate had many looking surprised. Amelia kept the Bones in the Moderates, while declaring the Potters a Neutral House. That was a move not as well received. Harry knew she had been approached by a few to join him into the Progressives when it was found she had been made Regent of the Potters.
The Bulstrodes changed to the Neutrals, which had Malfoy and a few others glaring at Lord Bulstrode, who was a large man with a balding head.
A few others changed around, but Amelia declaring the Potters a Neutral House had murmurs turn into a loud rumbling. It was enough that Fudge had to bang his gavel and demand silence. When Lady Zabini declared herself Neutral, there was an undercurrent that they all picked up on. People around the chamber knew something was up, but didn't know what.
It took close to an hour-and-a-half to call all in the chamber. Harry didn't blame most of those assembled to look bored or tired. He had stopped paying attention a while ago and had only focused when his name or those in the front seats were called. He was starting to think he may not want to be a Lord as he watched the proceedings. Sirius had only agreed to take up the Black's seat because it would help Harry and their new Alliance.
The next hour-and-a-half minutes after that was the boring task of going over important items from the last meeting and bringing the bills that would be voted over the next few days. Nothing really exciting occurred until a bill on Muggleborn taxes was brought up. As Lord Nott proposed, the Muggleborn and their parents were not paying enough taxes. Thus, it was proposed to add an additional four percent tax to all items sold in Diagon Alley and Hogsmeade to muggleborn or those with a muggle parent. It would be the responsibility of the shop owners with a possible five-hundred galleon fine if they did not collect the tax.
When the Greengrasses, and fourteen other houses that usually voted with them, helped to shoot down the proposal, it was apparent something was different in the Wizengamot today. Especially when Amelia and those around her voted the same way. Of course, the Progressives had as well, but it was more the fact that more Neutrals than ever seemed to vote whichever way Lord Greengrass went, and that Amelia and the Potter Regent followed suit.
By the time the mid-day recess was called, it was obvious that many around them were looking towards his group and Daphne's. Harry got up and as they walked out, he waited for Daphne to come up to them. Lady Abbot nodded to Lady Greengrass and Davis. Harry bowed, hoping he got it right before all these people watching. He had been coached that this was the point that people would realize there was a new alliance.
"Good day, Heiress Greengrass, Lady Greengrass. I would invite you to attend lunch with myself and my allies," he offered to Daphne.
Daphne curtsied and her mother inclined her head. "I think we find that acceptable today. I assume Madam Bones, Madam Longbottom, Lord Abbot and Lord Black will be joining us?"
"Yes, Lady Greengrass. We already have a private room reserved at the Wands End. The House of Potter is hosting," Harry said loud enough for many around them to hear. He was praying he was playing his part right.
Behind them was Lady Davis, Charlie and the others.
"You do not mind if those I am escorting join us? I am sure my Lord Greengrass, Lord Davis, Lady Zabini and Lord Bulstrode would not be opposed to meeting with you before the session is called again?" Lady Greengrass enquired.
Lady Abbott responded. "All those that would like to talk with Scion Potter and those I escort are welcome. Scion Potter, perhaps you should offer Heiress Greengrass an escort to the restaurant?"
Lady Greengrass inclined her head again. "I think my daughter would like that."
Daphne's eyes had not left his and there was a certain anticipatory glint to them. Harry held out his arm. "Heiress Greengrass, would you do me the honour?"
Daphne demurely dipped her head. "It would be an honor, Scion Potter." Daphne slipped her arm into his. A flash went off somewhere nearby. He had been warned this might bring attention to them. It was tantamount to announcing the alliance. It also meant from this moment forward Harry would not have to hide his friendship with this cute, dark-hair girl.
They met their other guardians and parents. It was a two-hour recess for today. Tomorrow and the next would only be an hour, but this was traditional for alliances and others to mingle or plan on the legislation that had been presented.
Harry was a little flush and more than a little proud to have Daphne holding his arm. He saw a few questioning glances from older people or other classmates. He even caught a few envious looks, like Malfoy. Harry tried hard to ignore the ponce or the look his father gave him. The man's face was so emotionless it disturbed Harry some with how the man's eyes burned into him. The last time he had come face-to-face with Lucius Malfoy his face was covered with unadulterated rage and the man had tried to kill him...
Having Amelia and the others around him had the man and his clutch giving them all apprehensive, emotionless or angry faces. No one in their group said much of anything as they went up to the main atrium and took the floo to Diagon Alley. The Leaky Cauldron was busy and the children were all let through between the adults. Harry had a feeling as though they were being guarded as they walked out of the entry way in the back. It wasn't until they were out back of the Leaky Cauldron, that conversation finally took up.
"How did you like your first look at the Wizengamot," Amelia asked as she walked next to Daphne and him.
"Honestly?" Harry asked.
"It is usually best to be as honest as possible," Daphne told him.
"Can I bring a book next time?" he queried.
Susan, Tracey and Hannah laughed behind them. "We all asked the same before we went today," Hannah spoke up.
"It was rather boring," Neville supplied.
"It is very important though," Lord Greengrass said in a serious tone. "Most of you are going to be sitting on that floor in the future. You should know the traditions of our government. More importantly, you should know how to read all those around you. Daphne, what can you tell me about Lord Winters and Lady Carrow?"
Daphne stood a little taller, her arm holding his a little tighter. "Lord Winters and Lady Carrow will most likely support the bill requiring all Werewolves to register with the ministry to work and for them to be restricted in their job choices. I think they will vote with you, father, for the increase to the hit wizard squads and back the new budget deal to increase tariffs on certain potion ingredients."
Her father nodded and Harry looked at her. Her father went on as they made the restaurant. "And why?"
"I saw them talking with Undersecretary Umbridge before the meeting and the nod Lord Winters gave you when the bills came up. Lady Carrow and Lord Winters are the head of their group and most times all six members vote which ever way Lord Winters does. They are both known supporters of the Blood Purists," she answered.
The man nodded and ushered them into the restaurant. "Afternoon, Ms. Wendyl. I believe you have a room reserved for Scion Potter?"
Lord Greengrass was addressing a woman in a finely cut blue witches robes who was standing at a podium with a busy restaurant just behind them. She nodded. "Of course, Lord Greengrass. If you would just follow me, we have the Merlin Room for you up the stairs."
"Thank you," the man said.
He let go of Daphne's arm and motioned for her to go up first. The room was large, large enough to handle the twenty people in their party with room to spare. He was sat next to Daphne with Amelia on his right and Susan beyond her. Daphne's father sat at the head of the table with Lady Greengrass and Lady Zabini across from them.
"I know you all are on a short schedule here today, so if you are agreeable, I would bring a selection for you all to choose from and can have it on the table in about ten minutes," Ms. Wendyl offered.
"That is fine today. Would you bring up your best elven wine as well?"
"Of course, Lord Greengrass. You will have three waiters today. Evalyn, Jasper and Wendy will be up in just a moment with your wine and to get any other drinks. There is already some water, butterbeer and a fine 1956 vintage on the table," she nodded her head and left the room.
"At the behest of the Greengrasses and Potters, if you don't mind Scion Potter, I would like to welcome you all here. I filed the paperwork this morning declaring a formal Alliance between House Greengrass and House Potter. The Bones, Longbottoms, Zabini, Davis, Abbotts and Bulstrodes are recognized as members." The man took up the wine glass already on the table. "This afternoon I plan to announce our new allegiances by striking down the Anti-werewolf legislation as a gesture of good will. Amelia has mentioned how this bill will create more issues for her department and most are not an issue."
"Are you sure that wise, Anders," Lady Zabini questioned as she reached for a wine glass. Harry copied Daphne as she took up her own glass.
"I do, Phoenicia. There is another bill that Amelia will be presenting tomorrow. First though, to the Potter-Greengrass Alliance and our friends here today," the man said, holding up the glass and taking a sip as the others followed suit.
"I agree with your sentiment, Anders, but are you jumping to fast? I know there are some that did not look happy with our display," Lord Bulstrode put to him.
"I would think that was the reason for this, Garrett," Amelia replied.
Lady Zabini nodded. "Yes. That is part of it. Anders, I am not that comfortable voting against the werewolf legislation. You know what they can do."
"Phoenicia, I understand, but the new legislation I will bring up tomorrow will make the ingredients for wolfsbane potion more readily available and expand the possible working conditions they can take if they take the potion each month. I have said for years that if we give the werewolves more leeway, not less..." Amelia responded.
Daphne nudged his arm. "Would you mind if we join your group for the second half of today?" Daphne asked him.
Harry had a smile come over his face. "I would enjoy that."
She finally let her mask fall and a smile come on her face. "Father has also said I could invite you over Tuesday. Maybe you could bring one of your brooms and we could go flying out back?"
His smile grew broader. As the talk around the table centered on the Wizengamot, Harry and Daphne started to talk about Quidditch. He knew she was a Hornets fan already. As they talked, they disregarded the rest of the table. It was a rather chuffed Harry that left the restaurant with Daphne on his arm again. When they made it back into the Wizengamot chamber, it was a rather larger group that sat together.
"How late will this go today?" Harry asked.
"It is tradition to call it by six each evening, so another four hours or so," Neville replied. Harry didn't miss that Tracey was sitting with Neville. Daphne was next to him with Susan, Hannah, Blaise, Millicent and Roger behind them. Charlie was sitting one row up with the Ladies that were escorting them all.
"I am just glad we are not required to be here for all these," Hannah added from behind.
Daphne nodded. "Yes, but it is rather inciteful. Can you see how people are rearranging themselves? Malfoy has brought a few houses that he normally would not care about closer to where he is now, and a few houses have moved. I think my father and Madam Bones have been doing more back room deals than expected and without Dumbledore here and the Potters declaring themselves Neutral, many of the Progressives look very uneasy. More uneasy than the Conservatives."
"I think you have been paying more attention than we thought," Lady Greengrass commented.
Daphne just looked around. "You and father told me what to look for."
Her mother nodded. "Maybe you can teach Scion Potter what to look for?"
"Yes, mother," Daphne intoned. She leaned over towards Harry. "Are you alright with this?"
"It has to be more entertaining than just watching everyone talk or argue down there," he said dryly. Amelia was giving them a choice to come tomorrow or not. Harry was seriously thinking of not, unless Daphne came.
Daphne acted as though she was trying not to laugh. "Behave," she admonished, but didn't sound like she meant it.
Harry gave her a smirk. "Only because the Lady asks."
"You are insufferable. Now, watch Lord Malfoy and Nott. They look rather tense and he has nodded to a few in his camp in the last ten minutes. Each one has requested time to talk. He is either trying to decide who supports them right now or delay the vote, maybe until tomorrow, or even the next meet at the equinox, when he can try to get more support," Daphne whispered. The others around them didn't intrude into this little bubble as Daphne helped him on things he would have missed. The four hours they were there before the evening recess was called didn't seem to drag out and they were both pressing their arms and legs against each other so that they could talk quietly.
While they did, the two didn't notice how many around them were looking at the group. Lady Abbot and Greengrass were not as oblivious.
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  June 23, 1994


  London, England

Albus still felt the ache in his joints. It had spent more than two-and-a-half months in Azkaban, and another almost two months in this undisclosed location. He prided himself in knowing just about everything about the Ministry and its going ons. With all his substantial knowledge and contacts, he had to admit he had no idea where he was. At least this cell allowed him to look outside, but it wasn't any help with the constant mist outside. He could see nothing more than a sloping lawn before the world faded into grey nothingness.
In two days he was to be transported to the Ministry to face his trial. This was something he was not looking forward too. The charges that had piled up appeared to have good evidence, implicated him in many illegal activities, but he had only done it all for the Greater Good. Those words sounded a little hollow right now. Looking at the shear volume of what he had done was making him doubt himself.
The most troubling thing was that Albus had no Solicitor. Three had turned him down and now he was going to be represented by a DMLE Barrister. He would much prefer to just represent himself, and may still, but the optics would not look good.
Elphias had not returned since the last time he had talked with him. There were many out there that still believed in him, but he had a sinking feeling that much of his support on the Wizengamot had dried up or would soon.
Because of all this, he had finally decided that he would take the plea deal that Amelia had offered him two months ago.
He heard the sound of the iron door opening down the corridor.
Albus reached out his magic, something he couldn't do on the forsaken isle. As he did, he stirred and sat up. When the door opened, he blinked at the man standing in the doorway. They just looked at each other for a few. Someone had finally come for him and he wasn't sure what might be the best option.
"You didn't kill anyone?"
The calm droll of his most fervent supporter answered, "I am no fool. If I was to do this and kill all the guards you would be hunted down like a dog. Are you coming or not?"
Albus was being offered an opportunity to leave. If he did, he still kept some of the secrets and plans that he had fought to keep from Amelia. There was a part of him that had held out hope he would get out and be able to continue his plans. Tom could not be allowed to come to power again and there was much work to do. Now that Harry was no longer marked, Albus was not sure the prophesy still applied. The boy was no where near the equal to Tom, and Albus had made sure of that.
Going forward he saw only three paths.
The first, he would tell Amelia everything, allowing him to step back and retire.
The second and third option required him to leave this cell. One he would have to find a way to get Harry Potter and train him. The other would write Harry out of his plans and require Albus to look for the horcruxes and eliminate them himself.
"We do not have all night, Albus. I expect alarms are going off or the aurors will be notified when the next check does not occur. Either way, more Aurors will be on their way soon," the man informed him.
"Do you have my wand?" That would be important, but not crucial. It would be better if his wand was not returned or claimed before he died.
"I have a wand for you, or we can get another. Are you leaving?" the man pressed.
Albus stood, his knees popping. He felt like he had aged years in the last few months. "I need some things from my office."
"That will not be possible. Hogwarts allowed Minerva in the Headmaster offices now and all your belonging are being transferred to the DMLE for holding, pending your trial. We really must go," Severus was more insistent.
"Severus, if you are caught, you will be sent to Azkaban," Albus told him.
"That is going to happen either way. I was dismissed the day after the Express left. I only just missed the Aurors at my house. It appears some of my teaching and other methods have been questioned," Severus snarled out.
Albus sighed. He had warned Severus for years his actions may have consequences.
"Let us be off then. There are places and associates that will never betray me. I need to know what resources we have... and then I must know some information before I trust you with some of my own," Albus told the man. Perhaps his constant secrecy had been harmful, but he had learned at the tit of his mother to do so. There were secrets his family had that were not to be told to anyone. Since he was young, younger than even when he went to Hogwarts, he had been taught how to hold secrets and work from the shadows. That had been a necessary skill after his father had gone to Azkaban.
His father had done what anyone would have to see their daughter assaulted like that. Unexpected had been the response from the Wizarding world. A response that had been engineered from one of his family’s big political rivals.
Yes. Albus had learned to keep secrets and work from the shadows until you had to act on your own.
As he followed Severus, they passed a guard room that had four stunned guards. Outside, four more were found by the doors. It was an old abbey they had been in. "Take this. It is the only way to leave without losing your mind," Severus told him, handing over an auror badge.
Dumbledore suddenly knew where he was. "That is the mist of Avalon," Dumbledore whispered. Some how the Ministry knew where Avalon and Camelot was? He had heard rumors but never believed them. If the rumors were true, no one could pass the mists in either direction without losing their mind. Many were no better than if they had been kissed by a dementor. Others were raving lunatics, not to be believed. "How did you find me?"
"I still have contacts in the Ministry. All those here are hit wizards working for the Unspeakables.”
“Ah, I see,” Albus replied.
“We must go. Godric Hollow?" Severus asked.
Albus shook his head. "I still have a family house that no one should know about. Take my hand," Albus told the man.
Albus would need to return here some day. If the legends were to be true, then there was power here greater than the Deathly Hallows. It was a power he may need as he was starting to feel his own wane.
They both dissaparated with a loud crack.

  -oOo-


  June 24, 1994


  London, England

The door to his room burst open. Harry rolled, grabbed his wand. "Glacius! Flipendo!" Harry cried out. He knew he wasn't supposed to be doing magic outside of school, but he wouldn't let his Uncle get him again.
There was a bright flash as his spells hit an invisible barrier and ricochet into the room.
"Harry, stop! It's just Amelia," a woman rapidly said.
Harry stopped, his wand still up. He was taking in ragged breaths. It took a moment to realized that Amelia was standing in the doorway, her wand up and staring at him. He let out a burst of air and collapsed onto the floor. His pajamas were soaked through with sweat and his body shaking. It took a few blinks to realize he had been having a nightmare. He had met with Anne yesterday and she had him talking about his relatives again.
"I am going to lower my wand and come in," Amelia said in a soft tone.
Harry felt the despair of what had been done to him all those years ago hit him and he felt the bitter sting in his eyes. Harry hated to cry.
After a moment, Amelia had her arms around him and cried into her shoulder for a few. When he finally was able to get his composure back, he pulled away, wiping at his face. He didn't notice the other redhead peaking around his doorframe. "I'm sorry."
"You have nothing to apologize about. Do you want to talk about it?"
He shook his head.
"How about you take a shower and I will have Dobby take care of your bed?"
He nodded. She helped him get to his feet and he had just about made it into his bathroom when a white lynx jumped into his room. "Emergency. All staff to report to the Auror's Offices."
Amelia looked at it for a moment. "Oh, shite. Harry, take a shower. I have to go into the Ministry. Minsy!"
A second later a tired looking house elf rushed into the room. "Mistress Ami called Minsy?"
"Lock down the house. Susan and Harry are not to leave. Only myself, Sirius Black, Remus Lupin, the Longbottoms or Abbots are to be allowed in."
Minsy nodded her head and snapped her fingers. "The wards will only allow who you specify. Minsy will take care of the rest."
"Thank you, Minsy. Harry, I will be back as soon as I can. Susan, go back to bed," Amelia told them and walked determinedly out of the room.
"Are you alright," Susan asked.
"Yeah, fine," Harry replied before he was left to wonder what happened when Dobby came in. The elf's green eyes met his own. "Dobby will change the great Harry's bed."
"What is going on?" Harry enquired.
"Dobby not know. If Minsy finds out Dobby will tell you," the house elf promised.
Harry nodded. Some early morning light was starting to seep into the room through the enchanted window.

  -oOo-


  Dinner that night...

Amelia had pinched skin around her eyes. Sirius had joined them.
"Where is Mr. Lupin tonight?" Harry asked. As far as Harry knew, Sirius had not been totally cleared by St. Mungo's yet.
"Amelia and I have decided it may be safer for Remus not to come around for a little bit," Sirius told him.
"Is Mr. Lupin alright," Susan asked concerned.
Sirius sighed while Amelia's mouth pursed. "Remus has gone into St. Mungo's. Until we tell you otherwise, both of you, you are not to be in contact with Remus or go anywhere with him," Amelia stated.
"What is going on?"
Sirius looked to Amelia, who nodded. "There will be no trial tomorrow for Albus Dumbledore. He escaped from a prison that should have been more secure than Azkaban last night. We don't know where he is or what he is planning to do." Amelia sighed. "Harry, there are things I have not told you yet and I think it time I do. I had planned to have this conversation with you later this summer, but with Dumbledore's escape, I think it better you know now."
Harry frowned and looked at her.
"Auntie, should I stay?"
Amelia looked at him. "That is up to Harry. This involves him, but we are family and I don't like keeping secrets from family if I do not need too."
"Is this about why Dumbledore kidnapped me and kept me at my relatives? Besides what you already told me?" Harry tried to keep the anger out of his voice when he thought of Petunia and Vernon.
"Yes," she simply said.
He looked at Susan and then Sirius. "Is it safe for them to know?"
"I would like to know, Amelia. Harry is my godson," Sirius said, looking to Amelia.
There was silence for a moment. "Harry?"
Harry nodded. Amelia was keeping her promise. "If you think it best Susan and Sirius know."
"I do. We are not going to abandon you, but it is best those closest to you know what could be happening," Amelia told him.
"Why?" Harry asked.
"Susan, before I start, this is House business. You are only to tell others if both Harry and I agree," Amelia demanded.
"Yes, Auntie," Susan said in a much more serious tone than normal.
Amelia nodded. "I don't know all the details, but I know enough. Albus was to make a deal to tell me everything to keep him out of Azkaban and fill me in on what I don't know. With him escaping, I can only tell you what I know."
"Not long before your parents died, there was a prophesy made about the Dark Lord. He somehow found out about it and targeted your family," she told him softly.
Susan gasped. Harry just looked at her. He felt like there should be something bigger. His lack of a huge response had Amelia explaining. "Harry, the prophesy foretold a child would be born with the powers to defeat Voldemort. He thought you that child, for some reason."
Harry snorted. "A prophesy? Are you joking? You mean like how Trelawney predicts my death every week when I was in Divination? She told me a grim is a sign of death and had me believing Sirius was a grim."
Amelia shook her head. "Harry, this isn't a joke. Prophesies are real. Voldemort came after you because of a prophesy and, as far as I can tell, Albus put you with your Aunt Petunia and Uncle Dursley because of it. That thing that was in your head was part of the prophesy. He broke many laws and did things in his attempt to see that prophesy come about."
The disbelief in Harry burned away. "What do you mean he did things to see it come about? I know what I have asked before, but what right did he have to put me with my relatives? Amelia, is that why Sirius, Mr. Lupin and many of the professors had issues?"
"You can't mean the Headmaster did all that. The Prophet said he was being charged with line theft, but this is horrid," Susan squeaked.
"It is. Amelia, what does the prophesy say?" Sirius questioned. “And what was in Harry’s head?”
She shook her head. "I don't know. I had my contacts in the Unspeakables check it for me. The orb it is stored in has gone black."
"What does that mean?" Harry asked.
"It means the prophesy has been fulfilled. It is unknown when that happened, but it had been checked after your parents death and it was still active then. The last time it had been checked was the year before you went to Hogwarts. You have faced Voldemort and defeated him three times, two of them since entering Hogwarts. It could have been either of those times."
Susan looked very afraid. She had not been told those details yet. Only Hermione and Ron knew that.
"You are sure it is dead and cannot be revived," Sirius pressed.
Amelia shook her head. "Once a prophesy is fulfilled, I have been told that is it."
Harry's hands were starting to shake. He wasn't feeling scared though. It was the same anger he had since February. "You mean my parents are dead and I was left with... them! Because of a prophesy! What did I do to deserve that! Amelia, why was Dumbledore leaving me there? Did he have anything to do with Quirrell and the Chamber of Secrets?"
She sighed. "From what I can piece together, yes. The Hogwarts wards were weakened over the last few years. There should be no way that a possession should have been possible. It is one of the wards erected at the school to prevent students from hurting themselves or attempting such a thing where others could get hurt."
"But it happened two years in a row?" Sirius questioned.
"What are you talking about? Do you mean Harry really killed Professor Quirrell? You said that was just a rumor," Susan yelled at Amelia.
"I did not lie. What Harry killed was not Quirinus Quirrell. For someone to be possessed that way, your soul needs to be splintered and combined with the one possessing you. Once that happens, you are not really a person anymore. You are something between this life and the next," Amelia told Susan and Harry.
Harry balled his fists. "Is that why he burned to ash? He was part of Voldemort?"
Amelia nodded.
Sirius was holding the edge of the table. "Is this why you would not tell me everything while I was still in St. Mungo's? What else happened?"
"Is that what happened to Ginny? Is her soul fractured?" Harry was concerned.
"No, Harry, and yes, Sirius. Ginny was controlled, more like an Imperius curse. She was not possessed. There is trama there, but she doesn't remember what she did and Healer Anne has been seeing her too." Amelia gave him a long look. "Harry, when you stabbed that diary with the basilisk fang, you said you saw the form of Riddle just burst into a green smoke, correct?"
He nodded.
"Like I said, we don't know when the prophesy was satisfied, but I think it was that night. You killed a part of Voldemort," she told him.
Sirius paled. "You can't mean..."
Amelia stopped him. "It was a part of Voldemort. A shade of who he was at the age he made his diary. One of the few things I did get from the old fool was that 'neither of you can live while the other survives'. I am trying to get word out to the ears of Albus that the prophesy is no more. Maybe he will hand himself in or leave you alone. Either way, he has a proven record where you are concerned, Harry, and I will not allow him to get you. For the summer you are going to have an Auror guard. You as well, Susan. At all times you will both have at least one guard with you. Even here, there will be a guard in this house starting tomorrow morning."
"Amelia, what does this all mean? Does that mean Voldemort will keep trying to kill me? Does Dumbledore really want me? And why?" Harry pressed.
She let out a breath. "I don't know. If Voldemort is still alive somehow, then I do think he might come after you again. There is a team in the Ministry working on this already and I will do everything in my power to ensure you are safe," she promised.
"As will I. I will not leave you again. Amelia, I would never ask this otherwise, but would it be better for me to move in here, or have Harry come live at my home. Grimmauld Place is warded probably better than almost any other place in Britain," Sirius offered.
Harry dug his nails into his palm. "I don't want to leave," he said in a small voice.
Amelia put her foot down. "Sirius, Harry is not going anywhere unless both Harry and I agree and I will not agree to that. I made that promise to him when I became his guardian and I will not go back on that," she said a little fiercely. Harry could see where Susan got her feeling of such deep duty to her friends.
"Isn't he safe here?" Susan enquired.
"Yes, Harry and you are both safe here. Sirius, this house has many unused rooms. If you wish to move in for now, that can be arranged. Once Remus has gotten his treatment, there will be a room for him as well. It might do well for Harry to know you both. It would also work well for the summer tuition we plan. I assume you still remember the old Auror workouts and drills," Amelia asked Sirius.
The man groaned. "You can't be serious? I mean I'm Sirius, but still," he said, raising an eyebrow towards him and Susan and huffed when he got no real reaction. "You want me to run these pups through that? The summer is supposed to be a fun time and I need to spend some time at the Wizengamot and..."
Sirius trailed off at the hard look from Amelia. "Do you think if the Death Eaters come back or if Voldemort is still out there that he will not come after Harry or anyone around him or that opposed the bastard? Edgar, Yvette, Roland and Veronica all died because we opposed him. Susan should have grown up with two siblings and her parents. Maybe some cousins if I had been able to settle. Instead, we are all that is left. Harry is just about all that is left of his family. Only him or Neville could take up the House of Potter. Neville is the last of his line. They both have muggleborn friends that will be hunted just for the sport, never mind their relations to these two. I do not like having Susan, Harry and their friends in this position, but I won't see them defenseless should those days return. Do you disagree?"
Harry and Susan looked at Sirius as he stared at Amelia. "Well, bloody shite!"
"Do you disagree?" she pressed.
"Did my parents know how to defend themselves?" Harry asked.
"What about mine?" Susan queried in a small voice.
Sirius turned to them. "Harry, James was one of the best Aurors and duelers I knew. He came out on top of almost every fight. It took You-Know-Who four times to finally take out your father, meaning you are already three-quarteres to your father," Sirius said as a macabre joke. Harry gave a grimacing smile.
"Edward was not a fighter. He could defend himself, and the evidence said he gave those that came for you that night a good fight, but his strength was as our Head-of-House and he was becoming a very good politician. That was probably the reason we were targeted. I was also able to work with James for a little bit, but I was higher up the ranks at the time and assigned to a different squad. That being said, James and Sirius were in one of our best front-line squads. They were almost the same rank as a hit wizard, and just as deadly," Amelia told them.
"Just to be clear though. I am not proposing that either of you or your friends become like that, but you will be able to defend yourselves long enough to run. Sirius and I will be your main teachers in Defense. Lord Greengrass has setup training for you both on the Wizengamot and a few core subjects. Twice a week you will go to the Greengrasses for these tutors. Those same morning you will do the work outs and training. Yes, you will have time off to do the fun you have planned with your friends and we can talk about a week or more away in August," said Amelia.
Susan eyes looked watery as she responded, "Yes, Auntie."
Harry just sat there. He was taking in everything. It was hitting home, more than it had on the Express, that his summer was going to be different. He had been part of a prophesy. A prophesy that had Voldemort hunt him and his parents. It was also why Harry had faced him two other times. The fact the man that was supposed to be protecting him had done the opposite fed into the anger that always seemed to be there the last few months.
"Can I talk to anyone about this," Harry asked them. He really needed to talk with his friends. He had no clue how he would tell them, but he needed Hermione, Neville or Daphne. Maybe all three? He felt he could trust Tracey as well.
Amelia and Sirius shared a look. "I don't think there a great danger in talking about this with your friends or those of the Potter-Greengrass Alliance, if that is what you are asking. I would caution against anything else and to make sure they promise not to mention anything except to each other or their parents. All their parents know this as part of our alliance. Some of this was to come out at Albus trial tomorrow."
Susan sniffed. "Auntie, can I talk with Hannah?"
"Yes, Susie."
"You alright, pup?" Sirius was looking at him.
Harry just nodded his head. "Can I send off a letter to Hermione? Or go over Neville's or Daphne's tomorrow?"
"I'm sure if you want to send them a letter and they say yes we can arrange it. I will have the Aurors set up in the morning for your guards," Amelia told him.
"Pup, if you want to talk, I'll be here," Sirius offered.
"Thanks. Can I leave the table now?"
"Sure. Do you need to talk, Susan?" Amelia asked.
Susan looked teary. "Can we have some coco in the family room?"
"Of course. Sirius, just call for Minsy or Tipsy when you are ready for a room," Amelia said.
"Sure, Amelia. Harry, mind if I join you for a few?" Sirius requested with a hopeful look.
Harry frowned. "I think I just need a little bit for myself. Amelia, you mind if I go up to the roof top garden?"
"That is fine. No where outside the walls of this house, though."
He nodded and left the room to find his way up to the roof. As he did, he heard Sirius demand, “Amelia, we need to talk.”

  -oOo-


  June 25, 1994


  Rotherham, England

Daphne was up early. She had taken her bath, picked out her clothes, had an early breakfast and was now in the small parlor with a book. She wasn't really reading it though, instead she had her head turned and looking out the window. Harry's owl had shown up late last night. Daphne was actually getting ready for bed when the beautiful white owl suddenly wrapped her beak on her window.
Hedwig was gentle as she climbed onto her arm and took up on her desk as she took the letter off. Daphne had rushed to find her father still in the family sitting room with the same book she was reading now in his hands. She pulled herself up tall and proper when he gave her an eye over the book. "What has you so flustered?"
She took in a soft breath. "Scion Potter is requesting to come over for a while tomorrow. Would you agree?"
Her father looked at her for a moment before nodding. "That is agreeable. Daphne, I want you and Astoria to stay here for the next few days unless your mother or I take you out. At least until we know more about Dumbledore. I have a feeling Amelia is going to be rather protective of Harry as well."
"Yes, father. Scion Potter has said he and Susan will have an Auror guard for the foreseeable future," she informed her father.
He nodded. "Good. Tomorrow I don't want you two doing any work. It is your summer holidays and you will be starting your tutors in July."
She tried to keep a smile off her face. "Yes, father. May I take him out to the orchards? Maybe fly our brooms?"
"That is fine. My only rules are don't go outside the property boundaries and stay out of your mother's greenhouses. He may be our ally but he doesn't need to know all our family secrets," he told her.
Her eyes narrowed. "I know what is acceptable and not acceptable to show our guests. Harry is not family."
Her father chuckled. "No, he is not. Now go get ready for bed. I'll let your mother know he is coming over. You can tell him he is welcome at any time."
"Yes, father," she huffed. She was still annoyed that he would remind her like that. She was fourteen. She knew what she was not supposed to say.
As she went to walk out of the room, her father called out, "Daphne, it is alright to call Scion Potter Harry for now on. This wasn’t official business."
Her face flushed as she realized her slip. She had a smirk that her father liked him enough to allow that. "Yes, father."
Daphne had had a hard time falling asleep and she had found herself up at the crack of dawn and now on this comfortable couch and looking out the window. She didn't realize her mother was in the room until she sat in a chair at the table along the wall. "Thank you, Tula. Wake Astoria and let her know we are going into Diagon Alley this morning to fit her for a new dress or two. Please make me some eggs with cheese, tomatoes and some diced rashers."
"Yes, Mistress Illiana," the elf said. It was her mother's private elf from her family.
Daphne turned to her mother. "Why would Tori need a new dress?"
"I think she is old enough to accompany us to the Abbotts Cotillion this year. I plan to take you and Tracey next week with Danielle. Would you like me to ask Madam Bones if Harry would accompany you this year?" her mother asked in a soft tone, but her eyes regarding her daughter.
Daphne tried to act as though she didn't care. "If you must. I am not sure if he is ready for something like that, though," she said, a hint of sadness in her voice.
"Well, at your age it is the practice that counts. He also listens and takes to your tutoring well, so perhaps you could offer dance lessons?" her mother suggested. "I can get a tutor for that if you need."
Daphne rolled her eyes. "I know how to dance. You have had Tori and I learning the proper ball dances since we were six."
"But does Harry?"
Daphne closed her eyes for a moment. Of course Harry wouldn't have been trained in all this. With how quickly he seemed to adapt to her rules... well, not her rules but the ones she was required to play by, she sometimes forgot he hadn't been trained since the cradle to be a scion and Lord of a House that has power on the Wizengamot. "No, I don't believe he does."
Her mother nodded. "It is settled then. Would you like them to be private with just you and Harry or the whole group that will be here?"
Her eyes shot up to her mother. "I get a choice?" she asked disbelievingly. Tori and her so infrequently had a choice in these things.
"You are getting to an age that you should start becoming more independent. A streak you have shown you are going to do no matter what your father and I tell you," her mother stated.
Daphne tried to show no emotion, but she knew her face had flushed again. Tula chose that time to come back with her mother's breakfast and coffee. Daphne smelled it and turned her head to the delicacy. Her mother would have it a few times a week and only in the mornings. Seeing her reaction, her mother softly said to Tula, "Why don't you get Daphne a cup too."
Tula nodded and left the room. "I can only drink this the mornings your father is out and Tori is not up yet," her mother said. Daphne knew that very well. It was a guilty pleasure of both older Greengrass woman, but one the others did not like.
"I love the smell of coffee," Daphne admitted.
Her mother chuckled. "You liked it the few times I would let myself have it when you were still in me. I threw up every time I drank it with Astoria."
Daphne made a face. "I hope I don't have the same issue."
Her mother's brow rose as she put some milk in the coffee. "I thought you didn't want to think about children until you had too?"
Daphne did something Harry did often, she shrugged. "I do not want a child at fourteen."
"But you want one?"
She shrugged again. "Some day. Can I get through Hogwarts first?"
Her mother nodded and started to eat. After a moment, Daphne looked back out the window. Hedwig had not been back yet this morning, so she didn't know when to expect Harry. Her mother was finishing when a tired looking Tori came into the room. Her sister was wearing a skirt and blouse today. It was relatively casual wear. "Morning, mother," Tori greeted their mother and then stuck her tongue out at Daphne.
Their mother shook her head. "At least you both act your age when company is around."
"Father would take away our allowance if we didn't," Tori replied.
Father always threatened, but usually after a talk, they didn't repeat the behavior again in the wrong company.
"Get it out now. Harry will be coming over at some point today and you and I, Astoria, will be going out in about an hour."
Tori's face lit up. "Tula said you are getting me a dress or two? Why?"
"You are twelve now. That was the same age we took Daphne to the Abbott's cotillion. If you behave you are invited this year," their mother informed Tori.
Daphne laughed to see her sister's eyes go wide. She was bouncing in her seat with her excitement. "Really? I can go this year? I won't get stuck at home?"
Her mother chuckled. "If you act like that all night I just may."
Tori didn't calm, a huge smile on her face. "Can the dress be a mint green? With lots of satin?"
"You know all those that have not been presented yet wear a pale pink. Daphne, I think your beau has sent a reply," her mother said with a grin still on her face. Tula had a white owl on her arm as she walked into the room.
Daphne's eyes went wide. She liked Harry... was it that obvious?
"Missy Daphne, Scion Potter's owl has a letter for you," the elf informed them as Hedwig was transferred to the back perch in the room. Her mother had set it there when Archimedes became too old to really see and couldn't fly without hitting something. She didn't have the heart to put him down. Her mother’s owl had passed about a year ago.
Daphne got up and pet the preening bird. The owl looked tired. "Thank you, beautiful girl. Why don't you take a nap?"
Hedwig hooted. Tori put in her breakfast order as Daphne read the letter. "So, is Potter professing his love for you yet?"
She gave a stink eye to her sister. "Harry is coming over today. I was thinking of taking the brooms out in the back field."
"Just be careful and make sure Tula or Winchester keep an eye on you. I also don't want Harry pulling any of those death defying moves today," her mother said firmly.
Daphne smiled as she looked at the letter again. Daphne found it rather thrilling to watch Harry fly. He was so confident and by far the best Seeker she had ever seen. The snitches on her bedside table and the one in her pocket also showed he had the skills to do what he did. "I will let him know," Daphne answered, knowing Harry would probably do what he wanted. Her mother's request was like asking a swallow to go slow and a hawk not to dive for its prey.
Her mother shook her head. "When will he be over?"
Daphne looked at the clock. It was close to nine. "Ten."
"I will go get ready and Astoria and I can leave after he arrives. Your father will be working in his office and he is expecting some business associates later today. I don't want you bothering him."
Daphne nodded her head in a petulant way any teen might do when they found the demand went without saying. "Yes, mother."
Her mother stood, walked over and patted her cheek. "Perhaps the Bones and Harry can come over for dinner next Friday?"
"I will ask."
When their mother left, Tori gave her a mischievous smile. "So, did he profess his love for you?"
She huffed. "Harry and I are friends."
Tori laughed. "If you can honestly tell me you don't want to kiss him I will leave you alone."
"I don't want to kiss him," she said rather quickly and knew colour came to her cheeks.
Tori's laugh grew louder. "Liar!"
"I am not," she snapped back at her sister. Astoria could be so infuriating at times!
"Daphne and Harry sitting in a tree... OW!" Astoria cried out and shot up, her hand rubbing her side. "You aren't allowed to do magic outside the practice rooms."
Daphne was slipping her wand back up her sleeve. "Then don't annoy me."
"I'm telling mother," she said with a pout as she continued to rub the spot Daphne had hit her with a stinging hex.
"Fine. I'm telling her about you and Amanda," Daphne countered.
Astoria's eyes went wide. "You wouldn't!"
"Care to test me?" Daphne challenged.
Tori gave her a face before sitting back down and eating her breakfast. Tori didn't say another word before leaving the room. Daphne now had thoughts in her head about Harry. Thoughts she really hadn't had before. She liked Harry. She was starting to understand it was more than just a friend. If anyone had told her before Christmas that she would think of Harry Potter this way she would have cursed them for even suggesting it. The boy was an attention seeking prat that clearly had been in Dumbledore's side pocket and was given privileges above anyone else in the school...
Well, that was her impression before approaching him in January.
Tracey and her were just barely getting an exceeds expectation before asking for his help. Because of Harry, and Hermione, Daphne had made her goal of getting an Outstanding. Along the way, she had found she really enjoyed spending time with the three Gryffindors that were always in the study group.
For once Daphne had people she was looking at as friends. Friends she had chosen. Tracey was her best friend, and Blaise and Millie really good friends, but they were the same. All had been forced on each other due to their families' alliances and political leanings. Hermione, Neville and Harry had not. The fact Harry was extremely handsome now had nothing to do with that friendship... it had everything to do with the way she felt when he was around though.
Daphne felt silly she would be so attracted to him that way. Harry was a good person. He was kind, humble and nothing like many thought him to be. But, Merlin!, when his green eyes met hers... maybe Tori was right. She would like her first kiss to be with Harry. Perhaps other kisses after that.
At close to ten, Daphne wandered towards the front doors. The aurors were not allowed through the wards yet so they would be taking Harry to the edge of the wards and walking down the main drive. Her mother joined her on the bench on the front porch.
"Daphne, if you really like Harry, your father and I will not get in the way. If you two do decide you want to be more than friends, we will be talking to Madam Bones. I think it would be advantageous to both of you to have a Courtship agreement," said her mother.
Harry and two aurors came over the rise. Her eyes were locked on the boy with messy black hair. "I don't even know if he likes me like that."
Her mother patted her hand. "Trust me, that boy is smitten with you. Just don't rush it."
She frowned for a moment. "Does father still want me to be betrothed by the time I leave Hogwarts?"
Her mother sighed. "I am not sure he has a choice with you. Having a solid line of continuance for our family is important to him."
"And if I don't want it?"
"We are letting you explore a little, to see if you find anyone compatible. If you do, having a courtship agreement, or even a contract, to ensure he does not stray will be important," her mother said. They would be to the front entryway in just a few moments. It was a long walk from the ward edges.
She gave a little smile to look at Harry. "He will not stray once he has decided on a course of action," Daphne said. She felt she knew Harry well enough now to understand that about him.
Her mother smiled to see her daughter looking at the teen. "I will take your word for it."
They both stood as the three visitors approached the stairs to the doors. Harry had been looking at her for the last few minutes and she felt something warm in her. It was a feeling that only he brought up. She liked it, but felt foolish at the same time. It seemed to heat her neck or cheeks at the most inopportune times.
Harry bowed as he got to them. "Good morning, Lady and Heiress Greengrass. Thank you for letting me come today."
"Good morning, Scion Potter. It is always a pleasure to have you here. The House of Greengrass will always accept our allies. Your Aurors are welcome to any place you go, or I can have refreshments provided out here or in a sitting room," her mother offered.
Daphne was looking into his green eyes. She could tell something was bothering him. It was apparent Harry had not been trained to be a Scion of an important House. He wore his emotions all over his face and eyes most of the time. It was something she really liked about him.
"Thank you, Lady Greengrass. Auror Shacklebolt and Jones. If it is all the same, our orders are not to let Scion Potter out of our sight." Daphne looked away from Harry's eyes to a tall black man with a colourful hat on his head. The man had shrewd eyes as he looked around. There was a sense that the man could be dangerous, but she didn't feel that danger was for them.
The lady next to him had long blonde hair in a plait. Her eyes weren't as hard. She didn't project herself as anyone of great danger or note. Daphne realized that was the point though. She doubted anyone set to protect Harry would be ill trained, and this persona had to be set to let others think she wasn't a threat.
"Of course, Auror Shacklebolt. If you need refreshments, please just call on one of our elves. Scion Potter, how long do you plan to stay today?"
Harry looked to her mother. "As long as you will let me," Harry replied. Daphne let the smile come to her face. Her mother chuckled.
"I will set out an extra plate for dinner if you stay that long. Daphne, Astoria and I will be going now. I trust you can show the Aurors around if they need," her mother instructed her.
"Yes, mother."
After a farewell to Harry, Daphne found herself still standing before her front doors. She was expected to play host and she would not disappoint. "If you would, I can show you around."
"That is not necessary, Miss Greengrass. We will maintain a respectable distance," Shacklebolt replied.
She nodded and turned back to Harry. His eyes still looked troubled. "Would you like to go for a walk? I haven't shown you all the grounds yet."
Harry gave her a smile that seemed to melt her insides. Holding out an arm, she was thrilled to put her arm around his. "I would like to go for a walk."
She led him on a path around the house, the Aurors falling back far enough not to bother them, but there anyways. "Why do you have Aurors following you," she asked. Harry had not explained that.
He sighed. "I have some stuff to tell you. I hope you still want me to stay afterwards."
She gave him a questioning look. He let out a long breath. "Daph, do you remember first year? I know there are rumors about what happened between me and Professor Quirrell." Harry stopped talking and looked to be struggling to say something.
"Harry, we are allies, and friends. I don't really believe those rumors about you killing him," she stated.
His shoulders slumped. "But I did," he said in a low voice.
She took in a sharp breath, stopping in her tracks. He tried to pull his arm away but she wouldn't let him. Harry turned his head away. In the few months she had gotten to know him, this boy didn't come off as a murderer.
After a moment she asked, "Can you tell me what happened?"
He turned to look at her, his green eyes in pain and cautious. "You don't want me to leave right now?"
"No. I would like to hear what happened first," she confessed. Unless he told her it was a cold-blooded, premeditative act, she found she would give him the benefit of the doubt and trust his word.
His eyes searched hers for a few before he nodded. Taking a step, she fell in besides him as he started to walk. She was about to learn why Harry Potter and some of his friends acted so much more mature than anyone else she knew of their age, and how some of the rumors were more accurate than she had thought.

  -oOo-


  Later that night...

Daphne sat on the bench before the window. Her hair was over her shoulder and her brush in her hands. It was almost dark at ten at night. This time of the year it was light out Merlin-be-damned early and late. She didn't really notice though as her mind went over everything Harry had told her today.
When a knock came at her door, she called out, "You can come in."
It opened and her mother slipped into the room and shut the door behind her. "Is everything alright? You have been very quiet since Harry left."
Daphne let out a long breath. Harry had said she could talk to her parents about what he said. "Do you and father know?"
Her mother gave her a discerning look before nodding. "How much did he tell you today?"
"I don't know. Everything, I think," she replied. "Is it true? Is you know who still after him? There was a prophesy? Dumbledore kidnapped him? He was only a baby!" She couldn't keep the sting of her tears out of her eyes.
Her mother nodded and came to sit behind her. "Pass me the brush."
Daphne did and felt the tears roll down her cheeks. She hadn't let them out when he was here, instead finding ways to get him to laugh or smile after their long talk before lunch. Now she couldn't keep it in. "Mother, he grew up with muggles but won't tell me anything about them or what his life was like before Hogwarts. Is you know who really alive?"
"Daphne, what Harry told you today can't get out. If you like him at all and still want to be his friend, it must remain a secret between us, him and the Bones," her mother stated.
"Hermione knows it all. She has been there for almost all of it in the last three years," she replied. "Is it true?"
Her mother started to comb her hair. "I have no reason to doubt Amelia Bones, Daphne. There are things that Amelia has talked with us about. All I can say is that your father and I are supporting her in her efforts to help Harry. She wanted us to understand what we might be getting into before Anders agreed."
Daphne put her hands to her mouth. "You mean He-Who-Must-Not-Be-Named is really out there? Is that why Dumbledore escaped? Is he really going to go after Harry?"
"We don't know."
Daphne turned, not caring that some of her hair was pulled in the brush as she did so. Her features spoke of anger. Her insides were angry, worried, scared and so many other emotions. "Don't lie to me, mother. You don't know or you won't tell me?"
Her mother's stare was just as hard. "A little of both, my little flower. From what I understand, Harry doesn't trust easily, and he has told very few about some of what it seems you were privy to today. Your father and I have vowed to help. In helping Harry Potter we help not only him but our family and many others. Amelia has confirmed the prophesy that was about him no longer holds sway over him. The question is, will you support Harry or do you want to end this friendship? He will need those that will be loyal to him."
Daphne regarded her mother through her tears. "Harry is my friend. I won't abandon him," she fiercely stated.
Her mother nodded. "That is a decision I fully support. Now, what is it you truly want to talk about?"
Daphne leaned over and her mother wrapped her arms around her. At fourteen she didn't think she would like this so much. She was grown up now, but her mother's arms were comforting. "Harry has killed Dark Wizards, a troll, acromantula and a basilisk. How can I ever help him? I am just a Slytherin. Sly and ambitious. He is so much better," Daphne whinged into her mother's embrace.
Her mother kissed her on the top of the head. "You are so much more than that, my little flower. Do you think of Harry as just a Gryffindor, only able to confront horrors like that?"
"No. But how could I ever compare? What he told me today... the rumors around Hogwarts got it all wrong. The Daily Prophet and all those books can't compare to what he has really done."
"You have much to offer him. Harry will not always be facing such challenges. He needs to learn about his heritage and where he fits into our world. That is something you can help with. If Amelia has anything to do with it, then he should never again face those challenges he told you about. In case he does, your father and I have agreed to let her and Sirius Black start to train you and Astoria how to defend yourselves better. If you feel you need to prove to him you are worthy, then do your best. I have a feeling though that Harry doesn't look at you that way. If anything, I feel he thinks he is not worthy to be your friend," her mother told her.
Daphne pulled back, wiping the tears from her face. "Harry should never doubt that."
"Then tell him."
This was different than how her parents had treated her before. It was like they were suddenly seeing her as more grown up. "I think it better I show him. Harry doesn't always trust what people say."
Her mother smiled and took both her cheeks in her hands before kissing her forehead. "Then he is smarter than most."

  -oOo-
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  London, England

The door to Harry's room burst open and a cannon blast went off. Harry jumped out of a dead sleep. He dove for the side of his bed, grabbing for his wand. Harry cried out as it flew off his table. His hand shot out, grabbed the wand and he was pulled through the air.
He landed and rolled into someone’s legs.
"That was impressive, pup. Nice Seeker instincts. Now, get dressed in some type of workout or loose-fitting clothes. I want you down in the main hall in five minutes," Sirius ordered.
Harry blinked at the retreating form of his godfather.
"Bloody hell! What time is it?" Harry yelled after the man.
"Almost quarter after six," Sirius called back and then did the same to Susan. This time though, just after the cannon boom Susan screamed bloody murder. Sirius barked out the same commands and then walked back down the veranda that overlooked the atrium.
"Why are we up so early?" Harry groused as the man passed his room.
"Training," Sirius called back happily.
"Bloody hell. Is this what it's like for Auror training?" Harry asked himself, knowing they were to start today.
It was almost fifteen minutes before Susan and him were ready. Sirius was tapping his foot on the floor with a smile on his face. "When I say five minutes, I mean five minutes."
"Do you want a new godfather? I have one I'm willing to get rid of," Harry grumbled to Susan.
"You can have him," she deadpanned.
Tired voices were coming from inside the kitchen. When they walked in, Harry was surprised to see more people than he thought he would. Amelia was sitting at the small table with Hannah, Susan and Hermione. Ernie was leaning against the wall, a cup of tea in his hands.
"Master Harry, Mister Neville," Tipsy said coming up to them with what smelled like a strong cup of tea. "Here is your tea, and there is an omelet for each of you on the counter."
"Thank you, Tipsy. Morning," Harry greeted Hermione. She gave him a quick tired smile and went back to her conversation. The dark haired boy that hung out with Hannah and Susan most of the time just nodded.
"Eat up. The last few should be here soon," Sirius said in a way to chipper voice.
"You could have let them sleep in later, and you don't have to start so early," Amelia put in.
"You said you wanted them trained like Aurors and they have afternoon classes twice a week. This way they still get much of their days off," Sirius countered.
Harry gave the man a glare and moved to eat his omelet, as others around the kitchen ate their own breakfast.
It wasn't long before the door opened to the kitchen. Minsy was leading in Daphne, Tracey, Roger and Blaise. Lord Davis followed them in. "Good morning. I have got them all here as you asked, Amelia."
Tracey was leaning against Daphne. "Is there coffee?" Tracey asked.
Her father chuckled and many others gave her sympathetic looks. Daphne looked at him bleary eyed. He gave her a small smile and she just leaned against the wall. It was not like her.
"Right, now that you are all here and it’s…," Sirius looked at his watch, "…close to quarter to seven, I will tell you that is unacceptable in the future. If you need, get to bed earlier the night before, but every Monday, Wednesday and Friday mornings you are mine between six-thirty and nine-thirty." Tracey groaned at Sirius as the man went on. "If you have an issue with this, take it up with your parents or guardians. The alliance has decided it is best to ensure you all get training in how to defend yourself properly. That is where I come in."
The man gave them a big smile.
"Does it have to be so early?" Hannah whinged.
"It's either this or after six at night. Since you will all be at the Greengrasses in the afternoon Mondays and Wednesdays it seems to be better to do it early," Sirius answered her.
"Lord Black, why do we need this training?" Blaise asked.
Sirius looked to Amelia and Lord Davis. Lord Davis looked to Blaise. "There are reasons that all the adults agree upon. Learning to properly defend yourselves is a necessity all wizards should know."
Blaise regarded Lord Davis for a few before bowing his head. "Yes, Lord Davis."
"I don't think we need to be so secretive. They have been exposed to many dangers already, whether they know it or not, Daniel," Amelia said. "I am not sure how many of you truly know what has happened around Harry in the last three years."
Harry frowned. In this room, only Hermione had lived a lot of it with him. Daphne knew most of it now. Neville he was unsure of. Susan knew what they had talked about. Everyone else did not have any clue. Amelia looked to him and he nodded. Hermione did the same.
"In the three years you have all been at Hogwarts, Harry and his friends have faced a twelve-foot mountain troll, deadly traps, a large basilisk, acromantula, and other dangers. With Albus Dumbledore on the run, we cannot be sure that he will not try to kidnap Harry again, or any of you. The goal of this training is to give you a chance to run. I do not want you to stand and fight unless you need to. You are all only thirteen or fourteen right now. You will not have the knowledge or skill to stand against a fully trained wizard," Amelia told them all, looking around the room.
"Don't forget the dementors this year also," Hermione spoke up.
"We have not, Ms. Granger," Amelia replied.
"So, now that we have had the pep talk," Sirius said, clapping his hand. "I want you all to eat. Get your coffee. At seven-thirty I would like the girls to go with Susan up to the drawing room. The boys will go with Harry to the formal dining room. We have an assortment of workout gear. I want you to take a pair of each. We will be running and doing exercises for the first hour or more each day. After that, we will be spending time between wand work and weapons. Amelia will be joining us every Wednesday to practice."
"Are we doing this all summer?" Hermione questioned. "My parents and I are on holiday the first two weeks of August."
"You will all be getting time off and go on any trips you have planned. If you are available, I expect you to be here at six-thirty and be ready to go," Sirius told them. "Now, finish eating and then go get ready. We will do a short run today and then gauge where you are in your basic wand work. Oh, and before I forget, this training will also include how to navigate and blend into the Muggle world. Your training clothes will reflect this."
There were some quirked eyebrows as they split. A little while later, Harry was trying not to stare at the girls, most of them looked a little apprehensive. Like the boys, they, were dressed in shorts and T-shirts with trainers. Having never really seen Daphne, or any of them except Hermione like that, he found his eyes drifting to her legs and like the way her shirt pulled at her chest. It wasn't anything indecent, but it played at his imagination.
Hermione was holding herself like it was nothing. Harry had to admit it was the same type of outfits they used to wear in primary school for gym. The witches and wizards that had not been raised Muggle all looked a little uncomfortable. Hannah and Tracey both had blushes. Daphne was trying to comport herself like this was something she did every day, but the way she would keep pulling her shirt down or straighten her shorts spoke that she wasn't comfortable. Susan was taking it the best. "I wear less when we go to the beach," she had mentioned to Tracey, which Hermione snorted at.
"Wait until you go to France," his bushy haired friend remarked.
Blaise was standing very stiff and had pulled his socks all the way up. Neville had a blush to match Tracey and Hannah. Ernie was just shrugging. "Mum takes me out into the Muggle world often, especially when we visit my grandparents."
"I didn't know your grandparents were Muggles," Hannah commented.
"Grandmum Farrah is a squib," he told them, as though it was nothing big. As Harry was coming to find out, that would classify him as a half-blood, but since his father's family was so old, it was overlooked.
"You will get over your embarrassment soon. There is a park a few blocks away. We are going to jog over to it, do a circuit around the pond and run back. Stay close together. Harry and Susan, don't outrun your guard," Sirius told them. Harry was surprised to see Amelia in more of a tracksuit.
"Why are you in a pants?" Tracey blurted out.
"This is a tracksuit, often worn by coaches. We want the impression you are all part of some Muggle sports team or school. Most won't even look twice if you pass yourself off that way. Shacklebolt, I want you to dissolution any holsters or wands they all have," Amelia told the man next to Harry.
"Sure, Boss."
Soon they were out the door and five minutes later it was obvious who was going to make the entire circuit and who would need to be levitated back. Harry had no issue. Between Quidditch, how much they walked or ran around Hogwarts, and his previous 'exercise' given him by his cousin Dudley, Harry was out in front. Hermione and Neville were next to him. Ernie just behind. By the time they made the park, Blaise and Hannah were clearly not used to this type of exercise. They all stopped to take a breather and both dropped to the ground.
Daphne came up to him, breathing heavy, but a look of determination on her face that she would do this. Neville was supporting Tracey, who was holding onto his shoulders to stay up right.
"That was only a half mile," Sirius barked out. The man looked a little winded himself. Harry suspected he was still recovering some from his years in Azkaban. "Two minutes and then we are moving again."
"How long is the run?" Hermione questioned.
"About a mile-and-a-half for now. It will get longer as we go," Sirius answered.
Amelia helped Hannah and Blaise up. "It's better to stand. After this week it will be only Sirius running with you. Right, you all ready?"
By the time they made it back, Sirius and Amelia let them into the lower parlour for some drinks. Most of them collapsed into chairs or onto couches. Harry sat, trying not to laugh at his friends as many looked half dead. Daphne sat next to him, looking worn. "That was miserable," she stated.
"It's not bad. Wood has us doing about three miles a day, a few times a week as part of our practice," Harry said. Daphne swayed a little bit and he got her a glass of water from the table. "Drink."
She took it and downed half the glass before she stopped and more daintily sipped at it. Most the others had done the same.
"Mum and dad have me jogging with them a few times a week when I am home, and I started to run with Neville and Harry during the last few months," Hermione told them, taking some sips of a lemonade.
Daphne leaned over and propped her head against his shoulder. "Don't move or I might fall over," she warned him.
Susan saw it, and the smirk she gave him had him glaring back at her.
A few moments later, Sirius came in. "Make sure you all drink something. Amelia is just getting the sparring dummies all set up. While here, you all have permission to use your wands. We are going to test you on the spells you should already know, and then see where we go from there."
Tracey groaned, who was quickly echoed by Hannah. "Do we have to?" Hannah whinged.
Daphne just snorted. "If I am doing this, you are too, Abbott."
Hannah looked towards Daphne and stuck her tongue out. "I never asked to do this."
"None of us did," Blaise responded, sitting up straight now and looking better. "I think it necessary though. Lord Black, you were an Auror?"
Sirius nodded. "I was. Wasn't far from making a Hit Wizard. You can all just call me Sirius. No formal titles here. Why do you ask?"
"What was it like?"
Sirius let out a little chuckle. "If you are asking because of what we just did, that was nothing. I think within the next four weeks I'll get you up to what we were doing in the first few days of the Academy. Alright! Everyone had a drink and a little rest? Let's go to the training rooms."
Daphne sat up fast, as though just realizing she had been leaning against him. Harry had liked it. He had never felt her bare arm against his before and his skin had tingled where it had met. She blushed and glared at Tracey, Hannah and Susan who were giving the both of them sly smirks. When they enter the training room, five dummies were lined up against the far wall. Most of the weapon racks had been moved away from the wall they were standing against.
Amelia was clearly in charge. She eyed them. "Right, I'll start going over the weapons on Wednesday. Today, we will start with four of the most basic charms, jinxes and hexes you should know. You should all know the disarming charm, knockback jinx, the freezing charm and the basic fire making charm. These are simple charms, but some of the first ones I work on with Hit Wizards. There are three basic reasons for this. First, they use little power, so you can use them hundreds of times in a row without draining yourself. Second, they are useful - both in the short and medium range. As long as you can point your wand in the direction of your attacker, you can cast the spell. Third, they can be used in combination and quick to learn spell chaining. They may not be the most useful in a fight, but they can get you out of trouble quickly if someone isn't expecting it. Now, line up and I want each of you to fire off five of each spell. Hit the dummies."
They all looked at each other. Harry and Hermione knew all four, but a few of the others didn't look as confident. Neville stepped up first. "Madam Bones, we have not been taught the disarming charm."
Amelia looked shocked for a second. "That should have been a standard third year defensive spell. Do any of you know it besides Susan?"
Harry, Hermione, Susan and Blaise all held up their hands. She pursed her lips. "I see. What about the protego or aegis shields?"
Harry, Hermione and Susan were the only ones to raise their hands this time. Harry, Hermione, and Ron had made sure they learned it after the disastrous dueling club second year. That and the disarming charm. Professor Lupin had taught the others this year. "Right. Let's practice this today, and on Friday we will start going over the eight or so spells you should all have."
“What spells are those, Madam Bones,” Daphne enquired.
“Disarming. Freezing. Fire-making. Cutting. Knockback. Protego and Aegis Shields. Stunning. By the end of the summer, you will all be proficient in these spells.” Amelia sounded like a hard instructor and none of them dared to give her any flak.
They all nodded and took their turns at the dummies. By the time a stop was called, Hermione, Susan, Blaise and Harry had proven the most accurate and consistent in all of the charms. Daphne, Tracey and Neville were close together, probably from all their time together the second half of the year. Hannah and Ernie could cast them, but more than often missed. It was a tired group of teens that all said goodbye to each other about ten o’clock.
"We will see you all, on Wednesday morning," Sirius called after them.
"Are you staying for a while?" Harry asked Hermione.
She nodded. "Mum and dad are at work. They said I could stay until after dinner, if that is alright?"
"We can ask Amelia, but I'm sure she won't mind," Harry answered her.
Daphne looked a little better to be back in her normal clothes. "Harry?" Daphne asked, pulling him off to the side.
"Yeah, Daph," he answered.
"I wanted to invite you over tomorrow,” she offered. “We can go flying in the back field again.”
"Brilliant," he returned her smile.
After nodding, she took on more of her even expression and joined Tracey. After they left, Susan let out a sigh. "I'm going to take a long bath and then get some lunch. Maybe Auntie will let me go over to Hannah's?"
Sirius laughed. "And this was an easy day."
Amelia had gone upstairs and was coming back down. "I will be at the Ministry for the rest of the day. I want you and Susan to stay here."
“I was hoping to go over Hannah’s,” Susan said hopefully.
Amelia looked to think about it for a moment. “Fine. Shacklebolt, keep an eye on her and Hannah.” The man nodded.
"Is it alright for Hermione to stay through dinner?" Harry put to her.
"Of course," Amelia confirmed before walking past them. "Don't get up to too much trouble."
"We won't. Daphne invited me to go over for dance lessons and to go flying tomorrow afternoon," Harry put to her.
Amelia gave him a small smile. "As long as it is only Greencross. Shacklebolt, I want an extra Auror on him for now on when he leaves."
"Sure, Boss. I'll let Scrimgeour know," the tall man responded. She nodded and went to the floo.
Sirius was giving him an eye. Harry scrunched his brow. "What? Do I have something on my face or something?"
The man chuckled. "Between you and James, pup. You two have fun. Get some lunch. I'm going out for a bit."
"What is that supposed to mean? What about my father?"
Sirius laughed this time. "I was told not to bug you too much about that girl. All I can say is you have it bad."
Harry glared at the man. It didn't matter that Harry was probably going to be daydreaming for weeks now about Daphne in those shorts and T-shirt...
Hermione laughed. "Doesn't he?"
"Not you too!" Harry groused to her.
She just gave him a knowing look. "Come on. You said you would show me the Bones' library today."
"Fine. Come on," he told her, leading her up the stairs and to the left. His and Susan's rooms were to the right. "I was surprised to see you this morning."
"You trying to tell me you don't want me around?"
"Something like that," he said with a smirk.
Hermione playfully hit his arm. "Harry Potter!"
He chuckled. "I just didn't know. Amelia had said it was only those in the alliance."
"Madam Bones and Lady Greengrass talked to my parents before I got home. My parents asked a lot of questions about what we had got up to when I got back," she said significantly.
He gave her an uncertain grimace. "How much do they know?"
"Pretty much everything. Dad wanted us to move, but mum didn't want to. I had to convince them to leave me in Hogwarts, instead of sending me somewhere else. I think only because Madam Bones offered some Aurors the other day is why they didn't. Do you think Dumbledore will come after us?"
"I think it a good bet. Did Amelia tell you or your parents why?" Harry enquired.
"No. Harry, what is going on? Madam Bones mentioned that she wanted us to be able to defend ourselves. Have you found out something else about..." her voice dropped low, "…Voldemort?"
"I have a lot to tell you. How about I show you the library while I take a shower and then we can talk?" he offered.
She nodded, worrying her lip. "We will talk."
Harry opened the door into the library. It wasn't large, but three walls were covered in books with a ladder to reach the upper shelves. The last wall had a large fireplace and glass cabinets built into the wall. The shelves were filled with more books, trinkets, skulls and other paraphernalia. Comfortable couches, chairs, a few end tables and two desks made up the furniture. "We can't read anything on that wall." He indicated the wall with the fireplace and cabinets. "Everything else is free reign."
"Why can't we read what is on that wall?"
"Bones family books and other stuff. I was told if I tried opening the cabinets then the wards would stun me, and Amelia wouldn't do anything about it until she got back home."
"Oh," Hermione said, her attention already drifted off to the other walls. She moved to a few large leather-bound tomes.
"Did your parents say anything else?"
"They were not happy to find out from Madam Bones what went on, I can tell you that. I've never seen dad that upset. Oh, and they want to say thank you about the troll and you know," she said, taking out one of the tomes. She looked at the title and then opened it. "Lady Greengrass has invited me to join your lessons on etiquette, charms, transfiguration, runes and arithmancy. She said she would run a few potion lessons as well, this summer."
"I am going to skip the arithmancy lessons," Harry told her.
"You should learn at least the basics. I have found it goes well with runes and some of the other classes, especially when Professor Flitwick and McGonagall go into the theory," she told him, starting to leaf through the book.
"Do you think Professor McGonagall will continue teaching if she is Headmistress this year?"
"I hadn't thought about that. Probably not. I can imagine being Headmistress will be busy enough," Hermione responded. "This is a compendium of dark spells and their counters."
"I haven't really explored in here yet."
"We can stay in here all day?"
He chuckled. "Tell you what. You stay and read, and I'll take a shower and bring up some lunch."
"We can eat in here?"
"Amelia said everything is protected. She just doesn't want to find crumbs in the couches," he informed her.
"Brilliant! I'll read this while you go shower. You smell," she teased.
"So do you," he snarked back, turning towards the door.
"I do not!" she called after him.

  -oOo-


  June 30, 1994


  Somewhere in Britain...

"Your name and face is plastered in every wizarding pub, alley or other gathering place, Albus. You can't go anywhere the Ministry touches," Severus deadpanned to the old fool before him.
The smell of the regenerative drought permeated the small hovel that was at the edge of the Irish Sea. The old man finally looked like that: old. Since February, it was obvious that Albus had lost weight. His eyes were not as sharp as they once were, not as blue. It was like the colour in them was fading to a grey.
More concerning for the Potions Master was that the regenerative draft was not performing as it should. In the past, Albus would look spry and healthy for a man of his age within twelve hours. It had now been three days since the first dose and the man looked worse, if not better.
"Once Fawkes returns, I will be able to get in and out before anyone is the wiser. I need that information on the Prophecy," Albus told him.
For days now that was all the old coot had talked about. Severus was starting to wonder if the stay in Azkaban had addled this once great man. That was a worrying thought. Severus had worked with Avery, who still worked in the Department of Mysteries, to determine where Albus had been taken and how to get him out. It was something only possible due to the marks on their arms that Avery was able to get around his oaths to the Unspeakables and tell Severus all he could.
The fact that the DMLE and DoM knew that the legendary cities Camelot and the citadel at Avalon existed, let alone used them at times, had been a large surprise. Why his Dark Master never tried to get in, or even apparently knew of their existence, was troubling. The fact Albus Dumbledore, ex-Chief Warlock and walking font of esoteric knowledge did not know either, was boggling.
"It is too dangerous, Albus. You know the prophecy," Severus snarked.
"I need to know if it is still active. Amelia has indicated the boy has been through treatments that could affect his link to Tom."
Severus pursed his lips. "What link, and who is Tom?"
Albus looked up to him from his chair. There was a long pause before Albus sighed. "I am starting to feel old. Perhaps it is time to let the next generation know what is needed to defeat him. Is your oath still firm to defeat the Dark Lord?"
Severus face had a severe look to it. "You know it is. It is the only reason I have broken you out. The mark is starting to show again, Albus. I need your help to kill the one who killed Lily."
"And what of her son? If he is not destined to destroy Tom anymore, what would you do with him?" Albus questioned.
Snape sneered. "He looks even more like his father now. If it wasn't for those damned eyes, I would have abandoned the arrogant arse years ago."
Albus shook his head. "He is not his father, Severus. He is far from James Potter. He is much more like his mother and grandfather. That is neither here nor there, though. I need to know about the Prophecy before I can make plans on what to do with the boy. In the meantime, there is something you can do for me."
"Before I blindly follow you again, Albus, you need to tell me who Tom is and what this link is between Harry Potter and the Dark Lord," Severus told him as he moved over to the cauldron. It would be another thirty minutes at simmer before it was done.
Albus sighed again. "Tom Marvolo Riddle. You may or may not recognize that name."
Severus frowned. There was something that tickled in his head... a forgotten memory maybe? He would have to use his Occlumency later to investigate. "I do not."
Albus nodded. "He was a brilliant student that went through Hogwarts more than fifty years ago. He was cunning, ambitious, handsome and a very smooth talker. The son of Thomas Riddle, Jr. of Little Hangleton. His family had a long history of being landed lords until three generations ago. He is also the son of Merope Gaunt..."
Severus took in a deep breath. He knew that name.
"Ah, I see you know that name. Yes, he is the true heir to Salazar Slytherin, if there ever was one. But like all the heirs to the founding members of Hogwarts, none of them have a direct enough line to claim their family rights, though the Gaunts were the closest, with only the Potters, Longbottoms and Selwyns being about the same," Albus rambled.
"But that is not the discussion I wanted with you right now. No, Tom Marvolo Riddle, named after his father and grandfather, was a half-blood, the last in line of one of the elder Houses. As he grew, he would one day become known as the most dangerous and hated Dark Lord the British Isles has ever known. I think only Grindelwald could lay claim to be above that in the last few hundred years."
Unable to keep his tongue, Snape uttered, "You are telling me that the Dark Lord is a half-blood and the last of the line of Gaunts?"
Severus wanted the Dark Wanker dead, but this rocked some of his beliefs. He, himself, was a half-blood that had, and still did, believe in the cause his once Master espoused. Many of the Dark Lords followers still believed in the cause. It was how he had convinced Avery to help him, though the man thought Severus was trying to resurrect their Lord, not kill him. Severus just didn’t like the methods of killing so many…
"He is. Much like yourself. Understanding his background is the biggest lesson I can give you for the task you must help with now. If I cannot get Harry, then you are my next best option," Albus told him.
The fact that Severus would be doing this in Potter's shadow did not sit well with him.

  -oOo-


  July 4, 1994


  Rotherham, England

Harry looked around the large formal dining room. Eleven others were here today. Hermione, Neville, Susan, Hannah, Ernie, Daphne, Tracey, Blaise, Millicent, Astoria and Amanda Heatherhoc. Amanda was the only one he didn't really know, being one of Astoria's friends. Her family was in the alliance from the Greengrasses, but the Heatherhocs did not have a seat on the Wizengamot.
Starting next week, Astoria and Amanda would be joining them in their three days a week workouts and Defence trainings. He wasn’t sure about Millicent. The important thing was that today everyone had made it through without falling or puking, and they had all been taught the eight common spells they should all have. Harry was reciting the incantation and doing the wand movements in his sleep many nights now. It would probably just be a few weeks before they were all proficient enough in them to react like Amelia and Sirius wanted them to.
Today though, it was not the workouts they were going to focus on.
An older woman was standing next to a desk at the end of the hall. The formal dining room at Greencross was set out more like a classroom today. Etiquette lessons were to start. Harry was sitting tall next to Daphne. Hermione and Tracey were at the table next to them. Susan and Hannah sat behind Harry and Daphne, with Ernie and Neville at the back. Behind Tracey and Hermione were Blaise and Millicent, then Astoria and Amanda.
The woman had a hard countenance to her. One that said they were to behave.
"Welcome, students. My name is Dowager Cecile Bulstrode. I have been contracted to train you all in proper manners, how to get along in proper society, and how to recognize the rank and pecking order of those around you. On your table you will find a self-inking quill, a notebook, a book on Society and the known Houses of Britain and its Colonies, another on Dining and Tea Room etiquette and the last on Polite Society Etiquette. I would expect you all to read each book by next Friday," the older woman instructed.
He thought he heard a groan from someone behind him.
"Scion Macmillan, that is not proper. This will be your only warning. Should any of you not act as is expected, there shall be punishments. Is that understood?"
"Yes, Madam Bulstrode," most of them echoed. Hermione and he were the only ones not to respond. The woman looked towards him. "Yes, Madam Bulstrode," Harry parroted, followed by Hermione.
She gave a nod. "Now, as I know some of you have not been through other lessons with me, today we shall be working on proper introductions. Ms. Greengrass, would you start us off?"
Daphne stood. "Yes, Madam Bulstrode. If it would please you, I am Heiress Daphne Greengrass, of the most noble and ancient house of Greengrass, Viscountess of Rotherham and Heiress-secondary to the House of Clearwell."
"Very good, Heiress Greengrass. Mr. Potter, would you introduce yourself to us all."
Daphne sat, her mask up and staring at the front of the room. He stood and held himself straight. Amelia and Sirius had had him practicing this for the last week. He let a small breath out before saying, "If it would please you, Madam Bulstrode, I am Scion Harry Potter, of the most noble and ancient House of Potter, Earl of Glamorgon in Wales, extinct in the English Peerage. As Scion of House Potter, I also present myself as Scion of House Peverell and Glamorgon."
He hoped he got it right. Amelia and Sirius were taking time to go over some of his history. Having three votes on the Wizengamot meant he was Scion, and would be Lord someday, of three Houses. Any of which he could pass to a child or keep with the primary heir.
The woman's eyes rose a little before she inclined her head in deference. "Very nice to meet you, Scion Potter, Scion of House Potter, Peverell and Glamorgon."
He inclined his head back to her and sat down. Daphne gave him a sideways glance. "Now, Ms. Davis, if you would."
"Yes, ma'am," Tracey said, standing. "May I present myself as Tracey Davis, heiress-secondary to the noble house of Davis."
"Very good. And you would be Ms. Granger?"
Hermione stood, not looking quite as fluid as Tracey or Daphne, but passable, Harry thought. Well, that was until Madam Bulstrode said, "Hold your chin a little higher and your shoulders back just a little more. You will get a little more respect from the men if you present yourself that way."
Hermione's face grew a little flush and she looked like she wanted to say something, but held her tongue. "Yes, ma'am," her voice sounded a little clip. Madam Bulstrode gave her a raised eyebrow before Hermione went on. "I would present myself, Miss Hermione Granger, friend of House Potter and House Longbottom."
"Really?" the woman asked, looking towards Harry and Neville. Neville stood in the back.
"Madam Bulstrode, we would have her claimed protected, but Madam Longbottom has not confirmed yet if Ms. Granger's parents have consented to a change in magical guardians yet," Neville said. Harry had been aware of that. He knew Amelia wanted her better protected should the Dark Houses become more 'restless' again, since she was the only Muggle-born in the group.
The woman nodded her head. "A nice play, Mr. Longbottom. Thank you, Ms. Granger. You may sit. Mr. Zabini," the Dowager indicated.
"May I present myself as Scion Blaise Zabini, Scion to House Thatcher."
Harry raised an eye at the boy. He acted the most stuck up of all of them, and he didn't even have any other titles?
"Ms. Bulstrode," the woman called out.
"I would like to present myself as Heiress Millicent Bulstrode, of the House of Bulstrode. Heiress-secondary to the House of Mulciber, Baroness of Westford."
"Thank you, Heiress Bulstrode. Ms. Bones?"
"Please allow me to present myself. Heiress Susan Bones, of the Ancient and Noble House of Bones. Baroness of Longcastle and Tyne."
Hannah stood up next. "I would like to present to you, Hannah Abbott, Heiress-secondary to the House of Abbott."
"And you, Mr. Longbottom?"
Neville stood up, standing taller and straighter than normal. "May I present myself, Neville Longbottom, Scion of House Longbottom, Viscount of Longmarche, extant in the British Peerage. As Scion of House Longbottom, I also present myself as Scion of House Titengast."
Harry didn't know the Longbottoms had two votes. He was still learning so much.
Ernie was called next. "I would present myself as Ernest Macmillan, Scion of House and Clan Macmillan."
"And you, Ms. Greengrass," Madam Bulstrode asked of Astoria.
"May I present myself as Astoria Greengrass, Heiress-secondary to the House of Greengrass, Viscountess of Northam and heiress of Clearwell."
As they all talked, Harry was starting to get questions. Hermione looked to be almost bouncing in her seat, obviously wanting her own questions answered.
"Very good, Heiress Clearwell. And you, Ms. Heatherhoc?"
Astoria gave her friend a nod of encouragement. The light brown haired girl stood up, obviously shy. "I would present myself as Ms. Amanda Heatherhoc, protected by House Greengrass."
"Thank you. I can see you have all been properly trained in how to address yourselves and what titles you should have to your names. Now, what does this mean to all of us? If I was to ask who is most senior in this room, what would be the correct response?" Madam Bulstrode looked around until her eye fell on Hannah. "Ms. Abbott?"
"It would be Heiress Greengrass and Scion Longbottom," Hannah answered quickly.
"Why? Ms. Greengrass," she asked towards Daphne.
"My father is a sitting Lord, and Scion Neville's grandmother is a sitting Dowager-Regent of the Wizengamot," Daphne replied.
"Good. Now, what would the correct answer be if we were not concerned with Wizengamot seats? And would the rest of the rankings change? Ms. Granger?"
Hermione looked at the woman for a moment, clearly trying to formulate a response. After a few seconds, she responded, "Based on the titles and what I know of the British Peerage, Harry would be, if he is an Earl. Then, Neville, followed by Daphne and then her sister Astoria. I do not know who would be higher after that."
"Well reasoned, but slightly wrong. The English peerage does play a large importance in most of the noble houses having hereditary seats, but you are not taking into account the age of the Wizarding blood. Also, when we are in these lessons, I would insist you use formal titles. It is training so you do not slip. That goes for all of you," the woman said.
"Now, as for rankings, Scion Potter or Scion Longbottom would be the highest in the room, if not the highest in the Wizarding world. There are very few houses that could claim a direct line to such an old House as the Peverells or Titengasts. I am unsure if the Titengasts are older than the Peverells, so it would be a toss between Scion Potter or Scion Longbottom as being the highest ranking."
"Excuse me, Madam Bulstrode. Madam Longbottom has found evidence the Titengast were formed after the Peverells," Neville spoke up.
"Thank you. So, Scion Potter is of the oldest known blood, so he would sit first. Scion Longbottom behind him. But, not many would know that far back. Even if we did not go so far back, the Potters and Longbottoms are still some of the oldest houses. Greengrass, Abbot, Mulciber, Selwyn and the old Grangers, before they merged with the Dagwoods. They are all part of the Elder Houses. Only twenty-three remain. Ms. Granger, you should verify if you are part of the Grangers or Dagwood-Grangers. Even if you are of a squibline, you can petition to be accepted back into the house, or in the case of the Dagwood-Grangers, claim it, since there is no current heir and Lord Dagworth-Granger is older than I am."
"Looking at the ages of your primary house, Potter would sit before Greengrass, who would sit before Abbott. The Longbottoms and Bones are about a century younger than the Potters or Greengrasses, making them fourth and fifth, respectively, unless Heiress Bulstrode were to also inherit the House of Mulciber, then she would step before Scion Longbottom. But, since she is only Heiress to the Bulstrodes, she is near the bottom of the ranking in this room," Madam Bulstrode instructed.
"The Bulstrodes were only elevated to a hereditary seat about a hundred years ago when my great-grandfather earned an Order of Merlin, First Class. I would recommend you all write this down. There are about two-hundred houses you should at least recognize by the time we finish this summer, and another two-hundred more that have played a large part in our society in the last few hundred years."
They all scrambled for their pens, well except Hermione who was already scribbling away. The Dowager waited for a few minutes before she went on. "So, that leaves Scion Zabini, who is really Scion Thatcher, and Scion Macmillan. The Thatchers are about the same age as the Bulstrodes, but since he only inherited that House through a partial blood adoption of his mother's third husband, he would be considered lower. Scion Macmillan, on the other hand, is a totally different story. The Macmillan's are hundreds of years old. At one time they were head of a powerful clan in the Scottish Highlands. Where many of you here are descended from Royal lines of gifted nobility, Scion Macmillan is a descendent of a king. Clan Chiefs were recognized as Kings. No matter how old anyone else blood is in this room, the name Macmillan should elevate him above even Scion Potter."
She stopped for them all to take notes. Hermione's hand went up. The woman gave an indulgent smile. "Yes, Miss Granger?"
"What do you mean he should be above Scion Potter?"
"Ah, I was not sure if anyone caught that. He should be considered above Scion Potter, once he ascends to Head of his clan, he will be. The issue is, there really isn't a clan Macmillan anymore. Like everyone in this room, you are all the last of your families. Without anyone in his clan, he cannot be clan chief. His title does give him an honorary status though, one that would rank him as high as Scion Potter and Heiresses Greengrass.
Lastly, there is you, Miss Granger, and Miss Heatherhoc. As being claimed 'protected' by your friends, you gain an honorary rank equal to their Houses. This means any insult or injury to you is the same as doing it to the Houses protecting you. It is not a status given lightly. I would work to maintain your friendship. It will get you both far. Now, if you turn your attention to the board, I would go over proper titles and ranking today. When tea time comes around, we will go to the formal tea room down the hall and I will instruct you on proper manners, both being Scions or Heiresses, as well as when you ascend to your Regency or higher," Madam Bulstrode directed their attention towards the chalkboard as it silently started to write notes.
By the time they were all leaving late in the afternoon, Harry gave out a sigh. "You have been doing this for years?" he asked Daphne as others packed up their notes or talked.
"My first formal lessons were from the time I was eight. This was more of a review. You did well. We may have to help Hermione though. She is too curious and moved more than you do when she wants an answer."
Harry chuckled. "That is Hermione. Thank you for inviting her."
Daphne dipped her head. "I had mentioned to mother about our tutors for our school subjects on Wednesdays. I did not know she would invite her to this."
The same bushy haired girl they had been talking about came over. The light in her eyes screamed her interest in everything they had done today. "I had no idea you two were both of the British Peerage. Did you know before today, Harry?"
He shrugged. "Amelia was describing all this to me this past week. I am not a Lord in the House of Lords. My family titles are like Ernie's. I don't have a title outside the Wizarding World."
"The same with my Viscountess title," Daphne told her.
"This is still very interesting. Does this mean you have three votes, Harry?"
"Yeah," he replied.
"Hermione, we told your parents you will be back before five," Lady Greengrass called to her.
"Yes, Lady Greengrass. I'll see you Wednesday morning," she said excitedly before almost bouncing away.
Daphne smiled at the retreating girl. "She really likes to learn anything she can, doesn't she?"
"You have no idea," Harry agreed.
"Come on, Harry. Auntie will expect us to be home for dinner," Susan said, walking over to them with Hannah.
"I was hoping you may stay for dinner here, Harry," Daphne asked a little shyly. "Mother already approved."
Harry liked it. "Susan, do you think Amelia would mind?"
The friends gave them a knowing look. "I don't think so. Our Aurors should be switching out soon."
"I will let our elves know," Daphne assured Susan.
Soon they followed everyone out to the atrium, and it was just Daphne and him left. "Mother should be back shortly. Would you like to go play cards for a little bit? Supper isn't usually ready until six-thirty."
"Can we go flying? My mind feels like it wants to burst."
"After dinner. Mother won't be happy if our clothes are all mussed for dinner," she told him.
"Sure, then. Cards sounds good."
An hour later Astoria found them laughing and Harry accusing Daphne of cheating as she put down another match of four aces in gin rummy.
"I do not cheat," Daphne scoffed.
"You do to," Harry accused in a lighthearted way. "Let me see your cards."
"No," she said and laughed as he tried to grab them. "Harry! No!"
He moved to put a hand on the table and reached for her cards as she pulled them back to her chest.
"There is no way you had all four aces. I still have one in my hand," he retorted.
Daphne screamed as she tried to duck his reach. It was a scream of delight as she managed to not get caught.
Someone laughed from nearby and Harry froze while Daphne ducked and stood up, taking a few steps back. There was a broad smile on her face. "Are you using that trick deck father always hides in the cupboard?" Astoria asked.
Harry pointed a hand at Daphne. "I knew it," he yelled.
Daphne stuck her nose up. "I was perfectly honest it was jokers wild," she stated in an affected way.
"Wait! The Jokers change card type," he asked surprised, though he probably shouldn't have been.
"How else do you play a wild card?" Astoria questioned.
Harry scrunched his face and sat down. "You didn't tell me that the wild cards change like that."
Daphne sobered somewhat. "I thought you knew," she put to him.
"Obviously not. The only magical cards I have played with are snap cards," he replied before huffing, "You going to sit down and finish this game?"
Astoria looked at him. "You really didn't know they could do that?"
Daphne let out a breath before moving back to her chair. "Harry is Muggle-raised, Tori. I didn't realize you didn't know. Would you like to start again?"
Before he could answer a man's voice came to them. "What is going on in here? It sounded like someone was being mugged."
Harry looked a little abashed. Daphne tried to look innocent while Astoria laughed. "Harry was just trying to tackle Daphne."
"I was not," he shot back before backing away a little when Lord Greengrass rose an eyebrow.
"Harry did not try to 'tackle' me. He was trying to see the cards in my hand not knowing that any card declared a wild card could change type and suit," Daphne said with a pointed look at her sister.
"I see. Dinner will be ready shortly. Perhaps you should clean all this up and wash up before dinner. Are you staying tonight, Harry?" Lord Greengrass enquired.
"Yes, sir. Lady Greengrass said I was invited," Harry confirmed.
The man nodded. "You are always welcome. Allies should have strong ties."
"Harry has said I am invited over Friday night for dinner and to stay for some games. May I go?" Daphne asked.
The man nodded. "That is fine. I'll make sure to warn Amelia to expect a rowdy time."
"Father!" Daphne scoffed while Astoria laughed. "I am a perfect guest!"
Her father chuckled. "I am sure you are, but I know how competitive you are as well. Get along. There is a bathroom just down the hall if you need it, Harry."
"Thank you, sir."
The man walked out and Astoria stayed, bouncing on her feet. "Go get ready," Daphne ordered her sister.
"Why? So you and Harry can kiss?" Astoria said with mirth in her eyes and an evil grin.
Daphne gave her a death glare. "No, not so Harry and I can kiss! We need to put this away and then I will show him where the bathroom is, thank you very much."
Astoria giggled as her eyes moved to him. "Harry may have other ideas. See ya…" Astoria said sweetly as she turned and skipped away.
"I swear..." Daphne muttered something that sounded like 'twelve-year old minx'.
Harry felt himself a little flush and looked at the dark-haired girl across from him. After a moment she turned back to him, anger still on her face before she looked at him. Her eyes took in his face before some colour crept onto her own.
"So, uhm... I know where the bathroom is. I can clean up and meet you in the dining room," Harry told her.
"That... might be best," she responded before standing. They shared a look before she beat a hasty retreat.
"God," he muttered to himself.
When they sat, Harry held her chair out before he sat. Neither of them were looking at each other as Lord and Lady Greengrass shared a few comments about their day. Astoria kept smirking at them whenever she would catch one of them looking at her. He thought Susan was annoying at times, the smaller dark-haired girl across from them was quickly getting to be worse.
"How was Madam Bulstrode today?" Lord Greengrass asked towards them.
"The usual, Father. She went over House ranking and High tea," Daphne responded for them.
"Did you know Harry was Scion to an Elder house?" Astoria asked.
"The Peverells, if I remember?" their father commented as though it was nothing big.
"Yes, sir," Harry replied.
"He is also an Earl. Not even most of the Wizengamot can claim that," she added.
"We know, Astoria," their mother replied, eyeing her daughter. "What is your point besides trying to annoy Scion Potter?"
Astoria shrugged. "None really. It would just mean Daphne would become a Earless if they were to marry like I've..."
Harry had started to drink his milk before inhaling it. He spluttered it out and started to cough. It sprayed across the table and Astoria let out a small scream of surprise and then started to complain about how disgusting it was.
Harry had to lean over as he just about choked as the milk had gone down the wrong pipe and Daphne was quickly patting his back and offering a napkin. By the time he sat back up, Astoria was gone, as was Lady Greengrass. Lord Greengrass was eating his meal. "You have a way to clear a table," the man commented before laughing at Harry's stricken face.
"I didn't mean too. It was... a surprise."
The man chuckled again. "For more than just you. Do you need to clean up?"
"I'm fine," he muttered, his voice sounding strained.
Daphne looked at him. "You aren't going to die?"
He coughed again, sounding like he was hacking up half a lung. "Think I'll make it," his voice was watery.
"Good. I am unsure Astoria will," she said angrily.
"I think she is going to be in enough trouble. Let your mother handle it," Lord Greengrass ordered.
Daphne pursed her lips. "Yes, father."
"Now, I heard you and Daphne were flying in the back field last week?" he enquired.
Harry coughed again. Daphne answered for him. "Yes, father. He was showing me some of the things he does for practice."
Lord Greengrass raised an eyebrow towards her. "Really? Is my daughter a competent flyer?"
"Yes. I think she is better than she lets on," he said, having mentioned that to her last week.
She wiped off some milk that had got onto her robes. He felt guilty about that. "I like to fly, but it is not becoming of an Heiress of my stature to do so."
"Maybe not," her father agreed, "but that does not mean you should not know how, or enjoy it in your free time. Perhaps if Harry helps you more, you can help him with those dance lessons your mother has been talking about?"
Harry looked towards Daphne. "Dance lessons?"
She looked back at him. "As part of our tutoring, we should all know how to dance. Mother suggested I ask you if you would like some private lessons, with me?"
"I really don't know how," he replied.
"I can teach you," she offered.
"Thank you," he replied.
A downtrodden Astoria came back with Lady Greengrass. By now, their elves had very quietly taken all the affected food and dishes away and replaced them. When Astoria sat, she caught his attention. "I would like to apologize for my rude behavior, Scion Potter."
He was about to wave it off, not wanting to bring attention to it, but he had a feeling this was one of those times to be a Scion of House Potter. "Thank you, Ms. Greengrass. I apologize as well."
Lord Greengrass nodded his head as though that was the end of it. "Daphne and Harry have agreed to start their dance lessons. When were you planning on scheduling that?" he asked towards his wife.
The woman looked at them for a moment. "You can start tonight, if you can stay?"
"Yes, ma'am," he replied. Amelia wouldn't have any issue if he stayed a little later. Not if it was for lessons.
His Auror guard had stayed out of everything, politely standing guard outside the dining room. Harry was grateful he did the same when Lady Greengrass took them to a small ball room and started him on his lessons.
Harry tried not to concentrate on how much he liked the feel of Daphne's hand in his or his hand on her waist as he tried to follow directions. He felt it was mostly a success when he only stepped on her feet twice. Luckily many witches wore boots for normal day wear.
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  July 5, 1994


  London, England

The Aurors hustled him into St. Mungo's as soon as they apparated into the alleyway. Over the summer, he was to meet with Healer Tonks once a week. The Aurors didn't relax as they waited in the line in the lobby and took up position outside her office when Harry was let in.
"Good afternoon, Harry. How has your summer been?" she asked with a smile.
"Good so far, though I could do without the wakeup calls from Sirius some days," he griped.
She laughed. "You know he is getting his jollies seeing you all so grumpy like that?"
"Figures," Harry muttered.
"My cousin has always been like that. Now, how are you coming along with your meditation and memory review?" Healer Tonks was often mostly business. Harry liked that.
"Getting better. I had a pretty good breakdown the night we got back to Grace Hall though," he admitted. She would probably see it anyway, so he might as well get it over with now.
"Care to talk about it before we begin?"
"Not really. Just some stuff I am trying to come to terms with. You said I had to do that myself before we could move onto the next step," he reminded her.
She nodded. "You do, but that does not mean talking about it with others cannot help as well. Sometimes finding someone you trust, even if it is just to get it off your chest, can help quite a bit."
Harry nodded. He had been talking about it. Mostly with Daphne, Hermione or Amelia, though he didn't think Daphne realized what he was doing - and he kept the worst from her. "I know. You and Anne keep telling me that."
She gave him a small smile. "Glad to see you are listening to us."
He shrugged. "I think I finally made progress in making a simple mindscape. It's helped to see Sirius the last few weeks."
"Good. You want to talk about anything else, or let me into your mind?"
He let out a deep sigh. "Might as well let you see," he responded.
She nodded and motioned to a cushioned lounge chair against a wall. He laid down and within a minute he had closed his eyes and tried to calm his thoughts. He had taken to this faster than Healer Tonks had thought he might.
In what felt like a blink of the eye, he was standing in the middle of a large field. The grass was almost waist high. Quidditch hoops, about a hundred yards apart, stood either side of him. It had a rather serene quality. The only odd thing about it all was the thousands upon thousands of bubbles floating around. They were all about three inches across and ranged in colours.
Looking at a yellow one as it floated by, he made out Hermione saying something. He couldn't tell what it was, but he knew if he reached out and touched it then he would relive the memory. Until then, it was contained in the bubble.
He knew instantly when Healer Tonks stepped next to him. It was apparent she didn't belong. Harry watched another bubble float by. This one was ashen looking. He didn't like this one. The boy in it was huddled under a thin blanket, fresh blood apparently staining the material where it touched his back.
"This is quite impressive," she commented, spinning around.
Harry turned to her. "I did what you suggested. Find a place that makes you happy and a way that lessens the impact of the memories. I wanted a full Quidditch stadium, but this is where I landed."
She nodded. "This is very impressive for the amount of memories you have isolated. Are you sure you have only been doing this for the three months we have been working together?"
He smiled at her praise. "It hasn't been easy." It really hadn't. Especially when all these repressed memories or emotions broke through, like when he got back for the summer.
"Doing something right is rarely easy. What do all the different colours mean?" She followed a memory as it floated by. This one was tinged pink. He knew who that memory would be about. Even though they were in his mind, and he could control things, he still flushed.
"Yellow seems to represent my friends. Anything that is grey or darker are mostly ones I don't like. Blue, it seems, are lessons or when I study. Red ones are when I am angry. White seems to be really good memories," he said.
"And these pink and green ones?" She quirked an eye at him.
Harry knew he had to be honest. A large part of these lessons was for him to accept himself, and one of the ways to do that was to be honest. "The green ones are ones I am not proud of. They are mostly ones I feel jealous or envious of someone. The pink memories are all about Daphne." His face felt like it was burning. He wouldn't be surprised if it was in reality.
She didn't judge or tease him. "Daphne Greengrass means a lot to you, doesn't she?"
As he thought about her, a pink bubble came towards him. It was one of the latest runs they did yesterday morning. He really liked the school shorts and t-shirt. She was also getting less self-conscious and in this one she caught him looking at her legs and the blush that came to her face also came with a smirk this time...
"Please don't say anything, but I really like her," he admitted.
She gave him a pleased smile. "It is healthy for a boy your age to feel that way towards someone. She is pretty. I notice you have a lot of your friends and family around us too. Are you coming to terms with your darker memories or are you using good memories to insulate yourself?"
He frowned. "A bit of both."
She nodded, making no judgement. "Just make sure you don't just surround yourself with the ones you really like. You have to come to terms with all you are, to get to the next level. What are you going to do with all these memories as you sort through them?"
He looked around, not really having thought about it yet. He was pleased to just get this far. As he looked at the grass, he had an idea. "Wild flowers? Maybe each one could be a flower?" he suggested.
She nodded. "Not a bad idea to start. I think you should work on that. Maybe a single flower for each memory. Put similar memories into patches or on the same plant. Once you can get that, we can work on the next stage."
A moment later, Harry was blinking his eyes open. His cheeks were wet. Healer Tonks looked away as he wiped his cheeks and sat up. "You are making incredible progress. I think it might be best if we only meet once a week for now. You need some time to sort through all this on your own. Right now, I can only guide you now that you have learned to isolate your memories."
Harry nodded. The first few weeks had been horrible. She had had to work with him to break down some massive blocks he had put in place. It had been almost unbearable. The first three lessons had gone almost three hours a piece and they met only once a week, not the hour she had expected three times a week. She wouldn't let him go until he had calmed enough not to fall apart or bite off the head of the first person that had talked with him.
"Thank you, Healer Tonks."
She nodded. "It's alright to call me Andromeda, Andi or Aunt Andromeda when you want. I have invited you, Susan, Amelia and Sirius over this weekend. Nymphadora will be there, so you can finally meet her."
"Can I bring my Firebolt?" he asked her. She had told him there were some fields behind her house he could fly in.
She snorted, trying to keep in her laughter, and shook her head. "As long as you don't kill yourself."
His smile was wide across his face.

  -oOo-


  July 9, 1994


  London, England

Harry looked around the study. Amelia hadn't let him in here before. It had a very masculine feel to it. Dark stained wood. Bookcases and glass cases filled with vials, books, stuffed animals and creatures, a dragon's head and many other things.
"This was our father's study, then Edgar's. I haven't had the heart to change anything around," Amelia said from behind a large desk.
"Is that a real dragon?"
"A Welsh Green. At one time we had a small keep along the Tyne. One of our ancestors saved the town below it from that dragon. It is part of our history," said Amelia.
Harry nodded. "I wish I knew about my history like that."
She gave him a sad smile. "Take a seat, Harry. I may be able to help you with some of that, but I am afraid I have some bad news as well."
"What bad news?"
"Take a seat," she informed him. When he did, she took a large green-leather bound book with his House crest on the cover and put it before him. "I have worked with the goblins, Solicitor Tonks, and an accountant to go through all your finances, holdings and properties. This is a new ledger book cataloging it all. I have a copy as your regent, but that is the one linked directly to the book held by the goblins. My own copy will burn up the day you decide I am no longer your Regent. Like I told you over Easter, you are one of the wealthiest people in Wizarding Britain."
He took the book and ran his hand over the crest. "How wealthy?"
"Your vaults hold a little over three million galleons in raw currency. The heirlooms in the vaults are valued over fifty-million galleons. You own fifteen rental properties on the lands Potter Manor used to stand on, which brings in about five hundred and eighty galleons a month. Your investment portfolio is worth about fifteen-million galleons and brings in a little over eighty-thousand galleons a year, with half of that reinvested. We can go over all that, if you want. Otherwise, I would recommend what I am going to do with Susan and start you both on an estate management class that will be taught alongside your etiquette classes. Once you go back to Hogwarts, we have already arranged that to be bi-weekly, every Saturday afternoon from three to five," she told him.
He blinked a few times, lifting his head up from the book. His mouth was wide open. "The goblins said that they were paying four-pound eighty-two pee per galleon when we went over Easter." He tried to add what she just told him. "You are saying I am worth more than three-hundred million pounds?"
"Exchange rates have change to five-pound two pence, as of yesterday," she replied flatly.
His jaw felt like it wanted to fall to the floor. "I... I... how rich is that?" He knew it was a lot of money, but he couldn't really comprehend how much it was.
"You are very wealthy, Harry. You could live very comfortably off the interest of your investments if you wanted, without touching your main assets. Wealthy enough that I would recommend you understand your wealth. But let me and your goblin account manager to manage the money for now - maybe even when you get older, if you don't want to be a businessman," she recommended.
"Uhm, sure." He looked back down at the book again. "When the goblins cataloged my vaults, did they find anything from my parents?"
A gentle, knowing smile came over her face. "They did. We can go soon and see. I have something else to talk to you about though, something that is not as good."
Looking up from the book again, he felt a little trepidatious.
"I have been to Potter Manor. There is nothing left. The night your grandparents were killed, it was burned to the ground. The only things left on the property is some of the small town of Llangynidr, the fifteen rental properties and the old gate house," she said sadly.
Harry nodded. He figured his parents had moved to Godric's Hollow for some reason, and that was probably it. "I don't feel that is all, though?"
"Your parent’s cottage at Godric's Hollow is in a bit of a legal quandary. The Ministry has claimed it as a war monument, but you still own the land and everything on it. The Wizengamot order does not supersede family claims, but your previous Regent illegally signed over the rights. I am working to get it sorted. Do you want the house and property?" she put to him.
Harry scrunched his brow a little. He wasn't sure how he felt about that. "I don't know. Do I have to decide now?"
"No. You can think on it. While you do, I will tell Ted to keep going to clean up the mess and make sure it's in your name," Amelia assured him.
Harry nodded.
"There were also two other properties the goblins found. One is an old keep that belonged to the Peverells. It’s been abandoned for a long time and half of it has collapsed, the protective wards being so old they have failed. We can go and see it soon. There may be relics and heirlooms that only you can access. The old tower and annex are still standing, and the goblins cannot get in without a blood relation."
He perked up at this. "Really? That sounds wicked? When can we go?"
"I'm not sure. I have hired a curse breaker team from Gringott's to make sure it will be safe for even you to approach it. From the records the goblins found, it’s been a few hundred years since anyone has inhabited it," she told him.
"Alright. You said there was another property?" Harry questioned.
"Yes. The Peverell's were related to a few of the Norman clans, and there is evidence they came over as battlemages with the Normans in the twelfth century. Because of those blood ties, you still have rights to lands and titles in the Bailiwick of Guernsey. The titles will be like your Earl title, only recognized in the wizarding world, but it would give you a place on the Council that oversees the Bailiwick, if you wish to do anything with it. You own a small island that is still hidden from the Muggles, but the old villa and grounds are in ruins and the lands are fallow."
"How small is the island?"
"Around fourty-acres. The Peverells used to raise sheep with magical properties. There are only the remains of two barns and a Roman villa-like house. I went there about a month ago. There isn't more than just the stone foundations left," she told him.
Harry nodded. He had land, but really nowhere to call home outside of Grace Hall. "Amelia, I can stay here, right?"
"Harry, this is your home. Susan and I will never throw you out. If, and when you move out, it will be your decision, and even then, you will always have a place here," she promised him.
He nodded. "Thank you," he replied.

  -oOo-
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  London, England

Amelia had them in more of a traditional Gi, like the ones Harry had seen people wearing when taking karate. She had them all lined up in two rows. "Today we will be going over the aegis shield and the basic knife forms I teach the Hit Wizards."
"What is the aegis shield?" Hermione asked, unable to keep it in.
"It is a relatively low powered shield that is designed to stop physical blows. It will shatter on impact by any spell, but will give you at least one free pass. The Protego Duo or Protego Maxima are far better and will block both physical and magical attacks, but they are advanced spells, that take a good amount of power or concentration, and draw a lot of power the longer you have to use them, or if you are blocking strong magic or heavy blows," she responded.
"Now, to cast it, it is a simple circle and then tap something. You need to picture a solid shield, up to a yard or so big. This spell is not for big shields. The incantation is Vocscutum. You are all wearing bracelets as part of your training uniforms, and I recommend you keep them on from now on. They will be good anchors for the shield. Like so," she said, exaggerating the wand motion and them tapping her own bracelet while saying, "Vocscutum."
A bronze shield about a yard across came into existence. "You can imagine any type of physical shield you want. I have always been partial to Greek mythology."
She smiled at them and most of them smiled back.
"Now, let's practice."
Neville and Ernie were flanking him in the back row. Hermione, Tracey and Daphne were before them, the others spread out down the line. Harry liked the bronze shield Amelia had used, but he had found an older iron reinforced wooden shield to be better. Neville tapped his wrist first. His casting was much more confident, especially with his new wand. A shield appeared. It was like an old knight’s shield on many of their house crests. That was the only comparison though. It didn't look very strong and had a few holes. "Vanish it and try again, Neville," Amelia said. "Very nice, Susan. Repeat it ten more times. Hermione, when you conjure it again, imagine it lighter, but strong."
Hermione had let out a squeak of surprise as she almost toppled over with the circular iron shield she had summoned. Tracey giggled at her, and Daphne smirked. "I haven't seen you get it yet," Hermione snarked at Tracey, who snorted before trying to concentrate to cast the spell.
Harry tapped his wrist at almost the same time as Ernie. Ernie's shield was a round shield with a wooden back and leather front. Harry's was just like he had imagined. "Very good, Ernie and Harry. Now, vanish them and practice ten more times. Roger, you are imagining too literally, like Hermione. If you imagine it being light and strong, it will be," Amelia stated.
Daphne tapped her wrist for the second time and a shield similar to Neville's came out. It was a dark green and had the coat of arms of her house on it. "Nice, Daphne. Ten more times. Tracey, is that glass?"
Tracey was holding a translucent round shield. "Is that bad?" Tracey enquired.
"No, it's just unusual. Being made of magic, it won't shatter like glass. Blaise, you are thinking too hard. This should be something that you envision would protect you," said Amelia, walking down the line.
Daphne laughed at Tracey. "Isn't it usually a glass slipper?" she teased her friend. It was nice that they were all becoming comfortable enough that they didn't really act snooty around each other.
Tracey gave Daphne a glare. "Madam Bones said it could be anything we want."
"Alright, Cinderella," Hermione said from next to Tracey. Neville chuckled and Tracey gave him a look. Neville quickly started to cough, turning away.
"With friends like you...," Tracey grumbled, forgetting she teased them as much as Hermione and Daphne teased her.
After a half hour, everyone was getting a solid, light-weight shield. "Very good, everyone. Now, I want you to line up with the person before you and take out the practice knives I gave you this morning. Hold it like this," she demonstrated, holding it in her clenched fist – and getting the blades to face away from them when they straightened out their arms as they copied her. "I am going to teach some basic practice moves on how to thrust and slash while your partner shields."
Daphne turned to him, her eyes giving him a look that he shouldn't go easy on her. She had been upset with Harry on Monday when he pulled back on the duel they were having. Harry got so upset with her accusations that when they started again, she was disarmed and stunned within three spells. He still felt a little guilty about that, and got another glare when Tracey laughed at her. "Maybe next time you'll remember who was helping us in DADA," Tracey smirked to Daphne when she revived her. Daphne had given him another glare and demanded to go again. She lasted seven spells the third time.
"I'm going to get you Friday," she told him, as they copied the move Amelia was showing them. Amelia walked down the line to correct posture, how they were holding their knives or other techniques.
"Hannah, when you go to jab, you have to put your weight into it. Lean back and then lunge forward. Feel the muscles in your legs pushing," Amelia instructed.
"They feel like rubber," Hannah replied before quickly saying, "Yes, Madam Bones."
"I agree," Tracey muttered.
Daphne cast a quick sympathetic look to Tracey before she struck at his shield. Daphne was looking tired. Sirius had them increase the pace of their run today, and then do some weights before they stepped into the training rooms. Her hair was a bit unkept now, after all the activity. Harry thought her even cuter than normal.
"Alright, that is enough for the day," she called about twenty-past nine. "Dispel your shields and let’s do some stretches."
Blaise gave a disgruntled face and Tracey let out a soft, "Thank Merlin."
"It's not that bad," Daphne put to her and Harry cast her a side long glance.
"It really isn't," Hermione agreed.
Hannah and Susan had come closer to them. "Daddy says I have to do this. Can't we just practice spells?" Hannah asked.
"What if we can't use spells?" Neville countered.
“Auntie has been teaching me all this for years. I will be able to defend myself if anyone comes after me or my family again,” Susan said determinedly.
"Alright, you lot, you can talk when we are done," Amelia barked at them.
Harry concentrated on the stretches.

  -oOo-
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  Hogwarts, Scotland

Harry stood at the entrance to the chamber. A dozen goblins, a few Aurors, and half his professors were on the floor of the chamber looking at the carcass of the huge basilisk. It looked about as fresh as the day he killed it a little over a year ago.
Amelia hadn't left his side. "Seeing it in person is different than seeing it in your memories," she commented.
"I just want it gone," he told her.
She nodded.
"Albus never told us what you did that night to save Ginevra Weasley," Headmistress McGonagall said, the awe and fear prevalent in her voice.
Harry frowned. "It's not a pleasant memory."
One of the goblins walked back to them and they waited for him to climb the ladder. "The specimen is in better shape than we hoped, though Ripclaw is certain the blood has all congealed. Given the size and shape, I have been authorized to give you a ten-percent bonus to our offer."
Amelia nodded. "That is acceptable. Harry will still get twenty-percent of the skin?"
"Yes, Madam Bones. Scion Potter, would you like to come and claim the first hunk? It is your right as a warrior," the goblin offered, its teeth bared in a feral grin.
He shook his head. "Is Ginny or Ron getting any money from this?"
Amelia looked at him. "We had not discussed that. Since you slain the basilisk, it is yours by conquest."
Harry looked at the big thing as the goblins started to poke and measure the beast. As much as he had his issues with Ron right now, he had raced down to save Ginny with him. "I would like them both to get some of the money. How much is the offer?"
The goblin looked down at a ledger. "Gringotts was originally estimating the proceeds should exceed two-million galleons. The deal is for you to receive sixty percent of all sales. Ten percent is to be given to Hogwarts. All other moneys to Gringotts. The estimate is now over two-point-two million."
Harry's eyes widened. His current accounts had over three-million galleons. This would grow that by over a million. "Is it fair to offer Ginny, Ron and the others that were petrified two-percent of my cut?" That would be over twenty-thousand galleons each and leave him half of everything.
"If that is what you want," Amelia said.
"Offer them enough hide to make a cloak or something if they want also. Do you mind if I go back home?" he asked. Harry wouldn't run if he was presented with the same situation, but it didn't mean he wanted to relive it by looking at the Chamber.
"I'll take you back. Aggrod, do you need anything else before we go?"
"No, Madam Bones. Headmistress, would you allow us to take in two more teams of twelve? Gringotts would like to render this beast and get it to the auction blocks within two weeks," the goblin asked.
"I just want this out of my school, and ensure there is nothing else that will harm the students down here," McGonagall responded.
The goblin nodded. "If we find anything else, we will let you and Madam Bones know. Good day."
"Potter, I don't think two-hundred points would be enough for what you did here," McGonagall stated. "You saved the entire school."
Harry shrugged. "What else was I going to do?"
Both women looked at him, knowing most would have run and just left the Weasley girl to die.

  -oOo-
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  Redhill, England

Harry was starting to get tired of the Aurors. They were not that pleased to take the Knight Bus, thinking it was too open, but Harry didn't want to apparate. It was better to try to avoid bruises as they shifted around than the awful feeling of being squeezed through a straw.
They were let out at the end of a road full of cobble and stone town houses. They all looked rather upscale with expensive cars and SUV's either before the houses or in driveways. Harry figured he shouldn't be surprised with how Hermione talked about her parents being dental surgeons and that they dealt with rich clients and friends, but he was a little. All the town houses looked relatively new and double wide to those in Privet Drive. Uncle Vernon would have Harry over here and using his 'freakishness' to befriend the people around here if he had known. Everything about this place screamed wealth.
He snorted to himself that he would think of his relatives that way. Of course, their trial next week probably had a lot to do with that.
"Please don't stand about, Mr. Potter," the thin Auror said next to him. All his guard had been a little jumpy the last few days. There were rumours that Dumbledore had been spotted in London.
Harry rolled his eyes and started to walk. Hermione's house was the third on the left. As he walked up he noticed the camera looking at the yard and front door. He knocked and a moment later he heard someone rushing down some stairs.
"Harry," Hermione exclaimed happily as the door burst open and she moved to hug him.
"It's not like you didn't just see me yesterday," he laughed at her.
She just squeezed a little harder and then stepped back, a big smile on her face. "This is the first time you have been to my home."
"Yeah, sorry I had to cancel over Easter," he apologized.
She waved him off before looking over his shoulder at an Auror that stood just a pace away looking at her. Two others had their backs to them as they looked around the street. "You have three now?"
"Can we come in, Ms. Granger? It isn't safe for Mr. Potter to be in the open right now," the Auror behind him stated.
"Of course. Mum and dad should be in the kitchen. You are all welcome to come inside," she offered.
They all entered into a hall that had a staircase, a small receiving area and a few doors. Pictures and paintings lined the walls and a small rack of shoes and a can holding umbrellas were next to the door. It was neat and tidy, but not the almost OCD style of Aunt Petunia.
When Hermione led them past a formal parlour, a large dining room and a sitting room, she opened the door at the end of the hall. The Grangers were sitting at a glass table next to a large pair of French doors. As soon as they saw Hermione and Harry enter, the adults got up. "I didn't hear you ring the doorbell," Mrs. Granger said. She looked very much like her daughter. Curly, almost bushy hair, bright brown eyes that looked very intelligent, a broad smile and slighter build.
Mr. Granger was a man that still looked healthy and muscular for his age, but obviously older than his wife. He was wearing glasses, that he took off as he put a magazine down. His eyes were more of a hazel and his face not as kind as he looked over Harry's shoulder. "Who are you?" the man asked.
"Auror Wilkins, sir. Part of Mr. Potter's detail. Would you mind if I just scan the house?" the man asked.
Both Grangers looked a little taken aback. "What are you scanning for? Hermione, you didn't mention this," her father stated.
Hermione looked a little abashed. "I told you Harry had someone escorting him."
"Is this related to your old Headmaster?" Mrs. Granger asked.
"Ma'am, please, do we have permission to just check your house? I must insist," Auror Wilkins pressed.
Mr. Granger pursed his lips. "Yes. This is not what I thought when you said an escort. Aren't the Aurors the magical police? Amelia hasn’t mentioned any of this either."
"Yes, Mr. Granger. If this is too much, I can leave," Harry offered. Hermione looked worried.
Mrs. Granger came up to him as the Auror started to wave his wand about. "Nonsense. You are welcome. Hermione has told us a lot about you. Should we be worried about Hermione?"
"Head Bones has already taken care of that, Mrs. Granger. This is just an extra precaution."
"What do you mean that was already taken care of?" Mr. Granger asked. “Amelia said she would leave a guard down the street. I haven’t seen them, but was told they were there.”
"You have two dissolutioned Aurors monitoring your House. Ms. Granger's magical guardian has approved the changes. You will have to contact Head Bones for more details." The Auror got done and then moved to the wall next to the door and crossed his hands over each other.
The man pursed his lips. Mrs. Granger looked a little concerned but seemed to want to focus more on the fact Hermione had a guest. As such she gave a look to her husband that clearly said 'we will talk of this later'.
"It's so good to see one of Hermione's friends over. Daphne and her mother and Hannah and her mother came to pick Hermione up over Easter. I take it you are all good friends?"
Hermione took her mother's cue and gave a big smile. "You know we are mum. Harry, Neville and Susan are going to join us in a few weeks at Lightwater Valley."
Harry perked up. "I can't wait. How much do I need to bring?"
"Nothing. It's our treat. We did invite you. Is your aunt coming?" she asked.
"Amelia said she would. She wants to know what I am so excited about," Harry said with a smile.
The woman smiled before shaking her head. "I like the rollercoasters. Dan will take the merry-go-round."
Harry chuckled. "Is that where you get it from?"
"Shut it," Hermione nudged him. "If you don't mind, we were going to go up to my room. Can we bring up some popcorn?"
"I don't want your door closed," her father told them.
"Dad," Hermione almost whined in embarrassment. "We aren't like that. Besides, Harry likes someone else."
"Hermione," he hissed out of the corner of his mouth.
Her mother raised an eye at them. "Daphne?"
He gave Hermione a glare, who had the presence of mind to look a little abashed. "I didn't mean to tell her," she whispered back. Her mother found it amusing as her father still glared at him.
"Go. Do the movie marathon you wanted. I would like to come see what you are all doing one day though," Mrs. Granger told them.
"I'll let Amelia know, Mrs. Granger. Would you like to come one morning too, Mr. Granger?" Harry offered.
Her mother shook her head. "I don't like this Mrs. Granger stuff. Just call me Jane."
"Yes, Jane," Harry said to her.
"Come on," Hermione took his arm and dragged him away. Auror Wilkins followed them and took up outside Hermione's door. Her room was larger than his, with a large bed, a small sofa and chair that looked at a television that had dozens of VHS tapes. Another wall had some built-in bookcases that were full of books. A wooden chest was at the foot of her bed, and it was covered in stuffed animals.
Hermione was chewing at her lip as he looked around. "Not what you expected?"
"It's brilliant! Is that your wall of art," he teased, looking at the obviously childhood made art still on the wall next to her bed.
She flushed. "Mum said I should keep it."
"I like it. It's nice to know Hermione Granger isn't just a bookworm," he commented and laughed as he shielded himself as she hit his arm.
"You prat. I do like doing other stuff than study," she scolded him.
He was still chuckling. "You mean when you don't read just for fun or a 'little bit of light reading'?"
She scrunched her face. "Well, it's not like I can just curl up on a couch and watch a movie or listen to be music. I get bored and need to keep my mind busy."
"I'm not judging, just never pictured this side of you. So, what are we watching today?"
She huffed. "Have you ever seen the Nightmare Before Christmas? Mum got it for me while we were at Hogwarts."
He shrugged. "You know my relatives never really let me watch anything."
She smiled. He could tell she was trying to ignore his comment. "You'll love it."
She had him sit on the sofa and soon plopped next to him. "So, how was dinner with Daphne?"
"It was with her whole family. Astoria is a right pain. She's worse than Hannah and Susan once you all leave," he told her. Daphne and her family had made it a habit of asking him to stay on Wednesdays after their lessons. Next week he had been told to invite Daphne to Grace Hall.
Hermione laughed as the trailers on the tape started. "She seems so quiet the rest of the time."
He snorted. "Like I said, when everyone else isn’t around. It's like it’s her mission to embarrass us."
Hermione laughed again. "So, it's ‘us’ now?"
He scrunched his brow. "You are getting to be as annoying as Susan."
"She isn't that bad. Hannah said she was going to send me an invitation to her cotillion on August nineteenth. Are you going?" Hermione asked.
He shrugged. "I don't know. I think Amelia wants me to, but she has said if I don't this year, that is alright. Next year I have to, and she is going to put me on the rolls the year after, when I turn sixteen."
"I can't wait to be fifteen. September nineteenth," she commented.
"Why are you so excited about that?"
"Why shouldn't I be? That means only two years until I can use my wand whenever I want, and get my apparition license. I really don't like the Knight Bus. It also means that we can register to the Ministry that a magical lives here, and I can put in an application for a floo connection," she went at her normal fast clip. "I will have to take mum and dad with Madam Bones to Gringotts too, so they can approve the few wards that will be needed to make sure only those I want can use it, and probably shut it down when we are at school. Anyways, are you going to go to the cotillion? I know Daphne would like an escort."
"I don't know. Her mother and her have started to give me dance lessons. If I do, Amelia said I should wait until the invitation comes out, and that is usually three weeks before. Should I go?"
"Yes," Hermione instructed him.
He shook his head. "Am I supposed to watch this movie?"
She gave him a look and he knew she knew he was changing the subject. "Fine. We can talk about this later."
Or not, he thought to himself.

  -oOo-


  Same day...


  Cleasby, England

Neville felt nervous.
He had been standing in the entry hall, looking at the fire, for at least twenty minutes now. His gran came from one of the halls and looked at him. "How long have you been standing there, Neville?"
"Long enough," he said a little shyly.
She eyed him. "Did I see all your summer work lain out in the private dining room?"
"Yes, gran. Tracey was invited over to work on our summer assignments and what our tutors have given us," he replied.
She shook her head. "I am very proud of this newfound drive, but it is your summer also. Maybe you can take Ms. Davis out to the orchards, or something else that would be fun. She can be invited over Tuesday or Thursday for you to work together."
Neville tried not to flush. "Yes, Gran."
She shook her head again, and almost looked to be laughing. He knew she was proud of him this year. Proud enough that she had decided to give him an award. Neville was holding it in his pocket. He had asked for a second wand and found it hummed in his hand, unlike his father’s. His father’s was in his other pocket, but he liked his new wand more.
His Gran still seemed to be chuckling to herself as the fire flared green. A second later a slightly short blonde girl stepped out. Her blue eyes found him before she started to brush the few ashes off her robes. Neville had worn just a nice pair of trousers, shirt and vest today. Maybe he should have put some robes on as well, he just liked the more Muggle-type clothes.
Tracey smirked before her mother came through the green floo flames. Lady Davis was a little short herself, with a similar build to her daughter and the same brilliant blue eyes. "Good afternoon, Maria. Welcome to Longmarche," his gran greeted Lady Davis. Tracey hadn't taken her eyes off him.
"Thank you, Augusta. It is nice of you and Scion Longbottom to invite us. Tracey has been looking forward to this," Lady Davis responded. "Good day, Neville."
"Good day, Lady Davis, Ms. Davis. I am glad you came," Neville greeted as he gave them both a little bow.
"Thank you, Scion Longbottom. It is my pleasure," said Tracey as she curtsied.
"Neville has been looking forward to this as well. Unless you would like to invite my grandson and your daughter to tea, I would recommend them to just go off," his gran recommended.
"I don't have an issue with that. Where are they working today?" Lady Davis requested.
"It is a nice summer day. I told Neville I don't want him working today. Tracey is invited over on Tuesday again. They can do their summer work then," said his gran.
Tracey perked up at that. "Can I come over again Tuesday?"
Her mother nodded. "I think that can be arranged. Otherwise, Neville can come to Churchill Place."
"That is fine. Whatever they would like. I have a lovely Darjeeling tea on brew," his gran offered.
Soon it was just Tracey and him left in the main atrium. "Would you like to leave your bag here or where I had set my stuff?"
Tracey just smiled at him. "I would just leave it here."
"Right. Would you like a tour?" he offered.
She rocked on her feet for a moment. "I put the flowers you gave my family in my room. Do you have any more I might be able to put with them?"
He perked up a little. "There is maybe another one or two that would go well with them. Are you sure you want to go into my greenhouses?"
She rocked forward and skipped over to him, taking his arm. "How about you take me on that tour, and we end at your greenhouses?"
"I could do that," he said distractedly, looking at her arm hooked into his.
Tracey just about dragged him through his own manor as he gave her the quick tour, only really pausing when they made it to the large ballroom. Tracey stepped out and spun around. Neville laughed at her. "Do you like not being at Hogwarts? I have noticed you acting more free this summer."
"You have no idea, Neville. I hate having to be so stuffy all the time. I've really enjoyed our summer so far," she said, stopping a few paces away. "Why haven't we ever been here? This ballroom is larger than the Abbott’s."
Neville shrugged. "Gran hasn't ever mentioned wanting to host anything. Uncle Algie said we used to host the summer cotillion, before my grandfather died."
"Mother told me. She remembers coming here before being presented at the first cotillion at the Abbott’s. You should host a ball or something. I love the ceiling," she told him, looking up at the vaulted ceiling. Frescoes of dancers were moving about. Neville looked up to watch them. He had had hours of ball room dancing in this room, as required by his Gran and tutors.
"I always felt like I was forced to be in here," Neville commented, thinking of his tutors.
"Do you feel like I forced you?"
He shook his head. "No."
"Why were you forced to be in here?" she asked and he looked down to her. Were her eyes even bluer than before? He felt a funny feeling in himself he was unfamiliar with.
"My gran required me to learn all the normal dances. I'm sure you have also," he said.
She gave a broad smile. "Oh, we all have. I used to really enjoy it. Father always insisted on being my partner when he would be home. It was better than dancing with Roger."
Neville laughed at her inflection at the end. "You don't like your brother?"
"I love him, I just didn't want to dance with him," she stated before rocking on her feet again, like earlier. "Neville?"
"Yeah, Tracey?" He followed the sway of her body as she rocked, not realizing he was doing so.
"Would you dance with me at the Abbott's cotillion?" she put to him, stopping and leaning towards him slightly.
He smiled, feeling very nervous before his training kicked in. He gave her a little bow. "Ms. Davis, it would be my pleasure. Though, shouldn't I be asking you?"
Her smile was wider still. "Probably, but I wanted to ensure I got a dance, or few, with you before anyone else caught your eye or asked."
He felt his face flush a little. "I can fill your entire dance card, if you want?" he asked shyly.
Her eyes looked bright as she curtsied, "If the Scion Longbottom wishes, I will have to inform all others that I am otherwise occupied that night."
"I will pass your wish along to my gran," he told her, knowing it would have to be decided and approved by his gran and her father.
She spun again, obviously happy, before bouncing over and taking his arm again. "I would like that. Now, you said there may be another flower or two that would go well with the others I have?"
He still felt a little flush as they made their way to his greenhouses.

  -oOo-


  July 18, 1994


  Surrey, England

Harry was quiet as Amelia and Mr. Tonks escorted him into the courthouse. It would be the first time he saw his relatives in over a year, and the last time he had was his uncle trying to grab him as the Weasleys rescued him.
All the others were at Grace Hall doing the training. He would prefer to be there, instead of here.
It wasn't long before he was sitting in the observation section. "If they call you to the stand, are you willing to go up?" Mr. Tonks asked.
Harry wanted to see them all get locked up and experience what he had, but the second he saw his uncle, Harry felt like the small boy again being shoved into the closet. It took him a moment before he got his breath under control. It was a moment more before he realized the man was handcuffed, and then another to realize he had lost some weight and didn't look as threatening.
"If you need to take a walk out into the hall, let me know," Amelia said from besides him.
Harry shook his head as the man was led to the defendant's table. As Uncle Vernon sat, Harry met the man's eyes for a moment. There was a brief flash of hatred and then the man turned away.
Someone came up and handed a sheet of paper to Mr. Tonks. He read it and then frowned. "There has been a complication."
"What complication?" Amelia asked.
"They have made a plea deal. I think someone in the Ministry got to them," he said, handing the paper over to her.
"What does it say?" Harry asked.
She frowned. "Five years? That is all they will get? I’ve had to recuse myself from these cases, but this sounds ridiculous."
"Less possibly. Harry won't have to go up," Mr. Tonks pointed out.
He let out a breath. Harry would have sat on the stand if needed, but he really didn't want to. "Why have they made a plea deal and what does that mean?"
Amelia's lips were pursed. "It means that your cousin is going to live with Vernon's sister."
"Would you excuse me for a moment," Mr. Tonks excused himself and exited the court as the proceedings started.
"I thought you said they would stand trial and go to jail?"
"They are going to jail, just for less time than we thought. Harry, you will not go back or ever have to see them again," she assured him.
Harry nodded, a frown marring his face. He watched as the solicitor and judge went back and forth. It was a good ten minutes before Mr. Tonks returned with a parchment. "It looks like there was a deal cut."
Harry looked between them as Amelia took the paper. He watched her as she read it and then her eyes gleaned. "Finally got you, you old bastards," she muttered.
"What happened?"
"It would appear that Dumbledore was not the only one involved in your kidnapping and improper custodianship. I have to talk with my Aurors, once we get you back home," she told him.
"My Aunt and Uncle are going to jail, right?"
"Yes, Harry. I wish I had known about this yesterday. If I ever find Dumbledore, he will wish he never crawled out of whatever hole he is hiding in."
Harry nodded and turned back as his Uncle was led out. The man glared at him, but for once didn't say a word. Harry let out a shudder, hoping that was the last time he would ever see the man again.
When his Aunt Petunia was led out, she looked liked a broken woman.

  -oOo-


  July 20, 1994


  London, England

A tall man in grey robes stepped into her office. Amelia looked up from her papers to look at the man. The only people in the Ministry allowed to step into her office without warning or prior appointment was any Unspeakable and the Minister.
The nondescript person just stood there.
"Unless you are going to drag me in for questioning, I recommend you remove your hood and have a seat. I'll be with you in a moment," she said dryly, turning back to the request forms she was going through.
The Unspeakable moved and pushed his hood back before going to a side cabinet and helping himself to a healthy tumbler of scotch. When he sat, he just leaned back in the chair and sipped at his drink.
When she was done, she put the forms into her outbox. It was not cheap protecting Harry and those around him, or to supply her Aurors with what they needed for other operations, but after Dumbledore's escape and the finding it had been an Unspeakable to help them, she was finding it easier to get those funds.
The man looking back at her had blond hair that was going white and blue eyes that missed very little.
"So, is this a personal call or business?" she asked.
The man smiled. "We entered the school with the team your ward led to the Chamber of Secrets last week. I have to say it was very impressive - and I think we have only scratched the surface of what Salazar Slytherin left down there."
"All of which belongs to Harry as spoils of conquest. He defeated that basilisk and the heir. The Chamber is not on Hogwarts’ ground," she stated.
He raised his glass. "Do not worry, Amelia. Only those things regarded as 'State Secrets' will not be returned. You know the policy."
"I do. So, did you find one, Croaker?"
The man took a sip of her scotch. It was top end scotch. Croaker was about the only one she would allow to do as he did. She owed him about as much as he owed her.
"Not in the Chamber, though we found some stuff that might be even more valuable than the potion ingredients in that monster," Croaker said.
"I want a full report and accounting of everything. What do you mean not in the Chamber?" she questioned.
The man gave a broad smile. As he did, she could see the relation to the Longbottoms. "There are secrets at that school that I doubt we could even figure out without the right clues, or talking to the right residents." He gave her a grin.
"I don't have time for these games today. There is a mound of paperwork, and the Wizengamot goes into session again next week," she told him.
"Oh, you'll like this story," he told her before spinning her a yarn about house elves, a secret room that had hundreds of years of detritus and finding Rowena Ravenclaw's lost diadem.
"It was a Horcrux. It was also the source of the hex on either keeping some positions open at the end of each year or staffed by incompetent people," he finished. "It wasn't just Dumbledore trying to dumb down the school."
By now, she had her own tumbler of scotch in her hand. She tipped it back, emptying half of it in one gulp. "Dear Merlin. Do we know how it got there?"
"We have gone over Dumbledore's memories he kept stored in the Headmaster's office. It's how I can give you these," he said, taking a box out of a pocket that obviously had an extension charm on it.
"Is it safe?" she asked him.
"The Horcruxes have been removed, but not without some damage to the items and the permanent stripping of any charms or other magics, I'm afraid."
She opened the box. Inside was a black, leather-bound diary with a large hole in it and what looked like black ink in a blood splatter pattern. Next to it was a ring with a green gem. The gem was cracked and dull. Around both of them was a battered looking tiara. The three gems in it were also cracked and some of the silver around them melted.
"Three?" she asked in wonder and fear.
"That makes four now, counting Harry Potter. By our calculations, we expect there to be enough soul left to have two or three more pieces before he breaks himself," Croaker commented casually
Her hands were gripping the box. "Are you telling me he ripped his soul into six or seven pieces?"
With a small nod to his head and a slight quirk to his mouth, Croaker commented, "Up to eight, if you count the original soul fragment. The point is, Amelia, he has got to the point that if he does it again, there won't be enough left for himself to say he is Voldemort or Tom Riddle, whichever name he chooses to go by."
She looked up to him, her brow scrunched. "What do you mean?"
"What I mean is that there is a possibility the original soul shard won't have enough left to consider him human. Any other shards out there could now be adrift," he said.
She pondered that for a moment before her eyes widened. "Are you telling me if he sunders his soul one more time then each piece will now be mortal? Including the original?"
"Got it in one," Croaker toasted her. "Of course that depends if he has split his soul six or seven times already. Our arithmantic projections say there can be no more than seven soul fragments, including the original, before he breaks himself. Right now we can account for over half of the power he should have had in those containers."
"I hope you are right. You-Know-Who cannot be allowed to return. I believe the man will go after Harry," she stated as fact.
"That was why you requested me to spread that rumour about the prophecy ball?"
"I want the old goat to know the prophecy doesn't matter anymore, because it doesn't. I don't think I care if the other one knows either. It may keep them both off of Harry, and if we are lucky, they will take each other out," said Amelia hopefully. "Otherwise, I will take them out myself."
Croaker laughed. "Never anger a badger. I am surprised how many forget that."
She toasted him this time. Many forget that. It was partly why she was in her seat. "Have you heard anything about Dumbledore? Not even my best informants have heard anything."
The man seemed to ponder the question for a few moments. "We have some information that someone is buying potion ingredients. Ingredients that would help someone recover from a large magical drain or to regain health, especially in those of elderly condition."
She leaned forward. "Who?"
"We aren't sure yet. We have designated the person Unidentified Number One. Whomever it is has been using proxies or the types that don't blab about their clients. As soon as I know anything, I'll let you know. Now, I should get back. I am going to keep those until we can conclude our investigation," Croaker said as he stood up, placed the empty tumbler on her desk and closed the lid on the box.
"You are sure all the taint has been removed from those things?"
"Absolutely."
"Next time you bring the alcohol," she told him.
He snorted before raising his hood. "Mine is not as good as yours."
"That's only because you buy the cheap stuff," she retorted.
The Unspeakable chuckled as he left her office. She leaned back in her chair, going over everything the man had just said.
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  July 24, 1994


  London, England

"Madam Bones, Head Auror Scrimgeour for you," the voice of her secretary came over the old brass ship-style mouthpiece.
"Let him through," she said.
A man with a mane of sandy coloured hair entered the room. His intense grey eyes and the limp from an old war injury gave him an appearance of a hunter on a prowl.
She motioned for him to close the door and he sat.
"We don't have our weekly appointment for another few hours," she said to him.
"I am required to notify the Head of the Department of Magical Law Enforcement anytime the Aurors are to execute an arrest and search on any member of the Ministry that is an assistant-head or higher," the man replied, putting a thick manila folder on her desk.
She raised an eyebrow. "Notify? Not sign?"
"The case involves one of your wards, and you have recused yourself from the ongoing case of Mr. Potter," the man told her.
She understood. Only the Undersecretary of the DMLE could have signed these, and she trusted Tiberius Ross. Picking up the folder, she raised her eyebrow. "You have the appropriate staff and everyone is sworn to secrecy until the raids are complete?"
"Do you take me for a new, snot-nose recruit?" he challenged unhappily.
"You know I don't, Rufus. You are about to arrest three Heads and four others," she told him. "Two of them in my own department."
"Head Trask of Wizarding Child Services and Head Bernard of Magical Records are already in custody. Teams are already dispatched to their houses. Head Crouch should have a team knocking on his door in about two minutes. The others will be apprehended shortly after," Scrimgeour informed her.
As always, the man was efficient and silent. She found herself hoping she never found herself on the other end of his efficiency.
"I will prepare for the Press. I don't want them seeing anyone else until they have been questioned and you have what you need," she ordered. "I will have a memo to you in about ten minutes."
The man nodded. "Thank you. That gives me what I need to make it happen."

  -oOo-


  July 29, 1994


  London, England

Susan was giving him a sly smirk from across the table in the kitchen. They had all received the invitations to the Abbott's cotillion yesterday. She had been giving him that look since then. He glared back at her. "What?"
"Noth-ing," she said in a sing-song voice.
"You're bloody annoying," he groused at her. Her smirk just widened.
Soon they were joined by the rest of the alliance children for their Friday workouts and training. Most were now showing up in the Muggle style gym outfits. Most of the girls were happy they could wear the running pants now, but usually removed them to do the running.
Daphne came in, followed by Astoria, who was now doing all the lessons with them. Harry looked up to meet her eyes. If he didn't, he would find himself looking at other parts of her. As the last month went on, he found his eyes drifting more and more.
Tracey came in a second later, sat in a chair and plopped her head on the table. It was about quarter past six. "Is it bad I am looking forward to going back to Hogwarts because I can sleep in an hour more?"
Ernie and Blaise chuckled. "Count me in on that," Ernie replied.
"I am keeping the same schedule," Harry told them, which earned him a few groans and a raised eyebrow from Daphne. Hermione walked in last, looking just as chipper as she usually did first thing in the morning.
Harry shrugged at Daphne's look. "It will keep me in shape for Quidditch. Neville, Hermione, and I were already going to do it anyway before we left."
She let out a breath through her nose. "And I suppose you want all of us to join you?"
"Nev and I wouldn't mind the company, right?" Harry looked towards his cousin.
Neville nodded. "I'm with Harry on this one."
Hermione let out a small yawn. "If you are doing it, I'll join you."
"You're all barking mad," Ernie groused.
Blaise shrugged. "I'm not going to let Potter get ahead of me this year."
Since the first alliance meeting, Blaise had started some competition with him. Even if the boy was huffing most of the time, he was now keeping pace with Neville and him. "I didn't know you caught up yet," Harry poked him.
The boy’s dark eyes bored into him. "Mother has said I am to get better grades this year. I know I can't match Grainger or Daphne, but I can match you."
Harry raised an eyebrow and didn't get to say anything else before Sirius entered the room with Lord Davis. Lord Davis was doing the run and exercises with them at least twice a week, if not all three days. "Right, you maggots... I mean young women," Sirius said towards him, Neville, Blaise and Ernie, "No offence meant to the actual young women," Sirius concluded with a smirk.
He got a few eye rolls or disgruntled comments back, which just had Sirius give a barking laugh. "Right. Today we are going to lengthen the run to five miles. I want you to keep up the pace and stay together. We don't want anyone left behind, especially the Aurors. Everyone to the front door in three-minutes."
None of them waited, making their way out to the atrium. Daphne removed her running pants and Harry was nudged by Neville. "Hannah is watching you. What did you do?"
He shook his head and looked towards Hannah and Susan. They had their heads together, talking softly and both eyeing him. "Susan has been on me since we got the invitations yesterday."
"Ah," Neville said.
Ernie was on the other side of Neville. "Should I ask to escort Susan?" he asked, sounding nervous.
They both looked to the boy, not realizing he liked their redheaded friend that much. "You should," Neville said in a soft voice before Neville questioned Harry. "Are you going to ask Daphne?"
Harry looked back to the dark-haired girl, who was talking with Tracey, Blaise, and her sister. "Do you think she will say yes?" he questioned back. He knew she probably would with how everyone talked about them, but it still didn't mean he didn't question himself, or that he was ready for anything more. He liked her, there was no question there. She was starting to make it into most of his dreams at night. He just had no experience in this and was only turning fourteen in two days. Daphne was already fourteen.
Ernie chuckled. "If she doesn't, she's been leading you on."
Harry looked to Ernie questioningly.
Neville shook his head. "Tracey has asked for me to dance with her, I offered to fill her dance card. I think you can do the same with Daphne."
If Neville could do it, he could. Why was looking at the cute, brown-eyed girl more scary than even facing the basilisk? His heart was already pounding, and they hadn't even left the house yet.
"Come on you lot, let's get a move on," Sirius called from the front of the hall.
In the last week or so, Harry and Neville had taken up the back of the pack, spurring on the stragglers, mainly Tracey, Astoria and Hannah. It started out that way, but by the time they made it to the park, Harry had screwed his courage up enough to work his way to the front with Hermione and Daphne. Blaise was running just behind them and sped up to run besides Hermione as he moved up.
Daphne gave him a glance. "Decide to join the front again?"
He chuckled. "Can't let you get ahead," he replied.
She chuckled too. She wasn't breathing as hard as she was the beginning of the month. The four of them ran before the others for a few minutes before Harry nudged her, enjoying the feel of her bare arm on his. "I'm trying to run here," she told him.
"Did you get the invitation to the Abbott's cotillion yesterday?" he asked. Hermione and Blaise looked at them, almost breaking his nerve.
She spared him a long look before watching the path again. "Yes."
He tried to take in a deep breath or two. "Do you think I am ready to," he huffed out, "dance with you?"
Her eyebrow rose. "You are... passable."
Hermione shook her head. He saw the look in her eyes that said, 'you couldn't have waited?'. The reproach in her eyes had his courage wavering.
"Alright. I hope you will join me for a dance or two," he said, before falling back, not waiting for a response.
When he fell back next to Neville, he got a questioning look. Harry just shrugged.

  -oOo-


  Later that day...

Harry sat on the floor, doing his stretches in a far corner of the room. Amelia had had to change her lessons from Wednesday to Friday this week, and today was the first day they had got to use the wooden swords around the room. Harry enjoyed those more than the knives, but the knives were small and easier to conceal. Susan was already way ahead of them all, Amelia having trained her from a young age.
Hermione was next to him. "What was that about, asking Daphne while we were running?"
Harry gave a little shrug, focusing on the way his muscles in his legs felt as he stretched.
After a moment of not answering, she shook her head. "Harry, if you really like her and want to ask her to the dance, you should do it in a better way."
His face heated a little. It wasn't like there was a book or instructions... he scrunched his face. There was a book and instructions on how he should do this properly. "Fudder," he muttered.
She shook her head. "You have read all the books Madam Bulstrode gave us?"
"Yeah. I just wasn't thinking about it," he replied.
Her look softened. "I have to catch myself too at times. I think she will understand if you apologize."
He nodded his head. "I will have Amelia send a letter to Lord Greengrass requesting to escort her."
"Daphne would like you to ask her properly before you do," Hermione whispered.
"Is she upset with me?"
This time Hermione chuckled. "I don't think so. I think more embarrassed by the way you did it."
"Fudder," Harry muttered.

  -oOo-


  The same day...


  London, England

Amelia wasn't pleased. It had been a circus the last six days having three Heads of Departments and the mind-boggling news that Barty Crouch Sr. and Barty Crouch Jr. had both been apprehended in the raids. She had wanted to keep the last one quiet until the trials, but somehow the hag, Rita Skeeter, had found out.
It was imperative to move these cases quickly. They would be very important in establishing the case of Line-theft for Houses of Cornish, Evergard and Poplar. The Ministry was moving to recognize the Houses again on the Wizengamot at the Autumnal Equinox and return some of the monies confiscated by Ministers Fawley and Spencer-Moon, the DMLE heads at the time and Dumbledore... though Dumbledore was not associated with the Ministry outside of his family’s seat at the time. His manipulations were deep. So deep, that Crouch and Bagnold had been involved in the burying of the Potter will and handing Harry over to Dumbledore.
They had tried to do the same to Sirius Black, the McKinnens and the Prewitts. With all the McKinnens dead, they had succeeded - but the evidence showed that someone in the DMLE had given away the secret of the McKinnons, and Crouch covered it up. He had covered up the Prewitts as well.
Looking at the file, she now understood why.
Barty Crouch, Jr.
Father and son would both be executed for their crimes. There would be no Azkaban. The former Head of the DMLE had kept his son under the imperious curse for over a decade. He had obliviated three people that had found out about his son over the years. One was in the hospital, Bertha Jorkins was now in St. Mungo's seeking treatment, and no one could locate Auror Evers. He had disappeared shortly after the Crouches had been taken into custody. She had suspicions that Evers had either been helping Barty or had been compelled to do something.
"Rogers, you are sure that all the evidence is validated?" she asked her Senior Barrister that was trying the cases. "I don't want to see either of the Crouches to see anything less than the veil," she told him.
"You know most of these are a dementors kiss, not the veil," he replied.
She frowned. The Kiss was for public executions. The veil was for those that no one wanted to see again. "I would prefer the veil. I don't want any bodies that can be paraded around. You know some in the Wizengamot will do that."
"I'll do what I can, Head Bones. You know I will have to ask you to recuse yourself, and the Potter seat," the middle-aged man with short brown hair and hazel eyes informed her.
"I will not give the impression of any impropriety in this. I need these cases to go to trial and have convictions. If I can't get Dumbledore, I will get everyone that helped him," she told Rogers.
The man nodded. "We are doing everything we can. I would expect a few more arrest warrants to be issued soon."
"Who?"
"I am sure Scrimgeour will let you know," he said a little significantly. That meant more Ministry employees, probably those relatively high up.
As she looked at the file again the other name that popped out was Vernon and Petunia Dursley. Their name had been put on many sealed documents by Dumbledore, and signed by Barty. With their permission, as part of the plea deal, the Solicitors Offices had been able to get sealed documents open that had anything to do with the Dursleys. Which led to the arrest of Head Bernard.
Roberta Bernard, Head of the Department of Records, had taken bribe money to bury many of the documents. Of course, at the time, she was a clerk, but she had been recommended by Dumbledore to make Head about six years ago. Four clerks from the DMLE's Solicitors office were now going through the records to see what else she had a hand in modifying or burying. What rankled Amelia was that she had trusted and thought Head Bernard to be one of her better Heads.
Lastly, there was poor Anabelle Trask, who was now in St. Mungo's next to Remus. She was found to have suffered many obliviations over the years, all thanks to Dumbledore. She had no ideas what the man had been playing with, but she was about to start dragging his reputation through the mud. The Light Alliance was in disarray already. Once these trials went to the Wizengamot in the next month or so, she figured it would be in full rout. It was going to be a dangerous time for a bit, but many were still thrown by the new Potter-Greengrass Alliance.
"I will keep my eyes open for more. Do you need anything from me today?"
"Just the approval for the extra funds. I am bringing in two more Solicitors for this. I think we will have another six trials soon," Rogers told her.
She nodded. "I'll have that settled by the end of today."
A knock came at her door. "If you don't mind, Rogers, I have a nine o'clock I need to see."
"Of course, Head Bones. We'll keep you up to date on what we can."
"Don't do anything that would compromise any of these cases," she warned him.
"I know my job," the man responded. She would not have signed him off as a Senior Barrister if he didn't.
The door opened. "Amelia, what is the meaning of this," Minister Fudge said angrily, a copy of the Daily Prophet in his hands. "I let you arrest Barty Crouch, but his son is still alive! Why hasn't he been kissed by a dementor yet!?"
"I'll just see myself out," Rogers said quietly and she nodded.

  -oOo-


  July 30, 1994


  Cleasby, England

Neville was focusing on the plant before him. It was easier to focus on the moist soil, the smells of the flowers and avoid the vines or other dangers, than it was to face the reality outside the greenhouses.
Gran had said his mum fit naturally into the Longbottoms. She was an Auror, but had taken over the greenhouses on her time off. It was the one place that he felt the closest to his parents, and today he needed that. The fact that a dead man had been found alive, and that man had been part of the group that had tortured him and his parents, was something that had unsettled him.
The door to the greenhouses opened. He figured it was Gran because the person wasn't announced. Gran didn't like visitors being unescorted.
Neville kept working, trimming off the dead leaves or shoots. Looking to the plant next to him, he decided the dittany would need to be harvested.
He waited for Gran to say something. She always had something to say. The voice that came to him was not the one he expected. "Neville?" a girl's voice said, one he liked very much.
He turned to see Tracey standing in the aisle, her hands grasping the other before her and she looked concerned. "What are you doing here?" he asked, surprised to see her.
She rocked on her feet for a moment. "Madam Longbottom said you were down in the greenhouses and that I could come down. I wanted to see if you were alright," she told him.
The small smile she had brought to his face fell off. "Why wouldn't I be?"
She gave him a sad smile. "I know about your parents and mother told me about what the Daily Prophet reported yesterday. I just thought, you know," she said. "I am concerned."
A frown came over his face. "You know that bastard was one of them!" His voice was low and angry.
She nodded.
"He's supposed to be dead," he told her, grasping the shears in both hands.
She took a tentative step towards him. "I know. Father said he will be going to trial again in a few weeks."
Neville pursed his lips. "Gran is going to push for the Dementor's kiss. I think he should be tortured into insanity."
There was a silence between them for a moment. "You don't mean that," Tracey said in a quiet voice.
His hands started to shake. "Why not? It was him and Bellatrix Lestrange that tortured my parents..."
"You are a better man than that," she replied.
Gran had taken him to see his parents last weekend. He had added the bubblegum wrapper his mother always gave him to his collection. It was the only thing his parents had ever given him. "He should be tortured into insanity. He should know what it is like."
She took another step forward, close enough to take his hands and remove the shears from them. "You are a better man than that," she repeated. His hands were shaking and she wrapped her hands around his after putting the shears on the table.
"I want him dead," Neville told her.
"Let the Wizengamot handle that."
Neville felt frustrated and angry tears welled in his eyes. "You don't understand, Tracey."
"Then explain it to me," she requested.
He shook his head and his hand squeezed hers tightly. "I go to see my parents every few weeks when we are not at Hogwarts. Gran wants to make sure they still recognize me as I grow up. They don't talk. They don't act like they recognize me. The only thing mum ever does is give me bubblegum wrappers and pat my cheek. Bellatrix Lestrange did that to them..." his voice was ragged and hoarse,"...my parents were being tortured... Gran said Barty Crouch, Jr. admitted during his trial he would torture me when Bellatrix would let up her curse, so that they could hear me scream."
Tracey looked stricken. He felt guilty. He had never told anyone before, and he wasn't sure why he was telling Tracey. "Oh, Neville, that's horrid," Tracey said.
He went on. "I hear them at times," he told her very quietly.
Her watery eyes grew a little wider. "What do you mean you hear them?"
"I know Harry hears his mother the day she was murdered when around Dementors. I hear my parents screaming," said Neville.
A tear ran down her cheek. "Oh, Neville!" she said again, letting go of his hands. He thought he had scared her away. Instead, the slight frame of the blonde girl was pressed against him as she wrapped her arms around him in a hug. He was so surprised he just stood there. "I'm so sorry."
Unsure what to do, he patted her back. "It's not your fault."
He felt his own hot tears on his face as she buried her face into his chest. He was happy that his baby fat was burning off. Much of it had, actually, and he had shot up a few inches in the last few months, now being close to Harry's height.
"You still suffered."
He finally wrapped his arms around her, eventually resting his head on hers. After a bit, she pulled back, rubbing the tears off her cheeks. "What were you doing in here?"
He did the same as her. His voice was still a little hoarse. "Pruning. I was going to harvest the dittany after that. Then package it to send to the apothecaries."
She sniffed. "Why not brew essence of dittany or healing potions yourself? You could earn more," she suggested.
He made a face. "You know I'm rubbish at potions."
She sniffed again and he took a handkerchief out of his pocket. "Thank you," she told him. "You are only rubbish because Snape never leaves you alone. What if I helped you brew the potions? We could go back to Churchill Place and use our lab."
He looked at her. "I blow up, melt the cauldron, or mess up just about every potion I attempt," he said dubiously.
He motioned for her to keep the handkerchief. "Like I said, that is only because Snape flusters you. I see it. I can help you."
After a moment, he said, "I will do my best."
She smiled. "You can do better than that," she said a little more confidently. After a moment she asked, "Are you better now?"
He gave her a long face. "I want him and the Lestranges dead."
She hugged him again. "No, you don't. I can't pretend to know how you feel, but you are a better man. You don't want to stoop to their level. Would you like me to go with you to see your parents at some point?"
He hugged her tight for a moment before letting her go. She stepped back, no tears this time. "Gran was thinking of going this afternoon," he said.
She took his hand. "My parents said I could spend the day over here. Teach me how to harvest the dittany and then I will go with you."
He gave her a worried look. "You sure?"
"We are friends. I am led to believe friends are there when needed for each other," said Tracey.
"Thank you," he eventually said, squeezing her hand. "To have the best quality, you have to cut it about an inch above the roots. That also allows the dittany to regrow. You don't want to take more than a quarter of the plant, or it won't grow back until the next pollination season. There is a smock in there." He indicated a small, glassed room at the end of the greenhouse.
Tracey nodded, taking the snippers Neville pulled out of his pocket. "I don't mind a little dirt," she told him.
Neville smiled. Hopefully they would have Herbology with the Slytherins this year. "You will still need a basket from the drying room."

  -oOo-


  July 31, 1994


  Somewhere along the North Sea...

Albus was looking out at a grey ocean. The weather was not that pleasant today, unlike the last week, which had been hot and full of sun.
The last month or so had seen his strength return, and much of his magic with it. Again, Severus had come through with his skills in potions and knowledge of healing magic. The man may know more dark magic than even he could think to know, but on the other hand, he had become a true expert in learning how to counter such dark magic.
"Are you sure this is the place? Not very... hospitable," Severus said from beside him. The waves were a little high and rough today as storm clouds threatened.
"I am certain. Can you not feel the power below? Tom has hidden it well, but there is a certain darkness that can be felt," Albus instructed the younger man.
Severus scowled. "I do not feel it," he said, sounding disappointed in himself. Albus just shook his head. As accomplished the man was, Severus had never bothered to develop the skills to feel the land. His skills were much more in the mind arts.
"It is here. I assure you. This is the fields that the orphanage used to take the children too. It took me years to track down one of the children Tom brought to the cave below," Albus assured the man.
Severus gave him his blank stare. If Albus could read his mind, he had no doubt the man would be raging inside. For all his nasty exterior, it still bothered the man to see those he considered innocent to be tortured or killed.
"I would recommend we apparate down, but I fear that might trigger defences. Once down this path we can swim in."
Severus brow rose. "You want to do this today? I am unsure if I can fix you again if you get broken on the waves and rocks."
Albus sighed. "We must do this soon. If your contacts are correct and the prophecy has been fulfilled, then the faster we can defeat Tom, the faster we can both get back to our old lives."
"I have no intention of teaching those brats again," Severus said in a flat tone.
Albus patted the man's arm. "You do a fine job of it, though. Once I regain my Chief Warlock position, Bones and her allies will learn who the true power is here. To do that, we need to destroy these abominations and then draw Tom out and kill him where there are witnesses."
"And what of Potter? You don't seem to care if the boy lives or not anymore," Severus put to him.
Albus smiled. "So you do care?"
Severus scoffed. "Only because he has Lily's blood in him. The boy is still as arrogant and attention hungry as his father."
Albus shook his head. "I think you put the sins of the father onto the son."
Severus didn't say anything as Albus started down a slick tract that led to the water.
"You still didn't answer my question. Why have you given up on Potter? You once told me it didn't matter if the prophecy was for him or not," Severus pushed, just barely being heard over the roar of the waves.
Albus just waived his hand over his shoulder in dismissal. Severus didn't need to know the rest of the prophecy, and now that it was irrelevant, so was Harry Potter. Albus could use the death of Voldemort to attain the heights he had after defeating Grindelwald.
Though, last time he took down a Dark Lord, Albus had saved the man, still being in love with him. This time, he would put Tom down like the rabid dog he was, and then work to redeem his followers again. After all, having a united Wizengamot was not conducive to his vision of the Wizarding World.
"It's all for the Greater Good," he muttered as he carefully made his way down towards the raging waters. His old wand wasn't as nice as the Elder Wand, but it wasn't bad either. When they were close enough, he curled the water around them and they walked through the maelstrom of raging water.
He suppressed a chuckle. Even after all these years Severus was still impressed at times at the power Albus could wield.

  -oOo-


  The same day


  London, England

"This isn't a good idea," he heard the voice of Hermione filter through his door. "Harry doesn't like surprises."
Harry had been enjoying a quiet day in his room as thunderstorms rolled by. He put down the book he was reading. Somedays, like this, he wished that electricity worked in magical homes. Unfortunately, anything inside a ward field stronger than a Muggle distraction charm just ‘fries them up’, as Sirius put it. It made him wonder how Hermione was going to ward her house like she wanted to...
"Do you think he will mind?" he heard Susan say outside his door.
"I don't think he's ever had a party," Hermione responded.
Harry groaned. He didn't want a birthday party. There were no happy memories he had from this day besides Hagrid telling him he was a wizard.
"Why would he not have a party?" the distinct voice of Hannah came through.
"I am not sure I should say," Hermione sounded hesitant.
Harry let out a breath. He wanted to be left alone today. Getting up, the three girls were still talking outside his door as he opened it. "I don't want a party," he told them.
Susan looked at him. "How are you not excited it's your birthday? You turn fourteen today. Mine is in three weeks and I can't wait."
Harry just gave a grunt. "Birthdays have never been a big thing for me."
Hannah and Susan looked confused while Hermione looked sad. Harry hadn't really mentioned anything to anyone but Hermione and Daphne about him growing up with his relatives. "Well, Auntie always celebrates my birthday, and today we are celebrating together. Come on, everyone is downstairs," Susan ordered, taking his arm and leading him away from his room. "Me, you and Neville are celebrating our birthdays today."
"Don't I get a say?"
Hermione shook her head but chuckled at the same time. "You do, but not today."
They dragged him down to the formal dining room and he froze to see it decked out with streamers, what must have been a dozen snitches or more flying around and everyone in their alliance, and whom he considered his friends... well mostly. He wasn't sure how he felt about Blaise yet... were here.
Daphne was waiting by the door and gave him a smile as everyone started to sing Happy Birthday. He took a step back and his best mate was there to put a hand on his shoulder. Looking around, the Davis, Longbottom, Bulstrode, Zabini, Abbott, Greengrass, Bones, Granger and Black households were all here. He wasn't sure to run or let his emotions break out. He had never celebrated a birthday, let alone with almost thirty people that were here for him, and that he wanted around.
When they were done, Daphne came over. "I can take him now," she said to Hermione. Hannah and Susan gave them a knowing smirk.
"I was just trying to make sure he wasn't going to run," Hermione replied.
"Everyone is here for us?" he asked, looking at Daphne.
"I do believe your name is one of the ones on the banner," Daphne commented.
A smile slowly crept over his face. "Wicked," he said in wonder. Daphne and Hermione laughed to hear him.
"Your place is at the head of the table with Susan and Neville," Daphne instructed and pulled him to the seat.
It was the best birthday, even better than the one that Hagrid knocked the door in on the old lighthouse and gave him his first Hogwarts letter. Honestly, he had so much fun and there was laughing and joking it was one of the best days he could remember. He had no issues sharing it with his cousins. After the cake and presents they spread out into the formal parlour, and Amelia opened the ballroom with some music.
That was where he found Daphne, sitting in a chair, talking with Susan. Lord and Lady Greengrass were dancing around the room, with Tracey and Neville looking as though they were practicing one of the more intricate dances Daphne had been working with him on.
There was some laughing coming from the parlour as the others played a game or the adults talked amongst themselves.
As he came up to the girls, he tried to keep his back straight and his hands at his sides. It felt stiff, but he was nervous and didn't want to mess this up this time. When they saw him come over, Susan whispered something to Daphne and got up.
"You don't need to leave," he told Susan, wanting just the opposite.
"I should go see what Hannah is doing. Happy Birthday, Harry," Susan told him before leaving.
"Happy birthday," he replied back.
Harry turned back to Daphne, who was sitting straight in the chair, her legs crossed and looking intimidating. He was sure she was still a little frustrated with him from the other day. He bowed to her.
"That is a little low," she commented in a low tone. "The Potters are still higher than the Greengrasses."
"I owe you an apology," he stated. When she rose an eyebrow, he went on. "I have been made aware I embarrassed you the other day. I never meant to do that."
She nodded. "Sometimes I forget you grew up as a Muggle. You have been acting more and more like a proper Scion should. I know you didn't mean the slight."
"No, I didn't." His stomach was a roiling storm and he looked around a little nervously. "This is the waltz you have been working with me on. Would you care to practice?" He held out his hand.
With a small nod, she took his hand and allowed him to lift her up. "I would like a dance or two at the cotillion," she told him as they lined up and he concentrated for a moment to make sure he got the beat.
He didn't say anything until he pulled her and they started to dance. He was trying to keep the step count as he responded. "I have been told that you are now of the age to be escorted," he remarked just before they came to the first big twirl.
Her face looked a little shocked. "Yes. We are both fourteen now."
He nodded and as he looked into her eyes, he didn't realize that he stopped counting as he led her around. It was barely a month of lessons, two times a week, but it was starting to feel like their bodies knew what to do. "Would you like me to have Amelia send a request to your father?"
A smile slowly crept across her face, he could see she tried to fight it down to keep the mask they had been told to emulate as they dance. She didn't answer as they continued. He counted a little, when he remembered, but soon lost it as they just moved. It wasn't until the music stopped and they were still standing, her hand in his right, his left on her waist and her left on his arm that he realized she hadn't said anything back. He was still waiting for her to answer, holding her in the proper position to start another dance.
When someone started to clap, they both jumped. Daphne looked shocked with herself she had been so distracted. Impetuously she moved in, went on her toes, kissed his cheek and said, "Make sure to send it to father tomorrow."
His face felt on fire, the spot where her lips had touched his cheek warmer than any other spot. Her mother was still clapping and her father just looking at them. Tracey and Neville looked just as flush, and he caught sight of most of their other friends looking in. Daphne looked to be fighting to keep her face neutral, but failing miserably as she grinned and at the same time looked shy at what she had just done.
"Very good, Harry. That is the way you should dance," Lady Greengrass commented.
He turned to look at Lady Greengrass and met the stare from Lord Greengrass. Harry held the man's hard eye for a moment before the man gave a very slight, almost imperceptible nod of approval.
Best birthday ever! a voice screamed in his head.

  -oOo-


  August 1, 1994


  Rotherham, England

This was the start of one of their off weeks. There were no workouts, no training, no lessons for the next two weeks. Daphne had used it to have a lie in.
Tracey had come home with them last night and she found herself spitting the blonde's hair out of her mouth as she rolled over and tried to keep the sun out of her eyes by putting a pillow over her head. As they usually did since being small girls, they shared a bed when they had a sleepover.

  Tap. Tap. Tap.

She groaned. There was that stupid sound that had bothered her a few minutes ago.

  Tap. Tap. Tap.

This time it sounded annoyed. Could a sound sound annoyed?
"Are you going to get the bloody owl?" Tracey groused from next to her.
They had both stayed up far later than they should talking about Neville and Harry. Tracey was totally obsessed with the blond boy. After talking last night, Daphne was starting to wonder if she was feeling the same towards the raven haired boy she had kissed on the cheek last night.
"What owl?"
"That bloody snowy owl that is always nipping Harry's hands," Tracey said before trailing off in a huge yawn.
"Why would Hedwig be nipping Harry's fingers here?" Daphne asked confused, still not awake.
"I don't bloody know. Ask her. She's at your window," Tracey commented, her voice muffled from the pillow she had buried her face in.
Daphne blinked once. Then again before shooting up, her pillow rocketing over the side of the bed and her head whipping towards her clock. It was just past seven-thirty. Hedwig would only be at her window if Harry had sent her Merlin-be-damned early or last night.
She threw her blankets over Tracey and bounced out of bed. It was a run across the room, her hair trailing behind her and she threw open the window. Hedwig was on the sill and hooted at her regally, waiting for Daphne to pick her up and transfer her to a small owl stand on Daphne's desk.
"Did Harry send you this morning or last night?" she asked the owl, who looked a little tired. Unlike most people, Hedwig appreciated Daphne petting her head after removing the letter.
She recognized Harry's messy scroll and ripped the seal open from his scion ring.

  -o-


  Dear Daphne,


  I talked with Amelia this evening. She will be sending the request to your father as soon as she can.


  Thank you for the new Quidditch gloves. I really like the dragon hide on the palms. I will see you next week.


  Harry


  -o-

It was a short letter, but she read it three times before clutching it to her chest and squealing as silently as she could. She didn't usually act this way, but the way Harry made her feel was something special.
Tracey gave a groan from the bed. "He could have sent it a little later."
"Amelia has agreed to send father a request for Harry to escort me to the Abbott's cotillion," she said excitedly, jumping on the bed and bouncing Tracey.
Tracey rolled over and glared at her. "Are you a changeling?"
Daphne gave her best mate a death glare. She knew she was not this bouncy most of the time, but this was different. "Oh, shut it. You've been giddy ever since Neville asked your father."
"It's too early to be giddy. Come back to bed or leave me alone," Tracey grumbled.
Daphne hit her arm. "What a friend you are!"
Tracey gave her a little smile. "Potter is cute, but he's no Neville."
She stuck her tongue out at her friend and looked at the letter again. Tracey yawned and stretched. "I was having a good dream until that bloody bird started to wrap on the window."
Hedwig squawked at Tracey and the blonde looked a little dubious at Harry's snowy owl. Daphne copied the regal stance of the owl. "I would be careful what you call her."
Tracey screwed her face. "She's just as grumpy as Harry. Now, let me sleep some more."
"Fine," Daphne huffed. "I am going to see if there is any breakfast. I'll be in the family tearoom. Maybe go for a run later?"
At this Tracey opened her eyes again. "You really like all that running?"
Daphne shrugged. "Do you see how often Neville or Harry look at us when we run?"
Tracey had a small smile come to her face. "Alright, that is worth it to see how Neville blushes. I am going back to sleep though."
"Go back to sleep. I am up now," said Daphne dryly.
"Night," Tracey yawned.
It was a short time later that she found her father and mother sitting at the side table in the family tearoom. She still had Harry's letter in her hands, with a writing board, a self-inking quill and some parchment.
"Good morning, Daphne."
"Good morning, father. Good morning, mother," she commented, moving to the tea table. Winchester was around this morning, as he always was when father was here. "Winchester, what is for breakfast?"
"Anything the Miss wants this morning," Winchester replied.
"Can I have two eggs, the yokes runny, with a few bangers and toast?" she asked.
"Yes, Miss Daphne."
"Where is Tracey?" her mother enquired.
"Still sleeping," she answered, taking the writing board and making sure the parchment on it was flat.
"I am surprised you are up so early. It is not quite eight yet," her father commented.
Daphne had a small grin come to her face. "Hedwig was at my window and I couldn't fall asleep again."
Her mother looked at her. "I think you made quite an impression on Harry yesterday."
She felt her cheeks heat a little. She hadn't meant to kiss Harry on the cheek, but after she had, she had wanted to do it again. "It was his birthday. It should be special."
Her father chuckled at her. "I didn't see any of the other birthday children get kisses on their cheek."
She tried to focus on her letter and didn't answer. "Tracey kissed Neville on the cheek."
She missed the look between her parents.
"I received a letter from Amelia this morning," her father said conversationally. Her head shot up, her eyes a little wide and holding her breath. He took a parchment from under his plate and opened it. "It would appear Scion Potter has asked if he could be your escort for the Abbotts cotillion. She indicates it might be good practice for when he is put on the rolls in two years from now. Would you be willing to be his mentor for this?"
Her heart was pounding in her chest. She wanted to squeal again like she had earlier, but that was not really proper. After a moment of trying to get her pounding heart to calm down and not succeeding she inclined her head. "I would be willing to be his mentor and have him escort me that night."
He nodded. "I will let Amelia know."
"Thank you, father," she replied, not realizing she had a smile on her face as she turned back to the letter to give Harry the good news.
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  August 4, 1994


  London, England

Harry was doing his revision from the tutors yesterday. Harry was going to be tested in a little over four weeks to see if he could join Hermione, Daphne and Tracey in Runes, or if he might have to start with the third years. He was working on it now so he could relax later today. Neville had invited him over and Harry was to head over at about two o’clock.
The door to the library opened.
"Here you are. Dobby thought you might be in your room," Sirius said out loud.
"I find it easier to concentrate in here," Harry replied, running his finger down a list of runes, looking for the one in the rune chain on his homework paper.
Sirius walked over. "Remus and James used to sound like such geeks when they talked about runes. You can't deny the results they got though."
"What results?"
"We made a few things at Hogwarts. Well, I should say Remus and James did. I was more the muscle to get things done," the man said with a smile. "They made some mirrors we used to talk to each other, sort of like Muggle walkie-tellies."
"Walkie-talkies," Harry supplied.
"Yeah. That was what Remus called them. I may still have a pair at Grimmauld Place. I'll take a look. Dobby's been slowly going through the rooms and packing things away," he said. "Thanks for letting him help. My mother’s old elf finally kicked the bucket a month back."
"I'm sorry," Harry told him, not having heard that and having said Dobby could help if he had the time and wanted. With the way Tipsy and Minsy took care of Grace Hall, he had a feeling Dobby was bored a lot. He also had a feeling Dobby and Tipsy were up to something with each other, but neither said anything and Harry really didn't want to know. What Dobby did in his free time was up to Dobby.
Sirius waved his hand. "Don't. The thing was a miserable sod."
Harry frowned, not having met the elf, but not liking how Sirius just brushed it off. "Suppose I should go to the goblins and see about a new one. Speaking of which, what is going on with Dobby and Tipsy?"
"Don't know. Don't care. It's their business," Harry said.
"You should. If they make any new elflings, it could be a bit of a dispute between you and the Bones," Sirius commented.
Harry shrugged. "That is up to Dobby and Tipsy. If I need to talk to Amelia, then I will. I am not trying to be rude, but I want to finish this before lunch and I'm going over to Neville's later."
Sirius shook his head. "So much like Lily. Speaking of which," he said more solemnly, "has anyone taken you to see Lily and James' graves?"
Harry stopped scanning the column. "No," he said after a few moments.
"Do you want to?"
Harry turned to look up at Sirius. No one had ever asked. "When?"
"Now if you want. I haven't been either and thought today was as good a time as any," Sirius offered.
It was a half-hour later they apparated to an alley between a few houses and an old stone church. The road was cobbled, and he could tell it had the feel of a town that had slowly modernized over the centuries.
When they arrived, two Aurors were already waiting and a third popped in behind them. "Welcome to Godric's Hollow, pup. If you want to go see your old house, we can, but I was thinking we would just go see their graves today."
Harry just nodded. He wasn't sure what might come out if he opened his mouth.
"The Abbotts live on the outskirts, over there, and that way was where the Cromwell's were. I think Bathilda Bagshot still lives just down the street. There were other families here too..." Sirius trailed off. "Your mum fell in love with this place the first day they came."
"Why?" Harry asked, following Sirius as he made his way to a back gate to a large graveyard.
Sirius spoke as they walked, "There were about a half dozen other children about your age, and as many wizarding families, here at the time. You used to play with Hannah, Neville and a little girl named Gertrude. There was always laughter in the house. About a dozen of us knew where you were under the Fidelius. Gertrude was the daughter of one of Lily's friends from Hogwarts."
"Where does she live?"
Sirius frowned and looked around before pointing. "The Penhursts are buried over there. They were killed the weekend before your parents."
Harry felt a chill go through him. "Anyway," Sirius said, moving deeper into the graveyard. "I don't know all your history, but a few of your ancestors are buried here. The Potters have had a connection to Godric's Hollow going all the way back to Godric Gryffindor himself. James claimed you were descended from the Gryffindors, but they could never find any concrete evidence. The blood was too thin even for a goblin blood trace to follow. You are related to the Peverells though," Sirius said, stopping by a grave.
Harry looked at it. There were nine graves in a row, all with the name Peverell, spanning from 1115 A.D. to 1472 A.D.
"These are my relatives?" Harry asked.
"The Potter and Peverell line joined at some point in the fifteenth-century. James says your cloak came from them," Sirius said, looking at Harry.
"Woah," Harry muttered. He knew the cloak was old, but not that old. He reached to touch the head stone of Ignotus Peverell. He felt a ghostly whisp of magic brush his fingers and run up his arm. The cloak in his pocket felt cold through his clothes. He gave an involuntary shudder. It wasn't a bad feeling, but it wasn't natural either.
Sirius snorted. "I think that proves it. I felt that."
They stood there for a few moments before they walked off towards a tree in a corner of the graveyard. "I was told they were around here..."
Harry found the grave first. Sirius was one row over and walked by, not seeing the names on the front. Harry stopped, looking at the names. It was his parents. The people that had given their lives to keep him alive. He wasn't sure how long he stood there, just looking at the graves, before Sirius came to stand next to him.
"Hey, Prongs. You too, Paws."
Harry blinked. "Paws?"
Sirius sniffed. "Lily went through to become an animagus shortly after you were born. She was a lynx."
"You called her Paws," Harry understood.
Sirius gave a watery chuckle. "No. She called herself Paws. James wanted to call her Minx. That didn't go over too well."
Harry gave a watery chuckle of his own. From what Sirius had told him about his parents over the summer, it sounded like his parents. "She must have hated that."
"James had to go to the Order's Healer to have the stinging spells undone. James was powerful. Lily, when roused, could put us all to shame." Sirius sniffed. "You are a lot more like your mum."
Sirius took out his wand and summoned some flowers in his hand. He was sniffing more. "I'm sorry I didn't protect your son like I was supposed to," Sirius said, tears now coming down his cheeks.
Harry wasn't sure why, but he reached out and put a hand on Sirius shoulder. It was the first time he had initiated any type of touching with Sirius outside the sparring ring. "It wasn't your fault," he said to his godfather, as much to comfort the man as to assure himself he had forgiven Sirius. It really hadn't been his fault. It was all Dumbledore's.
Sirius wiped at his face. "Maybe," the man said. After a moment, he took a step back, tears freely rolling down the man's face. "Take as long as you want. I need to step away for a while."
Harry nodded and watched Sirius walk towards the gate they had come in. Harry's Aurors were at the points of a rough triangle around him. Looking back at his parents’ graves, he noticed Sirius had dropped the flowers at the base. Harry leaned down, thinking they should be placed nicely. After he had, he ran his hands over the words on the stone. 'The last enemy to be defeated shall be death,' it stated.
"I wish you were here," Harry muttered. He lowered his head and started to cry. It was probably the first time he had ever cried over his parents.
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  August 6, 1994


  Ripon, England

Harry looked up at the wooden rollercoaster. Susan was just as excited as he was, dragging Hermione towards the line. "We have to try it," Susan pleaded with Hermione.
Neville looked as uncertain as their bushy haired friend. "Are you a Gryffindor or not?" Harry prodded his cousin.
"Do I have to be?" Neville put to him.
"Up to you, but I am getting into line," Harry told him, following Susan and Hermione, who was worrying her lip.
Amelia looked up at the wooden Muggle contraption. "Is it safe?"
Mrs. Granger nodded. "Perfectly. Hold up you lot. If anyone doesn't want to try this, Dan is going to be waiting for us or he can take you to a different ride."
Hermione looked back to her father before sighing. "Fine, I'll go once," she huffed to Susan.
"This looks wicked," Harry commented as the coaster rumbled by.
"I think I'll keep Dan company," Amelia commented.
"Fine by me. Everyone going, get in line," Mrs. Granger told them.
After one last look, Neville slumped his shoulders and joined them. "If I die, I'm going to haunt you," he told Harry.
Harry just laughed. "It will be worth it," Harry assured Neville.
Neville made a face before squaring his shoulders. "Guess I'm a bloody Gryffindor."
Hermione huffed before them as they stopped when they got to the last people in line. "I'd rather face that giant chessboard again."
Harry shrugged. "You'll be fine."
Someone screamed as the coaster went by again. The rattling of the cart, shaking of the building and wood had Hermione looking dubiously overhead. "This is going to be awesome," Susan said excitedly.
"We are playing a few games after this," Hermione groused.
"Are you talking about all those little shops we saw on the way over here?" Susan asked.
Harry had to admit that Neville and Susan were fitting in well with all the Muggles. All the outings and training this summer were paying off.
By the time they made it to the front of the line, Hermione was looking a little green and Neville just stared as the coaster took off. "Is it supposed to be so loud?" Neville asked.
"It's wicked, isn't it," Harry said excitedly.
They took up spots towards the back, Hermione and Susan before them, Mrs. Granger behind Neville and him. When the coaster came back and they sat in their seats, Neville gripped the bar until his hands were white. "Remember to keep your hands and feet inside the cart and scream for the camera," an older teen boy said before it started.
"Let go of the bar and stick your hands up," Harry yelled at Susan as they crested the first hill. She screamed, like Hermione and many others, as it started, but was soon laughing like Harry as they twisted, turned and raced down the hills of the coaster. A flash went off as they raced around a corner that sloped down.
When they got back, Susan and him were laughing. Hermione was repeating, "Never again. Never again."
Neville just looked shell-shocked.
"You alright, Neville?" Mrs. Granger asked as they got out.
Harry was feeling too much of an adrenaline rush and when Susan turned to him and asked, "Again?" he raced down the exit ramp with her to get back into line.
Two more times later, they joined Amelia and Mr. Granger along a concourse of game stalls and food stands. "Where are Hermione and Neville?" he asked, running up to them.
Amelia looked at them. "Did you have fun?"
"I want to do that again before we leave," Susan said excitedly.
Their guardian just shook her head. "Your friends are throwing rings on bottles over there," she told them.
"Come on, Susan. I have some quid on me."

  -oOo-

Amelia watched her niece and ward run away. Dan chuckled besides them. "I wanted to say thank you for taking Harry, Neville and Susan up here today. I know it's a long drive, but it's good to see Hermione have such good friends. We were worried for her for a long time."
Hermione screamed as Susan put both hands on her shoulders.
"It's good to see them all like this. Augusta had a hard time raising Neville and in the short time I have known Harry, I've never seen him so happy or free," she agreed with the man.
"Susan is invited to stay up here for a day or two, if she wants," Jane put in.
"I'll ask her."
They all watched the teens for a bit as they joked, laughed, and moved to a different stall.
"Susan and Neville are really taking to being in the Muggle world like this, aren't they," she asked the Grangers.
"They are getting there. I had to help Neville understand all the pound notes and coins he had and sometimes they say things I don't understand," Dan admitted.
"Hermione said we could come see her training at some point," Jane put to her.
"You are always welcome to Grace Hall. I can give you the address or you can use the portkey Hermione has. When we start back up, Lord Davis, is going to do a transfiguration class and how it can be used in defense. You may like to see that," she responded.
"I think we would like that," Jane replied.
"Amelia?" Dan asked as they started to walk and follow the group. She instinctively looked around for her Aurors and spotted three of the five with them today. The two that were supposed to be shadowing Harry and Susan were not to be seen. That was how it was supposed to be.
"Yes?"
Dan's happy face fell some. "I know what we talked about. How much danger is Hermione in?"
She gave another look around. "As I explained when I offered her the extra lessons, your daughter is a Muggle-born witch. Her friends," she nodded to the group as they did something to make her niece scream and hit Harry. The boy just laughed. "They are some of the last remaining heirs of important Houses in our world. There are elements out there that would like to see them snuffed out. That is something I will not allow. As long as she remains in our world, and those that believe they are above all others still persist in their beliefs, she will be in some type of danger."
"If you want to withdraw her, or go somewhere else, I will give you all the support I can. But I have a feeling she is safer with her friends," Amelia stated.
The three of them watched as Neville was clapped on the back as he was handed a big stuffed leopard.
Dan frowned. Jane was the first to say anything. "Hermione is happy. I mean truly happy. I have never seen her like this. I don't want to take that away from her."
"But dear, if she is in danger..." Dan started.
"You know Amelia has talked about this. Most of Europe seems to be the same. I really don't want to move to the Americas - and I enjoyed visiting Australia a few years ago, but it was way too hot. Where would you have us go?" she asked her husband.
After a moment he let out a big sigh. "I don't know."
"I was serious when I told you there is a group of us trying to change our world. Hermione's three friends over there are a large part of that push, as are our new allies. If we can get the traction that I think we can, then by the time they all graduate in four years, things will have changed enough that Hermione and those like her will not have the same restriction as she does now. She is also protected by a few powerful Houses. I'd be more afraid for anyone coming after any of them," Amelia told them.
The four teens were making their way back to them. "Dan, we are staying." Jane declared.
Dan nodded and they greeted the four happy teens before going off to find something to eat.
Amelia didn't miss the five Aurors this time. She was certain she only did because she knew them.
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  August 8, 1994


  London, England

This morning Amelia was sitting with an unusual visitor with an unusual request.
"How can I help you today? Headmistress," she asked the elderly woman with green robes.
"Dispense with the pleasantries, Amelia. Have you heard?" the older woman asked.
"Have I heard what, Minerva?" she queried of her old Transfiguration professor.
"This," the woman said, pushing a small stack of parchments onto her desk. Amelia looked at them and picked up the top paper. Minerva went on. "Albus, Crouch, and Bagman came up with some cock-a-mania idea to revive the Triwizard Tournament. I thought I put paid to this back in May when I rejected their request to use Hogwarts to host the tournament. Apparently, Albus’s signature is still valid, Fudge is pushing this to distract from the recent news about Crouch, and I am now expecting guests from Beauxbatons and Durmstrang – starting from October the twenty-ninth, and the school grounds will host three events. Bagman said plans to break ground on the stadium are to begin next week."
Amelia frowned as she read the contract that had been on the top of the pile. "What does this have to do with me?"
Minerva huffed. "I want Aurors and whatever your department can give me to ensure all the students, staff and visitors remain safe. I don't trust Bagman, and with Crouch and Albus gone, the Polish and French Ministry are pushing requests I don't like. They are importing dragons for the first event, Amelia. I have no clue what they are going to do with them, but there is an order for four dragons and a dozen other class IV or V creatures and plants, including a sphinx and a leithifold."
"Dear Merlin," Amelia said. "Have they all lost their marbles?"
"I cannot tell you the issues I have had trying to clean up the mess Albus has left. If I ever get my hands on the man, I will wring his neck myself. Poppy is staying in retirement. Luckily Andromeda Tonks has agreed to stay on as our Nurse. I was just able to convince Horace Slughorn to come back for a five-year contract, but I can't find any competent Defence, Muggle Studies, or History professors. You don't have anyone at the Academy that would want to take a contract?" Minerva told her.
Amelia sat back, putting the paper down. "You were informed that a cursed object was removed from Hogwarts that had affected several professor posts?"
Minerva let out an annoyed breath through her nose. "Yes. Something that Albus had left in the school for more than twenty years, from what I was told."
Amelia nodded. "Can you give me until the end of the week? I have a few Aurors that have been flagged for either transfer to the Academy or are looking to retire soon. If they want to consider this for more than a year, are you willing to talk with them?"
The woman sagged a little. "If I could get someone to commit to three years that would allow me to rebuild that class the way it should be."
Amelia nodded. "I will put my feelers out. Now, the Triwizard Tournament, do you have any other information on it?"
"That is all I could find so far in the mounds of paperwork left for me," she said irritated.
"Can I keep this and go through it? I see a meeting with Bagman and our new Head of International Cooperation occurring very shortly here."
"That is a copy. I want to wring all three of their necks. Albus’s most of all," the woman just about hissed in her anger.
Amelia's lips pursed. "We are looking for the old fool. Have the wards at Hogwarts been evaluated yet?"
"Yes. Once the goblins are done with that beast in the Chamber of Secrets the whole castle and grounds will be going into lockdown. Only those in the ward books and registered to attend will be allowed in the castle unhindered. All visitors have to come up the drive and will find it rather unpleasant to deviate from the path," Minerva told her. "I won't have anyone sneaking out or into the grounds again either."
"Why didn't Albus do that?" Amelia questioned.
"I don't know, but the wards have been able to do that for centuries. I asked the goblins to review everything after seeing that basilisk. Many of the wards had been disabled, circumvented or weakened, even before Albus took over. It will still be a few weeks of recharge before they are all at full strength again, but it should be ready for the first of September." Minerva looked a little worried.
"Good. Let me review all this, talk with Ludo and St. Pierre, and then we can meet again Friday to decide what type of security you want and what I can provide," she informed the Headmistress.
"Thank you, Amelia. Do you have any leads I might look for a Muggle Studies or History of Magic Professor?"
"What happened to Burbage and that ghost?"
"Binns left for the 'great beyond' and Burbage quit when the Department of Education required her to pass the current ICW accreditations. Apparently, she had not kept up with modern changes and she couldn't properly identify or explain anything beyond about 1910."
"Yes, I have been getting as much of an education as Susan in modern Muggle lifestyles and technology this summer," she commented. After thinking about it for a few moments, she asked, "have you considered a squib or Muggle-born for Muggle Studies? Someone who has lived in the Muggle world within the last five years?"
The woman pursed her lips. "I have, but I am unsure if the Governors would approve that."
Amelia snorted. "I have a few links to the Governors. If you have a competent prospect, let me know."
Minerva looked at her for a moment. "Are these Governors new friends in your change in positions?"
"Alliance. Yes, there are three Governors."
"Are you looking for other members?" Minerva asked after a few moments.
Amelia raised an eyebrow. The McGonagall's, and her maiden House of Ross, were known to be solidly on the Progressives and in the Light Alliance. "Are you enquiring?"
Minerva lips pursed more. "My niece has been following the Prophet. She is very much in favor of some of the new laws you and Lord Greengrass are backing. I have considered passing on the seat of the House of Ross for years. I think she is someone you may want to talk with."
"I can take that into consideration. Would you and your niece be willing to meet with Lord Greengrass and I?" Amelia proposed.
"My niece would. I have been too long in the position I am in, and cannot upset those I still rely on to get done what I need. I will talk with Roberta and let you know if she wants to take the seat," Minerva told her.
Amelia nodded. "I look forward to hearing from you."
Getting up, Minerva nodded. "The sooner you can get me answers on this mess and a possible Professor, the better."
"As I said, by Friday. Let me see you out." She stood, taking the stack of papers. She was going to go straight to St. Pierre's office and then go see her Solicitors to look over the paperwork.
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  August 17, 1994


  London, England

Amelia was a little nervous. Walking around and running around the neighborhood of Grace Hall, which was in a relatively affluential suburb of London, was not as large of an issue. It was never very crowded or busy. Over the summer they had done a few outings to some of the local businesses and a library. Amelia still felt humbled at the sheer size and volume of the library the Grangers had taken them to. She had never seen so many books in one place before.
Today she was nervous because they were in the centre of London. It was busy. There were people everywhere and the enclosed shopping area they had been brought to had more stores than Diagon Alley. Jane was standing next to her.
"The kids are having fun," the woman told her.
Those raised fully in the Magical World looked around in wonder and huddled around the three that were obviously more comfortable. Susan and Hannah were wearing jeans and blouses similar to Hermione. They looked to fit in, at least in how they were dressed.
The Greengrass girls and Tracey had skirts and blouses that spoke of wealth, and were more plain than the Muggle clothes the others were wearing. Daphne was holding Harry's arm as they talked with Hermione to decide where to go first.
Ernie was talking with Blaise and Neville, both boys looking nervous, but their eyes being drawn to the girls. She hadn't missed how that had happened all summer. Her niece and others casting the same furtive, or more obvious glances.
"Is this a good thing to do? There are so many people here," she said, afraid of the exposure and the way someone could hide in the crowd. She made out the eight Aurors with them. They were all Muggleborn and fitted in nicely. She only knew who they were by their faces.
"You asked Dan and I to give them a 'Muggle' experience. This is one of the most Muggle teenage things to do," Jane told her.
Dan snorted. "Giving a group of teenage girls two-hundred quid and then letting them loose in a mall doesn't get more 'Muggle'. They will learn a lot."
Seeming to have decided what they were going to do, the mass of teens moved down the walkway towards a large store that spanned the two levels of the mall.
"Let's go follow them. Hermione may need some help to ensure they understand how much money they have," Jane said.
Amelia looked around nervously. She had no idea places like this even existed. If they ever needed to 'disappear', she was starting to really understand how someone could in this world. "Did we give them enough?"
Dan chuckled. "I am not carrying all the bags they will get."
Jane took her husband's hand. "Not even if I get anything? Some of my lingerie could use replacing."
Amelia smiled at the lust in the man's eyes.
"You play dirty," the man muttered. The woman gave a satisfied smile. She would need to invite the Granger's over more, or go visit them. They were good people.
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  August 20, 1994


  Godric's Hollow, England

Daphne stood in the atrium of the Abbott's manor. Nearly a hundred families and other dignitaries were here tonight, making the atrium and the open parlours full of people as they waited to be let into the Ballroom. Like the other girls that were under sixteen, she was in a pale pink dress that was reminiscent of 1890's London: the top was cinched just below her chest and straight the rest of the way down. She liked the needle-point flowers that were sewn into the top. Her hair was mostly down with some of it pulled back into a high loop and a pearl comb holding it up.
Astoria was much the same. Her sister looked extremely happy to finally be allowed to attend this event.
All the girls their age were much the same, mostly just the top of the dresses and hair style different from each other, but all in a closely matching pale pink shade and no flashy colours anywhere else. Tonight was supposed to be about those being presented to society, and Daphne and Astoria were not. They were like a lady-in-waiting, having to await their own turn until they were old enough.
Two years.
Daphne would be going through this in two years. Once presented, she would be old enough to be betrothed, engaged or married. Most waited until they were out of Hogwarts, but there were times that did not happen.
She knew her responsibility would be as her father directed until she was twenty-one. Until then, it was his prerogative if she were to be 'given' to someone or not. After twenty-one, he need only approve of her match if she wished to remain part of the family.
All those raised as a pureblood or in the old ways knew this.
Her parents had never indicated if she would have a choice or not until recently. She was determined to have her own choice. She was nervous, and knew she was too young, but part of her was already hoping Harry may be that choice. The fact that her parents were encouraging her to spend time with Harry gave her more hope.
She was scanning the crowd when Astoria nudged her. Her sister was being on her best behaviour tonight, instead of trying to tease her. "He's over there," Astoria indicated.
Harry was brushing some soot off himself before Madam Bones ran her wand over him, Hermione and Susan. Her breath caught to see him stand up tall, the green of his eyes apparent even across the room. He was on the taller side for the boys around their age, with a strong chin, nowhere as small as he had been eight months ago and not afraid to have his very pale and thin lightening scar show. One could easily miss it if they were just scanning over him quickly. She only wished he could tame his hair... though there was a certain 'untamed' quality she didn't want tamed.
"Breathe, dear daughter. It would not do to pass out before he gets to you," her mother said in a soft voice and Daphne forced air into her lungs.
Why was she being so silly? She was Daphne Greengrass. Heiress to the House of Greengrass. She could act just as regally and cool as all those around her and as she had been trained to do... that was until his eyes finally found her and she thought she might fall, given how wobbly her legs seemed to suddenly become. He gave her a smile before schooling his face into the mask they were all supposed to wear.
Merlin! She thought to herself.
The thoughts of using him to get what she wanted had turned to thoughts of mutually helping each other. Suddenly she found she didn't care for any deal they made, just as long as his eyes kept looking at her.
"Evening, Lord and Lady Greengrass," said Harry as he bowed to her parents.
"Heiress Clearwell." She watched Harry take Astoria's hand and kiss it. She would never have guessed Harry Potter, the quintessential Gryffindor, could be so proper. She felt her heart against her rib cage as he took her hand. "Heiress Greengrass, it is nice to see you."
He kissed her hand and she curtsied, thankful for years of training. "Scion Potter, it is a pleasure to see you tonight."
Harry didn't let go of her hand after he kissed it, instead turning to her father. "Lord Greengrass, do I have permission to escort your daughter, Heiress Greengrass, tonight?"
Her father nodded his head in approval. "It would be a great honour for the House of Greengrass to accept your offer, Scion Potter."
"The House of Potter accepts the honour."
He still hadn't let her hand go as he turned back to her. Breathe, she kept having to repeat to herself. She felt so silly, but he looked really good tonight.
"Very well done, Scion Potter. I will have to inform Madam Bulstrode that her lessons have made their mark on you."
Harry nodded. "Thank you, Lady Greengrass."
Susan and Hermione were behind him. Susan stepped up first, looking very pretty in the same style dress, though it was apparent she had developed more in the chest so far. Daphne hoped she would be that developed at some point. Hermione was more athletic, but similar body shape to her own. Either girl would be a catch.
"May I present Heiress Bones? And Miss Granger? I have been asked to ensure their propriety tonight," he told them.
Daphne nodded to Susan and Hermione. This was a traditional thing for a brother or cousin to do that, meaning that only he or Madam Bones could approve others to dance with them if either invoked such.
"It is very nice to see you, Heiress Bones. Miss Granger. You both look very lovely tonight," Lord Greengrass said.
"Thank you, Lord Greengrass. It is a pleasure to see you and your family tonight," Susan said with a curtsy.
"It is a pleasure, Lord Greengrass. Lady Greengrass, you look beautiful with that hair piece," Hermione said, giving a lesser curtsy. Being protected by the House of Potter gave her a high level of honorary status.
Amelia was there. "You can train them," she said good naturedly, which caught a small chuckle out of the Greengrass patriarch and a shake of the head from Lady Greengrass. "Evening, Anders. Illiana. Astoria you look lovely tonight. Daphne, beautiful as always."
"Auntie," Susan said, sounding a little offended. Hermione just brushed it off.
"Thank you, Madam Bones," Daphne said. Harry hadn't really taken his eyes off her for longer than he needed to.
"You do look pretty," Harry commented. She tried to stamp down this stupid heat that suddenly rushed through her. It was one thing to feel this when they were alone or among friends. It was something totally different to do it in such a large crowd.
"Thank you. You clean up well yourself."
He chuckled before trying to even out his own face. "I try."
She giggled.
I just giggled! Merlin save me! Daphne chastised herself.
The goofy grin that came on his face suddenly made it worth it. She relaxed as he extended his arm and she slipped her own around it.
"Have you seen Hannah or Tracey yet?" Susan asked, stepping over to them. "Or Ernie?"
"Tracey is by that door. She is talking with Neville," Astoria said, moving her head to indicate the Davises and Longbottoms. "I have not seen Hannah yet. There is still about twenty minutes before the Presentation of the Debutantes begins."
"Hermione was afraid she wouldn't make it," Susan said, looking around for Hannah.
"Why not?"
"My parents wanted to drive me over so they could see me before we left. There was a traffic jam and we showed up an hour late," Hermione told them.
A month and a half ago, Daphne would have been clueless what that meant. Instead, she still was confused, but at least somewhat comprehended what Hermione said. Tori asked her question. "You can be stuck in that many cars it takes an extra hour?"
"Apparently," Susan sounded as disbelieving.
"On the M1?" Harry asked and Hermione nodded. He had heard Uncle Vernon complaining at times about that.
"I'm glad to see you made it. Are you nervous?" Daphne enquired.
Hermione gave her an uncertain face. "Is it obvious?"
"Not really," Harry replied.
"Harry made it, so you should do better," Susan said in a teasing tone.
"Hey," he said from next to her. "I'll let you know I have worked hard to not embarrass anyone," he retorted.
Daphne patted his arm in a patronizing way. "You will do."
He laughed and then tried to calm down when her father and Madam Bones cast a look their way. "What if I am the one to embarrass you here?" Harry said worriedly.
"You aren't," she assured him, smirking at the way he eyed her. "Susan, do you have anyone lined up for the night?"
"Not really. If Ernie comes, I'll dance with him," she told them. "His father did send a request for a few dances."
"I am hoping Thomas will ask me," Astoria said looking towards the stairs at a boy that looked about her age.
Daphne giggled again. "You are only twelve and you already have someone picked out?"
"And how is that different than you and Potter here?" her sister retorted.
Susan giggled this time.
"I've been telling Harry that," Hermione put in, but she was starting to look more worried.
"We are just friends," Harry said next to her. The slight colour on his face betrayed his words. She felt a fluttering in her. His words were too rushed and heated. Did he like her more than just friends?
"Right," Susan said disbelievingly. "Hermione, just take a few breaths. You will do fine. We are not being presented tonight and this is more practice than anything else. No one will judge you here."
Hermione nodded, not looking certain.
"We are moving over to the others. Come," Lord Greengrass announced, leading his wife on his arm and Amelia next to them as they moved towards Tracey and Neville. The Bulstrodes, Lord Black and Zabinis joined them. As others did, Harry leaned over, "Amelia said we would be standing with our allies. How many do we have?"
She gave a surreptitious glance. More than twenty families were standing around them. Outside the eight she knew in their immediate circle, she had not realized the others. They all had children younger or older than them. She gave a look to her mother who just nodded, as though she knew what her question was.
"I think the other allies and Houses that have always supported our family or yours are standing with us," she whispered back to him. All of them had seats on the Wizengamot. If she was recognizing them all correctly, then almost thirty votes were represented here. That was a significant amount.
"Many are looking towards us," Tracey whispered over her shoulder. Neville and her were before them.
“Auntie, where is Ernie?” Susan asked.
“Mr. Macmillan sent me an owl saying that they had a family emergency and might not make it,” Lord Abbott told her.
Susan and everyone looked concerned. “Is everyone alright? His grandmother has been sick lately.”
“I don’t know, Susan,” the man responded. “If you would, I would leave Hannah with you while I do start this event.”
“Of course,” Amelia replied.
The movement around the hall was slowing down. Several other groups like theirs could be seen, but by far, the group around Harry and her had the most children and adults. She held Harry's arm a little tighter as she saw a few other girls looking towards him.
Cho Chang, Marietta Edgecombe and the Patil twins were all here. They were all looking towards their group, and she felt they were eyeing Harry. Not that Blaise or Neville were not great catches, but Harry was the most handsome and his green eyes stuck out anywhere. He was also the one that had the highest titles and wealth. Something she didn't want to care about. Not now she knew him.
Harry didn't seem to notice as he looked around, his curiosity getting the better of him as the event started. Four girls and one boy were presented tonight. It was half of what it had been last year.
Victoria Wallace, a cousin to Hannah and in Ravenclaw, was the first to descend the grand staircase. She was a stunning girl with the honey-blonde hair and brown eyes of her cousin. As a debutante, she was in a white dress and moved with a practiced elegance. Peter Brown, a boy from Gryffindor that had graduated last year, was leading her down. He was the only Scion to be eligible this year.
She was followed by Betsey Dewer. She was a plain looking girl with brown hair. Her name and being Heiress to the Dewers would find her a good match. Then there was Tabitha Wintergreen, the granddaughter of Lord Wintergreen. She was a slight thing with dark hair. Clarissa Fields was a full figure girl with a pleasantly round face and light hair. Her smile was rather attractive. The dowry her grandfather was offering to have someone take her name or take her on in a line-continuation contract had many heads turning towards the girl. Finally, there was Rosalind Ross, a great niece to Professor McGonagall. Rosalind was a Beauxbatons student, so Daphne didn't know her, but the family resemblance to her great-aunt was uncanny. Professor McGonagall must have been a beauty when she was young.
In two years she would be walking down those stairs in a white dress, instead of these silly pale pink ones. There would be at least twelve of them, if not more. As she watched them come down, most of them with brothers, cousins or non-recognized houses as escort, she realized that she wanted Harry to escort her down those stairs.
It was a desire that she would see come true one way or another. It was a change in her plans, one that felt like it fit more than anything else. A pairing between the Potters and Greengrasses would make a very powerful match on the Wizengamot. As much as she liked that idea, the idea of just having her arm in Harry's was better, tempering her ambitions. As long as it was Harry besides her, she could compromise on the other desires. Is it really a compromise? a voice inside her asked.
As Rosalind Ross entered the ball room, they all followed. As was tradition, the debutants and their escorts led the dance. All the future prospects moved to the front to stand around the edge of the floor.
Outside of their group, she recognized Chang, Edgecombe, the Patils, Brown, Corner, Tamworth, Reynolds and Weeks. In total, eleven girls and seven boys to be presented within the next few years, and she knew a few more were out there. If Hermione decided to join them, they would be the largest group in years when they were all presented.
Harry shuffled a little as the debutantes danced. "Harry, you will be fine," she whispered to him, knowing he was nervous about what came next, when the future-perspectives went out onto the floor. Susan and Hannah were trying to bolster Hermione.
"You two looked flawless at your party," Tracey complimented from the other side of her.
Lady Davis leaned in. "Be respectful," she chastised them. Harry stiffened up and she hoped he would loosen up once they went there. A stiff dance partner didn't do anyone any good. Neville looked about as nervous as Harry.
When the dance ended, they all applauded the dancers. "Would you mind if I let Scion Potter have this first dance with you," her father asked. It was tradition for the fathers and mothers to dance the next dance, and then hand off the girls to their next partner. That was if they were unescorted. She looked up at her father. "I shared the first dance with you last year. I think it fair I do the same with your sister."
She understood. "Unless you would like to dance with Madam bones, would Scion Potter mind?" her father asked him. Daphne, turning to him, gave a small quirk to the side of her mouth.
"It would be my pleasure," Harry said, taking her hand.
"Heiress Bones, if you would like, I promise I am a good dancer," Lord Davis said from behind them. Sirius did the same with Hermione. The band was giving a warning by playing a few cords on their string instruments.
Harry looked back. Madam Bones looked at them and made a small shooing sign. She gave a grateful smile back to the older woman before letting Harry lead her out to the floor. "Please don't let me mess this up," Harry muttered as he pulled her into his arms.
She looked up into his eyes. "I have faith you can do this," she whispered to him.
He met her eyes. After a moment, he nodded and his face took on a look of concentration like he was trying to catch a snitch. She had seen that look on the Quidditch pitch and always found it fascinating. To be standing in his arms, feeling the strength that was building in his body and to have his intense emerald orbs on her, it was something entirely different.
The music started and he gently pulled her, leading her around the floor like he should. Since his birthday, he had been far more confident in how he stepped through the dances they had trained him in. He was confident and good enough that she found herself just going along with him, not trying to fix or adjust what he was doing. It was marvelous and over way too soon as he pulled back, lifted her hand to his mouth and kissed it.
Like the night of his birthday, all she wanted to do was kiss his cheek again. It was an urge she just barely controlled as she remembered to curtsey. "Would the Heiress Greengrass care to grace me with another?"
It may be more a standard response they had been learning in their etiquette lessons, but it was no less effective tonight as his eyes drew her in. "It would be my pleasure, Scion Potter."
He kissed her hand again and they stood there for a moment before the band indicated it was time to line up.
It was two dances later when they finally left the dance floor. He left to go talk with Madam Bones and Sirius for a moment while she stepped up to her parents, a smile on her face. Her mother gave her a smile back. "Are you enjoying yourself tonight?"
"It has been very enjoyable," she replied as demurely as she could. She couldn't hide the smile.
Her mother chuckled as her father held out his hand. "Do I get the honour of having a dance with my daughter?"
"Of course, father," she said happily, taking his hand. She did a quick scan for Harry and saw him talking with Hermione, Hannah, Susan and the Abbotts, before he took Hermione's hand. She realized she would have to watch them if she could. She had no clue how well Hermione was doing.
There was a small break from the band, so when her father led her out to the floor, she put her hands over each other before her as they waited.
"I take it Scion Potter has been a gentleman?"
"Yes, father. He has been the proper gentleman," she told him.
He nodded. "I see the lessons you and your mother have given him are paying off."
"Yes. He has been a good dance partner." She smiled.
He gave a rare smile in public. "Good. He has impressed me so far, especially growing up outside of our world."
"He does slip at times," she replied.
"He does, but he is trying, and I see he has the potential to be more like his grandfather," he told her.
"You knew Lord Potter?"
"Not well, but I am old enough to remember the Potters. His grandfather and grandmother were properly raised and were sought after in most social circles. Harry has that same potential," he remarked.
"Was his father like that?" she asked, never having her father tell her this before.
He let out a light laugh. "No. James and Lord Black didn't care for all this tradition, much to the chagrin at times of their allies. Maybe if the war didn't happen, things might have been different. Maybe they would have grown out of their childish ways. That is not what I am trying to get at though."
She looked up at him, taking her father's hand as the band came back and struck a few cords again. "What are you trying to say?"
"If I was to broach the subject with Madam Bones, would Scion Potter be averse to a Courtship Agreement?" he put to her. "It is one of the possible clauses of the Alliance if you both would like. Madam Bones was very adamant though that it be yours and Scion Potter’s decision."
She stiffened, her breath shallow and her heart feeling as though it stopped. "An Agreement?"
He nodded. "I would prefer a contract, but Amelia does not want to bind you both unless you wish it, and she thinks you too young for that decision. I must demure to her at this time. Scion Potter is still of an Elder House, so I cannot push it."
The music started and she let her father lead the dance as her mind processed this. She was surprised, but too Slytherin to not try to understand and use this. Well, not use it. She would not use Harry. Even she knew that would be a sure way to scare him away. Having a Courtship Agreement had always been a possibility. It left things open between them, but let others know that they were serious. More importantly it provided a protection between the two of them from the Blood Purists and Conservatives. It made her his intended. To encroach on a courtship or betrothal agreement or contract could have strict consequences on whomever tried. It would allow her to call on Harry and their alliance if she needed by breaking down the walls that surrounded Slytherin politics.
Would Harry consider this, though?
Most importantly, it would mean she could drop her guard around him more. Harry seemed to like it when she was more herself, and she had to admit she liked it too. A Courtship agreement would let other girls know to leave him alone. That might be the biggest benefit.
She was still thinking as the dance ended. Her father gave her a raised brow when she didn't curtsy. Realizing she hadn't, she quickly corrected her faux pas. "I need to talk to Harry," she told him.
He nodded. "This may be best if handled in the near term, if you both are interested."
"Why?" she asked him, allowing him to lead her from the floor.
"It just is."
Her instincts were screaming at her that there was something bigger going on. The way her parents had laxed their control on Astoria and her this summer had not raised suspicions because she thought it was just her parents trying to ensure the new alliance was strong. Was there a larger issue? Or plan? She knew her ambitions and plans didn't really stem from her mother. Father could have been a Slytherin.
"I saw Scion Potter head out to the gardens," he told her.
She nodded and set off towards the doors that opened onto the back gardens.
It didn't take her long to find him. He was leaning against a railing, talking with Neville and Blaise. She approached and lightly cleared her throat. All three of them turned and stood tall. Tonight was a night they were all supposed to show off their training, so when they all bowed to her, Harry getting the appropriate quarter bow, while Blaise was the lowest of the three, she returned the appropriate curtsy.
"Heiress Greengrass, would you care to join us?" Harry asked.
She stood tall and looked at him before sweeping her eyes to the other two. "Would you mind if I asked for a private word with Scion Potter?"
"Of course," Neville said. Daphne much more enjoyed their 'normal' days they had shared this summer, compared to this formal affair.
"I supposed I can trust you with Heiress Greengrass," said Blaise towards Harry. She thought she heard a small warning in his voice. "If you need a hand with this cur, just call."
Harry just shook his head. "Berk," Harry muttered, eliciting a laugh from Blaise, who bowed again and made his way towards the doors. Neville just shook his head before commenting, "You may call on any of us, Heiress Greengrass."
Harry gave his cousin a glare and she tried to stifle a giggle. When he left, Harry looked at her. "I assume you trust me?"
"Without any reserves," she remarked before stepping up to him and standing just a few feet apart. "You have been doing very well tonight."
He rubbed the back of his neck. That was one of the quirks that Madam Bulstrode had not broken him of yet. She wasn't sure she wanted that. Harry replied, "I don't want to disappoint you or anyone. How should I thank your mother for all the dancing lessons?"
She felt the fluttering’s in her intensify. All night she had felt her insides squirming. "It is traditional to present a tutor that has taught you well or means something to you with a small gift."
He nodded. "Anything you recommend?"
"It is best it comes from you, though mother is rather partial to small figurines, especially from Thompson Pewter Works in Diagon Alley."
"I will see if I can go. Amelia says I can't go anywhere for the rest of the summer without her or Sirius and my guards." He motioned to the two Aurors not far away. He looked a little abashed as he then asked, "And how do I say thanks to you?"
She gave a very attractive smile. "You can ask me to dance at least one more time tonight."
Harry smiled back. The way it lit up his face had her leaning towards him. He gave her a small bow. "If that is what you want, would you do me the honour?"
"I would like that very much when we go back in," she responded.
It was nice and cool out. Cool enough that she shivered a little. Harry looked at her, his face growing serious. "Are you cold?"
"It is a little chill out," she told him.
His face grew into a frown as he looked around. His eyes grew wide and she just barely registered that something may be wrong before he was suddenly moving. Even in all their training this summer, she had never seen him move so fast. "Har..." she got out before he jumped at her. She registered a blue and nasty looking purple spell just over Harry's shoulder as he tackled her to the ground. She let out a scream and he man-handled her over himself as another spell or two flew over them. Before she understood what was going on, his wand was up, he was rolling into a crouch and two more spells hit against a hastily cast, "Protego!"
His shield collapsed the second the next spell hit. There were screams around them and she felt a bone-chilling cold enter into her bones. As shocked she was, she found herself hiking up her skirt and grabbing her wand from the leg holster. Her parents always insisted Tori and her have their wands on themselves at all times. Harry put up another shield as the two Aurors that were supposed to be guarding them were launching spells, some of them very nasty looking, at Harry.
There were other people doing the same and spell fire was starting to pass back and forth.
"Protego!" Harry cried out again, almost too late, as his shield collapsed again. There was a flash and a solid gong as the spell impacted the shield. They had no idea their training would be used like this.
She got up. Harry was protecting them. It was time for her to help. "Stupefy! Stupefy!" she started to cast as fast as she could around Harry. One of the Aurors blocked her spell before a shield came up, reflecting or absorbing her spells.
"Harry! Daphne!" someone yelled. She didn't turn away as the Auror she had been casting at started to alternate between attack and defence. He was much more skilled than either of them. Harry was doing all he could to keep the spells from hitting them. She redoubled her efforts, but it was not enough.
Harry's shield broke again and she thought they would both be hit before one of the Aurors crumpled to the ground after being hit with an orange spell she didn't recognize. People were still screaming around them. She caught Madam Bones stepping over a body as her determined face cast a deathly glare on the man that was now backing up and dueling the woman.
Harry turned to her, "Daphne, down," he yelled at her.
The chill that had been racking her bones suddenly intensified and she screamed as she felt a cold, clammy hand grab her arm. It was a vice like grip and she was turned as she felt like all the happiness in the world had been sucked out of her. With terror in her eyes she was looking at a dementor as it's other hand grabbed her other arm. She wanted to scream, but nothing came out of her mouth.
"Expecto Patronum!"
The night suddenly filled with a spectral blue light. Even with the dementor holding her, she suddenly had a feeling of warmth and happiness flood back into her.
The dementor let her go, looking to flee. She dropped to the ground, not realizing she had been picked up. A giant spectral stag charged past her as the dementor tried to flee. It snagged the dementor and then tossed it like a paper bag. The cloaked figure landed on the ground and let out a Merlin-be-awful scream as the stag ran over it towards another of the foul beasts.
She watched as it charged two more, who were going after three people. There was a body on the ground between them and the other dementors.
Within moments, the night was quiet except for a few sobs. Madam Bones ran to their side. "Is there anymore," she demanded.
"I only saw the five dementors," Harry told her, the stag prancing over to them. She looked behind herself. Harry was standing over her, scanning around, his wand out.
"You can cast a patronus?" she asked, not really comprehending anything else at the moment.
"Take this. It is a portkey back to Grace Manor. Take Daphne and tell Minsy to lock the place down," Amelia ordered.
"What about...?"
"Harry, we will take care of everyone else. Susan is already there with Hannah and Hermione. Go," she said pushing a length of rope into his hands.
"But..."
"Harry, take Daphne and go!"
Harry nodded after a second and the blue ethereal stag dissipated. Harry handed her a length of the rope. "Grab it," he instructed. She took it and a second later she was being pulled away with the familiar feel of a hook behind her navel.

  -oOo-


  A few seconds later...


  London, England

They dropped into the atrium of Grace Hall. Harry collapsing as his feet hit the floor. He tried to grab Daphne and managed to get himself between her and the floor. "Omph," he let out as she fell on him.
"Merlin! Harry! Daphne!" Hermione cried out.
A very frightened looking Hermione rushed to them.
"Check Daphne. She was touched by a dementor," Harry ordered, helping her up. Daphne looked shocked and let herself be put into a sitting position. Hermione brushed her hands over Daphne.
"Daphne, are you alright?" Hermione said in a panic.
Harry looked around. Hannah was standing about twenty feet away, her hands to her mouth and shaking a little. Susan looked as shocked, having come up behind Hermione to kneel on the floor with them. Daphne gave a lazy shake to her head. "Harry cast a patronus. It was a big stag. He chased them away," she whispered.
Hermione stopped. Harry looked back at Daphne. He saw red spots on her upper arms where she had been grabbed. It looked like they would bruise later. Her dress had dirt stains on her knees and elsewhere. "Is she alright? Daphne, are you alright?" Harry asked concerned.
Daphne turned to him, Susan's and Hermione's hand in Daphne's now as she looked equally surprised at Harry. "You saved us," she said, her eyes looking watery. Suddenly she scrambled onto her knees and threw herself at him, wrapping her arms around his neck and hugging him for dear life. Harry wrapped an arm around her, surprised at the reaction.
"What happened?" Susan asked.
"My guard attacked us," Harry told them. Daphne started to cry into his shoulder. He didn't know what to do except pull her in closer. She pressed herself into him. "Then there were dementors. One tried to kiss Daphne."
Susan's hands went to her mouth and Hannah let out a squeak. Hermione had a set jaw. Susan looked petrified. Daphne hugged him tighter. It was like when Hermione gave one of her hugs.
Harry moved, pulling Daphne to his side and casting a shield between them at the crack that had come from before the fireplace. Sirius was standing there, his own wand coming up. "Have you locked down the house yet?"
"No," Harry said, still processing what had happened.
"Call Minsy and have the place locked down," Sirius ordered as he looked around. "How many of you are here?"
"Susan, Hannah, Hermione, Daphne and myself," he answered.
Sirius nodded. "Call Minsy."
"The Great Harry Potter, sir!" Dobby came running out, followed by Minsy.
"Minsy, full lockdown," Harry ordered.
The elf stopped and snapped her fingers, her eyes closing for a few seconds. "It is done, Master Harry."
"Harry, is Auntie okay? She ran out after you after giving us a portkey," Susan asked.
"Your Aunt is fine. She is organizing the new Aurors that are there and trying to confirm everyone is alright," Sirius said. "Dobby, we need chocolate and maybe something hot. Are any of you injured?"
"I'm fine," Harry answered. Daphne was still crying into his chest.
"Hannah?"
"Charlie ran after Madam Bones. Is he alright?" Hannah asked. "What about mother and father?"
Sirius let out a breath. "I don't know. I came right here when Amelia told me she sent you all here. Daphne? Susan? Hermione? Were you hurt?"
"Daphne was touched by a dementor. She has some good marks on her arms," Susan responded.
His godfather came over to them and knelt down. "Daphne, do you mind if I just run my wand over you?"
She shook her head.
Minsy crept closer. "Miss Susan, what can Minsy do?"
"Where is Tipsy? One of you should let Auntie know we are alright," Susan said, seeming to get control of herself. She let out a stuttering breath before standing up. "Hannah?"
Hannah had tears running down her cheeks. "Susie? Charlie ran out the doors."
They all understood. Susan moved to her friend and hugged Hannah.
Harry kept his eyes on Sirius. After a moment he sighed and sat on the floor next to them. "She's okay. Have one of your elves get some bruise cream for her arms."
Daphne sniffled, still holding Harry like her life depended on it. He finally felt safe enough to wrap his other arm around her. "Dobby is having chocolate, some pasties, hot chocolate and tea in the family parlour," his elf said.
"Thank you, Dobby. We'll be up in a moment," Harry told him.
"Are you alright, pup?"
Harry met Sirius eyes. There was concern, worry and caring in the man's grey eyes. "Why?" Harry put to him.
Sirius frowned. "If I had to guess, I would think some are unhappy with Lord Greengrass and Madam Bones for your alliance at what is going on in the Wizengamot.”
Daphne sniffed, seeming to get hold of herself. “Father said a few big deals with the Malfoys, Parkinsons and Notts have been interrupted with our alliance.”
“So they would try to kill Daphne and Harry over this?” Hermione questioned, still sounding all worked up.
“Even before the Death Eaters, it was tradition to deal with your enemies in a way that would break them or make them go along with you. Those that followed You-Know-Who just brought those tactics out into the open. I just don’t want to think that is what this is until Amelia has had time to look into this,” Sirius told them. “All we need is a new Blood Feud.”
“Come on. You all need chocolate and we can talk about this more, if you want.”
Sirius stood and held out his hand to help Hermione up. Harry didn’t drop his arms as Daphne pulled away, her hand wiping at her face. Harry pulled a handkerchief from his pocket. It was something Amelia had insisted he have on him.
“Thank you,” Daphne told him.
Hermione put a hand on Daphne’s shoulder. “You want to go clean up first?”
“You should all have some chocolate, especially Daphne and Harry, before you go off anywhere. You are all staying here until we get word,” Sirius ordered.
“But Charlie? That is my home,” Hannah complained.
“I will get a message to your parents, Hannah. Just go have some chocolate and something warm to drink,” Sirius encouraged.
Harry stood up, Daphne not letting his arm go. She held his tight. Hermione gave an almost longing look. “Come here, Hermione,” he told her. She moved in to hug him. Daphne hugged her as well. It was a long few minutes before they separated. “Come on,” Harry told them, moving towards the parlour.
“Don’t leave me,” Daphne whispered.
“Never,” Harry assured her.
Sirius made sure they were all in the lounge. Hannah was leaning against Susan. They were both nibbling on some chocolate. Hermione was curled up in a chair, sipping at some hot chocolate. Daphne was holding his hand like her life depended on it, and leaning against him. He was forcing her to eat the larger chocolate bar Dobby had put out.
“I hope everyone else is alright,” Hermione said after a few.
“I’m sure they are,” Harry tried to assure them all.
“Auntie will make sure everyone is alright,” Susan told them.
Daphne shuddered. Before he could say anything, an ethereal sheep dog burst into the room. “Hannah, we are all safe. Stay at Grace Hall for the night. Mum or I will come to get you in the morning,” Lord Abbott’s voice came out of the Patronus. “Let everyone else know that everyone in the Alliance is also well.”
“Oh, thank Merlin,” Hannah said before allowing Susan to wrap her up again.
Daphne took in a stuttering breath before putting her head on Harry’s shoulder.
 





  
    Chapter End Notes

    Harry Potter and his world belongs to J.K. Rowling, Warner Brothers and anyone that has received licensing rights. I am grateful she gives us the privilege of playing in her world.


  


      

  











The Courtship Begins



    Chapter Notes

      
        See the end of the chapter for notes
      






  
  August 21, 1994


  London, England

The house was quiet. As far as Harry knew, it was only Daphne, Hermione, Hannah, Susan and Sirius with four elves in the House, though Harry never saw Teacher. The few times he had met the elf, he was old and looking frail. Harry suspected he was getting close to death, but Amelia wouldn't say.
It was still early, but Harry couldn't sleep. Last night had scared the living daylights out of the girls and had him trying to figure out what else he could have done.
Hannah had gone to sleep with Susan, while Daphne and Hermione had slept in the room next to him. He had a temptation to check in on her. Unsure if that would be appropriate or not.
"Dobby," he softly called. As though sensing Harry's desire to be quiet, the small house elf silently made his way up the stairs. "Yes, the Great Harry, sir?"
Harry was too tired to try to get Dobby to stop today. "Can you keep an eye on Daphne and Hermione? When they wake, see if they need anything and let them know I'll be in the kitchen."
"Dobby will keep an eye on Miss Daphne and Miss Hermione," the green-eyed elf solemnly swore.
With a nod, he headed down to the kitchens. Maybe he would ask for coffee today?
Voices were coming through the door as he approached. He couldn't hear what they were saying. Entering the kitchen, the conversation stopped.
A tired looking Amelia was sitting at the table, a steaming cup in her hands. Sirius was sitting next to her and across from them was Lord Greengrass. "The conquering hero awakens," Sirius grinned, saluting Harry with his cup.
Harry frowned. "I don't feel like a hero."
Lord Greengrass got up and extended his hand. "Whether you do or not, my daughter and others are alive this morning because of you. Thank you," the man said, taking Harry's hand. Harry shook it feeling anything but thankful.
Harry nodded and turned towards Sirius. "You told us you were training us like the Aurors. We were totally outmatched. And why did my Auror guard attack us? And dementors! The Ministry controls the dementors," Harry yelled.
Lord Greengrass was still holding his hand. Amelia looked up with her blood shot eyes. "Harry, take a seat. I understand you are angry and scared, but I think you old enough to talk about this reasonably."
He pursed his lips and Lord Greengrass let his hand go to put a hand on his shoulder as he sat. He glared at Amelia for answers.
She put her cup of dark liquid down. From the smell, he was sure it was coffee, not her usual tea. "First off, you are being looked at as a hero last night. You saved Daphne from those that were attacking you both and a dementor. You saved several others from dementors. All this in clear view of dozens of witnesses, if not almost everyone there. You may think you are not a hero, but many will see you that way."
He crossed his arms in a petulant manner. He didn't want to be looked at as a hero. It was bad enough being the Boy-Who-Lived. "I just did what I had to. Why were we attacked?"
Everyone looked to her. She sighed. "I think it was a message to Anders and I. No one has lain claim to it yet, but many of the Dark Alliance and a few others are very upset and have made several veiled threats. I don't think the Aurors meant to kill you, but if any those spells hit, you both would have been severely hurt."
Harry frowned. "How?"
"My Aurors were imperished. Your guard managed to subdue the other three there before attacking you. They must have been ordered to wait until you were both alone. We don't know who is behind this yet."
"They almost got us!" He wasn't sure if he was more upset because Daphne had been in danger or just the situation. "The bloody thing almost gave Daphne the dementor's kiss!"
"I know, Harry. Calm down for a moment," Sirius tried to soothe him.
"Calm down! Sirius, Daphne was almost kissed! I saw several people on the ground! Are they all alright?" There was a silence. A heavy silence that had the reality sink in. "How many died?"
Amelia closed her eyes for a moment. It was Lord Greengrass that answered. "Amelia was telling us that six are still in St. Mungo's. Several more were injured but fine now. Two were kissed. One of the Aurors is dead."
Harry felt a hard pit form in his stomach. He had replayed what happened over and over again. Could he have saved the others...
"Harry, look at me," Amelia requested. When his eyes met her brown eyes she said very firmly, "You are not to blame and should not blame yourself. What you did last night was nothing short of phenomenal for your age. Your shield held off spells that should have shredded them like paper, even for adult wizards. You gave Daphne the cover she needed to try and knock down one of your attackers. I know you told me you could do a Patronus, but I thought you just meant a simple shield or a rough form. What you did to drive off the dementors, I am not sure any in the Ministry, except my Hit Wizards or some Unspeakables, could have done the same on their own. You saved six others from being kissed. Understand this, you did the best you could in the situation and because of that there are many that survived that may not have. Do not blame yourself for those that were hurt or died. There was nothing else you could have done."
They didn't break eye contact. He tried to parse her words with what he was thinking and the way he had been treated before. Never before had Dumbledore or others tried to confront his fears and regrets like this. He was usually just left to flounder and internalize he could have done better. That always seemed to be the message: He did great. He was a hero, but there was a hint you could do better, and he would have to do it all on his own.
"Harry, I can never thank you enough for what you did," Lord Greengrass said from besides him. "The House of Greengrass owes you a large debt."
"I am sure there will be a few Houses that feel that way," Amelia put in.
Harry shook his head. "No one owes me anything. Who was kissed?"
"Scion and Heiress Westford. They were out further in the gardens and were most likely kissed before the attack started," Amelia told him.
"I don't know them," Harry stated. He had not been able to memorize or read the material on every House that Madam Bulstrode had given them yet.
"The Westfords are a Light Alliance House. They have been with the Progressives and the Dumbledores for generations. Richard and Yvonne were both in their early thirties. Richard's father, Humphrey Westford, is the sitting Lord and there has been some rumors he is getting close to retirement. They leave behind a six-year-old-son, Henry," Lord Greengrass said sadly.
"Yes. The Westfords are good people. Now Humphrey will have to stay until his grandson is old enough," Amelia commented.
Sirius just looked at him. Harry nodded. "Can we do anything for them?"
This brought a smile to Amelia's and Lord Greengrass' face. Sirius was the one to answer, "I think they will be alright, pup. They have a strong alliance around them."
"I still think we should offer them any assistance we can," Harry challenged.
Lord Greengrass nodded. "I think that a good idea. Amelia, would you reach out to them on behalf of House Potter? I think they would receive that better."
Amelia nodded. "I will do that. I hate to say it, but it is a good political move as well."
"Agreed," said Lord Greengrass.
"What is Fudge's and the Ministries reaction?" Sirius queried.
"Fudge is fit to be tied. He is swearing up and down the dementors where not sent by the Ministry, nor where any unaccounted for. He is losing support and is trying to decide what side to support, but I think he is afraid of breaking from Malfoy and others. He can't keep it quiet though. There were four different papers there, including one from France and Spain. He can't hide this," Amelia replied.
"Once I know Daphne is well, I am heading into the Ministry. I am not going to let him bury this or put a spin on it. It was an assassination attempt and I will have it known if the culprits are found I will be looking for blood," Lord Greengrass stated.
"We can't afford any blood feuds right now. You know that has led too and it might rile up the purebloods and start another war," Sirius rebutted.
"You would have me just ignore this?"
"No. I would have you use this. We have legislation coming up to change the laws about murder and attempted murder. We can get support by sympathy," said Amelia. "I could bring in half of the Purebloods in at the first infraction and questioned under veritaserum."
Sirius grinned. "We would use their own actions against them. Can you think of a better joke?"
Lord Greengrass looked to ponder the suggestion.
Harry met Sirius' gaze. "You will teach me like the Aurors," Harry demanded.
His godfather pursed his lips. "No. I will not. You are too young and have school. I will continue the training sessions every other Saturday while you are at Hogwarts and will pick it up again next summer."
Harry frowned.
"Harry, Sirius is right. You did better than can be expected, and we will teach you to defend yourself better, but your responsibility is not to be a fighter right now. If you decide to enter the Aurors AFTER you get your NEWTs, I will help you in any way I can. Until then, Hogwarts and your friends are your primary concern," Amelia ordered.
Harry let out a huff. "And if we are attacked like that again?"
"You do what you need and run," Sirius told him.
He didn't like it. Harry had been lucky and almost useless in a fight his first and second years at Hogwarts. He just barely kept Daphne and himself alive last night, though this time he felt like he had a chance if he could have just found a way to go on the offensive. Next time he would fight back because he could.
All three adults looked at him, seeing the stubborn determination that overcame him.
"Was Charlie Abbot hurt last night? Lord Abbot said he was okay, but Hannah was still really concerned," Harry asked.
"He was clipped by a cutting curse, but is already home. I'll take Hannah home as soon as she is ready," Amelia told him.
The door to the kitchen burst open and Harry twirled around, his wand coming to hand. Daphne was rushing in, her hair bedraggled and in a long night dress. "Father!"
Lord Greengrass stood up and held her tight when she rushed into his arms. "Dobby told me you were here. Is mother and Tori hurt?"
"Everyone is fine, little flower," her father said, holding her tight.
She turned her head and Harry's eyes found hers. She looked at him for a moment, her eyes watery, like they had been when he said goodnight to her last night. It was a few minutes before she calmed and Lord Greengrass sat her next to Harry and took a seat at the end of the table. Daphne's hand slipped into his the second she sat.
"Thank you for last night," she said, kissing him on the cheek.
He just nodded.
"How are your arms feeling," Sirius asked. Harry could see the bruising where the dementor had grabbed her. She rubbed her upper arm with the hand that was not in his.
"Sore. I have that bruise cream you told me to put on this morning. I should go get it," she told them, looking abashed. Harry had the feeling she rushed right down here, especially since she was still in her night clothes.
"Dobby has brought it down, Miss Daphne," Dobby said, holding up the small salve container. "Dobby thought it best to take while Miss Hermione is still sleeping."
"Thank you," she said, taking it.
Her father reached over to look at the bruises. "Are you alright," her father asked concerned.
She nodded. "Harry saved me," she said in a soft voice. "How many others were hurt?"
"Several. We can talk about it later. Why don't you get that salve on and then get something to eat," her father told her.
"Is Charlie alright," she asked.
"Yes. Harry told us how worried Hannah was," Amelia responded.
Daphne slumped, but didn't let go of his hand. It was like she needed to know he was close. Harry admitted he needed to know she was close and safe. It had worried him more than he realized last night. Having her at his side had him breathing a little easier. It also brought to the front that he hadn't slept much.
Daphne yawned and let her father put the cream on her arms. A plate with some rashers, eggs and beans were put before them. Daphne picked at her breakfast while the adults talked more about last night. Harry found out that ten people were hurt. Abbot Hall was cleared out soon after Aurors from the Ministry had arrived. There had also been an incident when three of the dementors had been caught and returned to Azkaban. Apparently they were not part of the nest that guarded the prison, and the prison dementors had attacked the new comers. Harry didn't know that dementors could drain other dementors of whatever made them live. Three dementor husks were found by the human guards just before Amelia had come back this morning.
Harry was just listening when Daphne, who had been slowly leaning into him as she picked at her food, leaned over enough to put her head on his shoulder. He looked over, just being able to see her eyes closed.
Lord Greengrass shifted and he looked at the man, uncertain this was alright. Lord Greengrass inclined his head. "She looks tired. Let her rest for now," the man whispered to him.
Harry nodded, holding her hand tighter. After a few, Harry leaned his head against hers as the adults got back to discussing what happened.

  -oOo-


  August 23, 1994


  Somewhere along the Irish Sea...

Albus was looking at the news papers Severus had been able to gather. He was still feeling weak from their failed attempt to get the Horcrux in the cave. The fake one was on the table, the note for an R.A.B. left where it has been looked over by him and Severus for weeks.
That was not his concern today. His concern was the news of the attack on Abbott Hall.
Harry had been the hero, but the boy should have never been in that situation. Albus had had no control over it and he had almost died. Severus contacts in the Department of Mysteries had been able to confirm the prophecy had been fulfilled. This meant Voldemort could be killed and Albus would be the one to do that. It would allow him to step out of the Shadows and guide Harry to be his replacement.
Yes, that was what he had to do. To see him with Ms. Greengrass and the others were incredibly worrisome. The Greengrasses had opposed many of his goals throughout the years. He did not believe them to be dark anymore, nor where they part of the Light. The Potters had to be part of the Light. He had staked too much on the family for them not to adhere to his plans.
Looking at the papers, he could already see large splinters in the Light Alliance he had spent the better part of the last fifty years building and maintaining.
"You gave Lupin permission to teach the boy how to cast a Patronus?" Severus sneered, looking at the stag prancing around Harry and Ms. Greengrass.
"It was the only way I could ensue Harry could fight them off if one of us were not around. The creatures were drawn to him in an unnatural way," he replied to Severus. Albus understood it had to do with what Harry was more than who he was, but he had to give the boy the proper tools to defend himself this time. Reading how the boy had acted in the duel sounded like he was getting training beyond what he should for his age.
"He is just like his father." It came out with such venom from the dark-hair man.
"He is not. I have told you this many times. James would never have associated himself with the Greengrasses. He looks more like Fleamont Potter with that determined look and stance," Albus mused. The boy looked and was acting more like his grandfather. Whom ever had donated the memory for this picture had been in the right spot.
"Either way, he's outside our control at the moment. Have you found the old Gaunt hovel outside Little Hangleton yet?" Albus asked.
Snape's frown grew. "Last night. Whatever was there is gone now."
Albus heart felt pained as he looked up.
"There was no note. I am unsure if Regulus got to that one as well or if someone else is after them," Severus told the man.
Albus closed his eyes and scrunched them, anger coming over his face. "Bones. You said the DMLE got all my items from my office?"
"It was actually a team of Unspeakables that entered first," Severus reminded him.
"Damn it to Morgana! She is having the Unspeakables track them down first. We must move to find the others quicker," Albus ordered Severus. Albus' plans to come back to the wizarding world a hero depended on it.
The man gave him a concerned look. "Albus, you are in no fit shape to wander right now. Those inferi and that damned potion almost killed you."
Albus waived him off. "It is no bother. The next place I know about is in a forest in Albania. The Grey Lady has told me about her mother's diadem and that she told Tom..."

  -oOo-


  Later that day...


  London, England

Amelia was still fuming. Two of her Aurors had been imperioused. The spells on the list of priori incantatum clearly showed the intent to at least maim, if not kill, both Harry and Daphne. She knew some were not pleased with the change in the Wizengamot and the new alliance, but she had not considered it might have led some to assassination.
Tomorrow was the funeral for the Auror that had been killed.
Harry, Susan and all the children of the Potter-Greengrass alliance had been in lock down for three days now. She was too afraid to assign new Aurors until it had been determined how this happened and who.
Scrimgeour wanted to point the finger at Dumbledore, as did Fudge and his handlers. Malfoy was very vocal about this. Her suspicions were that the blonde ponce and his flunkies had something to do with this.
The frustrating thing was lack of evidence. Outside what they could find at the Abbotts, the only lead they had was that two of the rogue dementors had been caught and after 'talks' with the dementors in Azkaban, it was confirmed they were not from Azkaban. She had feelers out to the ICW and other law enforcement agencies in Russia, Albania, Poland and Turkey. Those were the only other places known to have dementor hives. Russia used them in two prisons, much like the British Ministry of Magic.
The only positive was that after the Westford's were kissed, she finally had the support to call a review on the dementors in Azkaban. She was pushing for their elimination and for the wards and guards to be updated and upgraded. The last thing she wanted was for anyone else to be kissed like that.
Harry had woken up the last two nights screaming. The damned demons had brought up memories of his mother's death. Healer Anne was supposed to call in at Grace Hall some point this afternoon. How he had been able to still react like he had could only be contributed to the occlumency lessons with Andi.
"What!" she yelled irritably when a knock came at her door.
When it opened the smell of a good fish fry and greasy muggle chips assaulted her nose. As much as she had been trained to go days on very little, her stomach growled at the smell of the food.
Looking up, she was surprised to see a plain clothed Croaker. "I come with a peace offering," the man said holding up a carry out bag and two bottles of mead.
She sighed. "I was expecting Scrimgeour," she told the man.
"Well, you get me instead," the man countered, stepping in and closing the door.
"Are you allowed to be anywhere near the ministry not in your cloak," she asked, never having seen him like this.
The grey hair man gave her a large smile. "One of the perks of being a Senior," the man said. "Plus, I was working undercover."
"Thus the fish fry?"
"This is just because I like it and from what I hear you haven't rested or eaten much in the last few days." He swiped his hand at the corner of her desk and the papers all stacked up neatly and made four piles next to her. She rose her brow. "I think you will find all those linked with each other."
She snorted. "How bad is the news?"
The paper bag went onto her desk and he handed her a large portion of fish and chips. She thankfully took it.
"Depends on who you are. By the way, you should mention to Tom at the Leaky that he should add this onto his menu. I have to go to Thamesmead for this," he told her sitting down with his own.
"Algie, I don't have the time for your games today," she told him.
"Eat. Then we will talk. There is nothing you can act on at this moment," the man told her.
With a sigh, she dug in. It was less than twelve minutes later she sat back in her chair, the mead in her hand and looking at the man as he ate. "If you look on the top of the third stack from you, you may find something good to read," the man suggested.
The man liked his games, but he always had a reason, even if she didn't like it. She took up the top sheet, her eyes growing a little bit larger, then a curse when she picked up the second and finally she got up and started pacing her office at the third.
"Where is the louse? Where is Mundungus Fletcher?" she spat.
"We questioned him, paid him our normal fee and he is probably three sheets to the wind by now," Croaker told her. "He did nothing illegal, as much as I would like to see the man arrested myself."
"He imported two crates proven to have the taint of the dementors on them and then gave them to a man in a black cloak and silver mask!" she said in a dangerous tone.
"He arranged for someone to transport them and hand them over. He did not touch or even see the crates. Slippery, unethical, but not illegal. As for the man who gave him the 'finders fee', that is the more interesting point of the story," Croaker put in.
"Algie, two people, heirs to a Wizengamot house, were kissed. My nephew and Heiress Greengrass were almost kissed. Somehow someone broke the enchantments on the Auror badges to prevent the use of anything like the Imperious and almost killed Harry and Daphne. I want everyone involved in this," she spat in her anger.
The man put down the last of his fish fry and looked at her.
"Amelia, perhaps you didn't read that correctly. The man with the mask was wearing one that was known only to be given out to You-Know-Who's inner circle. Last I checked, there was still a jinx on those masked to prevent copy-cats. Also, last I checked, only six of the man's inner circle are still known to be out of Azkaban," Croaker said. "This wasn't some flunky or grunt."
She stopped and took in a deep breath. How stupid could she be! "Do you know who?" she asked after a moment.
"We could not get a clear enough memory. I was able to find the fishmonger that brought the crates. He is a seller to a place that makes an excellent fish fry in Thameshead," the man informed her.
She snapped her head to him before looking at the paper bag he had brought with him. It had the name of the place on it. "He makes fresh deliveries every few mornings in a muggle lorry, some point around seven or eight. I can't find him otherwise and there was something preventing me approaching. Whatever he is using, not even the Unspeakables can find him."
A glint of triumph came to her eye. "You beautiful man! Connie!" she yelled as she stalked to her door. Her secretary was already up and reaching for the door handle when she flung it open. "Get me Scrimgeour and every available Senior Auror to my office within the next ten minutes."
She turned back into the office to find Croaker standing and taking grey robes out of a pocket. "I'll just show myself out," he said with a chuckle. "I always say you should never poke a badger."
"Thank you, Croaker," she said as he pulled his cloak on.
"As always, a pleasure. Oh, and I am sorry about the Westfords. They were good people," he said solemnly. "Your nephew, as you call him, did an excellent job, though. Just so you know, he has become a large curiosity in my department."
She pursed her lips. That was not always a good thing to be on the watchlist of the Unspeakables. "I will protect him, Croaker."
The man chuckled again. "Don't worry, we are not looking to poke any badgers. It is not any wizard though that can hurt a dementor with a Patronus."
She blinked as he moved past her. None of her reports had said anything about that. "Croaker," she called and turned. He was already gone and her secretary looked up at her.

  -oOo-


  August 25, 1994


  Rotherham, England

Stepping into the entry hall of Greencross had him breathing a sigh of relief to see the dark eyed, dark haired girl. He hadn't seen her for four days. Four days that felt like an eternity after what happened over the weekend
Daphne wasn't wearing her mask and looked just as relieved to see him. Not standing on any tradition today, she stepped up to him and hugged him. Harry hugged her back.
Someone behind Daphne cleared their throat and they separated, Daphne taking a step back. Harry was sure his face was as telling as hers. Lord and Lady Greengrass were looking at them while Susan chuckled behind them. Pulling on the training from this summer, Harry took her hand. "It is a pleasure to see you well again, Heiress Greengrass."
He kissed the back of her hand and when he stood, she was still flush. It was unusual for her to be so flustered. "I am pleased you and your family could come today."
Her words caught him off guard for a moment, but then he felt the rightness of her words. Amelia, Susan and Sirius had become his family.
"If you would, dinner won't be ready for another hour. Some tea has been lain out in the parlour and we would like to discuss something with you, Scion Potter and Regent Bones," Lord Greengrass said, indicating they head towards a door off the entry hall.
Daphne seemed to redden even more, but slipped her arm into his. Harry was so focused on Daphne being so flustered with others around, that he missed the looks between the adults. When they sat, Harry was pleased to have her next to him.
Susan and Astoria took chairs that were a little behind Amelia and the Greengrasses. This should have been a red flag that this was a formal conversation, but he was looking at Daphne. Before he could ask if she was okay, Lord Greengrass caught his attention.
"Before Winchester serves any tea, I would like to offer an official thank you from the House of Greengrass to the House of Potter," the man said. Harry looked up. "Scion Potter, you were able to save the life of my daughter. That is a debt of gratitude I can never repay."
Harry felt a little flustered now. It took a time or two for him to say, "Sir, there is no debt. If Daphne hadn't distracted the other Auror, we both would have been hurt."
"Be that as it may, it was your fast reactions that protected her when the first spells flew and your Patronus that prevented the dementor from kissing her. I owe you a debt for that, Scion Potter," the man said earnestly.
"We both do. I cannot thank you enough for saving our Daphne," Lady Greengrass said, a little emotion tinging her voice.
"I... I, uhm, just did what was needed," Harry stammered. Daphne slipped her hand into his, totally distracting him.
"Anders, I think I can speak for Harry in saying he didn't do what he did to garner any favor," Amelia spoke up.
He met Daphne's eyes.
"No, I do not believe he did either. That still does not mean that I don't feel a debt for his actions. Not everyone would have done what he did," Lord Greengrass pressed.
After a moment, Harry felt a little more centered to see the intense look she was giving him. He turned back to the conversation. "Lord Greengrass, the House of Potter does not recognize any debt. It was part of our protection clauses of our Alliance. House Potter will protect House Greengrass, as I know House Greengrass will protect House Potter."
The man closed his eyes for a moment before turning his eyes towards him. They looked similar to Daphne's when trying to hide emotion. "Harry, I recognize our Alliance, but I feel I owe you a personal debt. Illiana and I both feel this way. You saved Daphne. Your actions saved others. If the dementors had been able to gain access to the hall, Astoria and everyone else would have been in danger. You and Amelia were the only two to rush into the fray before others did. Even if you, as Scion Potter, will not acknowledge this debt, I ask you to acknowledge it as my daughter's friend, and friend to our House."
Harry looked at him and then at Amelia when she nodded her head. Daphne squeezed his hand. He looked down at their hands. After a moment, he nodded. "If you feel that way, Lord Greengrass, I will acknowledge your thanks. I don't feel you owe me anything," he finished looking back up at the man.
Amelia had a look of pride on her face.
Lord Greengrass nodded his head. "That is why I owe you a personal debt. None of your actions were done to look for favor. If you like, you can call me Anders. You have earned that right."
His eyes widened a bit. For someone of his age to be granted that right was not a small thing.
"I would prefer you to call me Illiana when we are in present company," Lady Greengrass stated.
Harry nodded.
"Anders, is this all you wanted to discuss?" Amelia asked, indicating the more formal seating arrangement. Daphne let his hand go and sat up more formally. Harry caught the mood this time and copied her, casting a quick questioning glance her way.
Lord Greengrass... Anders, shook his head. "It is not, but I could not in good conscious conduct any other business without that being said. It has been only a few short months that we have known Scion Potter, but in that time he has made an impression on us, and more importantly, our eldest daughter."
Amelia frowned. "No matter what Harry choses, as his Regent and Guardian, I will not use this debt to force you into any unfair negotiations or actions," she stated.
"I would expect nothing less, Amelia. Hear me out before either of you jump to conclusions though," Anders requested. Amelia nodded and he went on, "I have not hidden our views on how we look at wizarding blood. It is a proven fact that power and magical traits pass down family lines. I know the Heads of the alliance have discussed this, and we recognize there must be a change. Keeping magic in only magical blood lines has led to a weakening of our magic."
Harry was confused where this was going. Susan looked surprised.
"Yes, we have discussed this and I thought we were going to wait to talk to all the children about this," Amelia stated.
"Just hear me out," Anders said, holding up his hands in a placating way at the way Amelia seemed to be so stiff. After a moment, he went on, "We had a discussion with both our daughters yesterday. They both know what we have found and what we have been talking about. I don't want to see my bloodline die out, nor do I want to see any magical bloodline that has been around long enough to develop familial traits. I also know we need new blood and that is why our allies have chosen to ally with the Potters and Bones and all yours."
He motioned for Amelia to stay quiet for just a little bit more. "I am going to start advocating at the Equinox meet that those of us that view ourselves as 'pure' to intermingle with others. It is the only way to prevent the eventual death of the oldest bloodlines, and elevate new bloodlines to replace what has been lost. It is no great secret that the Sacred Twenty-eight are in decline. As of right now, only ten have scions or heiresses that are or will be of child bearing age soon."
"Are you suggesting what I think you are?" Amelia asked in a cool tone.
"I am suggesting a Courtship Agreement. Magic must find the best suitable match. I would be a fool to push the issue in any other way if what our research says is true. Daphne and Harry are obviously drawn to each other, and this would give a good path to protect both our Houses, and the line of two of the Twenty-Eight," Anders said.
Harry blinked. "Courtship?" he said, his voice not as steady as he would have liked. Madam Bulstrode had gone over the traditions of Courtship, and the expectations that if the wizard and witch were compatible, it would lead to either a betrothal or marriage. An agreement was a set of guidelines they would follow, and if they crossed the lines of any of the clauses, it would become a betrothal contract, essentially using their magics to bind each other together.
After talking with Sirius, his parents had done this. It was a way to protect his mother. Any harm done to her would have been harm to the House of Potter, allowing duels, blood feuds or payments to be forced, even against the Death Eaters should they be discovered who had attacked. Sirius said that was the real reason Death Eaters disguised themselves, especially when they went after other Purebloods or important magical Houses.
Everyone turned to him.
"Yes. I would ask you to enter a Courtship agreement with Daphne. My proposal is to leave it open for the two of you to decide what you do with it, except if you cross the traditional lines that would require you to marry," Anders stated.
"How open is 'open'? And what do you consider traditional lines?" Amelia asked.
"I would leave it open until they are both sixteen. They are not to date anyone else. If they choose to date any time between now and then, then it is to be a committed relationship. No infidelity. If Daphne chooses to give her virtue to him, they shall become betrothed. No children will be born out of wedlock. I would also like any betrothal to allow for the second born to carry on the Greengrass name. I am prepared to offer a hefty groom price and dowry," Lord Greengrass offered.
Harry's face flushed some. Daphne looked straight ahead.
"Anders, you know that won't be necessary. I won't see Harry taken advantage of. This is not a transaction where I will see either of them sold off," Amelia indicated.
"I am not trying to sell my daughter. This is all their choice, but I would see her protected and offer her future husband incentive to not stray," Anders stated.
"Anders, I don't think Harry is that type of person," Illiana stated.
Harry blinked and looked to Daphne as the adults went back and forth. She was looking at her hands in her lap. After a moment, he reached for her hand for the first time. "Is this what you want?"
She watched his hand and wrapped both hers around his. "Father, can I have a private word with Scion Potter?"
The talk between Amelia and Anders stopped. Susan had a Cheshire grin on her face that Harry was trying to ignore. Astoria was looking thoughtful. It was her mother that answered, "You two can go to the family tearoom. I will call you when dinner is ready if you are not back by then."
All eyes followed them as they walked out of the room. Daphne held his hand the entire way and ordered Winchester out of the room. The elf hurried out. When she shut the door, Harry stood a few feet away and met her gaze. "How are your arms?"
She rubbed the upper part of her right arm. "The bruising is all gone. Thank you again for saving me."
He shrugged. "I wasn't going to let you get kissed." At least not by those creatures, something in him thought.
"I really didn't get a chance to get a good look at your Patronus."
Harry nodded. "Would your parents mind if I cast it here?"
"The wards will mask your wand use."
He took out his wand and a moment later, Prongs was prancing in place for a few seconds before dissipating. "Mr. Lupin and Sirius say it looks just like my father's animagus form."
An eyebrow rose. "Impressive form."
"It's one of the few things that I can say I have from my parents," he replied.
"They would be proud of what you did."
"Thanks."
"Will you teach me how to cast a Patronus?" Daphne requested.
"If you want." He sighed. "Is a Courtship Agreement what you want?"
She didn't answer right away. "If you are asking if I planned any of this, I did not. I also do not agree if father plans to use this to satisfy the debt he feels he owes you."
That hadn't crossed his mind, so much was his trust in her now, but he understood why she would worry about that. Harry shook his head, "That was not what I meant. You know what Madam Bulstrode taught us about this. Is this what you want?"
She took a half-step towards him. "Harry, I have been trained in the ways of our society since I can remember. Courtships, betrothals and marriage contracts are always a concern to any girl of my station. I am old enough to be entered into a Courtship, and once I am sixteen I am eligible for Betrothal Agreements or contracts. Until I am twenty-one, father has the ability to sign me away to anyone he would like. Even after that, he would have to approve of any relationship or marriage, or I risk being a pariah in our circles, or at worst, disowned. I know what Madam Bulstrode trained us in."
He frowned. He had caught that in their lessons. Taking his Gryffindor courage for once with her, he took a half-step towards her. He felt the lump in his throat as he admitted, "Daphne, I like you. I like you more than just a friend," he managed to get out without his voice cracking, which he was sure it was going to with how his insides were dancing.
She gave him that attractive smile that he always liked and his insides started to hop. "I like you too."
A smile came to his face. "Enough that if I asked you into Hogsmeade this year, you would say yes?"
She smirked. "If we were in a Courtship I would have no other choice."
Harry shook his head. If he hadn't been going through his occlumency lessons, he probably wouldn't understand the way he was feeling. "Daphne, that is not what I mean. If we do this, it is because we both want to. I know we don't have to be like boyfriend and girlfriend if we don't want. I am not totally sure if I am ready yet. I like you, though."
She took another step closer. "I will admit that I have thought about just going on a date in the last few months. After talking to Hermione about how muggles do their courtships, I like many things she described. If you would have me in a Courtship, I would do more of what I know you may be accustomed too."
"Is that what you want?" he asked again, this time taking his own step so they were now only six inches apart.
"Is this what you want?" she asked him.
He looked at her for a moment, seeing something in her eyes that brought those funny feelings he had the times she kissed his cheeks. "No one usually asks what I want."
"Well, what do you want?" she asked, a little more confidence in her voice.
He let out a breath. "I don't want any more deals between us," he said firmly. "I will help you with your goals because I want to. As a friend... as a boyfriend."
Her smile was one of the most genuine he had ever seen from her. "Boyfriend... I like the sound of that. No more deals," she agreed. "I will help you become a Lord of the Wizengamot and leader of this alliance, like you asked."
He gave her a wry smirk. "Leader?"
"Leader. With me at your side," she told him.
"And that will help you get your goals?"
She moved a little closer, taking his hand. "Harry, father and mother had a talk with us yesterday. I believe them that magic is not pleased and it is no secret the old Houses are dying. I don't want to see our family magic die. There are things mother and father are starting to teach me that no other family knows. It is secrets that I would like to pass on some day. Father has also given Astoria and I a chance to find someone we want. I never thought I would be told to just follow my heart or magic. Right now, my magic is telling me I want you."
Her eyes closed slightly and her lips parted in a way that sent an electric jolt down him. He felt his magic was pulling him towards her. "What about your heart?" he asked, closing the distance so that their fronts were against each other. He had never been so aware of her before, and only so close when they danced or the few times she had hugged him.
"We have time to see how our hearts feel. Like you said, I am not sure I am ready for a boyfriend, but a Courtship Agreement would give us the time to find out," she told him. "I also really like you."
Harry felt his head being drawn down. He wasn't even aware how his body was reacting, or that his other hand had taken hers. He held both her hands in his. She tilted her head. Their lips brushed each other before he was aware he had dipped his head so low. He pulled back, unsure of what he was doing.
Daphne's eyes were closed, and her mouth pouted a little. "I thought my first kiss would be a little better than that," she said, sounding dissatisfied.
Feeling the invitation, he lowered his head again so their lips were touching. This time they pressed their lips together. It was a chaste kiss, but Harry felt like there were fireworks going off in his body. He felt her body pressing against his. Her hands tightened around his and involuntarily he pulled her closer so that her body press firmly against his. He felt his whole body respond to how close she was. Their lips moved a little before they separated.
A dreamy smile was spread across Daphne's face, her eyes still closed. He liked it. Harry really liked this side of her. The side she only seemed to show him. "Was that better?" he queried.
"I think I need to try that again to decide," she said, opening her eyes just a little. His body decided he was not stiff enough in his pants and he hardened more.
"We could try again," he offered, sounding eager.
"If that is what you want?" she teased him.
They shared many 'practice' pecks, and more a few times when they pressed their lips together longer and moved against each other. It was only a knock on the door that caused them both to jump back. Daphne tried to smooth out her dress. It was a little rumpled from where she had been pressing against him.
He ran his hand through his hair, flush from excitement of what they had just been doing.
The door opened after a few seconds. "Dinner will be on the table in ten minutes," her mother said, stepping into the room. Her eyes didn't miss the goofy smiles on both their faces. "If you need more time to talk, Harry can stay for a little while after."
Daphne tried to even out her face. "Harry and I have come to an agreement. "
Harry met Illianna's eyes. "I would like to ask for a Courtship Agreement between Daphne and myself. I don't want any grooms price or anything like that. I have more than enough money."
Her mother smiled. "We can let Anders and Amelia know when we sit. There are certain traditions that must be kept in these negotiations, though."
Harry shook his head. "Do we need to decide now? I would just like the Courtship Agreement for now."
Daphne tightened her hold on his hand. "Harry, it is tradition. There are items that need to be agreed upon incase we progress beyond that."
He looked to Daphne. "You are sure?"
"Yes."
Harry nodded after a few. "I will trust Amelia and Lord Greengrass to work out the best details."
"I think that best. I can assure you that Anders means only the best for Daphne and you," Lady Greengrass assured him. "Now, go get washed up."
"Yes, mother," Daphne said, giving Harry a pleased look before leaving the room.
Illianna gave him a smile. "I very much agree with this. You know where the bathroom is down here?"
"Yes, Lady Greengrass."

  -oOo-


  August 26, 1994


  Dartmoor, England

After much debate with Amelia, he had won his argument to be at the World Cup. It was the first argument he had had with Amelia. He had yet to be to a professional Quidditch game, even though Daphne had wanted to take him this summer, and he was not about to miss this event. It occurred every three years and it had been thirty-six years since England hosted.
His concession was to Auror guards that just about held his hand until they got to the box. The Greengrasses, Davises, Longbottoms and them were in in the box. The other seven seats had been give to friends of Lord Davis. Harry was just chuffed he was here.
"You made it," a smiling Daphne said, taking his hand as she made sure he was sitting next to her.
"I wouldn't miss it," he replied, the excitement of the stadium throwing any thought of being proper out the window.
Susan had a big smile. "Auntie is still upset with you," she told him. "By the way, you are my favorite cousin."
Daphne eyed him. "What did you do? And Harry is your only cousin, from what I know."
"Harry had a row with Auntie when she told him she had changed her mind this morning," Susan said. He caught Amelia still eyeing him.
"Father almost changed his mind as well. He is worried about what happened last week," she stated.
The mood between the three of them dropped a little.
Neville tapped his shoulder and he greeted them. Tracey was holding his hand and looking happy. Roger was talking with his parents. When Neville saw him looking at their hands, he blushed some. "Tracey and I are in a Courtship Agreement. I heard you and Daphne might be as well?"
"You know they are. I told you earlier," Tracey told him.
Daphne shook her head. "Scion Longbottom appeared to want to be polite."
"Oh, who cares today? England is going to crush Bulgaria," Susan said loudly as the crowd rose in volume. Harry looked to see an official fly out onto the pitch.
"I want to see Victor Krum," Astoria added from besides Tracey.
"You want Viktor Krum," Tracey stated.
Astoria gave a smirk. "I have been told I am too young for that."
Susan and Tracey laughed while Daphne rolled her eyes. "Do you have omnioculars," Daphne enquired.
"Yeah. Amelia insisted we have them, even though she wanted us to get through the crowd and sellers as fast as possible," he told her, holding up the pair he had gotten for twelve galleons. Susan had a new pair as well.
"Welcome all to the World Quidditch Cup..." a man announced from above them and to their right. The announcer was two levels up.
"Is Krum as good as everyone says he is?" Harry asked Daphne as Susan talked with Neville and Tracey for a moment.
"I've seen him once, last summer, when Bulgaria played England. He is better than you," Tracey said significantly.
Harry laughed. "I'm only going into my fourth year. Everyone at this level should be better than me."
"I think you underestimate your abilities," Daphne countered.
They were having to yell over the crowd and stopped their conversation as Ireland flew out onto the field.
By the time the match was done, Harry realized he would be watching this match for months in the omnioculars to understand everything the seekers had done. Krum was beyond amazing.

  -oOo-
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  August 29, 1994


  London, England

"This is very impressive, Harry," Andi told him.
Harry looked down at her from the top of one of the Quidditch towers. She was walking in the fields outside the stadium. For as far as he could see, it was rolling fields of grass, flowers and small birds. They were very specific birds. The golden birds moved similar to the snitches that flitted around the stadium.
"When did you add the golden snidges?"
"When I read about them in Quidditch Through the Ages."
She laughed. "I should have known. What happens if I catch one."
"Please don't. I really like you," he warned her.
She rose an eyebrow. "Will they attack me while I am here?"
"Not if you don't bother them."
"And what happens?"
He smiled. "Ashwinders are the least deadly surprise. I laced them with magic to try to overcome the reality perception you have told me about."
"That is an advanced technique. You should be careful. It can sometimes backlash on the creator," Andi told him.
"Snakes won't hurt me," Harry retorted.
She looked up from the fields. They were a good fifty yards apart or more. "What is bothering you today? You are very melancholy."
Harry didn't respond right away. "I can't stop the dreams. Since the attack, I see my mother's death most nights. Andi, I have that locked away. How does it keep coming up?"
She took a step and when her foot landed she was standing next to him as he still looked over the side of the box at where she had been. "You haven't dealt with the trauma of it. You are still at a stage where your internal defenses are rather weak. What you have accomplished is extraordinary for only six months, but sometimes it can take years to fully accept or sort out your feelings for certain events."
Harry nodded.
"Sirius told me that you and Daphne have agreed to a Courtship agreement?"
Harry smiled. "I finally told her I like her."
She smiled as she joined him at the rail. "Good. She is good for you. Susan, Hermione, the others. Having a connection with people that you care for and care for you will help you through many challenges."
Harry smiled for a moment as he thought about the way Daphne had said goodbye to him the other night. Not much was said actually, but it had taken them ten minutes. After a moment, his smile faltered. "Sirius wants me to see Mr. Lupin before I leave today."
"How do you feel about that," she queried.
"Why am I still so angry at him? Sirius and Amelia have told me he tried to find me. Dumbledore really messed with him worse than Sirius," he told her.
She looked out as a breeze washed over the flowers. Harry knew it was part of his anger.
"You want me to tell you what I think or do you want to figure it out on your own?" she put to him.
Harry put his head on his crossed hands. The breeze picked up. Perhaps he should add weather. Rain laced with a little magic would distract anyone in his mind. "I am still just so upset," he admitted.
She leaned her arms on the rail to be closer to him. He felt her mental presence almost as a physical touch. "You have a right to be. What happened to you is not something easily gotten over. In my opinion, I think you are projecting that anger, the sense of being abandoned and the experience of what you have gone through on the first person that you feel could have done something about it."
He turned his head to look at her.
"Am I being unfair to him?"
She gave him a sympathetic smile. "That is something only you can answer. I know Sirius and Amelia have been honest with you about what Remus wants others to know. He blames himself for everything, even though he had no control over what happened with what Dumbledore did to him."
Harry let out a long breath, just thinking for what must have been a few minutes. She just let him work through whatever was in his head. More bubbles came up and vanished back to where they belonged as he worked through his emotions.
"I want the dreams to stop," Harry told her. A very dark bubble came up. Every few seconds a green flash would come out of it.
Her smile turned sad. "I can't begin to understand how you feel about this. I sense there is more involved than just this one memory?"
Harry let out a long breath. "Has Amelia told you why Voldemort went after me?"
When she shook her head, he went on. "There was a prophecy. A child was born as the 'seventh month dies' who had the power to defeat the Dark Lord. This is the moment he marked me.” Harry indicated the bubble that kept flashing green every few seconds. “That soul fragment you took out of my head was what made me a child of prophecy. My mother and father were murdered so some insane wanker could live."
He had been silently struggling with this all summer. He had talked about it with Daphne and Hermione and Amelia, even a little bit with Sirius, but he had never admitted how it made him feel.
After a few moments, she responded, "You said the dementors bring up bad memories, but you never told me what. You see when your mother died and when You-Know-Who marked you?"
"And usually for days after. Every time I come across a dementor," he informed her.
"This is a very traumatic experience. I would be surprised if it didn't effect you as much as it does. I will be here to talk and help you, but this is something you have to find a way to comes to terms with. You need to accept the feelings it invokes and find a way to channel them into a constructive path. If you keep trying to bury it every time it comes up, it will just be worse as you get older," she instructed.
He nodded. "Are we done today?"
"Do you want to talk about anything else?"
He shook his head against his arms. A moment later, he sat up on the couch.
"Harry, you are doing extraordinarily well. Don't feel discouraged. It can take years for some people to work through everything in their heads, some times they never do. Until you do, you can't truly control your emotions or mind when you want. You can keep building your defenses, but someone that is at peace with himself can use that to fight off the most invasive legilimens with relative ease," she told him. “If you hold onto it and let it fester, you can still reach the next level, but you risk shutting off all emotions. That is a dangerous route.”
Harry nodded. When she opened the door, Sirius was standing across from it, leaning against the wall and arms crossed.
"So, is he completely barking or only barmy?"
Harry rolled his eyes at his godfather. Andi responded. "When compared to you, Harry's the most stable person I know."
Sirius let out a barking laugh. "Compared to me, almost anyone is sane."
"No truer words have ever been said," Andi replied in a dry voice.
Sirius kept laughing. "Alright, pup, time to go before you pick up her acid tongue."
Harry shrugged. "I didn't hear anything that was untrue."
Andi smirked. Sirius shook his head. "That was not the point I was getting at."
"Oh, there was a point?" Harry asked innocently. Andi chuckled and Sirius shook his head with a grin.
"Come on, pup. Andi," he nodded to her.
They walked down the hall and towards the elevator. Harry was looking forward to getting home. He had some things to work through and wanted to meditate. Andi was right. The memory of that night probably kept coming up like this because he always buried it. He didn't want to think about the night his parents were murdered and his life became what it was.
He didn't notice that they walked past the elevators and didn't register where they were until they were outside a set of double doors. Harry blinked and looked around. After a moment, he sighed. "Do I have to see him?"
"I will never force you, but Remus really does feel guilty and sorry. I think it would do you both good," Sirius told him.
This was not the first time Sirius had taken him to these doors after seeing Andi. It was the first time that he looked at them and considered opening them. Knowing what Andi had told him and feeling like he had been a coward up to this point in confronting the man, Harry made the conscious decision to push the doors open.
Behind the doors was a ward with eight beds. Five of them had curtains around them. The other three were empty. Down the end of the ward was a man sitting in a chair, a book in his hands and looking up at them. Harry walked in, stopping a few feet away. His lips were pursed, unsure what to say.
"How are you today, Mr. Potter?"
Harry frowned. He wasn't sure how he felt so he focused on the happiest thing he could. "Daphne and I are in a courtship."
Mr. Lupin gave a happy smile. "So I have heard. Congratulations."
It was a very uneasy silence for a moment. "How are you, Mr. Lupin?"
The man's smile slipped. "I feel better than I have in a very long time, not that that means much."
Harry closed his eyes for a moment before meeting the man's eyes again. "I know that you tried to find me. I also know Dumbledore prevented you from doing anything."
Mr. Lupin's face fell and a haunted look came over his face. "Mr. Potter..."
"You can call me Harry."
The haunted look lessoned. "Harry... I didn't know. I swear to Merlin, I didn't know. If I had, not even what Dumbledore did to me would have prevented me."
Harry nodded.
Sirius stepped up. "Moony, you know that isn't true. Dumbledore had you so cocked up on potions, compulsion and obliviations, there was nothing you could do."
Mr. Lupin... Remus, looked to Sirius. "Padfoot, I betrayed the pack. There is no excuse or forgiveness for that. James was our alpha. As strong as the alpha is, his pack is supposed to back him. Lily was his mate, Harry his pup. You were our beta. I betrayed you all."
Harry felt confused. He had never heard Remus talk this way.
"You didn't betray the pack, Moony. You were tricked and controlled. You fought against it. I have told you I now suspect Dumbledore had you with the werewolf packs to keep you from us," his godfather pressed.
Remus shook his head. "I betrayed you. I betrayed you all."
Harry could see how much the man was hurting. It was the same pain Harry had been projecting on him. Before either of them could argue either way, Harry softly said, "I forgive you."
This had both men stop. Remus looked up to him. The man's down and self-loathing demeanor was on full display.
"I forgive you," Harry said a little more loudly. "It wasn't your fault. Dumbledore did this to all of us."
Sirius put a hand on his shoulder. When none of them said anything for a moment, Sirius said, "The pup is right. You did nothing wrong, Moony."
Remus' eyes took on a new gleam. It was like there was something coming back to life in the man. "I don't deserve forgiveness."
Harry took a deep breath. "I should be the one asking for forgiveness with how I treated you."
Remus shook his head. "You have all the right in the world to be upset with me."
Harry shook his head. "I am upset, but I should not be with you." After a moment, Harry straightened up and held out his hand. "Perhaps we can start over. Hi, I'm Harry Potter. I hear you were good friends with my parents."
Remus looked at his hand for a long moment. He looked at Harry's hand as though he was a drowning man and couldn't believe a lifeline would be thrown to him. It took a long few moments before Remus extended his own hand. "It is nice to meet you, Harry. Remus Lupin. I was once friends with your parents."
Harry shook his hand firmly and put a smile on his face. "Nice to meet you, Remus. Maybe you can tell me something about my parents? Only this mutt seems to really know them."
"Mutt, you little welp," Sirius said affectionately.
"Well, dogs are just a lesser wolf. They really are only good at sniffing their own arse," Remus said in a 'dah, that is obvious' type of tone.
"Oi! I'll let you know I don't sniff my own arse," Sirius replied indignantly.
"You do lick yourself," Remus retorted.
Sirius inflated as though upset, then let out a breath and shrugged. "I'll give you that one."
Harry screwed up his face. "That is so disgusting."
The three of them laughed. There was still a melancholy feel to the group, but Harry was trying to get past his some-what... alright, very... misplaced anger at the man. Harry was starting to realize all his anger should really be focused at Dumbledore. The problem was, the arse was no where to be found.

  -oOo-


  September 1, 1994


  London, England

Harry stepped out of the fireplace. Two Aurors and Sirius were already waiting for him. Harry still looked at the Aurors a little dubiously, but Amelia had assured him they were all trustworthy and would not be under the Imperious curse again. She wouldn't tell him how, though.
Sirius had said it was better he didn't know so that someone outside his guard could not find out. It still didn't mean he wasn't cautious. Someone had tried to eliminate him and Daphne. Three people were dead. Well, two were as good as.
He didn't think he would relax some until they were at the castle. Amelia had told them the wards had been fixed or updated. Albus Dumbledore, or any other uninvited guests, should not be entering the castle either, somewhat helped by a certain Marauder. The last remaining Marauder was expected to rejoin them by Christmas
To ensure everyone would be safer, Aurors would also be posted at the school this year.
Susan stayed close by his side. Hermione followed Susan. She had slept over at Grace Hall last night after her parents had been invited over for dinner. He didn't let out a breath until he saw Daphne step through the fire. She was followed by Tracey, Astoria, Lord and Lady Greengrass and finally two more Aurors. Amelia said there was a risk with them all arriving like this, but safety in numbers would probably be the best right now.
Once Daphne got her bearings, she stepped up to his side and he held out his arm. She slipped her arm in and walked next him. It was a show of their alliance, as much as it was a not so subtle hint that this really cute girl on his side was his girlfriend.
The platform was busy, being about twenty minutes before the Hogwarts Express would leave. Blaise, Millicent and Neville joined them at the last carriage. Tracey was obviously relieved to see Neville, as she moved to his side as quickly as a lady-in-training should and took his arm. They only exchanged a few greetings before getting on the train. With nine of them, it was a little cramped in the carriage, but they all fit.
Ernie stopped by to let them know he and a few other Puffs were two compartments down on the same carriage. "You mind if we go sit with them?" Susan asked him. She had been very worried about Ernie all week. His grandmother was still in the hospital.
"Susan, do what you want. Amelia said there are Aurors on the train and we can help you in just a moment," Harry told her.
She gave him a small smile. Everyone that was at the party two weeks ago were still a little spooked. Susan and Hannah left to go with Ernie, leaving the seven of them more comfortable. "You can go sit with Nott if you want," Daphne told Blaise and Millicent.
"I think we are good here. Besides, Theo and I aren't really talking right now," Blaise replied.
"If Parkinson or Malfoy are there, I don't think it will be safe for me," Millicent replied. Harry had not really gotten her over the summer, only really seeing her in the classes her grandmother and the tutors taught. Blaise, on the other hand, would needle Neville, Ernie and him whenever he could. Harry liked the boy.
"If you need us, you just have to request it," Neville told Blaise and Millicent.
"I understand we are allies," Millicent replied.
"I prefer friends," Neville spoke up.
"We are all in this together. Father and mother are a little concerned, especially about Astoria being three years behind us," Daphne told them.
"She is in the next compartment. We'll keep an eye on her," Harry tried to assure her. Neville was right. They were all friends now, especially after all the training and lessons this summer.
The whistle blew and they all turned to the window to wave to the adults gathered to see them off.
"I'm not sure I ever felt guilty about leaving my parents before," Hermione put to them as she let Crookshanks out of his cage.
"I know. Except for that night, it was fun this summer," Tracey piped up.
For the first time, Harry had to admit he was sad to leave a place he called home. "We are all still together and I plan to run tomorrow morning, so I don't see why we can't still have fun."
Daphne winced. "Only you would find that fun."
Harry grinned. "It keeps me in shape for Quidditch and for the practices. As often as Headmistress McGonagall allows, Sirius is going to meet with us."
Blaise nodded. "I still owe you from our last dueling match," the boy told him.
"Not my fault you don't like a few birds," Harry shrugged.
"An idea you stole from me," Hermione said with a grin.
Tracey and Neville chuckled. "I think he over did it compared to you, Hermione," Neville said. Harry had created dozens of the little finches to distract Blaise the other day.
"I wish my parents would have let me join," the larger girl said.
"You can start running with us tomorrow. I think me, you, Tracey, Blaise and the others should stick closer together. None of us should wander out of Slytherin alone," Daphne stated.
Millicent thought about it for a few. "You don't mind if I tag along?"
"The more the merrier," Harry said with a grin when half the people in the compartment groaned.
Daphne reached for his hand and he happily took it. "Do you know the meaning of masochist?"
"I like working out. Not my fault you all think its torture," Harry replied to her.
Neville shook his head. "Gran didn't realize what the Aurors do. I think she was expecting to see us working out in the weight room last week."
"I like running and the hand-to-hand Madam Bones was teaching us, but not the other workouts," Tracey admitted.
"I'm with Harry. Did you see the way those muggle girls were looking at us at the park?" the dark skin boy across from him said.
Hermione raised an eyebrow. "Blaise, you do remember that was us?"
The boy gave a rare smile. "You were still looking," he replied smugly.
Hermione 'harrumphed' and Daphne shook her head. "So, the real Blaise comes out finally."
Blaise shrugged. "The fact Potter, Longbottom, Macmillan and Bones are willing to walk at our side in public like that, I think they are finally trustworthy. I hope it stays that way."
"Like I said, friends," Harry replied.
"Don't forget girlfriend," Daphne said, weaving her fingers between his.
"I would never forget that," he said.
Tracey snorted. "Are you two going to be cute like that all year?"
"It's no worse than you. I know you both signed a Courtship agreement too," Daphne said coolly back to her friend.
Tracey beamed while Neville blushed. "You're point being?"
"You both signed Courtship Agreements?" Hermione asked surprised. He had seen Hermione in almost two weeks and didn’t want to tell her by owl post.
"Uhm, yeah," he said to her. She just raised an eyebrow at him.
"Congratulations," Millicent said to them.
"Thank you," Daphne said, inclining her head.
"Ms. Davis and myself thank you as well," said Neville.
As the train steamed north, the girls all decided to head to the bathroom a little after the lunch trolley came. Harry was reading a section in their new transfiguration books when the door slid open. The way Neville and Blaise tensed, Harry had his wand in his hand and pointing towards the blonde in the door before Malfoy said the first word.
"Glad to see you still alive," Malfoy commented with scorn.
"Get lost, Malfoy," Harry snarked back at him.
Draco looked at Harry's wand. "You point that wand at me again and I will call an honour duel."
Harry snorted. "Like you did first year? The one you sent Filch in your stead?"
Draco didn't look as pleased. "Not my fault you got the wrong place or time."
"We were there. You were the one that didn't show," Harry commented dryly.
Blaise's placid face looked up to Draco. "You called an honour duel and didn't show? Poor form."
Malfoy looked daggers at Blaise. "Listen you traitor, Father and others have classified you all as Blood Traitors. Do you have any idea what your defection has cost so far?"
"How much has your father spent on this," Neville asked. Harry was impressed there was no stutter.
"None of your business, Longpiddle. You are all Blood traitors. The only good thing out of this is that father is still talking to Greengrass," Malfoy said with an evil grin. "I will also have the House of Black back soon."
Harry got up, standing to his full height. Over the summer he had grown more and was now pushing five-six. Malfoy was a good two or three inches shorter. "You leave Daphne out of this."
Malfoy's snear got wider. "Or what? You don't have the proper blood or status. My father will break this new alliance and he has promised me Greengrass, and her sister."
Blaise grabbed his hand before Harry could hit Malfoy. "Scion Malfoy, I think that might be harder than you and Lord Malfoy may think. Scion Potter and Heiress Greengrass are in a Courtship Agreement. Do you wish to challenge that? I shall stand his second."
Malfoy's eyes widened. "You... you! You are only a half-blood! How dare you try to defile one of the Sacred Twenty-Eight that way."
Harry pulled on his arm, but Blaise wouldn't let go. He was about as strong as Harry. Neville stood behind them. "Last I looked, the Malfoys were only that because of their marriage to the Reynolds two generations back. The Potters are a far older family than the Malfoys. They predate the Sacred Twenty-Eight. If anything, the Greengrasses are getting a boost out of that club."
Malfoy looked livid and his wand came out. "You shut your mouth and take that back! The Malfoy's and the Blacks are part of the original charter members of the Wizengamot."
"And my ancestors were on the Druids Council, before the Wizards council, and then were also founding members of the Wizengamot. What is your point," Harry said, his rage dying a little and pulling on the education he had gotten this year to cool his responce.
Draco glared at him.
"He doesn't have one," Blaise said from besides him. "Now run along and go tell your father you backed down from another duel."
The white skin of Malfoy turned red with anger. Malfoy’s wand moved and Harry stuck his own right between the boy’s eyes. "Try it," Harry warned.
Draco's eyes looked at the wand and he stepped back when sparks flew out of Harry's wand.
Crabbe and Goyle looked ready for a fight.
"Let's go. Watch your back. Slytherin isn't kind to those that turn their back on their House," Draco sneered. "You will get yours, Potter. Just like your parents."
Blaise pushed Harry’s wand down before more sparks shot out of it, making a few spots on the rug to smoke. Harry slammed the door when Draco stalked away. "Bloody fuck," Harry yelled.
Neville looked ready to bite nails. "I swear, if he hurts any of the girls, or you, I will destroy him," Neville swore an oath. After the change in Neville, Harry had a feeling Neville had a good chance of doing such to Malfoy.
Blaise looked troubled as his placid face fell some. "Oh, bloody hell. This was not the way we wanted this to go. Daphne is not going to like this."
Harry felt a pit in his stomach. "The bathrooms are in the same direction Malfoy and his goons went."
All three shared a panicked look and then left the carriage. They met the four girls on the way back. Daphne didn't look pleased, Hermione livid. "If a prefect hadn't been there I would have leveled that cockroach," Hermione was muttering to Tracey.
Daphne met his eyes, gave him a small nod and they escorted the girls back to the cabin, an annoyed looking Crookshanks following Hermione in. "Did they do anything to you," Harry asked the second the door was closed.
"No. He threatened Hermione would be under his foot, like all mud-bloods, and that I would be his," Daphne said, obviously upset.
"We have declared you and Harry are in a Courtship Agreement. He can't touch you without having to answer to Harry," Blaise told her.
"What about Neville and Tracey?" Daphne asked towards Blaise.
"Gran and Lord Davis are going to make a formal announcement in the Daily Prophet tomorrow," Neville said as Tracey moved to his side, grasping his arm.
"We are meeting at six tomorrow in the Great Hall. We are all going to continue the workouts and we will find somewhere to practice," Harry told them all. He was a little surprised when they all nodded, not questioning him or making snide comments like earlier.
"We should let the others know," Tracey spoke up.
"We need a way to communicate to each other. We are in three different common rooms," Hermione said, a thoughtful look already on her face.
Daphne nodded. "We can figure out something," Daphne agreed. She moved in and Harry took her hand.
"Will you four be alright in Slytherin," Harry asked, looking from Millicent to Blaise to Tracey and finally Daphne.
"We have other allies. Draco and his allies wouldn't dare to do anything bad," Daphne said, trying to sound confident.
"You do know who their parents are?" Hermione asked her.
They were stopped brooding on the situation by a knock on the door. Harry turned to see Ron. Surprised, he moved to the door. Ron hadn't written to them all summer, and truthfully Harry had not thought about it.
"Hey, Harry. Hey, Hermione. Everyone else," Ron said. "Can I come in?"
Harry shared a look with the cabin before stepping to the side. "How are you Ron," Hermione asked. All the Slytherin had adopted masked. Neville didn't look as pleased.
"You know. It was a quiet summer. A lot of flying around the orchard. It wasn't the same without you two," he said.
"We were home all summer," Harry commented.
Ron nodded. "Listen, I thought about what you said last year. I did all my homework over the summer and was wondering when you were doing your first study session this year."
The other three Gryffindors all looked surprised. "Are you asking me to 'look' over your work?" Hermione asked hesitantly.
"No. I actually tried to do it. Mum wasn't happy I was towards the bottom of the class last year," he told them.
Ron had been their friend for years, but Harry didn't trust him anymore. Not after he had a family and those that he felt would always back him up. Ron had still been a friend for a long time though.
"We will decide tomorrow once we have our schedules, Mr. Weasley," Daphne told him.
Ron looked at her. Where before he might show anger or disgust at anyone Slytherin, he just nodded. "Thank you. If you want, Dean, Seamus, Lavender, Parvati and Lisa Turpin and I are in the next car up. You are all welcome to come and visit," Ron offered.
"Maybe in a little bit. We were in the middle of something," Harry told him.
Ron nodded, a sadness in his eyes. "Sure. See you later."
Ron moved to leave and a prefect in Hufflepuff colours came up. "Oh, excuse me," she said as Ron moved out. "Potter. Greengrass. Our new Potions Professor wanted me to hand these to you. Do you know where Longbottom and Zabini are? I don't know them."
Harry reached for the small envelopes. "Right here," Harry told her.
"Who was that?" Neville asked as she left.
"Gwendolyn Spears. She's the seventh-year Prefect," Hermione said. "I like to know all the prefects," Hermione commented to his questioning look.
Daphne opened the letter and snorted. "Mother heard he might have come out of retirement," she said.
"Who," Blaise asked as he opened his own.
"Horace Slughorn. Mother used to belong to his Slug Club. Father and him never saw eye to eye," she responded.
"Why would he want to see us for tea at three," Neville queried.
Harry shrugged. "You got me."
"Professor Slughorn is a spider. He finds all the top talents or those with connections, pulls them into his Slug Club and then plays the match maker to link the talent with the connections," she said.
"What does he get out of it?" Hermione questioned.
"Power. He gets to claim he was the one who got so-and-so a leg up. In return, he gets small favors or new connections. Father said he has had his hand in many Wizengamot sessions in linking people together for ideas or new and revised laws," she stated. "Mother still meets with him for tea once a year or more."
Harry nodded. "So, someone we should get to know?"
"Brilliant," Neville griped. "Why us?"
Tracey snorted. "Have you looked who is in this compartment? Our new alliance has surprised many and we hold more power than you realize, Neville."
"Tracey is right. Hermione, I would expect you to get an invitation once Slughorn realizes how bright you are," Daphne warned their friend.
"Well, it is close to two. We'll all head up in a little while," he told them.

  -oOo-


  A little later...


  Hogwarts Express, Britain

Harry opened the door for them when they reached the compartment number on the letters. A rotund man with a walrus mustache, balding head and expensive burgundy robes greeted them with a huge smile.
Neville, Roger, Susan, Blaise, herself and Harry had all been invited. It didn't get past any of them that it was the senior heirs of the core of their Alliance.
"Ah, welcome. Welcome," the man said jovially as he stood up, welcoming them into the larger than usual compartment. There was a table attached to the wall and plenty of space for them all to sit. It probably could have fit another three people without crowding. Neville, Susan, Blaise and Roger sat across the table while Harry slid in next to Professor Slughorn with Daphne beside. He should have let her sit first, but he didn't want her sitting next to the man. After making their introductions, the man gave him and Daphne an almost hungry look.
"Ms. Greengrass, how is your mother? She has not published anything new in a few years," the man enquired as he motioned for them all to help themselves to the tea and treats on the table.
"Mother is very well, Professor. I do not think she has been spending as much time in her potions lab. She has obtained several rare plants and others that she has been fostering," Daphne replied. She was not about to give away any family secrets.
"Ah, yes. I noticed there has been an increase in some ingredients. A few some thought extinct," he said significantly. He looked between her and Neville. "No one knows who the supplier is."
"I would not know either," said Daphne.
"The Longbottoms are known for their green thumbs, even more than the Greengrasses and a few others. You wouldn't happen to know where red rabbish vines are coming from?" the man asked casually to Neville.
Neville looked a little abashed. "I have many rare plants collected by my grandfather, sir. I am sure if you would like, my Gran would be willing to talk with you."
Professor Slughorn looked very interested. "Indeed. Perhaps I will drop Regent Longbottom a note. There are certain stores I would like to top off on, or even get my hands on."
"Yes, sir,” said Neville.
"Enough about the needs of an old potions master. Mr. Potter and Mr. Davis, am I to understand you are both Quidditch players? Rather skilled from what I hear," the man put to Harry and Roger.
"Potter is a menace in the air, if you want to call that playing Quidditch," Roger stated, a small uptick to the side of his mouth.
"My job is to catch the snitch. Not my fault if your chasers get in my way," Harry quipped back. She wanted to smile at them.
"Oh, ho. Do I sense a rivalry? Even amongst Allies?" the man put to them.
"Once we get on those brooms, Potter is just on a rival team," said Roger. Roger was trying to keep it light and not let the man get too far into any of their real business.
Harry shrugged. She wasn't sure if he understood what Roger was doing or not, but his response had Slughorn laughing. "I'll remember that the next time I almost knock Chang off her broom," Harry said with a smirk.
"As long as Slytherin gets the cup, I'll cheer you both on to knock each other off," Blaise quipped.
"Oi," Harry and Neville said together. The four boys in their year-group had struck up a friendship over the summer.
Susan just laughed. "Hufflepuff just missed it last year against Gryffindor. I believe Slytherin was last?"
Blaise's emotionless face gave Susan an unimpressed look. "If Malfoy had caught the snitch more..."
Daphne, trying to keep the Professor away from what she thought his goal was, added, "Scion Potter is clearly the best Seeker. I think Gryffindor won the cup fair and square."
"You just like collecting the snitches he gives you," Susan teased Daphne.
It didn't matter she still had the first one in her pocket. It almost never left her person. "There is nothing wrong with a gift freely given," she sniffed.
"I still say we need a better Seeker. At least one that can beat Chang and Diggory," Blaise retorted.
Professor Slughorn seemed to be enjoying the back and forth. "I can see you all have some strong opinions. All four Houses of Hogwarts. Very interesting and I am sure entertaining when each of your teams play. I do have to say, Ms. Greengrass, you do seem to favor a Gryffindor over Slytherin in this matter."
Daphne stiffened, giving Susan a hard look for a fraction of a second before responding. At least Susan seemed to realize she shouldn't have said that in current company. "I only think it fair to support someone who is very gifted in the game, sir."
"And the fact that he is your Ally has nothing to do with it?" the man asked a little shrewdly. Daphne knew the man had been a Slytherin and he had just steered the conversation in exactly the direction he wanted.
Harry shifted a little next to her. "We are allies. Scion Potter is extremely talented though. He has earned all the praise and victories he has won."
"Indeed," the man said, giving her and Harry a look. The man then turned to Susan. "Miss Bones, how is your Aunt? I have not talked to her in a few years."
"Auntie is doing well. She has been very busy since becoming the Head of the DMLE a few years ago," Susan replied.
"Yes. I have quite a few former students that now work for her. Aurors, Law Wizards, some Obliviators and Magical Reversal members. I have seen that the Wizengamot has increased the budget and Auror count. If she needs any referrals, I am sure I can help," the man offered.
"I shall pass on your offer, Professor," she replied.
"I noticed that increase occurred with the support of the new Potter-Greengrass Alliance. Are there any other changes that I may offer any advice or contacts with?" the man added.
Daphne was positive now. Professor Slughorn was the same man her mother used to know. Daphne tried to indicate to everyone that she would answer any of these questions. Thus it was a surprise when Harry spoke up.
"Professor Slughorn, if you would like to talk with my Regent or Lord Greengrass, I will send a letter to my Aunt Amelia. I am sure they would like to talk with you and work with other members of the Wizengamot or the other Heads in the Ministry," he replied. "We are all still learning about how everything works at the Ministry and would not know enough to understand if your offer and advise is good or bad for any agenda our alliance may have."
It was the perfect responce. She was impressed at how well he had taken to the lessons this summer, as well as feeling an urge to give him a kiss as a reward.
The man looked impressed as well. "Very well, Mr. Potter. I will await a letter of invitation to talk with your Aunt and Lord Greengrass. Now, help yourselves. Everything here comes from Flanagan's in Cork. One of my old students offered to give us these treats today," Slughorn offered.
As they left the carriage twenty minutes later, Daphne found she had enjoyed herself. The man was a snake, there was no doubt about that, but he knew how to bring people out and talk. He had a few good stories himself. With her thoughts still going, she pulled them all into an empty cabin. She said out loud to the group, "We need to be cautious around Professor Slughorn."
"I didn't mean to upset you. I thought we were all trying to avoid the topic of our alliance," Susan apologized.
"You understood that correctly," Roger said soothingly.
"I am not worried about that. Just wait until you like someone," Daphne said, a grin breaking her mask. Susan looked a little apprehensive.
"I need to write to Gran. She didn't want anyone knowing what I am growing or selling without them going through her," Neville replied.
"You have red rabbish vines," Daphne enquired. Her mother had heard someone was selling dried portions of the exotic plant. Last year a new supply had shown up after almost two decades of nothing. It was a very powerful, and valuable, ingredient used in many healing and transfiguration reversal potions.
Neville rubbed the back of his neck. "I want to claim that an alliance secret. If people knew, Gran and I would be hounded."
"We will not tell your secret," Blaise assured Neville, who nodded back gratefully. Her mother would kill to get a few viable clippings. As it was, the gift Neville had given her family was worth thousands of galleons a year once they could grow enough. Mother had reciprocated with two clippings of her own plants that only the Greengrasses were known to have.
"It is an alliance secret," Harry agreed.
Everyone else nodded.
"So, you think we need to be more cautious around Slughorn," Roger enquired.
"I know we do. Harry did the right thing of passing him off to our parents, but Slughorn will try to work his way in, offering us all stuff that we will find enticing, and in turn, wanting to collect on the favor in the future. Mother has told me about Professor Slughorn. I think we should use him, like he will us, but we need to do it on our own terms," she stated. Seeing how the man easily caught on to what they were saying, Daphne wasn't sure they could do this on their own terms, but it didn't mean she wouldn’t try to find a way.
"Bloody hell! Is he dangerous?" Harry asked.
"No, but Daphne is right. My parents have warned be about him too once they found out he would be teaching again," Roger said.
"My mother does not know him. She went to school in Italy, where she grew up," said Blaise.
"Gran does not like him. She says he is a spider that will bite you and leave you to flail if he doesn't have a use for you anymore," Neville told them.
"Perhaps. We just need to be careful," Daphne warned them all.
"I am going to tell Auntie. She didn't have any special talk with Harry and I," Susan said, looking worried.
"Don't worry, Susan. We are in this together. I agree with Daphne. Now, if you will excuse me, I want to get back to my friends," Roger told them.
Blaise and Neville left with Roger. She held back just long enough to take Harry's hand and pull him in. He had a goofy grin she adored on his face after she gave him a small kiss. "What was that for?" he asked.
"For being you. Come on. I'm sure Hermione and Tracey want to hear all about this," Daphne told him, reluctantly letting his hand go. They were trying to act the proper heirs at the moment.

  -oOo-


  Later that night...

When they walked in the dorm, Harry went for his traditional bed before realizing something was off.
"Can you believe it! I am trying out for the Hogwarts team," Ron said excitedly.
The red head walked right into him as he was talking with Seamus and Dean. They both stumbled and Seamus made some smart-ass comment that had Ron snapping at him.
"Why did you stop?" Ron asked him after a moment.
"Uhm, nothing," he said to his ex-best mate and moved to the bed next to Neville's, on the far side of the room. Everyone picked up on the change and the general happy mood from the announcements at the welcoming feast dropped off.
They all saw the change now. "Right. So I have these new candies that Zonko's is making. Makes you sound like one of a few dozen animals or creatures," Dean said, tossing one to Seamus.
"You didn't give me that mouse one again, did you," Seamus accused his best mate. That got a chuckle out of most of them and the mood brightened a little again, especially once Seamus popped the sweet into his mouth and started to cackle like a hyena.
Harry chuckled and moved to his trunk. "You going to try out too?" he asked towards Seamus and Dean. Ron opened his trunk and picked out what looked like a new Cleaweep Ten and then put a pair of pajamas on his bed.
"Why wouldn't we? A Quidditch tournament between the three major schools in Europe. How wicked is that?" Seamus said, now back to normal. He took out his own pajamas and moved towards the door. "Of course they will name you Seeker."
Harry shrugged. "Maybe. I can't play for Gryffindor if I join the school team. Professor McGonagall was very clear that anyone named Champion would only be Champion, and anyone playing for one team can not play for another."
"If you think playing for Gryffindor is more important, you're barmier than I thought," Seamus told him.
"I think you should go for the Hogwarts' Team," Neville told him.
Harry shrugged. "Sure."
"You think we could all go down to the pitch Saturday and practice?" Ron said hopefully.
"That would be wicked," Dean said excitedly.
"In the afternoon. Neville and I have plans for the morning," Harry agreed. He didn't miss the look from Ron. Harry saw the look that the red head was being left out. Last year jealousy would have run across Ron's face. Now he just looked sad.
"Brilliant. I'm going to take a shower and then get to bed," Seamus told them, walking out the door towards the bathrooms.
They all settled into their bedtime routines. "We are running in the morning?" Neville asked.
"Yeah. Daph said she would take Millicent. I would use the Tracksuit. It might be cold compared to London," Harry replied.
Neville looked a little disgruntled. "I was getting used to the shorts."
Harry chuckled. "You were getting used to looking at Tracey's legs," Harry commented.
Neville got a little bit of a dreamy quality to his face. "Do you blame me?"
"No," Harry said, thinking about his own girlfriend... Daphne and him had decided they would call each other boyfriend and girlfriend.
Neville chuckled this time at the dreamy look on Harry's face.
Ron came up to them. "Did I hear you are going for a run in the morning?"
"We will be running most days," Harry told Ron.
"Can I run with you?"
"Sure. We'll be running with friends from other houses too," Harry told him.
"Sure. What time?" queried Ron.
"We will meet at six-thirty on the practice grounds," Harry replied.
Ron grimaced. The boy barely woke for eight many days to rush to the Great Hall for breakfast. "I will be there."
Neville gave Harry a questioning look when Ron left the dorm to go to the bathroom. Dean was setting up his area with some pictures and putting some stuff in his nightstand.
"Are you friends again with him?" Neville asked.
Harry shrugged. "No clue. He didn't write us at all over the summer."
Neville frowned. "Just be careful."
Harry wasn't sure he would ever trust Ron again, but that didn't mean they couldn't be friendly. Seamus and Dean were getting along with the redhead now, so Ron wasn't without someone.
"Nev," Harry asked after a moment. Neville was setting up his own area and Harry saw a picture of Tracey make it onto his bedside table.
"Yeah?"
"When did Tracey give you that picture?"
"Last week," Neville said, his face flushing a little. Tracey was waving at them and Neville's face grew even redder when it blew a kiss at them. It was so the girl when she didn't have to wear her mask.
"I like it."
Neville looked at the bouncy blonde as she spun around. When Dean looked over, she suddenly stilled, her hair twirling around her shoulders as she looked the proper pureblood Slytherin. Dean nodded his head. "Is that Davis?"
"Yeah," Neville replied.
"I heard you all made a huge disturbance this summer. Are you really dating her?" Dean looked curious. He had never said anything last year about their new study partners.
Neville straightened up. "We are in a Courtship."
Dean's brow rose. "A what? Is that like one of those things I've heard where you have to marry her someday?"
"Maybe," Neville told him. "We do have a Courtship Agreement. Tracey and I have until I turn seventeen to decide if we want to enter into a betrothal contract."
"When is Tracey's birthday," Harry asked.
"March. She'll be seventeen first."
Harry nodded. Daphne and him had to choose by sixteen.
Dean shrugged. "Hey, whatever floats your boat. She is pretty though. You think she could introduce me to Greengrass? It seems people don't care as much now you and Harry are hanging out with the Slytherin."
Harry snapped his head to Dean. "Heiress Greengrass and myself are also in a Courtship Agreement," Harry said in an unfriendly voice.
Dean held his hands out. "I didn't realize. I'll leave her alone," Dean told him. "What do you think about the new Professors?"
Seamus came back into the room as Neville replied. "I am unsure of Slughorn. I hear he is a really good Potions professor, but he asked us to tea and tried to find out stuff about our alliance."
"What alliance," Seamus asked. "Slughorn was the walrus-looking guy, right?"
Harry laughed. "Yea. You have any of those candies to make him sound like one," Harry asked Dean.
Dean smirked. "Let me check."
"What about the new Defence and History Professors. Merlin, they are hot," Seamus commented.
"You do know Professor Davis is Tracey's mother?" Neville asked.
"Tracey? That Slytherin cutey you and Harry were studying with last year?"
"Seamus, leave them alone," Dean warned his friend. They shared a quick look and Seamus shrugged.
"I have nothing against it if they want to hang out with them. I'm just saying that girl is cute and her mum is hot," Seamus replied. "Professor Jones is really cute too."
Neville flushed a little and Harry put a hand on his shoulder. "Professor Jones has just come from the Auror Academy training hit wizards," Harry informed them. "Amelia said she is going to be a hard Professor."
"As long as she wears those tighter robes, I'll do whatever she wants," Seamus told them, throwing his clothes into his trunk and taking out a muggle comic. Like Dean, Seamus had a muggle parent and lived in both worlds.
"I'm worried about Professor Tofty. Gran says his Uncle is in the Department of Magical Education and was one of the testers for the OWL and NEWTS. I think he is going to be harder than McGonagall," Neville told them.
All three of them groaned at Neville. "Brilliant. McGonagall was already brutal," Harry replied. She was an excellent teacher, but often had the hardest and longest homework assignments.
All four of them had long faces when Ron came back in. "What? Someone let one rip?"
Dean and Seamus laughed at Ron and Ron had to block a pillow thrown at him by Seamus. "Wanker," Seamus accused.
They all had a laugh before deciding to turn in. It was nice to know the general camaraderie from the last few years was still there. Harry and Neville climbed into bed after that, since it was just after ten and Neville and him were getting up at six.
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  September 2, 1994


  Hogwarts, Scotland

The girls were a little happier. Amelia had provided them all three sets of tracksuits at their last training session. Daphne didn't miss the way her new boyfriend still tried to hide the way his eyes slid down her form. Harry, Ernie and Neville had shown up in their shorts, even though it was only 6.1 Celsius. They had at least worn the long sleeve top. After a summer of doing this, none of them looked tired. Daphne was more impressed that everyone had shown. As much as Tracey and Hannah had complained over the summer, they were both here.
The bigger surprise was that Ronald Weasley and Dean Finnigan was with Harry and Neville.
Millicent was here, looking a little uncomfortable in the track suit. Daphne understood. It was much different than any of them raised as wizards would normally wear. Daphne did find herself looking at Harry's legs some as he wore shorts and a zip up, long sleeve top. He had a fine layer of hair on his legs, but they were strong and as he moved she watched the muscle. She found herself surprised to realize she didn't want him to wear pants.
"We all ready?" Harry asked, stepping forward. Over the summer, even before she had told him her intentions to make him the leader of the group, he had slowly worked his way to the fore when it came to their workouts and training. Even being two years younger than Roger, he was the fastest to learn and master any spell or fighting technique they had been shown. He was rarely beaten in the duels or sparring matches. He was like a snake. He would wait, but when he struck it was fast, furious and usually unexpected. Thus, he had become the leader and in turn he did all he could to encourage them and teach them how he did it.
"As ready as we will be," Hannah snarked.
Harry laughed. "Right. Roger and Daphne, I want you out front today. Set whatever easy pace you want. Neville and I will take up the rear. For the new comers, try to keep up. Don't outpace Roger or Daphne. We don't need heros and I don't want to levitate you back to the castle," he told them.
Daphne liked it when this more confident and self-assured Harry came out. Since the attack on them, he had changed and was acting this way most of the time now. She really liked how he was such a natural leader, even if he didn’t seem to realize it. People just followed him. Maybe it was the way magic usually was pulled to a strong magical source…
Hermione came up to her. "I've always told him people listen to him."
Daphne had to hold in the snort of mirth. There could be too many eyes watching them. "This time last year I thought him a spoiled brat that only got his way because he was the Boy-Who-Lived. Why has no one really seen this side of him?"
"Ron and I always did, but everyone else thought like you. It wasn't easy. I'm glad you are our friends now," Hermione replied.
"I am too."
Roger came up to her. "Ready?"
"Harry wants an easy pace until we know how Millie will do," Daphne told him.
Roger nodded. "I heard. And the other two?"
"They should be able to keep up," Hermione affirmed.
Tracey met her eye and nodded. She was talking with Hannah and Susan. Two months ago she could hardly make the mile-and-a-half Sirius had set them too. Now she was running under ten minutes a mile. They all were. She had her suspicions that Hermione, Neville and Harry could still out do them if they wanted. Hermione fell in besides her.
"So," Hermione put to her.
"So?" Daphne asked. Roger was looking at them.
"Where you and Harry going to tell me before I suddenly found out yesterday," the frizzy hair girl asked, sounding put out.
"I was not trying to keep it from any of you. Madam Bones and my father only signed the agreement Tuesday," she said. She had the fleeting thought that a month ago she would not be able to talk while they ran. They were setting a rather sedate pace, more a jog than a run, as they left the training grounds and headed towards the pitch. It was supposed to be an easy run, but it was hillier than London.
"Are you happy with this? Is Harry?"
Daphne gave a smile. "Yes. I am happy with this," she replied. "Harry seems happy."
Hermione smiled. "Good. Just… don't break his heart. Harry may seem very strong, but I worry about him."
Daphne glanced towards Hermione. "You care for him?"
Hermione took a good thirty seconds to answer. "He is my brother. I never had any friends or anyone besides my parents before him and Ron."
Daphne had suspected more than that for a while, but Hermione never overtly showed any signs to Harry. She chose to accept Hermione's words and reached over to squeeze Hermione's hand briefly. "I will not hurt him. You have me and all of us now as well."
Hermione nodded. "Thank you."
By the time they made it back, Harry was supporting Millicent. "Blaise, can you help her back to the Slytherin dorms," Harry enquired.
"Come on, Millie, we have you," Daphne said, moving to Millie. Tracey took her other side. It may not look totally appropriate for Blaise to take her in.
"Thank you," Harry told her.
"We will meet at lunch to figure out a study schedule?" Daphne asked.
"Yeah. I'll see you then," Harry told her. They shared a quick smile before Tracey and her were almost dragging Millie along.
"Merlin, you did that all summer?" Millicent enquired. The girl was bigger than either Tracey or her and leaning on them heavily. Daphne was happy for the workouts over the last eight weeks or so.
"That wasn't bad today. I don't even feel it," Tracey said, sounding guilty.
Millicent let out a huff. "Next summer I am convincing father to let me join you."
"You still want to do this? We are going to be running three or four times a week, as well as still practicing," Daphne told her.
Millie looked around. "You heard Parkinson and Moon last night. I want to make sure I can defend myself."
"We aren't going to let you do this alone," Tracey promised.
Millie nodded.
"We need to shower and be in the Great Hall by eight. Headmistress McGonagall said she was going to announce the new rules this morning," Daphne put to them.
"Oh, yeah," Tracey said.
Once back in Slytherin, Daphne found herself wishing she could have the sunlight on them, not the murky greenish lake water light. She really had wanted to be a Ravenclaw. By now, Millicent was able to stand on her own. The three older year boys, Bert Ericson, Eugene Thomas and Westley Dearborn were with the other members of their Neutral faction. They may not be allies, but all the children of the Neutral Houses stuck together. It was obvious with the half dozen first and second years around them.
She knew relations might be thorny to start this year, but she had not expected the amount of people that watched them. She knew they were not dressed in 'normal' attire, but they would not change what they were doing. Father had given his permission for her and Astoria to 'break whatever norms you have too' during their talk about magic and it’s coming downfall if things didn’t change. Blaise had to break off on his own, and Astoria and Amanda went to the second-year girls dorms.
Once inside the fourth-year girls dorms, she saw Parkinson and Moon getting ready. They were both acting very frosty towards them and in responce her three were as well. Parkinson didn't say anything when they left.
"Make sure you check your things," Tracey warned them, taking her wand from her sleeve where her new holster was. They had all gotten new holsters with just barely legal disillusionment and wand banishment charms. They would come to their hands at their first want and avoid any simple detection charms. With a flick of their wrists, they would return. After using the holsters all summer, she was trying to figure out why most carried them in pockets.
Daphne did the same and ran a few detection charms and made sure her trunk was still warded the way it should be. Millicent looked at them. "Can you teach me some of those charms?"
Tracey gave the girl a smile. Daphne or her had helped Millicent in years past. "We can work on it later. We need to get to the Great Hall," Tracey agreed.
As they were going to walk out, Tracey held behind just a second. "I'll be right with you," she told them.
"Trace, I don't think that a good idea today," she told her friend.
"What are you doing?" Millie questioned.
Tracey had a perfectly innocent face. "I am just going to make sure my trunk is packed properly."
Daphne gave her an eye. When Tracey had that face someone got a surprise, and someone else was usually blamed. "Tracey, not today," Daphne told her. She didn't want to raise the ire of those that already looked at them frostily. Not yet. Not until they did something that deserved Tracey's special kind of revenge.
"Daph, please?" Tracey begged with big puppy-dog eyes.
Millie snorted. "We all know how to do that."
Daphne chuckled. "You should be using those eyes on Neville. Wait. I'll let you know when."
Tracey huffed and stamped her foot. "Fine."
All three of them were the perfect pureblood girls as they left the dorm and walked to the common room. The children of the Neutrals were all waiting for them. Last year it had been about twenty of them. This year there was only fifteen. Eight had graduated last year and only three first years had joined. Most of the other Neutrals were Ravenclaws. That made Tracey, Millie, Blaise, Bert, Eugene, Thomas and her as the senior Slytherin in the group. Three sixth-years and four-fourth years. It wasn't as strong a group as in years past, but they would stick together and protect the under-years, which included her sister and friend. It was a line that might start blood feuds if any of the upper years messed with the third years or below.
It helped that her new alliance, and intended, would strengthen their position though.
When they left, she didn't miss Malfoy and a few others giving them calculating looks. The blond ponce was an arrogant arse, but he was collecting a lot of powerful houses around him. Including the Carrows and Winters. That had not happened last year. She didn't like what she had heard last night either. Someone had mentioned the Dark Lord and they still didn't know who had attacked them.
Once in the Great Hall, they all sat towards the front of the table. It was their traditional spot, and a few moved down to let them sit together. She didn't really know the first years, but the second years consisted of Astoria, Amanda, Roland Ericks and Nathan Bowen-Wood. The Ericks family was on the Wizengamot, Bowen-Wood was one of Zabini's allies.
"How are you holding up," Eugene asked from across from her.
"Nothing happened last night and Parkinson and Moon won't try anything. Not with the three of us in the same dorm and knowing what Tracey can do," Daphne told him.
The boy nodded. "Warrington threatened us. Said we need to get in line or his father would authorize him to make us," Thomas whispered.
She frowned. "Do we need to keep an eye on our younger group?" she asked.
"They wouldn't dare," Tracey hissed from besides her. "Everyone knows you don't interfere with the younger years before they are fourth-years."
"You're new alliance with Potter, Bones and Longbottom has rattled many. I heard a few whispers that some wished the Dark Lord was back," Eugene commented. The Great Hall was filling in. "Father wanted me to enquire about the alliance."
"He can contact my father or Madam Bones. We will honour all previous pacts or alliances," Daphne assured him. The three boys nodded, not looking quite as tense. They all took some breakfast and she looked over her shoulder, seeing Harry and Neville looking at them. A gentle nudge to Tracey had her doing the same. She gave a slight nod, wanting to smile at him, but things were looking to be tense in Slytherin and she would need to be as frosty as ever when around much of Slytherin.
They knew it would be hard this year.
"So, what is up with you and Potter?" Westley queried.
"Scion Potter and I are courting," she told him.
Eugene gave a soft whistle. "I never thought I would see that. You want us to spread it around? That should give you a good amount of protection. As much as the rumors around Potter are unbelievable, there is something about him that scares a lot of people."
She smiled on the inside. "Mother said there will be an announcement in the Prophet this week. And those that oppose Potter should be scared. He is kind to his friends and allies though," she said.
Thomas raised an eyebrow. "How much of the rumors are true?"
"When you have DADA, look up to the ceiling," Tracey told them.
"Why?"
"There is a new skeleton donated by the only parselmouth known in the school," Daphne replied.
There was a look of concern on their faces. "What kind of skeleton?"
"The Monster of Slytherin," Tracey said with an evil smirk.
"You can't be serious! He's the heir?" Westley hissed.
"No, but he defeated the Heir," Daphne added.
Millie, not being in on the secret this summer, blanched like the others. "Merlin," Eugene muttered.
"Oh, Scion Longbottom and I are also in a courtship agreement," Tracey told him.
"Right, don't mess with any of you," Thomas said with a nervous chuckle.
"I'm not sure Malfoy and his lot have gotten that message," Westley nodded down the table. She looked to see a few of them looking at them. They took up the center of the table. It was supposed to be where the real power in Slytherin was to sit, but her group had about the same now, they just lacked the numbers. Daphne hated these games, but she was starting to understand the significance. Maybe that was why everyone third-year and below were to be left alone, but protected by their alliance. It gave them time to learn and understand.
Blaise nodded to her when he caught her looking. He was sitting next to Nott at the end of their group.
"Why isn't Professor Slughorn passing out our schedules?" Astoria asked from a few seats down. She hadn't noticed with the conversation they were in. Looking around, she noticed all the Professors were up at the table. Many around the hall were looking to the head table, looking as curious or confused as people stopped eating.
"I do not know, Tori," she replied.
"I heard Professor McGonagall was going to go over the new rules first, and then the schedules would be passed out after the House meeting," Thomas told them.
"And you didn't tell us?" Eugene questioned.
Thomas just gave a very small shrug. "Knowledge is power."
Westley snorted. "I think the Dark Alliance could use to remember that."
They all looked towards the center of the table for a moment again. Most acted like thugs, not Slytherins. It only their ambition for power that really let them into the house.
"If I could have all your attention up here," the amplified voice of McGonagall ran over the hall. It quieted quickly. "As I said last night, welcome back to our returning students and those new to us. Now that you are all awake and ready for your day, I have some announcements that I thought better to go over this morning."
"First off, today there will be no classes." There was a murmur through the hall that silenced as McGonagall glared at them. "This is so that I can go over some of the new rules, you will have a House meeting and all our newest pupils can have a proper tour of the castle. For those in the upper years, you get the treat of a three-day weekend. Monday, classes will start and you will find some of the standards have been elevated, so you may want to take these last few days to ensure your summer work is completed and correct."
She looked around the hall. "Second, it has been made apparent that Hogwarts has been fomenting negative environments and neglecting responsibilities to make sure all students feel welcome and included. As such, everyone will be required to take a new course. It will be a mix of wizarding and muggle traditions and culture."
There was muttering and disgruntled voices that required McGonagall to call out, "That is enough. This is non-negotiable. All years shall take a one period a week class on this."
Daphne felt as surprised as many others.
"Next, the wards have been modified and added to this summer. There shall be no wand use in the halls between classes. Exceptions shall be made for after hours, as outlined in the new student handbooks you will be given at your House meetings. There will absolutely be no potion making outside the dungeon labs or new rooms on the first floor. Any potions shall be made in class or supervised by Professor Slughorn, or a few NEWT students he may appoint at a later date. If anything is attempted, the wards will inform me and the Deputy-Headmaster, Mr. Colllins. An appropriate punishment will be given out when you are found," she stated.
The mutterings were louder but faded as she looked around the hall.
"There are other changes to the wards, designed to protect you. If you have any heirlooms or possessions that would be classified as a Dark object by the DMLE, you will want to send it back home or dispose of it. If you want to contact your parents or dispose of the object, contact your Head of House. No punishment or judgements shall be made. Monday morning, after breakfast, any such objects detected shall be confiscated and handed over to the Aurors. If you are under-age, your parents will be dealt with by the DMLE. If you are not, you may be dealing with the DMLE. This is a place of learning and such objects do not belong here."
"She can't be serious!" an older boy said a little loudly from down the table.
He wasn't the only one to say anything.
"Quiet down," McGonagall said loudly.
"Finally, I would like to announce some good news," she told them. The hall still sounded disgruntled or surprised. "There are a few rule changes around Hogsmeade and privileges to those of older years. Starting in two weeks from now, those third-year and up shall be allowed to go into Hogsmeade every three weeks, with guardian permission and if you meet the criteria that will be posted in your common rooms. If you do not, you will not be allowed to leave the castle."
"You will find that having proper grades and completed assignment shall be a must. Hogsmeade trips are a privilege. A few trips shall be organized for younger years around Christmas and Easter."
This had many around the hall talking. "We had to wait for third-year," Tracey whinged from beside her.
McGonagall talked over the hall. "Those seventeen and older, will be allowed to sign out whenever they want after classes or any weekend, as long as they meet the criteria. Otherwise, your acceptance to attend means you follow the rules of Hogwarts. If you don’t want to follow the rules, the door is over there."
There was a mix of shock and happiness.
"I have four more months," Eugene complained.
"I won't be able to until next year," Thomas supplied.
"Two weeks," Westley said smugly.
"Also, there will be a few new clubs. Madam Hooch has agreed to a fun Quidditch league this year. With how much the pitch will be used, it will be run one Sunday a month. Schedules will be made for teams and the fun league."
The hall was full of noise. "Daph, you should try out."
She just shook her head. Daphne loved flying, and would like to be a chaser, but it wasn't appropriate.
"Yes, let me get through the last few announcements and then I will release you to your common room," she said, getting only a small amount of murmuring. "Professor Flitwick will be running a dueling club and Professor Sprout is looking for volunteers to expand the greenhouses and to look at winter crops."
The hall was talking so much that McGonagall seemed to give up, a small smile coming to her face. "I am glad to see there is much enthusiasm. Before I let you go, I want to make one final announcement. Quiet everyone," she called out. It took a few minutes before the hall quieted down. "Yes, some very fun and exciting news. The last bit is a little more serious."
"As you attend your Defence Against the Dark Arts class this year, or if you are not taking the class I recommend you stop by at least once, you will notice a new addition to our creature collection," she said.
Daphne immediately looked towards Harry. He had not wanted any recognition aside from the plaque that was affixed to the wall. He never wanted to have attention drawn to him. Harry looked at the Headmistress, a stricken look on his face for a moment. Ginevra Weasley was sitting nearby and she went white as a sheet. Hermione whispered something to Harry and he took a few deep breaths before taking a more even face.
"Not long ago there was a rumor about the Heir of Slytherin and his monster. I can confirm the monster was a basilisk and it was slain in a place under this school," she said.
The hall was again loud with talk. Many looked towards Harry, some in fear, some in awe. "He killed a basilisk," Eugene said in disbelief behind her.
"Yes, it was a basilisk. The goblins of Gringotts were able to preserve its skeleton and you will see it in the DADA rooms. One of our own was able to slay the beast and dispatch the one that was using it. For saving the school from an incredible danger, The Governors, Professor and myself would like to present Mr. Harry Potter with a special award to the school," she said proudly, looking towards her Harry.
He took a deep breath and then stood. He stood tall, his shoulders back and looking like he could have wielded Gryffindor's sword. After seeing him handle some of the weapons this summer, she didn't have to imagine him doing what he had. There was applause and cheering, mostly from the Gryffindor and Hufflepuff tables. She applauded, as did most around her, and many at the far end of the table. In the center, many just glared at her boyfriend. The Ravenclaws were a more of a mix. She didn't miss that fear passed over many faces.
Harry walked up and shook her hand. A flash went off and she caught a boy in Gryffindor robes with a camera.
“I have also been informed that Mr. Potter will be receiving a Order of Merlin, First class, at a ceremony over Christmas Holidays at the Ministry,” she said before asking him to stay up there.
"The school would also like to recognize those that helped him solve the mystery and ran to help him. Would Mr. Ronald Weasley and Ms. Hermione Granger please join us up here." Up until that point, the red head looked a little sourly at Harry until his name was called. Hermione looked shocked, then acceptance as she registered what was said. Ron stood, a huge smile on his face. It was more of a strut to the front.
"Hermione looks shocked," Tracey whispered to her.
"Weasley looks like a peacock," she muttered back. The Gryffindor table was cheering loudly and Ron looked smug and happy. Hermione looked flustered.
Westley uttered, "Weren't they only second years when that happened?"
She felt a swelling of pride in Harry.
"Yes, they were," Tracey responded.
“Ms. Granger and Mr. Weasley will also be joining him, to be presented with Orders of Merlin, third class, for their support of Mr. Potter’s actions.” There was more applause and cheering.
“That is the last of my announcements. You are all excused and are expected to be in your common rooms within the next fifteen minutes for your House meetings," McGonagall said as the three walked back to their table, many crowding them.
Daphne shared a significant look with Tracey, and then Blaise as they got up. Maybe this year was not going to be as bad as they thought. If the wards were that protective, and Harry was as feared or revered as she now suspected, most of her fears were now alleviated.
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"Harry, hold up," Ron called after him.
Harry had his brooms slung over his shoulders with his arms up and was heading down to the pitch with Neville. Dean and Seamus were to meet them there and he was going to let the girls borrow his Nimbus 2000. Ron caught up to them, his Cleansweep 11 in his hands. "Are you going down to the pitch?"
"Does it look like we are?" Harry asked back and started to walk again.
"Well, that is what I thought. Can you believe we got those awards yesterday and we are getting Orders of Merlin in December?" Ron said, his face still beaming. "I mean, it’s not like we didn't deserve them, but, Special Awards to Hogwarts."
It was about all Ron had talked about for the last thirty-six hours and Harry was getting annoyed. Shrugging he just kept walking.
Ron looked like he wanted to say something, but didn't seem to know how to say it. After a moment, he grabbed Harry's arm and Harry spun to look at him. "You didn't write this summer."
"Neither did you," Harry replied.
Ron winced. "You know I don't like to write."
Harry shrugged and Neville gave him a look. "I thought it was you that wanted us to be friends again?" Harry put to him.
"I thought we all did," Ron frowned.
"We need to get down to the pitch. You going to practice Keeper?"
Ron's frown didn't leave his face. "Yeah. You know that is what I like."
Harry nodded and they started down the hall towards the practice field and then the pitch. "Tracey and Daphne want to go to the library tomorrow to finish that assignment for Mr. Wilkes," Neville told him.
"Professor Babbling has agreed to test me in the morning. I can join you all after that or after lunch," Harry replied.
"You really are transferring to Runes?" Ron put to him.
"Yeah," Harry replied.
"Are you going over the homework from the summer tomorrow?" Ron asked
"You are welcome to come along after lunch," Neville told Ron. Ron nodded.
"We can figure it out down at the pitch," said Harry.
"Greengrass and the others are going to join us?" Ron asked.
"You have an issue with that?" Neville challenged.
Ron shook his head. "You have said they are your friends. I will trust them."
"Daphne and Tracey are more than friends, Ron," Harry reminded him. Neville and Harry had been the subjects of a few talks, and teases, from the others in their dorm. Seamus looked a little jealous and had mentioned how good Greengrass and Davis looked. Ron was acting much more mature than Harry ever remembered.
"It just seems odd you are both doing the old courting traditions," Ron told them.
"You know about them?" Harry asked surprised.
"Mum has tried to teach us. Now that Aunt Muriel knows Granddad Prewitt wanted someone to inherit the Wizengamot seat and he never fully threw mum out of the family, she spent a lot of the summer going over her old training with us," Ron told them.
"The Prewitts still have a seat?" Neville asked surprised. Harry had wondered what Houses Amelia had been talking about Dumbledore messing with.
Ron scuffed the floor as he walked. "It will be the Weasley's now. Bill has been offered the seat, but he doesn't want to come back to England yet. He likes being a Curse Breaker."
"What about Charlie?" Harry asked.
Ron shrugged. "No idea. He loves his dragons."
Harry made a face. "Not Percy?"
Ron's face screwed up more than Harry's. "Mum and dad can't inherit, according to the will. If Bill and Charlie don't want it, it might go to Percy. Uhg, I wonder if that was what dad and mum were arguing about the night before we got on the Express?"
"Percy is already a git. Imagine him in Wizengamot robes? He’ll strut like rutting hippogryph," Neville commented and they all chuckled.
They walked out into the air and Harry took in a deep breath. Being outside was so much better than being stuck in the castle. He didn't miss a pair of Aurors turn to them. Amelia had a dozen of them stationed around the school. Harry caught sight of Susan, Hannah, Daphne, Tracey and Hermione before them. There were a few others heading down to the pitch too. As they walked through the gates, Ron nudged Harry.
"Yeah?" he asked.
He cast a look towards Neville before moving in a little closer. "Mum said Ginny and I have accounts with the goblins for proceeds from the basilisk. Did you do that?"
Harry shrugged, which wasn't very effective with the two brooms over his shoulders. "You ran down with me. Did your mum tell you how much?"
"No, but she allowed me to buy this new broom," he told Harry, hefting the Cleansweep 11. "She allowed Ginny to get a new Nimbus 2000."
"Why didn't you?"
"The Cleansweeps are better for the Keepers," Ron answered. Harry suspected it was more to do with Ron's upbringing. As much as he was jealous of Harry and others, Ron knew the value of a galleon and probably felt guilty to spend the extra hundred and fifty galleons it would have cost for the Nimbus. "How much did we all get?"
"A lot," Harry told him. "I don't know the exact figures. We negotiated with the goblins to give you and everyone directly affected a cut of the sales. Amelia is handling all that," he lied to Ron. He felt a little guilty. Harry didn't like to lie, but Neville didn't need to know all the details, though he probably had a good idea of the amount of money they were talking about. The goblins were still auctioning off parts, and the last statement was that Harry had already earned over half-a-million galleons, meaning Ron and them had earned over twenty-thousand themselves.
Ron nodded. "Thanks," Ron said.
Harry looked at Ron. Since last Christmas, Ron had seemed to mature. The special award last night seemed to be wearing off, though Harry suspected Ron would preen about it for weeks still. "You earned it," Harry told him. As much as Harry still had his issues with Ron, he knew Ron would have run into the Chamber of Secrets with him if the cave hadn't collapsed.
Ron nodded. "Is Bones trying out for a team," Ron asked.
Harry looked to the group before them. Daphne had noticed them now and the girls were waiting for them. Susan had a broom. Harry recognized a Nimbus 2001. He raised an eyebrow at his cousin. "You fly?" he asked as he came up to her.
Susan grinned. "Hannah's brother has been working with me all summer. He was a Chaser for Hufflepuff for four years," Susan told him.
"And you hid this from us all summer? Is that why you went over her house so much?"
Susan looked a little smug. "You aren't the only one with secrets," she teased. "Besides, Hannah is my best mate."
Neville and Hermione snorted while Hannah gave a conspiratorial smirk. "Best prat, is more like it," Daphne said low enough for them all to hear, but not drift out of the group.
"I am not!" Hannah exclaimed.
Hermione laughed now. "You only think that because she was on you and Harry all summer."
Daphne didn't look impressed, but came over to him. "You catch that snitch," she told him, giving him a kiss on the cheek.
He had a stupid grin on his face. "Are you flying today? I brought my Nimbus down for you."
Daphne looked to think about it for a moment. "I really shouldn't."
Tracey nudged her, having come over to Neville. "You really should," Tracey told her before rolling her eyes at Daphne's pointed look.
"Just go up for a little bit," Hermione pressed.
"You don't have to play. I can just fly around the pitch for a bit with you," Harry offered. Harry took the brooms off his shoulders and held out the Nimbus 2000 for her. "I need you to at least hold it. I can't fly with two brooms."
She nodded after a moment. "I'll hold it for you."
"Where is Millicent?"
"She went to the library with Blaise, Astoria and her friends," she told him.
Harry gave her a searching look. "Did anyone say anything else to you?"
"No. Many of them are trying to consider how serious McGonagall was about her threat for Dark objects," she answered.
Harry snorted. "Amelia made sure Susan and I didn't have anything bad. I think the Headmistress is very serious."
"Are you two coming?" Ron called out. The group had moved towards the pitch.
"You should use that," Harry told her, as she took his now free arm. She was acting far more proper than she had over the summer, but now they didn't have to separate if they didn't want to.
"Perhaps," Daphne said.
"Daph, you are a good flyer. I know Slytherin may not let a girl play, but you could play in the new fun league," he told her.
She seemed to be thinking. "Maybe. I would have to ask father," she said.
"Go flying with me anyways today," he pressed, his eyes pleading with her. He would write to Lord Greengrass himself.
She gave him a sidelong glance. "Isn't it the girl that is supposed to look like that?"
"Is it working?" he questioned cheekily.
She rolled her eyes. "I will fly with my boyfriend for a few," she gave in after a moment.
Harry flashed her a huge smile and she rewarded him with one she only seemed to reserve for him before her face went more blank. When they made it to the pitch, there was a larger group there than he expected. Roger had come down with the other two Ravenclaw chasers. His beaters and goal keep had graduated last year and Cho was nowhere to be seen.
Diggory and his Keeper, a girl named Dorothy Timbers, were walking over to Susan and their group. The entire Gryffindor team was on the pitch, along with Ginny, Dean and Seamus. "Apparently we weren't the only ones thinking about practicing," Seamus said in a disgruntled way.
"Does it matter?" Harry challenged him.
Seamus looked at him and shrugged. "Not really."
"Go have fun. I'll fly with you afterwards," Daphne told him, before giving him another kiss on his cheek. Daphne moved to Hannah, Hermione and Tracey.
Roger smirked at him and Harry gave him a warning glare. As they were huddling together to decide what was going on, Ernie and Justin came down with their brooms. "What are we doing, Captain," Justin asked Diggory.
"I am flying and practicing. I'm not Captain yet. Sprout said the Heads-of-House are waiting to see what happens with the school tryouts next weekend," Diggory told them.
"Can we just play around? I want to try out for the Badgers this year," Susan spoke up.
"Who here is trying out for the school team?" Roger put in.
"We are," both Fred and George said at the same time.
"I want to," Katie put in.
"Alicia and I are going to stay on the Gryffindor team. We need someone to give a good showing," Angelina pipped up.
"Figure I'll stay on Gryffindor too," Harry put in.
"Over my dead body," Roger stated. "As much as it pains me to say, you are the best seeker in the school, Potter."
"Come on, Harrikins," said George.
"You can't leave us hanging," added Fred.
Diggory snorted. "I can't argue with Davis. I plan to put my name into the tournament, so if I can't be Seeker, you are the next best thing."
"He is better than that," the three Gryffindor chasers glared at Diggory. “Plus, it gives everyone else a chance without Potter on our team.”
Diggory just laughed and held up his hands in submission.
"So, we going to just talk or are we going to play?" Ron asked.
"Play," Roger replied.
Soon it was a slightly unconventional game with the chasers switching out from time to time to fill in for the other Beaters. Harry was surprised to see Angelina and Roger helping the others and giving sound advice between plays or setting up practice runs.
Ron was doing as well as Timbers, after he worked out a few jitters at the start.
It didn't distract Harry from his job though. Diggory and him had already gone after the snitch twice, Harry only missing it the second time from a well-placed bludger from Ginny. She gave him a shy smile before flying off to support the chasers around Roger.
"Bloody hell, Potte! Do you have any fear?" Diggory asked as they came back up into their search pattern. Harry had gone into a steep dive to start the last chase.
"I like to fly," Harry answered cheekily.
"Damned Gryffindor," Diggory replied with a smile. "Where did you learn that move?"
"Watching Krum at the World Cup."
Diggory's smile didn't lessen. "You do that against Durmstrang or Beauxbatons, they won't know what hit them. That was a professional move. I didn't think you could get better."
Harry returned the smile. "I've been able to fly this summer."
Diggory nodded, and then indicated the stands. "You have a fan watching you."
Harry looked over to see Daphne and Hermione looking up at him. Tracey and Neville were talking with each other. He noticed Blaise, Millicent and others had joined them. There was actually quite a few people in the stands now, including Professor Flitwick, the Headmistress and Madam Hooch.
Harry waved towards Daphne, who waived back.
Diggory laughed. "A little smitten, are you?"
"Something like that," Harry replied before turning back to the field. "You ready to end this?" Harry asked.
"I'm not letting you get it this time," Diggory told him.
"Well, there it is," Harry said, pointing towards the goal posts Ron was defending and he took off.
"Bloody hell!" Diggory yelled and tried to catch him.
Less than a minute later, he was releasing the practice snitch. "Again," he asked Diggory.
Diggory looked at his watch. "There is still two hours before dinner."
Harry grinned and flew back up. He was learning as Diggory walked him through a few search and disruption plays Harry had not seen before and Wood had not mentioned.
It was about quarter to four when he finally landed in the stands next to Daphne. They had played for almost two hours. When he landed, Hermione huffed at him. "Do you have to be so reckless? It's not like it’s a real game."
Daphne rolled her eyes before trying to straighten her face. Harry had a feeling they had been discussing this for a bit. "I didn't see anything wrong with how he was playing."
Hermione huffed again. "That's because you like Quidditch."
"Perhaps," Daphne said.
"Granger, Potter was only doing what a good Seeker should," Blaise put in.
She cast Blaise the same hard look she had Daphne. "Not you too!"
"I thought you supported Slytherin?" Tracey asked.
Blaise gave her a look. "I support Potter going for the Hogwarts team. You think I want to see Slytherin lose again?"
Harry just laughed at them. Most were starting to leave now that the show was over. "You still want to go flying?" Harry hopefully asked her.
Her eyes were lit with anticipation. "Because you asked," she told him.
Daphne was in a long skirt and her cloak, but she mounted his broom easily and he took off after her. They did a few circuits around the pitch, with a few others that hadn't played with them doing the same. When she pressed his Nimbus faster, Harry replied with a laugh and kept pace with her on his Firebolt. It was like the times they had done this at her house over the summer.
"Follow me," he yelled at her after a few minutes and ducked down towards the pitch. It was an easy dive for him, but probably pushed her more than she was used too. She followed and after a few, he leveled towards the center of the pitch. She came up next to him, a smile breaking her mask. "You really should play for the fun league," said Harry.
Her smile fell some. "It is not proper for someone of my class..."
"Daph," he interrupted her.
She looked at him. He liked her brown eyes with the green traces. They seemed more vibrant whenever she flew. "I am doing all I can to be a proper Scion, but we all want to break some of those traditions, right?"
Her eyes just looked at him. It was a few long seconds before she replied, "Warrington would never allow a girl on the team," she told him. Harry quirked an eyebrow. He hadn't realized she would like to be on the Slytherin team.
"Then do the fun matches. I may be able to convince Angie, Alicia and Katie to show you how to play Chaser. Or you can ask Roger," he suggested to her.
She still looked at him for a long few seconds. "Would you teach me to play Seeker? I don't think I can be as aggressive as you need to be to play Chaser."
He gave her a broad smile and hovered closer. "I think you can do what you want," he said earnestly, thinking of the sparring matches they had had over the summer. She wasn't as physical as Susan or Hermione, but she could give a good blow and take one.
Daphne's expression was serious as she moved to be touching him. "I want to try being a Seeker."
"If that is what you want. You've already been doing some of the practice moves."
"What will mother and father say when they find out?" she asked worriedly, a very un-Daphne like response.
"You tell them your boyfriend convinced you and let me face your father," he offered.
She giggled. "I see that going over well."
He shrugged. "It was your father that said we should change things. Besides, he did agree to our Courtship and must have known what I am like?"
"True," she admitted.
“I am also your intended. I will write your father and let him know,” Harry assured her.
Her eyes were appreciative. “You would do that?”
“I think it my responsibility, as a proper Scion, you know,” he gave his lopsided grin to her.
She leaned over peck him on his lips. “Thank you.” She then gave him a little bit of a longer kiss until his stomach growled. She giggled again. "We should go get that graphorn fed."
"As my lady wishes," he replied cheekily, earning him a grin before they went back to the ground and she adopted more of her icy façade. Harry hated that she felt she had to do that. He did the same though, and offered his arm. The rest of their group had waited for them and they all walked back up to the school together.
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  September 5, 1994


  Hogwarts, Scotland

They all walked into the new Muggle and Wizarding Studies class everyone was required to take this year. A man that wasn't at the opening feast was leaning against his desk. He was in a nice muggle business suit, with a large screen behind him. There was something about the way he held himself that had Harry suspecting he wasn't British. Having Daphne and the others with him, he sat at the table with Daphne. Malfoy and his lot gave them dissatisfied looks. The Gryffindor around him didn't seem to care. Harry doubted that would have been the same reaction start of last school year.
"What is that," Daphne asked, looking at a machine on a cart.
"A projector," he said, never having seen one in the magical world before. It looked old, with a candle behind the film, but Harry knew what it was.
"What does it do?" she asked, looking between it and the large white canvas behind the man. "Is this like the movies Hermione showed us?"
"Yeah. I can't wait to see what Malfoy and them do," he whispered to her.
Neville and Tracey had sat behind them and Hermione and Blaise to their right.
The bell in the clock tower echoed through the halls and the man picked up the wand he had on the desk and flicked it to close the door. "Welcome. I am Mr. Bouvier. This is Muggle and Wizarding Culture and over the next two years, I plan to guide you through both."
"Why do we need to know about Muggles? We are wizards!" Malfoy snarled.
The man didn't seem off put. "A very good question. I would start with a counter question before I answer. Why do we need to teach No-Maj about wizarding society?" The man was American, Harry decided. "As I call on you, please tell me your name. You, miss, you look like you have an answer," the professor said towards Hermione.
"Hermione Granger, Professor Bouvier. It is important because most Muggleborn know nothing about wizarding society when they come to Hogwarts, and are often disadvantaged for a while not knowing."
"Very good, Ms. Granger. And it's only Mr. Bouvier, please. Calling me Professor reminds me of my father, who was a Professor at Princeton," the man told her.
Many looked confused at that comment.
"As some of you have guessed, I grew up in the United States. I attended Ilvermorny in Massachusetts before getting my Mastery at Collingsworth in Colorado in Magical History and Cultural Studies. I have been in Australia the last few years at one of their schools, Ostelwald, in Queensland. Before all that though, I grew up in a No-Maj house in Cambridge, Massachusetts," the man told them.
"Figures they hired a mudblood to poison us," Malfoy muttered. A few around him laughed.
"He doesn't even dress right," Pansy pointed out.
"Is there a question about what I have just told you?" Mr. Bouvier asked in Malfoy’s direction.
Malfoy looked at the man icily. "No, sir."
"Good. I will warn you all now. My parents and sister are No-Maj. As is much of my family. Myself, one of my cousins and an aunt are all first-gens, or first generation wizards. Something that is not frowned upon where I come from, nor in Australia. I have heard some comments already and I will not put up with them. This class is supposed to help you learn how to integrate and understand both the No-Maj and Wizarding world. We will be having field trips throughout the year that I expect you all to be on your best behavior for. This will be your only warning. If you intentionally make a scene when on a field trip, disparage another student for their heritage or do poorly in this class you will be talking to Headmistress McGonagall," Mr. Bouvier said, looking around the room. "I have been told anyone not getting an Acceptable for a grade shall repeat this each year until they do. Is that understood?"
"Yes, sir," most parroted around the room.
"Now, we have heard why a No-Maj should learn about Wizarding Society. Why should a wizard-raised know about the No-Maj world and society? You please," he indicated Malfoy.
"I don't need to know about Muggles. They are nothing compared to what a wizard can do," Malfoy retorted.
"What is your name, please?"
"Scion Draco Malfoy, of the Noble House of Malfoy."
"Ah, Mr. Malfoy, do you know that your titles won't mean anything if you were to announce that, say, in almost any street in London if you were to walk out the Leaky Cauldron? That is what that pub is called, correct?"
"Yes, sir," Hermione confirmed.
Mr. Bouvier nodded.
Malfoy blew it off. "Why would I ever go into the Muggle world?"
"I don't know about you, but in the two weeks I spent in London before coming up here, I ate at many restaurants, saw a few movies and even a play. None of that was really available in Diagon Alley. It took me two days to eat at the three restaurants and the few other eateries there. I found much of the food old fashioned and bland," he responded. "What is your favorite restaurant, miss?"
"Daphne Greengrass, sir. The Wand's End is my favorite in Diagon Alley, but recently I have found I like what Muggles call Indian food," she told him.
Daphne had gone straight to the Delhi Express both times they had been to the mall after trying some from Hermione.
Parvati and Lavender looked a little surprised. Ron and the Slytherin that had not been through the training this summer, all looked confused.
"I am partial to Thai myself, but I see you have been into the No-Maj world. And you, miss? Do you know what a movie is?"
Pansy looked at the Professor. "No."
"Please announce your name the first time I call on you."
"Heiress Pansy Parkinson," she said, as though it was significant. He cast a questioning look to Daphne. Wasn't Pansy an heir-secondary? Daphne had her mask on.
"Okay, lets go the other way again. I'll explain movies, or motion pictures, in just a short bit. Who here knew about the International Statute of Secrecy before you were offered a spot at Hogwarts?"
Most rose their hands. Hermione, Dean and himself did not. "I assume the three of you are First-gens?"
"I am, Profess... Mr. Bouvier," Hermione spoke up.
"And you?"
"Dean Thomas. My mum only told me my da was a wizard the day I got my letter. She didn't know about any of our laws," Dean supplied.
"And you?"
"Harry Potter, sir. I was No-Maj raised," he said, liking that term so much better.
The professor nodded, giving him a nod. "So, I assume it was a large cultural shock when you came here. What did you find the most confusing? Ms. Granger?"
"I didn't understand why so many looked down on me or made fun of me not having magical parents," she said, her voice a little low.
"Typical mudblood," Malfoy grumbled.
"You want to say that louder?" Harry challenged, starting to get tired of the blond ponce.
"Boys, pay attention," Mr. Bouvier called to them, giving him and Draco a look. Daphne nudged him.
"Sorry, Mr. Bouvier," said Harry.
"Mr. Potter, I know both your parents were magicals, but you were raised in the No-Maj world. What did you find most confusing?"
Harry looked around for a moment. Daphne put her hand against his. "Everything, sir."
The man looked at him. "Why?"
He looked to Hermione and Daphne. "Well, everything was done by magic. I mean it’s amazing, but there was no electricity, so all the lights at night are by gas lamps or candles. There are no telephones, or tellies or easy ways to listen to music. It's great to be around everywhere in a matter of seconds or moments, but it’s also very uncomfortable. Sometimes it was nice just to have a Tube ride to talk or just read while you are traveling."
"Why would you travel in a tube?" Nott asked from besides them.
"A Tube in London is what us Americans call a subway." When many gave him blank looks, especially since they had not been able to take a ride like that this summer, Mr. Bouvier went on. "It's a train that goes under the ground. No-Maj's use them in many big cities to get around. So, I think you are getting an idea of the differences. Some of the larger differences between the worlds is the population and technology. Did you know that No-Maj's have weapons that could destroy an entire city in seconds?"
"That isn't possible," Pansy said, not sounding as sure.
"I assure you, Miss Parkinson, it is possible and has been done, twice. Over seventy-thousand people killed within seconds between two different bombs. Miles of cities just reduced to nothing. Then there was an incident just a few years back. There was a breach of the International Statute of Secrecy. The American government thought an embassy had been bombed and was under attack in the Middle East. It turned out to be a fight between a few wizards. While the fight was going on, American troops responded and killed five wizards and three witches by using modern firearms and something called grenades. Learning when to act No-Maj and when to act a wizard may have prevented that incident," the man said.
Many around the room looked unsure and upset.
"There isn't seventy-thousand wizards in Britain," Daphne whispered next to him. "Is this true?"
"I know the Americans bombed Japan during World War II with atomic bombs," Harry replied.
"Very good, Mr. Potter. Yes, the American government, during the Second World War, developed bombs called atomic bombs. They would be equivalent to a few million blasting curses set off all at once. The cities of Hiroshima and Nagasaki were destroyed before the Japanese surrendered. It is well known those bombs tore through any wards they hit and nothing any Wizarding researcher has found yet can prevent that with those weapons," he told them. "Estimates are more than three-hundred magicals died those days too."
Daphne took his hand below the table.
"There are lots of good things though. I have a few movies from a series called 'Modern Marvels' I would like to show you as we kick off our first section. Throughout this year and next, we will have four-to-six-week sections, alternating between the No-Maj and Wizarding worlds. This first section will go over advances the No-Maj have made in the last hundred years. The next section will be on Wizarding technologies and how we use magic to achieve some of the same things No-Maj's do. By Christmas I plan to go over the local currency and culture here in Britain. Our first field trip will be to a No-Maj shopping center in Inverness over Christmas break, for those staying over. The next should be in February to the Ministry of Magic, and then in April after we go over No-Maj transportation," Mr. Bouvier told them.
"Now, I see many of you look really confused. You, miss, have you been into the No-Maj world?" Mr. Bouvier asked towards Tracey.
"Tracey Davis, sir. I have this past summer."
"Good. What did you find confusing?"
"All the automobiles and people. I have never seen so many at times," Tracey replied.
The man nodded. "Yes. That can be intimidating in a place like London. Last I checked, there are about thirty-eight hundred No-Maj's per wizard in Britain? That means for each of us, you would need to fill Hogwarts six or seven times over to match the same number of No-Maj students. When you consider there are about five-hundred and sixty students right now, there are over two million No-Maj’s in equivalence. In the United states its about two-thousand per No-Maj. On average, it's usually about twenty-eight hundred per No-Maj around the world. The No-Maj out number us by quite a lot. Really staggering if you think about it. Now, Ms. Davis, what did you like?"
Tracey's face brightened after looking concerned, and took on a little colour. "The clothing."
Harry noticed many around the room looked a little bothered, even Malfoy.
Mr. Bouvier laughed. "By your expression, I assume it was a little surprising how No-Maj's can dress?"
"Yes, sir."
"So, this is why I have been hired and why this will be a two-year course. For those looking to take advanced classes, I will start offering them next year. Now, I want to show what the muggles call a motion picture. I have a modified projector and a few short clips to highlight some of the differences and important historical moments that have happened in the Muggle world."
"This is going to be interesting," Harry whispered to Daphne when Mr. Bouvier went to start the old-fashioned muggle... no, No-Maj He liked that better... projector.

  -oOo-


  September 8, 1994


  Hogwarts, Scotland

Tracey was looking longingly over at the Gryffindor table. She hated that she couldn't just go over and sit with Neville. Even though they were in a Courtship Agreement, Slytherin just didn't associate with Gryffindors unless required to or in private. Some of those walls were coming down, and outside of the Great Hall or the Slytherin common areas, they were spending as much time with their allies as they could. It was just still too early and their parents could feel some consequences if they push too far, too fast.
"You are daydreaming again," Daphne said next to her.
"Why do we all have to sit at our tables like this?" Tracey muttered back, knowing full well why.
"Tradition," Millie said from her other side.
"Is there a school rule that makes us?" Tracey pushed.
"None that I know of, but do we want to upset them?" Blaise nodded towards the other end of the table. "They are all looking for an outlet with these new rules. Higgs was taken into questioning yesterday by the Aurors," Blaise added. The seventh-year Higgs had a scowl on his face. The same one he had had for the last day. There was a rumor he had a hearing in two weeks for whatever enchanted object they had found. A few around the school had not taken Headmistress McGonagall's warning seriously.
A crying third-year Ravenclaw had been taken away Tuesday morning for something that her parents had given her and was supposed to increase her intelligence, but had some illegal charms on it.
Neville looked over. He had been talking with Harry, Hermione and a few others. He gave a shy wave and she returned it as surreptitiously as she could.
Blaise gave Daphne a look from across the table. "What are you thinking, Daphne?"
She looked around. Astoria was giving her a look. "Let's talk about it later."
The owls came in and Tracey was pleased to see her parents' owl. She took her letter before it flew over to Roger. She put it in her pocket for later. Like Daphne, she didn't like people looking over her shoulder.
As she did, a tawny owl landed before Blaise. He took the Daily Prophet and slipped a sickle into the pouch on its leg. She started to eat her eggs and toast when Blaise mutter, "May Morgana take their souls."
"What is it," Millie enquired. Blaise turned the paper so everyone could see the headlines.

  
    Barty Crouch, Sr. and Barty Crouch, Jr. Sentenced to Dementor Kiss
  

Tracey looked over towards the Gryffindors. Neville was already up and marching towards the doors. From here she could see the stormy look on his face. Harry and Hermione were following him. She watched Susan, Hannah and Ernie get up. Before she knew what she was doing, she was already up and rushing out of the hall.
She joined the Hufflepuffs. "Where is he?" she asked towards them, not seeing Neville or the others.
"I don't know. They were already gone. Is Neville going to be alright?" Susan asked. She was joined by her dormmates as she looked around.
"Tracey, calm down for just a moment. Where would Neville go if he was upset?" Daphne asked her.
She looked around again. "Gryffindor tower or the greenhouses," she answered.
"Then I will go with you to the Greenhouses. Does anyone know where the Gryffindor common room is?" Daphne put to them.
She didn't wait to hear anything else as she took off towards the greenhouses.
"Tracey, wait!" Daphne called out behind her.
She didn't.
It was almost ten minutes later for her to find him with Harry and Hermione in Greenhouse Eight. It was the greenhouse that Sprout was going to house the new student projects in this year. Nothing was planted yet, but tables, pots, soil, manure and everything it would take to keep plants alive were already laid out.
Neville was pacing up and down the aisle. "A kiss! That is all they will get! I guess it's better than leaving them in Azkaban," Neville was saying angrily.
"Neville, why are you so upset about this?" Hermione asked.
Tracey ran in and he just barely had time to see her before she wrapped him into a hug. He made an 'oomph' before she felt his arms around her shoulders. He stumbled back and they both nearly fell.
"Because Barty Crouch Jr. was one of the ones that attacked his family," Harry said, sounding upset himself. She didn't care. Neville needed her and she wasn't going to let him go down this path.
Hermione gasped. "I thought it was the Lestranges..."
"Bellatrix, Rudolphus and Rebastian Lestrange tortured my parents into insanity," Neville told them, his voice hard. "Crouch was the one to torture me."
"Oh, Neville," Hermione said. "Why didn't you tell us?"
"It was private," Harry said. "I only know because of Amelia and others when my parents will came out."
Tracey just held him tighter. "You are a better man," she told him.
"The Lestranges should join him," Neville responded in a thick voice.
"That is not for you to decide. You have more reason than most to want it, but you should not decide another’s fates like that," Tracey told him.
"We have laws and penalties. Father told me the Lestranges were not kissed because they are purebloods and someone paid certain Wizengamot members. All the Death Eaters got off that way," Daphne said.
"Until now," Harry added.
She looked up when she felt Neville shake. Harry had just clapped his shoulder. "You know we are here."
Neville nodded.
Hermione came over, and then tried to hug him. Tracey was not letting go. "I'm sorry, Neville."
"Some justice was done," Neville replied.
"You want us to wait outside?" Daphne asked.
Neville shook his head. "I kind of want my family and friends," he said, reaching for Harry and they clasped each other’s forearms.
"Family," Harry stated.
Tracey hugged Neville as tight as she could. Maybe, someday, she would be his family. It was a scary thought at fourteen, but it was what was expected of her as his intended. Plus, she was starting to like the idea...

  -oOo-


  Back in the Great Hall...

Blaise was finding himself not pleased with being left out. He understood the importance of protecting the younger years of their alliance. At the same time, he was actually feeling connected with the three other boys his age in the group. It was not something he was used too.
His mother always seemed to fear being alone. Her seven husbands showed that. All had met unexpected fates within two years of marrying her. She was convinced it was a malediction, but none of his other relatives suffered like this. Blaise wasn't sure it wasn't his grandfather. One of his aunts, one time, had said it was a curse his grandfather had placed on her after she fled Italy.
Blaise was a pureblood. That much was fact. His father had adopted their name to save his mother. Terrance Travers, the brother of Lord Horace Travers, then Terrance Zabini had been his birth father.
Upon his birth, his grandfather recognized Blaise as a son of the House of Zabini, seventh in line for that House. By his father taking his mother's name and his grandfather refusing for Blaise to take on the name of his birth father, he been denied his birth right to claim the House of Travers when his uncle went to Azkaban for serving the Dark Lord. His two cousins had died fighting for the Dark Lord around the time of his first birthday.
His mother had been upset Blaise could not claim his birthright because of her spiteful father, but had fixed some of that on her third husband. The older gentleman wanted a son, and at five he was partially blood adopted as a Thatcher, and his mother named Lady Thatcher, then Zabini when she reclaimed her name after he died. They had been married two years. She had been very cut up after that death and never quite the same happy woman he remembered when he was younger.
Around the time of his eighth birthday, she had married again. Mr. Turner lasted only six months before he was caught out on a moor by a hinkypunk.
Then there was the elderly Mr. Barnes. He lasted two months.
Both men had no other heirs or family and his mother inherited everything they had. Her sixth husband, when he was eleven, was found not to have been properly divorced and that marriage dissolve by the time he turned twelve.
Her last husband was an arse of man named Jack Sloper. At first he was suave and nice. Blaise saw through it, and was only happy his mother never really figured it out before the arse got killed in a bar fight before the start of last year.
All his life, men came and went from his life. The only one he really remembered was Lord Thatcher, and those memories were his best ones. The man had seemed to genuinely love him and treat Blaise like his son.
Mother was now so jaded at all the men that had come and gone from her life, she had sworn off any more husbands. If Blaise ever saw his grandfather again, he would confront the old Lord Zabini on this.
Seeing how much his mother suffered, Blaise never really felt like getting close to anyone. He was aloof. He never got into deep conversation or committed himself to anything more than was necessary to maintain his mother's alliances and 'befriend' the children of her alliances.
Thus, it bothered him that Neville had seemed so upset and he had been sent back here like some lap dog. He was sure Daphne wouldn't have ordered him unless she truly trusted him. She had asked him to look after her sister, someone he knew she cared for.
Millie moved to sit next to him. "Are they going to be alright?"
"I think Neville is just upset for some reason," Blaise said in is uncaring tone.
"What happened," Astoria questioned, not hearing what he had said.
Blaise shrugged. "Don't know. Tracey took one look at the paper and chased off after Longbottom," he said in a low voice, not wanting anyone else around them to hear.
Astoria picked up the paper. After a moment her lips pursed. "Mother and father told us Crouch was one of the ones that attacked the Longbottoms. It says it right here," she stated.
He leaned over to read the article. It didn't take long for Blaise to understand. He hadn't known what happened with Neville's parents. Mother had never made him learn that. He pursed his lips.
"Bloody hell," the twelve-year-old girl stated. He hadn't made it far down the first page and then he caught the next headline: Dumbledore implicated in four Line-Theft cases. Crouch Sr. admits to helping.
Blaise quirked an eyebrow. As head of the DMLE, Crouch admitted to helping Dumbledore, Bagnold and a few others to bury evidence of wills and confiscate vaults to bolster ministry coughers. He swore under his breath when he saw the names of Black, Potter, Prewitt and McKinnon. They had been successful with the Prewitts and McKinnons.
"Bloody hell," he muttered to himself.

  -oOo-


  September 12, 1994


  The woods of Albania...

The woman at the bar counter was rather attractive. Her long eyelashes on her batting eyes would draw almost any man in. The ample bosom on display would have most drool. The narrow waist and broad hips would be the perfect hold to keep her squirming beneath you...
That was not what he was looking for though. Far from it.
Severus had never liked women being so forward, and she was hitting on him hard tonight. He snorted to think that was probably because he wasn't a local and the only one paying in hard coin tonight.
Since Lily, he had not found any other woman attractive.
"You want another?" the woman asked in accented English.
"I'm good. You are sure this man comes in every Wednesday?"
"Every Wednesday. Brings in his catch and herbs, sells them to the apothecary or butcher, gets a few drinks and then leaves," she told him.
Snape nodded and put another sickle on the bar. It disappeared almost before he took his hand off it. The door opened and she nodded.
A person in what could only be described as old hunter garb walked in. His hood was up, so Severus could not see his face. The man walked through, most looking away or ignoring him. Severus just watched.
The man moved like a stalking panther. An old bow was over is back with a large quiver at his hip, as well as a sword. The wildlands around here were very wild, and if he was a squib, like he had heard, then the man must be deadly to survive the wilds.
Stalking to the bar, the man took a seat next to him.
"Your usual, Devon?"
"Make it a double," the man said. It was a deep voice that spoke of power.
Severus put down two sickles. "My treat," he said, knowing he had to treat this man good. In two weeks, Severus had had no luck searching the woods. There were rumors of something bad, but he had not been able to find it. This man was supposed to be the best one around to find things in the woods.
"Who are you?"
"A man of the Dark," Severus replied, recognizing the man’s nature right away. If he didn't have to give his name, he wouldn't.
Before anything could be said, a knife was out and landed between the fingers of his right hand. Instinctively he pulled it back and his wand came to his hand. "I wouldn’t, if I was you," the man warned.
Most around the bar kept on their business, but a few looked around. It took Severus a moment to realize another knife was already in the man's hands and was close to his throat. "I don't deal with the Dark. You either tell me who you really are and what you want, or the Dark will have one less follower."
He fought to keep a sneer off his face. "Severus Snape. I have been sent here to find something and was told you are the best tracker around."
The man's hood had shifted and he finally got a look at a scarred face. Severus knew those type of scars and he did sneer this time. The man's visage twisted into a foul smile. "I see you recognize what I am. I do not serve the Dark and take on all those that would. Not even Greyback dares to enter my territory."
Severus pursed his lips. "I fight the Dark as well. If you can help me find it, I can pay handsomely." He slowly reached into his pocket, pulling out a bag full of coins.
"Galleons don't mean as much around here," the man told him, still not taking the knife away.
"These are gold and platinum florans. Fifty of each."
The man gave him a dubious look and reached for the bag. When he emptied it onto the bar, many around them quieted at the clink of the metal. They were all about an inch across. The gold florans were worth two galleons each. The platinum worth ten. It was a small fortune for someone used to living in the wild.
"I earn ten times this each time I bring in a dragon, fifteen if it is still alive. I want double," the man said. "You get until the full moon to find what you are after."
"That is only seven nights away," Severus stated.
"Double and until the full moon. If we don't find what you want by then, we can renegotiate."
Severus pursed his lips again before reaching into his pocket. These two bags were half of what he had on him and he wasn't going to be able to get more until he could go back to Gringotts, and goblins did not run any banks around here.
The man emptied the second pouch. After nodding, he handed four platinum florans to the barmaid. "Your finders fee and my tab, Alisa."
She gave the man a saucy grin. "You throw in another and you can have me all you want until dawn."
The knife was pulled back and was deftly slipped up the man's sleeve. The other remained on the table, probably as a reminder of who the man was and what he could do. Severus slipped his wand back into his holster. The man grinned at the barmaid. "When I get back. This gentleman has retained my services for the next week." He did slide another platinum floran over to her.
"You give me another when you get back and I'll have another to bed with us also," she suggested.
"You know I like them with a little more meat on their bones," the man told her.
"You know I like them thick and long. Maybe this time I can swallow it all," she told him with a wink. The man gave a lecherous grin.
Severus crinkled his nose. He wasn't sure if it was the fact this woman was willing to give herself to a creature like this or that the man was so blasé about his desires.

  -oOo-


  September 17, 1994


  Hogwarts, Scotland

It was crowded at the pitch today. Well more than half the school was down here to watch the tryout for the Hogwarts team. Most of the other Houses were anxious to see who was picked, and tomorrow Gryffindor and Ravenclaw, the first two house teams to face off this year, would be having their tryout after the Hogwarts team was posted.
As they sat in the stands, Daphne was supremely confident that her intended would earn his spot without much issue. She was sitting with Tracey, Millie, Susan, Hannah and Hermione. The other boys were off doing something and were to join them later.
"Harry has gotten tall, hasn't he?" Tracey asked from next to her.
"He is still lean though," Hannah remarked.
"He is handsome," she agreed with her friends. Harry was getting tall. Only the fifth years and up were taller than him on the field, and even then he wasn't far away. Like Hannah said, he was lean, but she knew it was all muscle.
"Blaise is sort of the same," Hannah put in.
Hermione looked up from her homework. Madam Hooch was organizing things on the field as they watched on. "Blaise has toned up over the summer," Hermione said. Daphne saw the slight challenge in Hermione's eye. Was Hermione finding Blaise attractive? It wasn’t the first time the girl had acted like this when Blaise came up.
"He is nice looking, but I like them a little more broad in the shoulders," Susan added in.
"You mean like Ernie," Hannah said significantly.
"Or Neville," Tracey said, a slight dreamy expression on her face.
Susan was blushing a little. "Or like Neville," Susan admitted.
"You do anything more than look and we will cross wands," Tracey warned Susan, who laughed.
"I don't like Neville, Trace. What do you think about Lee Jordan?" Susan put to them.
They all looked to Susan. She had been sending out serious vibes all summer she liked Ernie, and he had acted as though he felt the same... "Where is that coming from," Hannah enquired.
"You said you like them more broad of shoulder and he is cute. It would get you off of Neville," Susan said with a smirk.
"She better not be on Neville," Tracey said, her eyes narrowing.
"You bint! I never said I liked Neville like that. Trace, I swear..."
Susan started to laugh at the look Tracey was giving Hannah. "Then leave me alone about Ernie," said Susan to her friend.
"You set me up! Bint," the blonde repeated. This time they all laughed at them. As the first of the chasers took off, another group of girls moved over to them. Daphne narrowed her eyes to see Chang, Edgecombe, Turpin and Jones.
"Good morning," Chang said to them.
"Chang," Daphne replied. They all seemed to get this was a thing between the group leads, and Daphne was the recognized lead when Harry wasn't around.
"Mind if we sit here? We wanted to see the tryouts," she told them.
"Why aren't you out there? You are a good seeker?" Susan asked. The girl was eyeing Chang.
"With Potter out of the House League, we can't loose," Chang replied.
Daphne's face was an icy glare at the girl. Chang looked down at the field. All her friends looked between them. "Just so you know, Greengrass, my father is offering a formal alliance to the Potters."
Daphne's eyes narrowed. "House Potter and House Greengrass are already in a formal alliance. You will have to ask his regent and my father to join."
Chang didn't look happy. "I want nothing to do with this, but it is no secret that Potter has been declared heir to House Black as well. There is rumor Lord Black will officially name him Scion. I don't really like him, but he is handsome. I have a feeling we will need to find a way to get along soon."
Daphne moved her wrist and her wand came to her hand. Tracey grabbed her arm. "Chang, I would recommend you and your friends sit somewhere else. Heiress Greengrass and Scion Potter are in an exclusive Courtship Agreement," Tracey said from besides her.
Chang finally looked towards them. When she saw the cold look from Daphne, Chang looked a little concerned. "I really don't want this. I like someone else, but we both know if our parents decide something different, we can't go against them."
Daphne let out a long breath. Her parents had taught her years ago how to control her temper and emotions. Except when it came to Harry, she was usually pretty successful. At the moment, she was about ready to lose it. "You will keep your hands off my boyfriend or I swear you will not have any hands to touch anything else," Daphne warned the girl. "I am Harry's intended and will be the only one."
Chang frowned. "This isn't my first choice either."
"And what makes you think this isn't Daphne's?" Hannah challenged.
"I just figured... I mean the boy is handsome, and has good lineage, but your family, and his history..." Chang didn't get a chance to finish what she was going to say as Daphne ripped her arm out of Tracey's hold and she brought her wand up to Chang's throat.
"Don't you dare presume about me or my family. As for whether this was my choice or not, I can tell you that I do choose this. I can also confidently say that father and Madam Bones will be receiving letters telling them that the Changs are only looking for gold and power. Your father will not meet a kind reception when he offers the type of Alliance you are," Daphne said in a cold tone.
Tracey reached her hand over. Daphne hadn't realized that Susan, Hannah and Hermione had also drawn their wands. The other girls with Chang looked scared shiteless. Chang held her cool. "I will inform father, but he will probably not listen. He already knows my protests against such a union," the pretty Asian girl said, sliding along the bench to back away from them. "Ms. Davis, I think you are right. It is less windy on the other side of the stadium."
Chang got up as Tracey pushed her wand down. Turning to Daphne before they walked away, Chang said, "Potter is a lucky man to have someone so loyal. I wish you and him luck."
Daphne watched her as she walked away.
"Do you need to go somewhere else?" Tracey asked.
"I came to see Harry and Roger," Daphne said coolly.
Tracey frowned. "We need to take a walk."
"I am going to watch my boyfriend," Daphne told her. Tracey didn't give her an option as she lifted Daphne up.
"You can once we have a talk," Tracey ordered.
The other girls followed. Daphne crossed her hands over her chest and glared at the other five girls. "I want to go watch Harry."
"You need to calm down first," Tracey told her.
"She thinks my father is going to allow Harry to date her to?"
"Think, Daphne," Tracey said irritated. "She was talking about House Black. If Lord Black names Harry Scion, then he controls that side of Harry. You and your father, not even Harry, would have any say."
"Auntie said that was why Lord Black hadn't declared Harry a scion yet. Harry doesn't want it and he only wants my Auntie to be his regent," Susan said, taking a step towards Daphne. "Daphne, we can all see how Harry likes you. Auntie won't allow anything to get between the two of you like that."
"You know your father will not either," Tracey pressed. "He is not interested in Harry having multiple wives, neither are you."
Daphne glared at them, then huffed. "Harry is my intended," she said defensively.
"And he will remain that way," Hermione put in. "I know Harry. He would never want that."
After a second, Daphne let out a sigh. "You were going to stun me to keep me from hurting Chang, weren't you?"
"Pretty much," Susan and Hannah agreed.
"I was going to attack Chang or her friends if they went after you," Hermione stated.
Daphne snorted, then chuckled. "I would expect a Gryffindor to answer that way," Daphne commented. They all shared a laugh.
"Seriously, though, Susan and I would be right at your side if you needed our help," Hannah assured her.
Daphne nodded. "This won't be the first time someone does this, will it?"
"Probably not. Just promise that you will let me get in at least one hex before you stop me when they start going after Neville," Tracey requested.
Daphne did laugh this time. "I'm with Hermione on this one, I'll have your other flank."
Tracey smiled. Millie looked at them all. "I wish people would back me up like that," the girl whispered.
Daphne took Millie's arm. "You are part of us now, Millie. We all look out for each other and our families."
"Friends," Susan put in.
"Friends," Hermione and Hannah agreed.
"Sisters," Tracey upped the ante.
Daphne smiled at her. "Sisters."
When the others echoed the sentiment, they went back out. Harry was in the air, flying against McLaggen and a Hufflepuff girl she didn’t recognize. She was going to have to let others know that her claim over her boy was absolute.

  -oOo-


  That same day...


  Woods of Albania...

For three days now they had been tromping through the woods. Devon refused to let him apparate, saying it would draw too much attention. Instead, they made their way through streams, muddy quagmires and dense undergrowth.
If Severus didn't know better, the man was doing this on purpose. He wanted out of here, not to spend another night in this mess.
"Why haven't we found it yet," Severus asked.
"It doesn't want to be found," the werewolf responded.
Severus scowled. He could feel the dark taint in the forest. It made his skin crawl and each day they spent here, the mark on his arm grew darker and the old familiar sting was returning. There was something in these woods linked to the Dark Lord.
Devon stopped and readied the bow and arrow in his hands.
Severus knew he had to hold his tongue. There was a snap of a twig not too far away and a deer suddenly shot out of a thicket. It stopped to see them, its body showing how tense it was. Devon raised his bow and slowly pulled back on the arrow. There was something about the arrow tip that Severus found odd.
It was made from a dull metal, with runes and a few silvery lines in it. There was something about it that sent a shiver through him. He did not want to be touched by that arrow.
The deer started at a sound behind it and went to run before something long, thick as his leg and hissing suddenly shot out. He stumbled backwards, never having seen a snake that size before. It snagged the deer and wrapped its body around the animal. The deer fought, bleating out in a high pitch scream. The snake struck once. Twice. Blood splattered the ground.

  Twang!

He watched the arrow fly. It was fast. The snake just had time to snap its head towards the sound before the arrow buried itself into its side. There was a hissing that filled the clearing. Devon was already moving, another arrow notched. Severus watched the spot the first arrow hat hit. It was turning black and blistering. The snake unwound itself and tried to charge them before the bow made another twang.
The snake dodge the arrow, it's vivid red eyes on the man.
Severus pointed his wand. "Avada Kedevra!"
The snake avoided the spell, dodged another arrow and made to strike before Devon threw his cloak off and pulled his sword. Severus cast a few more killing curses before the werewolf closed in and punched the snake as it struck before his sword was singing as it came down. They both moved with impossible speed.
The sword struck the snake, but instead of severing it in half, the sword only cut about a quarter of the way through the thickness. The snake hissed in pain and pulled back. It went to retreat. With a roar of anger, Devon leapt forward and stuck the sword through the snake, pinning it to the ground midway along its length.
It tried to lash out, but the werewolf was just as quick, deflecting the bite and pulling one of his knives.
"Out of the way!" Severus ordered.
The werewolf stepped back and when the snake went to strike again, Severus was able to hit it with a killing curse. It stopped, mid strike and fell heavily to the forest floor. Devon was ready to strike, his teeth bared and growling.
The man let out a string of what Severus assumed was swears when it was obvious the snake was not going to move again. What caught Severus eye was the black ooze and smoke coming out of the wound made by the sword.
He took a tentative step and cast a detection spell. The trace of the Dark Lord was all over this creature. It sickened him to feel it. As he cast, more black ooze came out and the smoke started to coalesce. He took a step back. Devon was still cursing in his native tongue.
"Step back," Severus let out a warning.
Devon stopped and looked at the snake. The smoke was now a cloud about a meter across. He thought he caught red eyes in it and then his arm started to burn, like a white-hot poker was searing him. He hissed in pain and grabbed at his arm.
So, the traitor shows his true colours, a voice said in his head.
Severus eyes went wide. He rushed to ensure his occlumency shields were in place. "My Lord," Severus said shocked.
Devon growled. "You are serving the Dark!"
The cloud moved about. "No," Severus snapped.
He took an ornate flask from his pocket and began to chant. The cloud seemed to understand what he was doing and screamed its fury. It charged Severus and as he said the last word, the wisps had just touched his forearm before the thing was suddenly being sucked into the flask. The pain that exploded in him was worse than anything he had felt before. He started to scream and was unsure how long he had.
The next thing he knew, Devon was standing over him, sword and knife in hand. He pushed Severus onto his back using his foot. Severus just lay there, panting and fighting off the pain. "What was that!" Devon demanded.
"A wraith," he managed to get out through clenched teeth.
The man snarled. "Then it should be sent back to where it belongs," Devon said.
"NO!" Severus called out, seeing too late what the man intended. The sword came down. It was a container that Albus had helped him make before he left. It was meant to hold the free spirit he was to release from the horcrux. This seemed different.
The sword pierced the flask and a sound of a soul in unbearable pain rent the forest. The sword glowed a violent blue. The pain in his arm exploded again and Severus screamed.
When the black in his vision cleared, he was on the forest floor. The day had grown late. He blinked a few times and saw the sword still through the flask and pinned to the ground. A feebly moving black mass was trying to escape the flask.
Devon was sitting a few meters away, a small fire going.
"What did you do?" Severus croaked out.
"The sword took almost all its magic," Devon said, chewing on something. "Damned thing won't die."
He blinked. "It what?"
"That sword was made by my ancestors. We have been guardians of these forests for a millennia. I have been hunting that thing for months. What is it?"
Severus forced his aching body to sit up. "A wraith."
A knife came to Devon's hand and pointed at Severus. "That ain't no wraith. That sword is meant to destroy the undead. What is it?"
The black glob flopped and tried to move in the other direction but didn't get far, the sword keeping it in place.
"Something foul and unnatural that I swear to destroy. We need to find its den and see what is there. There is something else I am looking for," Severus told him.
The werewolf eyed him. "In the morning. We are in a place that is too dangerous to walk about at night."
Severus snarled. He needed this done. That black blob needed to die.
He tried to sit up and just barely managed it. "In the morning," Severus agreed, realizing he might not be in the best condition to go on, especially if there was another giant snake like that.
"Once our contract is done, I want you out of my woods. If I see you again after the full moon, I will kill you," Devon said in no uncertain terms.
"Believe me, I have no intentions of ever returning. Now, I need to make a new container for that... thing." His wand was out and summoned a rock before repeating the process that had been used on the flask. If he was lucky, he would have it ready by morning.

  -oOo-


  September 19, 1994


  Hogwarts, Scotland

Hermione woke as she normally would. It was a Monday, so she would meet the boys at six-fifteen to walk down to the practice fields.
Yawning, she slunk out of her bed, trying not to wake Lavender, Parvati or Fay. They were not early risers and often didn't wander down to the Great Hall until about eight to have a hurried breakfast. She didn't have that luxury though. Harry was insistent he was going to keep up the training from the summer and she would not slack off.
It was getting easier each morning to convince herself Harry was her brother. In most senses of the word, he was, but she had harbored a crush on him for years. It hurt sometimes to see how he liked Daphne and that they were now in a Courtship Agreement, but he was happy. Something he hadn't been much of the first two and a half years she had known him.
Convincing herself that Harry was her brother took a back seat this morning when she went to reach for her tracksuit and found a few presents on top of it. Blinking, she realized that her friends had remembered her birthday this year. The last two years were a little lonely, not having her parents to celebrate it with, but she hadn't really made a big deal with Ron or Harry either. She had just been happy to have two friends.
This year, she had more.
Since last Easter, when Hannah had invited her to her house for the sleepover, she had felt she had gotten close to the two Hufflepuffs and two Slytherins. Close enough that she knew Daphne was a good person and good for Harry. It was what made her jealousy subside and accept that Harry cared for her, but just not like that.
Looking at the pile of presents, there was more here than just the few she would expect from them. She looked at the pile quickly. Harry. Daphne. Tracey. Neville. Blaise. Millicent. Ron... that one surprised her. Hannah. Susan. Three from her parents. Even Roger’s and Astoria's names were affixed to a present each. Thirteen wrapped packages. It was more than she had ever gotten or expected.
She couldn't keep a tear from forming and letting it fall.
Knowing she only had ten minutes before she had to be down in the common room, she opened the three from her parents and decided to keep the others for later. There was a new Gryffindor jumper, that she put on right away. Three books on the Wizengamot. Amelia or someone must have helped them with that. The last one brought a few more tears to her face. It was a Wizarding photo of her and her parents. Whomever helped them get this would be getting a big hug today.
She put it on her bedside table and the other presents on her bed. No one here would take them, but she didn't want them in full display either.
Down in the Common room, Harry was leaning against the wall between the stairs. Neville was in a chair while Ron looked passed out again in a plush chair by the fire. She went straight to Harry, feeling he had a hand in this. Her hug was tight and he wrapped an arm around her. "Happy Birthday," he told her.
"Thank you," she said into his chest. He was even taller than last year now. She was barely five-three and he must be close to five-seven now.
"Sorry we missed the last few years," Harry replied.
She smiled and sniffed. "It always seemed we had other worries."
When she pulled back, Neville wished her a happy birthday. She hugged him as Harry went over to Ron and hit his shoulder. Ron started and looked around. "Oh, Happy Birthday, Hhh...hhh...Hermione," he said through a big yawn. In the last few weeks, Ron had attended most of the study sessions and had been nicer to her.
"Thank you," she beamed at them.
"Come on, the others will be waiting," Harry told her.
They made it down to the field and she stopped as they walked through the door. Everyone they hung out was there, so was three small tables. "Daphne thought you might like a birthday breakfast and Babbling gave us permission."
A huge smile sprang over her face and she hugged him again, before rushing and hugging a surprised Daphne. "Thank you," she whispered to her friend.
"Harry mentioned you hadn't really celebrated your birthday," she said, hugging her briefly back. Hermione stepped away, knowing Daphne didn't like to show that much emotion here. The tables all had warming charms over them and Roger, Blaise and Hannah were taking a bunch of breakfast stuff out of some baskets and putting them on the tables.
Susan and Hannah hugged her. Ernie and Blaise tolerated her hug. She felt a little flush after hugging Blaise. The boy was quiet and usually didn't touch anyone outside of the practice rooms. She had not realized that his body had hardened over the summer. He didn't feel as hard as Harry, but he was getting there.
It was a marvelous breakfast, and the rest of the day she just felt like she was floating on air. It wasn't until after lunch that she was able to get to the rest of her pile of gifts. She jumped onto her bed, her bag unceremoniously forgotten at the base of her bed. Looking at the pile, she wasn't sure where to start first. After a few, she decided she would save Daphne's and Harry's for last. They had obviously been the ones to organize things, making them important.
Ron's was first. It was a sextant for astronomy. Looking at it, she was amazed. Ron and all the Weasley's were always sensitive about how much money they had. This was worth at least twenty-five galleons and far better than the standard one she had gotten with her original Hogwarts supplies, which had cost her parents a little over three. She wasn't sure if it was Ron trying to get back into her good graces or if he was really changed?
He had been quite different since coming back, and especially after he had earned that award with Harry and her. Most nights he was still telling the story of the troll, the chess match and what happened with Lockhart.
Soon she had an assortment of books, a self-inking quill set, various sweets and a pair of new witches’ boots like the ones she had admired on Tracey over the summer. When she opened the present from Blaise, her eyebrows rose. It was two books. One she had admired in Flourish and Blotts when they had all gone to Diagon Alley. The red leather cover was in a language she knew to be Gobbledygook. It was a Curse Breaker training guide, the one the goblins published for those that wanted to be a rune weaver or Curse Breaker for the bank. Her parents had told her it was too expensive, but now it was in her hands.
The second book was a book on Gobbledygook.
She stared at them for a few. Again, the mostly quiet boy had surprised her. Her curiosity won out and she opened the book on Gobbledygook, not realizing she hadn't opened the last two packages. It wasn't until Fay came in a few hours later to drop off her bag that Hermione was shaken out of her reading.
"What's with all the packages and wrappings," Fay asked.
Hermione looked up, blinking. Her mind was trying to assimilate the goblin language and wasn't paying attention. "What?" she queried.
"All the packages and wrappings. Is it your birthday?"
Hermione smiled. "Fifteen today," she said, her brain still filing away everything she had read.
"Oh, I wish I had known. Happy Birthday. Lavender, Parvati and me would have gotten you something and a cake," the girl said.
"Don't worry. I never told any of you," Hermione replied.
"Get anything good?"
"Excellent, actually."
"Looks like you missed two," Fay nodded, sitting on her bed next to Hermione.
Hermione blinked again and looked down. She saw the packages from Harry and Daphne. Harry's was small. Daphne's was obviously another book. "Oh, I did."
Picking up Daphne's first, she opened it to find an old, leather bound book and a note.

  -o-


  Father has allowed you to borrow this for the year. Do not loan it to anyone except myself or Astoria.


  Harry has mentioned how much his occlumency lessons have helped him. Given your love of knowledge, and the benefits occlumency can give for information retention, and other things, the Potters and Greengrasses have agreed to support your education in this subject.


  Keep this book safe, hidden and in good condition.


  Your friend,


  Daphne


  -o-

Hermione blinked at the note. She had read about occlumency, and knew Harry was being trained as part of his therapy, but she had not thought that she would be given the chance to learn herself. She felt speechless.
"Well, what is it?" Fay asked.
She opened her mouth a time or two before she said, "Something special."
Scanning the note again, she was curious about what Harry had gotten her. She ripped open the present and found a small day planner. Opening it, she found a note from Harry.

  -o-


  Hermione,


  I hope you like a new planner. You are always bugging us about our study schedules.


  This is a special one. I have convinced Healer Tonks to start teaching you Occlumency and have paid for lessons for the next year. All appointments will be found in here, and if they need to change, Healer Tonks has a copy that she can adjust the times.


  Hope you don't mind my writing, but I added all your classes, training and study group times so she knows. You can change any of them following the instructions on the inside page.


  I hope you like this,


  Harry


  -o-

"A planner? That is just a joke, right?" Fay laughed.
Hermione shut it and pulled it to her chest. Her heart was thudding in her chest. This had been the best birthday she had ever had and the knowledge on her bed was certainly almost priceless. "It is no joke."
Fay laughed at her goofy smile. "Well, I hope I get a new broom for my birthday. I'm heading down to meet Lav and Parv. It's almost dinner time. You coming?"
Hermione shook her head. "In a few," she replied.
Fay left the room and Hermione ran her hands over her new prizes. A planner with occlumency lessons. A Greengrass book on the subject. The red-leather rune study guide and the book on Gobbledygook. To her, these were all priceless.
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  September 20, 1994


  Hogwarts, Scotland

Neville sat with Hermione while Ron and Harry sat behind them. What used to be Binns classroom was different now. There was a wall that was filling with copies of papers: The Daily Prophet from Britain, the New Amsterdam Gazette and Pacific Sun from the United States, La Nouvelle Republique from France and the Canberra Times from Australia were the most prominent. It was a collage of modern affairs that Professor Davis had them looking at every Tuesday. Thursdays was the drier day, going over 'real' Wizarding History. In the first few weeks Professor Davis had started on the roots of their current magic system: the conflict between the Romans and Picts.
Neville had never heard of any of this history before and found it fascinating. He actually couldn't think of anyone in class that had fallen asleep yet.
Well, that might have something to do with the looks of the new Professor. Tracey was growing into being a beautiful woman, and if she looked half as pretty as her mother at the same age, Neville would find her as hot as he did now. Not that he would voice that opinion, but he couldn't deny the dreams he was having about Tracey, or the way she kissed him left him having to take long showers many nights. The fact she had said the other night they weren't even really snogging yet had him moaning in his sleep that night.
Of course, many of the boys in the castle were having the same issues over his intended’s mother. Neville was happy his wet dreams did not include her. He was more than content with Professor Davis' daughter.
As though thoughts of the girl could call her, a letter fell out of his book as he put it on the table.
Hermione glanced over. "Another note from Tracey?" she asked, a soft smile on her face.
"I hope so. Otherwise, someone has learned to copy her handwriting," he replied, taking the note.
"That is a possibility," Hermione countered.
Neville chuckled as he opened the paper. The flowing script, and the small picture of a paper crane felt like Tracey.

  -o-


  Just want you to know I miss you when I don't get to see you. Lunch in our alcove?


  Love


  Tracey


  -o-

Neville had a grin come over his face. Tracey and him had found a small alcove on the second floor of the West Tower that never seemed to get much foot traffic. He would have to go down to the kitchens and get a picnic basket. It was a good thing the elves didn't mind doing that.
He tore off the bottom half of the letter, wrote a quick 'Yes' and then used a spell she had taught him. The paper folded up into a small crane and then fluttered out of the room as Professor Davis walked in. The Professor followed the small paper crane and looked to be suppressing a smile as she walked over to her desk. "Books away today. I have a lesson on how the old Druid Circle still influence magical Britain. How many got a copy of the Daily Prophet today?"
Many in class raised their hands.
"Good. If any of you have it still, open up to page five. About halfway down the page you will find an article about wand crafting regulations. I know, a boring subject, but it was the Council that decided to start using wands and that decision still affects us to this day," she told them.
Hermione already had her paper and parchment out, taking notes.

  -oOo-


  September 24, 1994


  London, England

Amelia was woken by Minsy. "Mistress Amelia," the elf said softly.
Since Harry and Susan had gone back to Hogwarts, she was back to her long hours. The search for Dumbledore hadn't turned up anything in months. She hadn't thought the man would be this elusive, not with his penchant for controlling things.
Trying to find who tried to assassinate Harry and Daphne was equally as frustrating. They had not been able to apprehend the Fishmonger. Somehow the man was being elusive to both her Aurors and Hit Wizards, as well as the Unspeakables. It was worrying that someone could evade them like that, but again, Dumbledore was being equally as elusive.
Her last big worry, which was baring fruit, was the outing of all those that had helped Dumbledore. Three more arrests this week, making eight people. The Crouches were already kissed. It had made a stir to eliminate the last two members of an old House, but they had deserved it. The laws were clear in the punishment for their crimes, and with the alliance with Anders, old money had not swayed the court to defer them to just Azkaban this time.
Of the other six, two were still in St. Mungo's going through treatments. Poor Bertha Jorkins was still recovering from all the memory charms that had to be broken or reversed. She had been almost as bad as Remus, who was still in the hospital as well.
Thomas Rivers had turned in his Aurors badge last week after finding out how compromised he had become by Dumbledore. The compulsion and obliviations found on him were bad enough it was considered not to reverse the spells. She silently gave him a full accommodation and pension. He had only been on the force for ten years, but it was the least she could do that no one had found that in all the evaluations they were required to go through each year.
Knowing how deep some of the issues went, she was silently having everyone in the DMLE checked and working on having it repeated every month for a while.
Four more would be going to trial in within the next month. The biggest of the cases would be her ex-Head of Records. The woman had been found to be involved in manipulating records over the last twenty years. Once that trial was done, she was looking forward to arresting Lucius Malfoy and a few others. The woman had taken more than a hundred-thousand galleons in bribes during her career and altered, buried or 'lost' thousands of files for Dumbledore, Malfoy and others.
All this led to long hours working with her Aurors, Barristers, Solicitors and her investigators. Never mind the security the Aurors were now heading up in Hogsmeade and Hogwarts in preparation for the stupid Triwizard Tournament. They had been able to change the second task, but not the other two. The contract was too solid on those. Her concern was still the hostages for the second task, but they still had a few months to ensure their safety. On the positive, the cup was only allowed to choose hostages that were over-age or had been approved by their parents or guardians. That should reduce some of the risk.
"Mistress Amelia," Minsy said again, shaking her.
"I'm up," she said a little groggily. Normally she would have shot out of bed, but there had been a glass or three of scotch when she got home tonight.
"Minsy has let in Mr. Scrimgeour and two Aurors, as you have allowed. They are waiting in the atrium," she told her.
Amelia shot up, grabbed a dressing gown, groaned at the headache that was already threatening, then grabbed her wand and rushed out of her room.
At the base of the stairs, Scrimgeour was standing with a few parchments. Dorsey and a young Auror, whose name alluded her at this early hour, was waiting next to the fireplace.
"I assume this is rather important, Rufus?" she asked. It was very unusual that this would happen.
The man's dour expression spoke volumes. "I need your signature."
She pursed her lips. "What for?"
"We were able to finally capture the Fishmonger. He was trying to ferry across two-dozen werewolves, some illegal potion ingredients and other artifacts. Got an interesting surprise," Rufus told her.
"What type of surprise," she questioned.
"Read the paperwork."
She pursed her lips and summoned her monocle from her room. Once on, she scanned the paper. Rufus was asking to raid members of the Wizengamot. "Bloody hell," she murmured. "You are certain?"
"I have Selwyn, Yaxley and Mulciber in cells right now. All three were on the boat and all three tried to kill my Aurors," Rufus growled. "I have three Aurors in St. Mungo’s and they were also in some interesting garb."
She quirked an eye at him, and he pulled out a silver mask from his pocket. She took in a hissing breath. Scrimgeour went on, "There were five. One lost his mask falling over the side and we could not find them. The last took a cutting curse to his neck and we couldn't save him."
"Who?"
"Don't know. His head went over the side and we couldn't summon it. Found out these masks have an anti-summoning charm on them. Probably some other stuff. We are getting them all to the Unspeakables."
"Bloody hell. You have a quill?"
Rufus handed her one. She signed the three search warrants. They had to move quickly before any of their allies got word of this. "Tell whoever is in the Barristers office to get an order prepared to move them to the lower cells on Azkaban. Double guard. I will be to the Ministry in about twenty minutes. I want this kept quiet, Rufus. If the Prophet or Minister finds out before tomorrow night when I give a Press Conference, I will be ordering a full review of all Aurors and everyone else in the DMLE. Is that clear?"
"Crystal," Rufus said with a feral grin.
She spun to rush up the stairs. The fire flared before she even reached the top as they all left. She was worried about the possible political fallout of this, but she couldn't keep the grin off her face. For years she had tried to get something on the ones that escaped Azkaban or were still unknown. Selwyn and Yaxley were surprises, but Mulciber was not. Rufus probably already had people looking for the one that got away and they would have to see the goblins to do a blood trace on the one that died. She was hoping the person was another Death Wanker.
With a determined stride she threw her door open and summoned her Hit Wizard robes. She might need them for the next few days if things went south. She wouldn't put it past anyone to try to eliminate certain officials. It had happened before when those of Dark Houses were in this much trouble.
"Minsy, take these notes down," she ordered, knowing the elf would be close by. "Double the guard at Hogwarts. Have another review scheduled for the Triwizard Cup with Bagman and whomever is in charge of Magical Cooperation. I will need parchment to send Harry and Susan notes. After that, bring up Gaiden. She is faster and I want this to them for breakfast."
Minsy frantically wrote down everything before realizing the last two were orders for her. "Right away, Mistress Amelia," the elf called out.
"Can you have Tipsy make me some coffee and get me a hangover draught," she called after her elf as she slipped on her boots.
Minsy poked her head back in. "Minsy will... interrupt Dobby and Tipsy."
Amelia shook her head. "Never mind. I'll just get some at the Ministry."
"Yes, mistress."
Sirius had mentioned the elves were involved with each other, but she had forgotten to talk to Harry about that before he left. She wouldn't deny them their tryst, and it was a time of night they were 'off-duty'. If this went on, there would be elflings around soon. "I won't lay claim to them," she muttered.
There was a soft crack and a disheveled Minsy, the hair in her ears at all odd angles and her dress on backwards, appeared. “Mistress Amelia need Tipsy.”
She had to stifle the laugh. With everything else, seeing an elf that had obviously been ‘enjoying’ herself was just too much.

  -oOo-


  Later that day...

"Ah, so nice to see you. Thank you for coming," Slughorn said ushering them in.
Daphne was still very wary about Slughorn. He had really given Harry, her and their friends more attention. He was always fair in class, and taught everyone in a much better way than Snape ever had, but it didn't go unnoticed the shine the man had taken to Hermione's brilliance, Harry's fame, Daphne's connections, class prowess and being intended to Harry, Neville as a scion that would have much power and his intended, Tracey, as well as Blaise, Susan, Ernie, Hannah and Millicent as children on their alliance.
Today, many of them were here. Roger, Susan, Ernie, Hermione, Neville, Tracey and Blaise. Stepping in, she wasn't surprised to see that they were not the only ones. Cho Chang, Lavender Brown, the Patil Twins, The Carrow twins, Ginny Weasley, Ian Gregor and two boys she didn't know. Looking at the assembled people, it was obvious what they all had in common right away: all of them had families with Wizengamot seats or were allies of those with important seats, like Hermione.
"Thank you, Professor Slughorn. It is a pleasure to accept your invitation," Harry replied. She smiled internally. He was getting better at this.
"Oh, the pleasure is mine, my boy. I am glad to see your intended, Ms. Greengrass, is with you. Excellent job on that last essay, I must say. Though, Ms. Granger still edged you out this time," Slughorn said jovially.
"Ms. Granger and I are in a friendly competition. I shall better her next time," she jibed in a cool tone. Hermione raised an eyebrow at her.
"You can try," challenged Hermione.
The man laughed. "A friendly competition indeed. And you, Mr. Potter? Are you competing?"
"I am no competition for my best friends. Now, once Beauxbatons and Durmstrang arrive, I hope for a good competition," Harry responded.
“Oh ho. Yes. I look forward to those matches,” Slughorn replied.
"Don’t let my intended fool you, professor. Harry is competitive with us as well. He is also going to win the Quidditch Tournament,” Daphne put in. She would not let anyone doubt that.
Slughorn nodded. "I assume there is no bias there, Ms. Greengrass?"
"None, sir," said Daphne. The man laughed again and soon they were passed off to the group as a few stragglers came in.
"Do you notice there is no one from the Dark Houses?" Tracey put to them. None of them were really into socializing today. Daphne didn't like the look Padma Patil and Lavender Brown were giving Harry. She was his intended and would not let that go. The way she clung to his arm proved she belonged their and he was not available.
"I did. I am not surprised. Malfoy has been trying to kiss up to him, but Slughorn never associated with any of those that supported with You-Know-Who once their allegiances were known," she whispered back.
"Is it me or are almost everyone here an heir or heiress?" Harry enquired.
"Only four of us are not," Hermione replied.
"If you all like, I have tea, butterbeer, or for those of age, some excellent mead," Slughorn told them, calling them over to a large table. Eighteen of them sat around the round table.
"So, I know this isn't all that I would like to talk with this year, but I thought it nice to see some of the top stars of my potions class here today," he started. Looking around, he beamed at them all. Daphne had the thought that this man was good. Grade wise, they all were within the top ten of their years. She tried to pay attention to the grade postings for their year and those elsewhere in the castle. Father and mother had asked her to keep an eye open for a few good potion people her families could hire for their growing business.
"Thank you, sir," Blaise said after a moment.
"Welcome, my boy. Welcome. Now, don't be shy. Take anything you want. The ginger biscuits are particularly nice, as are the jelly tarts. I promise I don't spike anything," he said with a grin.
"Now, Ms. Chang, is it true your family is involved in importing from China and other Asian countries?"
"Yes, sir. Mostly alchemical and rare components. My parent's shop is always stocked," Chang replied. Her soft Scottish accent had the three older boys, including Roger, looking at her.
"I am never disappointed when I visit. Is he part of the group supporting the lowering of tariffs?"
"I am unsure. Dad doesn't talk about the Wizengamot much," she replied.
Slughorn looked a little disappointed. "That is alright, Ms. Chang. I didn't really become interested myself until I was in my twenties. What about you, Mr. Davis?"
"I am unsure about the tariff's, sir. Being an Under Head of Magical Reversal, my father doesn't have much stake in the proposed changes. I do know my parents, and many here, do support changes to other taxes," Roger replied.
"So, I have heard. This is something Mr. Longbottom is probably interested in. The Potter-Greengrass allies have put forward a change that would affect potion ingredients," Slughorn commented.
"I don't know all that is in the bill, but my Gran assures me lower the tax on Muggleborn and making the same for everyone will not affect our herbology business," Neville replied.
"Why should we do that?" one of the older boys asked.
"It is rather unfair to tax someone just because of who their parents are," Hermione retorted.
"This is a civilized conversation, Mr. Winters. Ms. Granger, I would like to hear of this more later. Ms. Brown, I hear your father is accepting apprentices again?" Slughorn changed subject.
As the man worked around the room, he was good at pulling out how much each group knew about the current Wizengamot affairs. It was also obvious that he focused more on the alliance children as the hour wore on. By the time they left, Slughorn looked pleased.
"Mr. Potter, Ms. Greengrass, would you stay behind for a moment?" Slughorn called out.
"We'll catch up with you," Harry told their friends. "How can we help you professor?"
"I was wondering if you wouldn't mind passing some regards to your parents and guardian?"
Daphne nodded. "Of course, Professor."
"Wonderful. The Changs and Proudhons have asked me to pass their felicitations and would like to congratulate your houses on the courtship you are both in. If Lord Greengrass or Madam Bones would like to accept the felicitations in a tea, they would like to be contacted. I can organize anything you would like."
Harry was about to respond when she answered first. He wasn't sure if he understood what Slughorn was trying to do. Like today, he was trying to sound out who would be the strongest potential people to support on the Wizengamot in the future, he was not trying to sound out if their Alliance wished to expand. Things must be moving faster than father had thought.
"I will pass along your message. Scion Potter and I thank you very much for the recognition and support of our courtship, Professor," she replied.
Inside she was doing flips, both happy and worried. She believed Cho didn’t want Harry, but Lord Chang was still seeking an alliance. Harry had multiple houses, and technically he could take a wife for each, but as the Potter Lord, he was not required too. She was a little pleased that multiple wives was just not done often anymore, but it was still a possibility. Father and Madam Bones didn't seem to want that outcome.
The unknown would be Sirius. If Sirius wanted to pass on his votes and see his House continue, he would either have to marry or name Harry Scion. That would mean she would have to bear three or more children to have the Greengrass, Black and Potter names continue. She wasn’t sure she was ready to think about that yet. The alternative, Harry having a second wife, was even less of what she wanted to think of.
Her fear was that the Changs were an elected house and known to be ambitious to move up the social ladder. Cho seemed like a nice girl, but Daphne didn’t want to share.
"Thank you, my dear. Now, run off. It's a wonderful day out," Slughorn said, playfully giving them a shooing motion.
When they were in the hall, Harry asked, "What was that about? Wouldn't the Changs and Proudhons just send Amelia and your parents a missive?"
"Chang approached me a few weeks ago. I think her father has already approached your aunt and were probably rebuffed. The Proudhons are allies of the Changs. Slughorn knows if he can broker a deal between our alliance and theirs, someone would owe him a favour," she replied.
Harry made a face. "No wonder they call you snakes," he snarked.
She giggled. "Good thing you can talk to snakes then, otherwise you might have to worry about me."
He laughed. "I have only found one snake I can't control so far."
She gave him a raised brow. "Only one?"
"As much as I like snakes, I like flowers more," he said with a cheeky grin.
She smiled and stopped him long enough to peck him on the lips. "Nice answer."

  -oOo-


  September 26, 1994


  Hogwarts, Scotland

Blaise, Tracey and her were walking up to the library. Millicent wasn't doing most of the study sessions, not as interested in having her grades up. She was content to be very good at potions and astronomy. She did show up to all their workouts and DADA practices, though.
Daphne was hoping they were not getting a false sense of security. All the Dark Houses were being abnormally quiet, and after there had been a dozen or so cases of magical use in the halls between classes that were known to be handled with a heavy hand, many were weary of breaking any of the new rules.
As such, Daphne and the rest of them were starting to find the year rather enjoyable. The politics of her House were not as cutthroat. She was able to spend time with Harry with no comments, though she didn't miss the jealous or disgusted looks towards them at times from more than just Slytherin.
Harry, Neville and Hermione were already at their usual table. Monday afternoons were usually just the six of them. Tuesdays and Thursdays were the larger groups. Harry was engrossed in an essay, so she slipped into the open chair besides him.
He looked up. "OH, Daph. I didn't realize you were here," he said, his green eyes focusing on her.
She liked the pleasant shiver that ran down her spine every time he did that. "You looked preoccupied."
"A little. Still trying to catch up a little to where you are in Runes," he told her, showing her the latest homework assignment. He was doing well for someone who hadn't been with them last year. He was maintaining a high Exceeds Expectations. She had no doubt he would be maintaining an Outstanding by Christmas.
"You want me to look it over?"
"In a few. I want to finish this last translation and then do the chains for binding," he replied.
She smiled at him, proud of his effort and gave him a kiss on the cheek. Harry gave his goofy grin, which just made her insides squirm more.
Looking down the table, Tracey had already gotten her charms work out and was talking with Neville. Hermione was still engrossed in the book before her. Blaise looked at it before taking the top of the feather on his quill and pointing to something on her paper. "I think you got the wrong verb here," he told her.
She watched the interaction, curious about it. Something had changed between the two since Hermione's birthday and she wasn't sure what it was.
Hermione looked at what he was pointing at. "I am pretty sure I got the right word for 'traveling'," she told him.
"If you mean by foot," Blaise told her. "Page fifty-eight of the Gobbledygook book I got you. It goes over the different ways goblins look to travel."
Harry leaned over to Daphne. "What is going on? They have been like this for the last twenty minutes."
She waved him off to be quiet. Blaise cast a quick look at her, but Hermione had already picked up another book and was flipping through it. She knew Blaise had a bit of an eidetic memory from the years of occlumency he had been through. He just struggled at times to get the wand work down, and he was not a strong essay writer. He had improved significantly over the summer.
Tracey cast a quick glance, and then went back to working on the charms revision with Neville.
Hermione was running her hand down the page. "You mean here? Why wouldn't you use the 'way the foot walks' as the main verb? This is supposed to be a rune chain that tracks movement."
"Is the only way to move by foot?"
Hermione stared at Blaise for a second, looked at the book and then her paper. "Can you speak Gobbledygook?"
"The Zabini's are bankers and investors back in Italy. We are all taught English, Italian, Gobbledygook and Dwarfish from a young age. Many of the banks in Northern Africa are run by the dwarves, like the goblins dominate Europe. That book was one my mother gave me when I was six," Blaise told her.
Hermione looked incredibly excited. "Really? Could you teach me?"
"If you want," Blaise offered.
She had never seen Hermione look that way at anyone else. She was excited, but it was like she was excited because someone was challenging her. Daphne wondered how often Hermione felt challenged?
"Please. When can we start? Did I make any other mistakes? I don't have any plans after dinner tonight..."
Harry gave a soft chuckle next to her. "Poor sod," Harry whispered.
She nudged him. "Leave off," she warned him. Blaise had taken to Neville, Harry and Ernie this summer and she didn't want Harry to bug Blaise about this. They could be good for each other. "She is your best mate."
"Like I said, poor sod," he whispered back, a grin on his face.
She nudged him again. "Finish your runes and we can go over it," she ordered him.
He chuckled softly again. "Yes, dear," he said cheekily.
She made a face at him before trying to control it. Why could he rile her like this? Not that she minded it too much. "Hush you."
He kept chuckling for a few minutes as he settled back into his work.
They called the session about three and she accepted an invitation to walk with Harry for a bit. Hermione and Neville went off towards Gryffindor Tower while Tracey and Blaise went the opposite way, saying they would all meet again after dinner.
As they walked towards the grounds, her arm around his, Harry asked, "Does Blaise like Hermione?"
"I don't know. He's never really said he likes anyone before," she responded.
Harry nodded. "Practices start Saturday, so I may have to miss our picnic."
She gave a little bit of a dramatic sigh as they walked. "If I have to give up some time with you so you can be the best Seeker against Beauxbatons and Durmstrang, I guess I can just wait until Sunday," she said and got a sly smirk from Harry. "Besides, I need another snitch to add to my collection."
"You keep saying that and I might get a big head," he teased.
"No, you won't," she said matter of fact. "You will play to the best of your abilities, without getting cocky, and if you do, I will give you a reward."
He looked at her questioningly. "What type of reward?" he asked.
She stopped, looked around to make sure she didn't see anyone, and went up on her toes to give him a kiss. It was a sweet kiss that sent shivers down her body again, especially when Harry's hands went to her waist. They hadn't done anything else yet, but she was starting to get the feeling she might want to kiss him harder.
The grin he had made her grin. "I guess that is a good reward. What if I don't play to my best?"
"If you get too overconfident or a prat, I'll make sure you don't get any kisses for a long time."
His face scrunched up. "Right. Don't get too overconfident or become a prat."
She laughed at him, and they started to walk again. "Prat," she said affectionately.
"So, no kisses then?"
She rolled her eyes and let him peck her on the lips. "I'll let it pass this time."
They walked over the bridge out towards Hagrid's hut. "We should go visit Hagrid soon. Hermione and I haven't been there yet."
A voice came from behind them. "It's not bad enough you made the Greengrasses Blood Traitors, you now want them to converse with half-giants?"
Harry was quick. His wand was out and he was pushing her behind him before she could get her wand to her hand. Turning, she saw Malfoy, Crabbe, Goyle, Parkinson and Nott. "Leave her be, Malfoy," Harry snapped.
The boy had a snarl on his face, pulling his own wand. "The wards don't pick up who uses magic out here. I think it’s time to settle some issues. Especially now your Aunt seems to be going after proper Pure Bloods."
Harry backed up, pushing her back. The others pulled their wands as well. She felt a tinge of fear.
Harry snorted. "You aren't going to go run to your father?" Harry goaded Draco.
"Harry," she hissed. The others looked to mean business.
Draco's lip curled. "Don't mention my father," Draco spat. "You have no idea what you have done. Now get away from Greengrass and let her come back to where she belongs."
"Daphne is with me. Does dear old daddy mean you to duel me for her? Or does he want to you finish me off like he couldn't this summer?"
"Diffindio," Draco snapped.
Harry pushed her to the side and the spell made a gouge in the wood post across from them. She circled her wand. "Venscutum."
A shield that was mostly translucent came to her wrist and she moved to block the next cutting curse. The other four with Draco looked a little dumbstruck that Draco would actually attack them. The shield cracked and faded when the spell hit it and she conjured another one. Harry was moving and he spoke so fast she only caught the three stunners and then with a flash Draco's wand flew out of his hand. Crabbe and Goyle dropped from the stunners, but Nott was able to shield against Harry's other stunner.
Draco's wand flew into the air and landed by Harry's feet.
"Draco Malfoy, you have made an unprovoked attack on a Scion and Heiress in a Courtship with intent to harm. I, Scion Potter, of the House of Potter, demand retribution," Harry snapped out.
Two Aurors were suddenly pounding on the bridge as they ran to them. "What happened?"
"Potter attacked me and took my wand," Malfoy yelled out.
Daphne, thinking she would be safe now, stood up, but didn't vanish her shield. "Scion Malfoy threatened Scion Potter and me. Then attacked us with severing hexes. Scion Potter and I only defended ourselves after the first spell was cast."
She watched with satisfaction as Pansy paled some.
"Whose wand is that here?" one of the Aurors asked, moving to pick up Draco's wand.
"Mine. Give it here or my father will have your badge," Draco demanded.
Harry moved to protect her again. "I demand satisfaction," Harry stated. The rules of dueling and honour were suspended while attending Hogwarts or on the grounds, but they had all been taught the rules and laws.
The Auror backed up her thoughts. "There is no satisfaction while you attend school, Mr. Potter. Mr. Malfoy, you and Mr. Potter will be coming with me. We are going to have a talk with Headmistress McGonagall. Reynolds, revive those two. You are all taking a walk with us."
She was fuming now that the danger was over. As she thought about it, Malfoy had meant to really harm them. The fact Harry hadn't responded in kind was rather impressive. As Auror Reynolds herded her fellow Slytherin she looked to Harry. He was glaring at Malfoy's back. The blonde gave him a hateful glare over his shoulder.
"I apologize for not being here quicker, Mr. Potter, Heiress Greengrass. There was a disturbance at Professor Hagrid's hut we had to respond to before this happened, " the Auror with them said.
"I want him kicked out," Harry said. "He tried to get us with severing charms."
She took his hand. The shock of the moment starting to wear off and she was starting to feel the fear of what could have happened. "We are alright, Harry."
"You need to get to the Headmistress. We are required to report and present anyone we find breaking the rules," the Auror said.
Harry held her hand firmly. "We didn't do anything wrong."
"We saw most of the fight and will report it exactly as it occurred," the Auror said.
"Thank you, Auror..." she looked to his badge, "Dawlish."
"My pleasure, Heiress Greengrass. if you would," the man gestured, and they made their way towards the third floor.

  -oOo-


  Headmistress Office, Hogwarts, Scotland

Ludo was nodding happily. The man was so excited about the events this year, he was almost hopping in his chair. The idiot didn't seem to care that Crouch and Dumbledore were no longer involved, or that the Tri Wizarding Tournament was being changed and made less 'challenging', as long as he got his Inter-School Quidditch Tournament.
Ludo was a man that looked to have once been a rather burly man, but now was more fat than muscle, with sandy hair that was thinning and a face that belong more on an early twenty-something, not fifty-something.
"So, we are doing a six-game tournament, one-game to be held every three weeks and I am announcing the games?" the ex-Quidditch player said excitedly.
"Yes," Bernard St. Pierre said. St. Pierre was a man with a pencil mustache, a full head of dark hair and light blue eyes. He had come highly recommended, and she had no issue voting for him when he was recalled from Spain to Head the Department of Magical Cooperation. "The other schools have agreed. The respective Ministries have also agreed to the changes to the events. Do you know why four dragons were ordered?"
The man had only been in the job for two weeks.
"We do not. Unfortunately, we cannot change that event. The competitors will have to retrieve a clue. We are all agreed we will make the dangers clear before we allow anyone to put their names in the Goblet? We also agree to the change in contract so that any Champion can back out and be replaced by another at their school, if they want?" Amelia asked.
"I can't believe they would use the original contract," Minerva complained.
"Yes, everyone is in agreement," St. Pierre replied.
Amelia nodded and they all stopped when a small stone gargoyle over the door announced, "Auror Dawlish and Reynolds requesting permission to enter. Seven students with them."
Minerva's lips pursed. "How many more warnings can I give?" she asked facetiously. "Are we done here?"
"I think so. We will have one final meeting next week and then sign the final agreement," St. Pierre informed them.
"Very good. Amelia, do you want to stay in case your Aurors found something?"
"I better. If it's nothing I will just excuse myself," she responded. Minerva nodded and a moment later, Amelia watched seven students enter. Her brow scrunched to see Daphne and Harry with others she recognized. The blond could only be Lucius Malfoy's son, and the big boy with light brown hair looked a lot like Crabbe Senior.
"What is this," Minerva asked to the group.
"Potter attacked us..." the Malfoy boy attempted to rush out.
"I did not," Harry snapped at the Malfoy boy.
"Enough," Minerva snapped and both boys went quiet. Daphne was standing tall and regally, with Harry doing his best. Only one of the others were acting like she would expect such 'virtuous' Purebloods to act. He looked like he was a Nott.
"Auror Dawlish, what is going on?"
"I do not have Mr. Malfoy's side yet, but Mr. Potter and Ms. Greengrass have claimed they were threatened and then attacked by Mr. Malfoy. Reynolds and me only caught the spell fire. Mr. Malfoy did throw the first three spells before Mr. Potter stunned those two and then disarmed Mr. Malfoy. Mr. Nott shielded a spell from Mr. Potter but cast no others. Ms. Greengrass used an Aegis shield to block a severing charm from Mr. Malfoy," the Auror said in a quick clip.
She moved to take hold of the situation. Her ward and his intended were attacked on Hogwarts grounds.
Minerva motioned for her to sit, and she did after a moment.
"Is this true, Potter and Greengrass?"
"That is not the whole story," Malfoy cut in. "Potter has threatened me in the past and stolen my inheritance and is part of making the Greengrasses Blood Traitors..." He was cut off by a flick of Minerva's wand.
"That will be enough, Mr. Malfoy. I will ask you your perspective in just a moment. Potter? Greengrass?"
Harry's nostril's flared and she could see he was angry enough he might make this worse if he spoke. Daphne must have seen it too because she rushed to speak first. "Auror Dawlish has reported the situation as it occurred, Headmistress McGonagall."
"And what did he threaten?"
"He made mention about 'evening the score' now that Madam Bones was going after proper Purebloods. I do not know what he is talking about, Headmistress," she stated.
Minerva turned her hard stare to Malfoy and the others. "Is this true, Mr. Malfoy?"
"Potter has threatened me by Line-theft and challenging me to a duel in the past," Malfoy snarked.
Amelia caught Harry's eye and she saw a spark there that these two did not get along. She was going to have to ask him about it after this. He had not mentioned this rivalry. "That is a serious accusation, Mr. Malfoy," she said. "How has my ward committed line-theft against you?"
The Malfoy boy sneered as he looked at her, then his face paled when he must have recognized who she was. "Uhm, well, my mother is a Black. I was to inherit the House of Black."
"Was a Black," she stated. "I think if you ask your father or mother to look it up, you will find she has been disowned. Scion Potter is also one degree closer to the current Lord Black in relation, clearly making him the heir of the House. I shall have to send a letter to Lord Malfoy making sure you receive the proper education in this matter."
Harry looked about ready to laugh or something and stood taller when she cast him an eye.
"Yes, be that as it may, these are matters better addressed outside of Hogwarts. This is a place of learning, not dueling at a perceived slight. You are certain Potter and Greengrass only cast to defend themselves?"
"Yes, Headmistress. Ms. Greengrass only cast to protect herself while Mr. Potter only cast to stun or disarm. Mr. Potter stopped casting once his opponents were down," Dawlish replied.
The woman glared at the seven students. After a moment, Minerva's pursed lips opened. "Mr. Malfoy, you shall serve detention with your Head-of-House for the next week for bullying and instigating a duel. The rest of you with him shall serve two nights for bullying. Really! Five of you against two," she said, clearly disappointed.
The five Slytherin students just glared back. "Yes, ma'am," the Malfoy boy said after a moment.
"Mr. Malfoy, if I find you instigating or participating in anything else like this, you will be going home until after the New Year. If there are any other events after that, you will be expelled. Am I understood?"
Malfoy's face showed his rage before he seemed to crush it down and take on more of the cool expression his father was known for. "Yes, ma'am. Are we dismissed now?"
Minerva pursed her lips again. "The same will go for the rest of you. I will consider a week or more of suspension should you be found bullying again. You may go."
The boy gave a quick nod and turned, leading the others out.
"Minerva, are you sure that was strict enough? You said he cast severing charms at you?" Amelia questioned Harry and Daphne.
"Yes, Amelia," said Harry in a clip voice.
"Minerva..." she quieted as her old friend and teacher held up a hand.
"I understand the severity of what happened, but I am enforcing the new rules. I understand your ward and Ms. Greengrass could have been seriously hurt, but they were not. The new rules state I am to give a warning and other punishment for the first offense if no one is hurt. After that, I am free to decide on the punishment. Though expulsion will need to be cleared by the Governors," Minerva stated.
"They were only saved because of the training we gave them over the summer," Amelia said hotly.
"They are not hurt. If they are attacked or bullied again, regardless of outcome, Mr. Malfoy and anyone involved will be suspended, if not expelled. I will apply the rules evenly, unlike a previous Headmaster," she stated.
Amelia wasn't pleased, but she could understand. Minerva's hands were as tied as her own when it came to following rules and laws. "Amelia, he almost hit Daphne. I had to push her out of the way for the first one. Why can't I demand satisfaction for potential harm to my ally and girlfriend?"
She met Harry's angry eyes. Her own lips pursed. Minerva spoke first. "Hogwarts is meant to be a place of education, Potter. Unless Greengrass is harmed or someone intentionally interferes with your relationship with the intent to cause irreparable harm or separation, the laws about seeking 'satisfaction' around courtships, and even betrothals, are suspended on these grounds between students. As are any formal laws or rules around honour duels or reparations. It is meant to provide an environment where mistakes can be made and learned from. The actions of Mr. Malfoy press against those rules. Your Regent can take up this issue with Lord Malfoy, but you cannot."
"Amelia, make it clear to Lord Malfoy that if Draco threatens Daphne or any of our friends again, I will be seeking Draco out for a duel once we are away from the castle," Harry demanded.
"Harry, don't do that. If you are the aggressor, Lord Malfoy can stipulate any condition and even any duelist he wants," Daphne said angrily.
Harry closed his eyes and took in a few deep breaths. As his Regent, she could advise against this path, but she could not stop it if he ordered her too. It would supersede her Guardian rights because of the Courtship Agreement.
"You would just let me let him hurt you first?" Harry asked, the concern clear in his voice.
"No. I would recommend that Madam Bones send a formal complaint to Lord Malfoy. It would need to be registered with the goblins and the Department of House Affairs because this threatens our courtship. This means that you will have other recourse you can pursue instead of a duel," Daphne tried to steer him towards a better path.
Amelia regarded the girl. She had watched with a smile all summer as they had grown closer and seen them both push each other in ways neither expected. If these two decided to enter into a betrothal when this agreement was done, she would sign it without regret.
Harry regarded the dark hair girl for a few before letting out a huff. His shoulders slumped and he put a hand behind his neck. "You are sure?"
"I think that the best path," Daphne assured her ward.
Minerva cast her a glance, looking impressed. "I would agree with Daphne," Amelia put in, hoping to push him over the ledge on this.
He nodded. "Amelia, please lodge a formal complaint for interference in a Courtship Agreement."
She nodded. "I will send you an owl once that is done."
"Thank you," he said. After a moment, he looked to the Headmistress. "Are we in trouble?"
"I do not condone any fighting or dueling in this school, but you clearly were just defending yourself. Next time you are to walk away, if you can. If you don't try to get out of the situation first, we will be having words and you will be having detention," Minerva told them.
Harry nodded.
"Thank you, Headmistress," Daphne replied. Harry let out another long breath.
"You may go."
"Escort me back to Slytherin?" Daphne asked.
Harry nodded and extended his arm. After they left, she looked to her Aurors. "Where the hell were you? You were supposed to be trailing them," she snapped at Dawlish and Reynolds.
"We thought there was an explosion at Professor Hagrid's hut and raced to find out. They were heading there, and we needed to know it was safe," Dawlish reported.
She made a disgruntled sound in her throat. "I am having a talk with Scrimgeour about how he trains you on protection details. It doesn't matter if the sky is falling. You stay and keep an eye on them. What if that had been someone else that had found their way onto the grounds?"
Both Aurors looked a little stricken.
"Now, go. Keep an eye on them. I am stopping by my Head of the Aurors when I get back."
"Yes, Boss," they both said, giving a three-finger salute that was taught in the Academy but almost never used.
She rubbed the bridge of her nose once they left.
Minerva got up. "One finger or two?"
"I'll take the whole bottle, but one will do," she replied.
Minerva clucked her tongue. "Welcome to the life of an educator. When I was a student, things were not as tense between the houses and students. I think Albus and others fostered that over the last few generations, and I was blinded to it. I have a long few years ahead of me to fix this."
Amelia snorted. "I don't know how you do it. Are you sure that was the appropriate punishment for Malfoy's boy and his lot?"
"I would prefer to throw many of them out. They are already indoctrinated by their parents and years of neglect to the school rules and the intent of its charter has brought it to this point. I fear it will not be until after our current group of first-years is gone before I finally manage to bring this school back to where it should be. Doesn't mean I won't try though," Minerva said solemnly. She took an almost full bottle of scotch and two glasses over. "Do you like ice?"
Amelia shook her head. "I am thinking it is just as insurmountable in the Wizengamot and Ministry. If things start to go downhill again, like they did in the seventies, I don't know if I can be a responsible parent and stay in this country with Susan and Harry."
Amelia took the glass with a 'thank you' nod.
"I am too old and stubborn to give up my place of birth. I will stay and do everything I can until my last breath." Minerva raised her glass and Amelia reciprocated.
"This alliance with Anders was supposed to be a way to get us back to where we once were and resolve many issues, we see killing our society. Opposition has been much heavier than we anticipated. I need Dumbledore and put him to trial. I have a few other new headaches that could help to break the Dark Alliance or strengthen it. I don't know yet. There are a lot of unpredicted moves in House loyalties in the last two months," she said taking a sip.
"As unexpected as a Potter and a Greengrass dating?"
Amelia snorted. "Yeah. As unpredictable as that. That girl is full of surprises though."
"As is Mr. Potter. His grandparents were much the same. Euphemia Black and Fleamont Potter stood on almost the same ground when they started a courtship their sixth year. Look how strong that coupling became," Minerva said, taking a sip from her own glass.
Amelia cocked her head. "I forget at times that Euphemia was a Slytherin. She was so smart and just as brave as Fleamont was as times."
"One's house is not the sum of who a person is. I did not miss that Greengrass didn't freeze or run. She stood right besides Potter. Potter is also learning to be calmer. If I was to say, he is bringing out her Gryffindor while she brings out his Slytherin. Throw in the fact they are competing at the top of their year, and obviously loyal to all those around them, I would say they will make a powerful pair should they stay together," her old transfiguration Professor said significantly.
She had the same opinion. "I just need them to survive to get there."
Minerva laughed. "Potters have always drawn trouble. I doubt that will be the last."
Amelia scrunched her brow, concerned. "No. Probably not."

  -oOo-


  October 1, 1994


  Somewhere along the Irish Sea...

Albus was getting worried. Severus had been gone for over a month now.
In that time, he had gotten restless. He was not used to being cut off from the world. Since February, that had been the way of things.
As he walked the cliff edge, staying inside the wards, his frustration grew. Not long ago he went where he wanted. Talked to whomever he wanted. Basked in the praise for who he was, or smugly gloated over those that were envious or afraid of him.
After Arianna's death, he knew he wasn't worthy enough to be a leader with great power. He had avoided it for almost thirty years, before Gellert had forced his hand. Then power was thrust upon him, and he tried to take the most innocuous positions for his fame. At first it had been Under-Secretary positions, but over time it became Supreme Mugwump and Chief Warlock. He avoided the higher offices, but had secured just as much, if not more power, than the Minister of Britain or Prime Minister of the ICW.
Looking back, he now realized that he had fallen for the trap he had avoided for so many years after his sister’s death.
In that time, he had built a network of spies, moles and informants that had let him know almost anything that was going on, outside the most hidden circles, like Tom's.
Now, he had nothing.
Severus absence and the need to know had led him out today. He had disguised himself, as loath he was to do, and found his way into Hogsmeade. The Auror presence had surprised him. He saw no less than ten. That was unheard of. It curtailed his planned outing, and he was only able to get a dozen or so older copies of the Daily Prophet and look across the lake at a school he had called home for almost a hundred years. That was the one that cut most deeply. He actually had a pain going through his chest to see Hogwarts and not be in the castle.
What cut deeper was to be on the edge of the grounds, and not feel the castle and the wards. He had been cut off from the only place he had ever truly cared about.
Now, he was pacing along the quarter mile stretch as a storm was threatening to come over head.
The papers he found disturbed him deeply. The Potter-Greengrass alliance had people scrambling. He could tell by the types of bills being proposed, and a few that the purebloods had supported, overturned. In three months, the Light Alliance was in a rout without his leadership and the news of the Crouches, Selwyn, Mulciber and Yaxley had the Dark Alliance scrambling. The attack at the Abbott's cotillion was evidence of that.
Changes were afoot and he was worried.
If all that wasn't enough, he had found the paper announcing the Courtships of the Longbottom heir to Tracey Davis, and Harry to the Greengrass chit. He saw the shadow of the Potter-Black Alliance all over again. That had nearly upturned his plans, destroyed many pureblood families if they had been allowed to hunt Tom like they wanted, and almost destroyed him more than twenty years ago. With the changes now, the Potters were going to be his downfall this time.
He needed Severus back and to get that horcrux. It was now imperative he found a way to take the reins again. If too many more changes occurred, he would not be able to head off the changes he saw coming, and their dire consequences.
As he thought about it, his mind had wondered to where he had been held. Avalon. Camelot.
The legendary seat of Merlin could hold answers to finding the abominations of Tom.
The temptation was getting larger. Except for the resurrection stone, he couldn't think of a larger ambition.
His issue was that he now knew he wasn't as strong as he used to be. The cave had shown that. It had taken almost four weeks to recover and didn't feel the power thrumming through him like head when younger. This feeling of being old could no longer be shaken off.
He turned when a crack came over the wind. Severus was standing on the cobble steps of the cottage, an unreadable expression on his face. "Did it go well?" he asked the man.
"We have a complication," Severus said, going up the steps and into the house.
Dumbledore frowned. A few heavy raindrops fell on him as he followed the man in.
Severus already had a bottle of dwarfish brandy to his lips. He didn't usually drink, nor take so long on a mission. "You have been gone over a month. What happened?"
He reached into his pocket and placed a stone on the table. Blue and black runes shown over the surface, and he felt the dark presence. It was off though. He raised an eyebrow at the man.
"The Dark Lord," Severus said without ceremony, taking another sip.
"What happened to the flask?"
"Destroyed. He has been almost drained of his magic. What is left is... unpleasant." The glower said everything the tone didn't.
Albus frowned. "What do you mean?"
Severus took another sip of the brandy. "This is whatever is left of the Dark Lord. It was possessing a snake and almost killed myself and the tracker I hired. We found the stump the Grey Lady told you about, but the diadem was gone for a long time. There was nothing else."
"This is most disturbing. Why did it take you so long?
"I couldn't very well go through customs with that thing," Severus snarked.
Albus ignored the tone. "Tell me everything."
It was well over an hour to go over the details. By the end, he was running his wand over the stone. The signatures matched what he knew Tom's to be, but it was different also. "You said an enchanted sword did this?"
"The werewolf-squib was not from Albania, but he said his family had been guardian of the woods for a millennium. The sword was more powerful than the one you had from Godric Gryffindor. It radiated power after it sapped most of the magical power from this thing," Severus told him.
"I would say that there is just a sliver of magic keeping this soul piece alive. Must be the connection to the other horcruxes," Albus muttered.
"Where is the next spot? I want this thing dead. I can swear I hear him in my head, and it did this," Severus told him, pulling up the sleeve on his left arm. Albus' eyes widened. The mark on Severus arm was just as dark as it had been when Tom was at the height of his power.
"This is what happened when the mist touched you?"
"I am telling you the Dark Lord didn't induce pain like that. He wanted his followers to suffer, but he needed them to function as well. Do we have anywhere we can keep that thing while we search for the others?"
Albus could feel the taint as well, but he was loath to let it too far away. This was the primary soul shard, the life that was Tom Marvolo Riddle. They couldn't risk it escaping again or having one of his followers find it. "Severus, I need you to make contact with one of your associates. I need to know the reactivation of your mark is just something you have or if it is more widespread."
Severus frowned. "And the next horcrux?"
"I need to think on this," he told the man. He would not tell Severus that he was unsure. He had been positive the diadem would still be in Albania. Why would Tom remove it from such a secure spot? It had taken hundreds of years to find and by the way Severus described the area, Albus was convinced it was only the man's Dark Mark that had allowed him into the clearing.
"Think quickly. We need to destroy them."
"Yes. Yes. I know, Severus. Thank you," he said irritated. He knew the importance of this.
"I am going to take a bath, finish this brandy and then sleep. I will find Avery tomorrow."
Albus didn't want to wait anymore, but he could see that Severus was in no condition to leave again today. "That's fine. I am going to go back to my walk."
What he needed was his library and memories. There was something hidden there that would reveal the location of the next horcrux. He just couldn't get to the knowledge he had accumulated over a lifetime.
Albus Dumbledore was frustrated.
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  October 12, 1994


  Hogwarts, Scotland

Looking around the pitch, Harry was realizing that Roger wasn't far off from Wood, he just didn't have the Ravenclaws practice as much. He guessed that made sense with many Ravenclaws as zealous about their studies as they were about anything else.
Two teams of Chasers were flying up and down the pitch. Roger had managed to talk with the other Houses and had the Hufflepuffs, Gryffindors and Ravenclaws agreeing to practice with them once a week. Today was the Ravenclaws.
The school team and house team ran drills, practicing passes and interruptions. Roger barked orders towards the Beaters. Somehow, Angelina had convinced the Weasley's to try out for the team. The main team consisted of Fred and George, Beaters from Gryffindor. The Chasers from Katie Bell, Roger and Evalyn Tanis, representing Gryffindor, Ravenclaw and Hufflepuff. Keeper was a larger boy from Slytherin, Peter Hershel. The alternates, two chasers, a beater and a keeper were practicing shots against the two Keepers.
Harry was liking the way Roger was splitting up the training, Harry just wished his partner was as likeable. Not that she was bad, but she was still rather frosty towards him since last year.
"Is this a new pattern?" Cho asked as she shadowed him.
"Something like that," he replied to the dark-hair Asian girl, moving in odd zigzag up the field. Harry was seeking, but he was also trying a new tactic.
"What's the point? You are missing large parts of the pitch going in these erratic lines," she questioned him.
"The point is to annoy my competition," Harry snarked.
Cho gave him a glare. "You grab for me again and I will take my wand out."
Harry gave her a cheeky grin. "Believe me, you are not the one I want to grab."
Cho's eyes narrowed.
He didn't let her say anything else as he took off at a glint of gold on the ground center field. He avoided the Chasers and a lazily hit bludger by a Ravenclaw Beater before stopping just above the ground. Cho pulled up beside him. "What is it?"
"Just a piece of a rim of someone's omnioculars." He hovered so his feet touched the ground, picked up the trash and pocketed it.
They stayed at it until close to seven. Luckily, dinner in the Great Hall had been extended on Wednesday nights for club time, meaning a good quarter of the school was eating a late dinner. Daphne sat next to him. "What were you and Chang talking about?"
Harry had stuffed his face already with some fried chicken. He was ravenous after the long practice and extra workout. It took a moment to answer. "Quidditch. What else would we talk about?"
She sniffed, probably from being out in the cool October evening. Harry had tried to convince her she didn't have to go see him, but she insisted. Hermione, Tracey, Neville and Blaise had joined her. "That is all?" Daphne pressed.
He looked at her for a moment. She didn't usually push him like this. "Daph, is something wrong?"
She sniffed again. "No." In an unusual move, she kissed him on the cheek in the middle of the hall. "You did good out there today."
Harry smiled. "Thank you," he replied.
She nodded and then started to get food for herself.
Harry shared a look with Hermione to see if she understood what was going on. He just got a little shake of her head. After a moment, he shrugged and began to eat again. He was starving.

  -oOo-


  October 15, 1994


  Hogsmeade, Scotland

Daphne looked at the green eyes of the boy she really liked. She had a satisfied smirk on her face as his eyes looked her up and down. In their free-time, Tracey and her had taken more to wearing the muggle clothes they had gotten over the summer.
Today she wore a pair of faded jeans, a blue blouse with a floral pattern, a blue knit jumper and her travelling cloak. It was cool, even for October. As she walked up to Harry, he licked his lips as he met her eyes. "Uhm, hi," he said rather stupidly.
She giggled at him. "And here I thought you a proper Scion," she mock chastised him. If he was willing to put in the effort to be a scion, she could be willing to put the effort to be more muggle at times. Besides, she had to agree with Hermione. The proper pair of jeans was comfortable and would catch Harry's eye.
Neville was about as tongue-tied to see Tracey. As the only two couples in their group, they had decided to go into Hogsmeade together this time and have their first 'date' with each other. Daphne felt nervous, and felt silly she felt nervous, but she had to say the jeans and shirt Harry wore under his cloak were rather attractive as well. He really wasn't as scrawny as he had been last year.
Harry rubbed the back of his neck before straightening and bowing. "Heiress Greengrass, you look lovely today. Would you do me the honour of allowing me to escort you into Hogsmeade?"
She bobbed her head. In pants, curtsying just didn't have the same effect. "I would love for my boyfriend to escort me in." Using the more muggle terms had some type of thrill. It was better than saying her intended all the time. Certain company she would say that, but this was not that company.
He gave her a broad smile and they joined the line to be checked out before getting into the carriages.
"Can we go to Madam Puddifoots today?" Tracey asked.
Harry made a slight face, but quickly corrected it. "If that is what you two want. Neville and I have made lunch reservations at Westfords, if you want instead. Someone said a proper date should be at a nice place," Harry told them.
Her brow raised. It was the only restaurant in the small wizarding town. It was also rather expensive. She suddenly had the thought she would be underdressed.
Tracey brightened and Neville chuckled at her. "Excited?" Neville queried.
"Father has never taken me or Roger to Westford's. Are we dressed appropriately?" Tracey suddenly worried, echoing her own fears
Harry shrugged, waiting for the scowling Mr. Filch to check their names. "Thank you, Mr. Filch," Harry said, taking her hand. They waited the moment it took for Tracey and Neville to join them. "I think you are both fine. The owner seemed very accommodating when we sent him the request."
She shook her head. Daphne bet that the owner was not a supporter of the Dark houses and two Scions of very old and powerful houses with deep pockets probably had the owner salivating to have them.
Harry held her hand, helping her into the carriage. Hermione was with Millie, Blaise, Susan, Hannah and Ernie behind them. She noticed Blaise and Hermione were talking and Hermione laughed at something the boy said. Tracey caught her eye. "About time Blaise started to show interest in someone," Tracey replied.
She shook her head.
Harry took her hand again. "Blaise isn't a bad guy."
"You only say that because you won the bet against me and him the other day," Neville said annoyed.
"What bet?" she asked the boys.
"Oh, just that Longbottom would lose on the run the other day. Blaise is getting fast," Harry said with a smirk.
"I tripped on a bloody rock," Neville groused.
Tracey put a hand on his arm. "I kissed the bump better," she told him. Neville and Blaise had taken off at a full sprint as they approached the rear gates. Neville took a header and had a good egg on his head when he came back up. The kissing must have happened outside of their sight though, because Tracey only seemed this affectionate with Neville when she could not be seen by the rest of the school and only in select company.
She gave them an indulgent smile as Neville took on some colour and Tracey kissed the side of his head again. "I'm alright," Neville said a little embarrassed.
Harry laughed. "I bet."
Tracey looked at him. "Don't be jealous. If you want kisses, you have a witch right there," Tracey said put out.
Daphne laughed. "When he earns them," she said teasingly.
"Oi! I've been good to you," Harry said, sounding offended but smirking.
She rolled her eyes at him. It was rather nice to just be herself when around him. "Good enough, I suppose."
Neville gave an uncertain laugh and Tracey stuck her tongue out at him. Harry 'harumphed' and crossed his arms. Harry really wasn't sulking, but she chuckled at him anyways. Leaning over, she kissed his cheek. Harry smirked. "Knew that might work."
"You prat," she laughed.
"Sometimes," he shot back. She was really starting to like this more playful side of Harry. He was relaxed, looked and felt happy and oh so handsome. So different than the boy they had approached last February.
It was a brilliant morning as they went into Honeydukes, then Zonko's and she feebly protested going in Spinwitches Sporting Needs. Harry insisted on getting her the proper gear if she was going to do the first match of the pick-up league next weekend. She was still uncertain of this. Father had told them to do things differently, but it wasn't right for someone like her to do this. Harry had spent a few hours a week flying with her though and teaching her how to be a Seeker. She wanted to be a Chaser, her favorite position, but being Seeker kept her out of the fray. She also didn't need to be as reckless as her beau.
Tracey and Neville wandered the store as Harry helped getting her arm and shin guards, a proper flying cloak and the padded pants and shirts that a player would use. "Would you like these coloured? We offer the standard House colours or you can choose your own," the woman offered from behind the counter.
"I think you should go with emerald-green," said Tracey.
"What do you think?" she asked Harry.
"Up to you. I've only ever gotten gear in Gryffindor colors," Harry told her. She looked into his eyes and understood why Tracey said that. It would show her house and her boyfriend's eyes.
"A dark emerald green, please."
"Very good, dear. If you would give me an hour or so, and I will have this ready."
Harry put a small pile of coins on the counter. Her training had her not questioning it, but she had her own allowance. "Thank you," she said, kissing his cheek. Later she would give him a more proper peck.
"You're welcome. Do you ladies want to head over to lunch?"
"You calling me a lady?" Neville asked.
Harry chuckled while Tracey shook her head. "If the dress fits," Harry commented as though it wasn’t anything out of the ordinary.
"Laugh it up, Harry. I'll get you back," Neville threatened.
She took his arm as he offered it and they stepped out the door. Spinwitches was down a small alley between two buildings towards the center of town. Harry stopped as soon as they stepped out. There were a few voices nearby. She looked around to see a slight blonde girl, smaller than Tracey, hunching her shoulders as a few girls she recognized from Ravenclaw said something to her. The smaller blonde didn’t look happy.
"Excuse me," Harry said to her. She looked at him questioningly. Neville did the same, moving off with Harry.
"What is going on?" Tracey asked, following the boys.
"...there is no snarkled hose cackerns," a taller girl was saying. She was a fifth year... Willems? Wilhelm? Wilma! that was it. Theresa Wilma.
"It is crumpled-horned snorkacks," the blonde girl corrected.
"Excuse me. Ms. Lovegood, are you having an issue?" Harry asked.
The four girls whirled on Harry, a few of them looking suddenly concerned. Lovegood... Luna Lovegood? That sounded right from her training. "Potter, what are you doing here?" Wilma asked.
"I was wondering if Ms. Lovegood was enjoying herself or if she was being bothered," Harry said. Daphne could hear the danger in his tone, but she wasn't sure others would pick it up as easily as she did. "Ms. Lovegood, where are your boots or shoes?"
Daphne realized Luna was in thick stockings and what looked like sandals. Not the typical wear for this time of the year.
"Oh, I expect the nargles are just having fun. Since my dirigible plum earrings went missing, they have been rather active," Lovegood told him. "Most things find their way back by the end of the year."
Daphne had a sense this girl was not totally right, but there was something about her that made Daphne angry at the look the other girls were giving Lovegood. Harry looked stormy. "I see. My Aunt Amelia has recently informed me that your father has decided to join our alliance. Would you care to join myself and my friends? We can get you some proper shoes until the... what were they?"
"Nargles," Lovegood said, straightening up and suddenly looking happier.
"Nargles," Harry nodded. "We can get you some proper shoes or boots until the nargles return your items."
The four girls looked a little uneasy at the glare Harry gave them. Looking back to Luna, Harry held out his arm like he would for her. Daphne figured she should feel jealous, but she really didn't. The girl needed help, and if she was an ally, she needed their protection. Neville hadn't said a word, but his presence had not gone unnoticed. Harry led a smiling Luna away. Neville nodded. "I assume Ms. Lovegood will be left alone? I also assume the nargles will return her possessions?" said Neville in a tone she hadn't heard before. It was hard.
Tracey looked at him with adoration in her eyes. "Merlin," she heard Tracey whisper.
Daphne had to agree. Both boys radiated a power that she liked.
Harry gave her a quick apologetic look as he pulled up to her. She didn't think he needed to apologize. "Heiress Greengrass, Ms. Davis, would you join us?"
"Of course, Scion Potter."
They walked out the alley and down a few shops before the group stopped. Luna was looking at Harry with a cocked head. "When did daddy agree to the alliance?"
"Amelia sent me a letter this morning. She asked me to introduce myself this weekend. Ginny pointed you out to me," Harry told her.
"Am I to be one of your wives?"
Harry's eyes bulged and she understood. Luna was assuming that her father had offered her as the price to be in the alliance. Daphne moved in, taking Harry's other arm. "Ms. Lovegood, the Potter-Greengrass alliance does not require bride prices or anything like that."
Luna turned her sky-blue eyes to her and regarded her. Tracey was laughing silently behind the small blonde. Daphne wanted to scream at her best mate, but her hackles were up. After a few seconds, Daphne actually felt a little unsettled looking at the girl. It was like she was being examined. After a moment, she cocked her head to the other side. "You have a good aura. You are a good match for Harry. I understand why daddy didn't offer me. Thank you for helping. I should be off now. I was following a fox."
"Ms. Lovegood..." Harry started.
"I like Luna. It's like the moon," she said with a smile.
Harry shook his head, as though not knowing what to make of the girl. Daphne certainly didn't.
"Luna. I meant it that we will get you some shoes or something. Those sandals and stocking can't be warm enough," Harry put to her.
The girl gave a faraway smile. "Oh, I am good. I am sure the nargles will return them soon now."
"Luna... can I call you Luna?" Tracey asked.
"Please. It is Tracey?"
"Yes." She cast Daphne a quick glance. Daphne knew what they were going to do. Turning to Harry, she asked, "Can you wait for a little bit?"
"Go take care of her. Why don't Neville and I go cancel the reservation and we can take her to the Three Broomsticks and meet the others," Harry told her.
"I'd rather keep an eye on them," Neville told Harry.
Tracey was already convincing Luna to go to Gladrags with her and Daphne. He gave her a few galleons. "Go. I don't believe it was nargles that has taken her things."
Daphne wasn't either. "I can afford this, Harry."
"You said you want me to be the leader. A leader takes care of their allies."
There was a fluttering in her. Harry was changing a lot in the last month and a half. She went up on her toes and kissed his lips. Her mother was just over five and a half feet. She was on her way there. Harry had to be almost five-seven now. "Don't be long. I don't like you by yourself."
He gave her a smile. "I won't be gone long. I saw a few of our friends go into Scrivenshaft. I will just let them know we are joining them."
Daphne looked at him until Tracey took her arm and they led the bemused Luna towards Gladrags Witches wear. "Do you need a new cloak as well? This one has a few rips," Tracey said to Luna.
Luna looked down. "Oh, that is only from the Forbidden Forest. I will repair it later."
"What are you doing in the Forbidden Forest?" Neville asked behind them.
"Visiting the thestrals. Following the foxes. Daddy says they are known to guard something in the Dark Forest. We think it’s an occumany nest. Foxes are known to talk to such animals, and they like to collect silver. They probably take the eggs once they are hatched to line their dens," Luna told them happily. It was like she never had anyone to talk to and her audience was accepting her, even if Tracey, Neville and her were looking at each other worriedly.

  -oOo-


  October 18, 1994


  London, England

Amelia had been seeking this meeting for four months. She had hoped that Croaker would be invited, but it wasn't just anyone that was invited to see the Chief Executive at Gringotts. It was also rumored that Ragnok was the current King of the nations of Great Britain, but no goblin would ever confirm a state secret like that.
She never had any issue with any goblin, but she didn't like being summoned like some schoolgirl that had been caught out of bounds. Especially when the three that had been caught smuggling were going on trial just after Halloween. She put down that anger as the Account Manager led her deeper into the bank than she ever had been before. Riding the carts below the city of London didn't count here.
Four goblins fell in besides her as she turned down a wide hall. At the end were doors made out of a shining, coppery substance. She gave the fully armoured and armed goblins a weary look. Four more joined them half-way down the corridor and a further eight stepped out to block the door. When they stopped, a particularly scarred and ugly looking goblin spoke. "The witch shall leave her wand and any weapons."
She didn't like it, but she didn't protest. Her wand was placed on a felt lined silver tray. Then two knives and when the goblin cleared his throat, she took out the knife in her boot and the small scabbard, a few inches long, that contained a sword that had been on the inside of her robes. There was a reason she had trained most of the Hit Wizards for a decade. "This way, Madam Bones," the guard captain motioned. As she approached the doors, she realized the door was covered in dragon scales.
The room she was led into was large. She was sure that it was half the size of the Gringotts building in Diagon Alley above, with vaulted ceilings, support columns and exotic carpet and pelts on the floor. There were several desks with goblins in them working of something. A dozen guards were in the room, all with crossbows, axes and swords. She missed a step when she saw the goblin sitting behind the largest desk in the center of the back wall... and his guest.
"Afternoon, Amelia. Ragnok and I have been becoming good friends," Sirius said with a grin and raising a cup of tea to her. She glared at him for a moment. The man was going to get them killed with his normal antics... but he was here... she was confused.
The aged looking goblin behind the desk had an air of danger and regalness to him. "Ah, Madam Amelia Bones, Regent of the Ancient and Noble House of Bones. Regent of the Ancient and Most Noble House of Potter. Daughter to the late Lord Reginald Bones and guardian to the future Lady Bones and Lord Potter. My secretary tells me you have been requesting an audience with me for a few months. I must say I am sorry you did not make it through the vetting process until today."
Unsure of the situation, she walked up to the desk and stopped about ten feet away. Bowing, she said, "Chief Executive Ragnok. Thank you for the opportunity to..."
"Oh, cut with the platitudes, Director Bones. Time is money and you are wasting mine. Take a seat and have some tea or I will ask you to leave," the aged goblin said irritably.
Sirius smirked and raised his teacup again. She pursed her lips and took the only other seat in the room that was not already occupied. "Now, I have summoned you here to save the lives of this man and your own."
She swallowed. Sirius still didn't look like he had a care in the world. He really was as mad as a mad hatter. "Director Ragnok, I must admit I do not know why I am in trouble with the Goblins of Gringotts."
The goblin looked dissatisfied. He motioned and another goblin came forward with a tray that held a mangled cup and still smoking necklace with a large locket. "These were found among Lord Black's items he was having appraised. The cup came from the reclamation of the dowery to Bellatrix Lestrange, the other from items brought by Scion Potter's elf. By Gringotts’ law, anyone possessing such items forfeit their lives if not brought to the attention of the goblins for the intention of their destruction."
She was now understanding some of what happened. Something the goblins found abhorrent had been brought into the bank against Goblin Law. She licked her lips. "Are those soul containers?" she asked, realizing that the objects Croaker had taken her looked similarly malformed after destruction of the souls.
The goblin gave a feral smile, making her shiver. "Your next words will decide your fate, Madam Bones. How do you know what these are?"
She gave a look to Sirius. He motioned to tell the truth. After a deep breath to steady her heart and center her occlumency, she looked back to the Director. "Director Ragnok, I am working with a group of Unspeakables and a few others to locate and destroy such objects that belong to the wizard known as Tom Riddle, or the alias Voldemort. We would never have knowingly brought any object like that into this bank."
Ragnok stared at her for a moment.
"That was the same thing I told them, and they brought be here instead of the arena," Sirius glibly said.
She wanted to tell the man to 'shut it' at that second.
After a moment, the goblin shooed the attendant away that had the tray. "Digging up old graves in Egypt and other places have made the Goblins aware of such things. It now explains the fact a wizard of that name is still a customer, even after the reports of his multiple deaths," the goblin said.
She didn't say anything.
"The basilisk that your ward killed; our workers complained of an evil residue while rendering it. That residue is the same on these objects. Am I to assume your ward killed a soul shard as well?"
Her pursed lips tightened.
"Amelia, I have told them what Harry did. Ragnok and others have taken an oath. Ragnok, I assume our deal from the dowery from my beloved cousin is enough to cover the damage and finders’ fees for these objects?" Sirius asked.
The goblin nodded. "The fifty-thousand galleons and two goblin made objects are fair compensation, Lord Black. I must insist that should you find any more, you will notify Gringotts as to what to do before you bring them onto our soil again. If not, the blunt blade of an axe is the least you will get," the goblin stated. "Now, get out. I am a busy goblin."
She got up, not daring to ask about getting the now dead horcruxes back. It wasn't until they were out of Gringotts and they both apparated back to Grace Hall that the thought occurred to her. If Croaker was right, then Voldemort was potentially mortal. Including Harry, that was six. Unless he made another one...
She turned to question Sirius on what happened as soon as they both appeared in the atrium of Grace Hall. He was already making for the stairs. She hurried after him. "Sirius, what the bloody hell was that!"
He just waved a hand over his shoulder. Marching into the family sitting room, he stopped at the liquor cabinet. By the time she made it to him, he had two glass tumblers and a bottle of amber scotch in his hands. They were shaking. "You going to tell me what just happened?"
He didn't talk until he poured them both half a glass and he downed half of his. "I was summoned this morning about items found during the appraisal on things from my vaults and Grimmauld Place." He took a smaller swig this time. "Somehow my brother and Bellatrix each had one of those things. Merlin, Amelia. I can see You-Know-Who trusting my insane cousin, but Regulus? He tried to reach out to me just before he disappeared. My brother had one of those things!"
She opened her mouth. Closed it. Then she reached for her glass and took a healthy swig.
"The only reason I didn't have my head taken off in the lobby and put on a pike outside the bank was because I was not the one to order Dobby to do it nor was I the one to put that cup in the Lestrange vault. It was a near thing though." The man looked at her wild eyed before flopping into a chair, spilling some of the scotch. "Once they knew Dobby belonged to Harry, I was able to convince them to talk to his Regent instead of calling him from Hogwarts."
She took another swig. "I assume only because I confirmed your story is the only reason we are back in my home instead of the mines?"
Sirius snorted. "Amelia, they were going to put me into the Arena. I have only heard rumors, but no one ever comes out of that. I was supposed to have my 'trial' at noon, and you were to be the entertainment for the night, if you lasted that long." He took another swig.
"Merlin," she said, sitting herself. How close had they come to being killed? "They are definitely destroyed?"
Sirius laughed a little manically for a moment. "They are dead. I saw them poke the locket with a spear. It did nothing. It took a battle axe made of goblin silver swung by the scariest goblin I have ever seen six tries to finally crack it."
She let out a sigh. "That may be all of them," she said, feeling a great wave of relief.
He laughed again. "Merlin, I hope so."
She lifted her glass, toasting him. He shook his head and did the same, emptying his glass.

  -oOo-


  October 19, 1994


  Hogwarts, Scotland

Harry was still smiling at the new turn in his relationship with Daphne. He had only been doing the right thing by Luna, recognizing someone being bullied. Daphne had been understanding that their 'first real date' hadn't gone far. Harry wasn't really sure what that meant, and he hadn't been sure about Westford's. Instead, they had a very good time and laughed with the others they met at the Three Broomsticks. After they had gotten back to the castle, Harry got his first lesson in why so many found broom closets around the castle so interesting. Daphne had kissed differently. It was more heated. Their lips moved more. She had wrapped her arms around his neck, and he felt her body through her jeans and blouse. She didn't pull away when it was obvious something was straining in his pants...
Neither of them were willing to let hands wander yet, but it was a heady kissing session.
Harry had earned the kiss that day and he was determined to earn more.
In the last few days, he had kept an eye on Luna. He hadn't been lying. Amelia was in negotiations with the Lovegoods that she was confident would lead to them joining the alliance. She did want him to introduce himself to her, and the rest of the alliance here. He had planned on doing it Sunday.
Watching her, Luna was sitting at the end of the Ravenclaw table. No one was sitting near her. He was happy to see her boots on today, and not the ones Daphne and Tracey got her. "You said there is no rule about sitting at another table?" he put to Hermione.
"No. Only on feasts and special meals," Hermione confirmed.
He had been looking for a reason to sit with Daphne but thought going to the Snakes was a step too far with how many looked at him with disdain.
Neville looked over, and Ron looked at him curiously. Ron had taken to sitting with them most days, with Dean and Seamus also. "Where are you going?" Ron asked as he stood up.
"To sit with our new friend," he told them.
Hermione blinked, looked to Luna and understood. He walked over, in the middle of lunch, and sat next to Luna. She was reading a magazine and eating a pudding. Harry looked at it for a moment. There hadn't been any pudding on the tables. Luna didn't look up.
"Hello, Luna," he said.
"Hello, Harry Potter. You don't need to sit with me. I understand I am not usual and appreciate what you, your intended and your friends did," she said, turning the magazine upside down.
"Luna, if your father is part of the alliance, so are you. We don't leave anyone out," Harry told her, making a new sandwich. He was still hungry. Hermione and Neville sat across from him.
"Did father not offer my hand to you? That is typical for an alliance. The joining of two houses is not done without some payment or bonding," Luna said.
Neville squeezed his eyes shut while Hermione spluttered at the idea.
"I assure you, Amelia would never do something like that. I am sure Lord Greengrass would not either," he told her.
Luna cocked her head to the side as she turned a page.
"Luna, why would you suggest that?" Hermione asked, sounding put out.
"It is traditional," Luna said. "Even if I know daddy and I are not traditional. What is a platypuss? It sounds so odd."
Harry couldn't keep the laugh in. She had talked about nargles, wrackspurts and crumpled-horned snorkacks... and she found platypus odd?
"It's a monotreme from Australia. One of only two mammals that lay eggs," Hermione told her.
Luna lowered her magazine. "That sounds a little farfetched. Why would a non-magical mammal do something like that?"
Neville chuckled at Hermione's odd look. "Luna, they are real animals. I have seen them when my parents took me to Australia the summer before I started at Hogwarts."
Luna just looked at Hermione with her sky-blue eyes. There was a thoughtful look on the small blonde's face. "Odd," she commented. Luna looked at the magazine and then at Hermione again. "Would you give me an interview on it? Daddy would like that to put in his mythical beasts column." Luna gave a chuckle. "An egg laying mammal."
Hermione was about to say something else when Harry gave her a look. When she talked, she said, "That sounds great. Maybe tomorrow before dinner?"
Luna gave her a smile. "Brilliant. Now, this must be farfetched."
"What?"
Harry looked over her shoulder and laughed again. "Luna, that is an ostrich."
She looked at the magazine and turned it sideways. "Its neck is to thin and why would the muggles want something that has razor sharp wings?"
"Dear, Merlin," Hermione muttered and hit her head on the table.
Neville looked to be holding in his laughter. "Luna, doesn't your father publish the Quibbler?"
"Oh, yes. He collects all the stories himself. He usually prints the truth or about our explorations for unknown magical beasts, but this issue is just odd," she told them, turning the magazine the other way. "There can't be whales larger than sea serpents."
Hermione sat up. She looked like she wanted to argue. "Luna, I don't know how large sea serpents get, but I think blue whales get to almost a hundred feet long."
Luna looked at Hermione oddly again and then the picture of the whale that had been taken from overhead. "Do you think a crumpled-horn snorkack could be a non-magical animal? Or hide among them? That might make sense. Oh, they are much brighter than I thought. Daddy should know about this. We should figure out where they might hide. Next summer, we can go on another expedition. You are brilliant, Hermione. I don't know why we never had the same idea. You are a Ravenclaw. I need to go send this idea off to daddy."
"Luna. But, Luna! Luna!" Hermione called after the excited blonde and got up to run after her. "I never said anything like that. And I am a Gryffindor!"
Harry was laughing and Neville was hitting the table as he tried to keep it in.
"Merlin! Did she really just do that to Hermione?" Neville wheezed.
Harry took a moment to calm enough to reply. "I like that girl already."
Two girls and a boy sat next to them while Neville and him were still laughing. He nodded to them. "Afternoon," he tried to get out.
"What are you doing sitting at this table and talking to Loony? I also heard you hassled a few Ravenclaw girls this weekend," the boy said.
Harry sobered quickly. "I'm sorry, I don't know who you are."
Neville had sobered too.
"Robert Blight. Dorothea Everwand. Wilamena Terrence." The boy had dark hair and dark eyes. Dorothea was a cute, but very haughty looking, girl with long, light brown hair and light eyes. Wilamena was a larger girl with dirty blonde hair and blue eyes. They were obviously sixth or seventh years.
"Harry Potter and Neville Longbottom. Why is it your business who we sit with?"
"It's against the rules to sit at other tables and I wouldn't associate with the Loon," Dorothea said.
"There is no rule like that," Neville countered.
"I think I know the rules. I am a Prefect..." Dorothea was interrupted as she pointed to the badge on her robes.
"I think you need to read them again. We are only required to sit by House for feasts and special occasions. I doubt lunch on a Monday is a special occasion," Harry snarked.
The three Ravenclaw eyed him. "I am going to report you for detention," she countered.
Roger and a few of his friends came over. " Afternoon, Mr. Blight, Ms. Terrence and Heiress Everwand. Scion Potter and Scion Longbottom, is there an issue here?"
The three Ravenclaw that had sat with them suddenly looked a little uneasy. "Davis," Blight responded.
Harry shook his head. "No, I do not think there is, Scion Davis. Heiress Everwand was going to review the Student Rule book before she embarrasses herself."
Roger nodded his head. "Yes. A Ravenclaw always prides themselves with their accurate knowledge. Next time if you wish, you are welcome to join me and my friends. Allies are always welcome."
Harry nodded his head, as did Neville. "As are you. I am sure the Gryffindors will be much more accepting of following the rules."
Roger nodded back with a grin. "I hear the Gryffindors always follow rules. I may have something to discuss with you. Maybe I will have the Hogwarts Quidditch team join us? Oh, and father sent me a letter today. It appears the Lovegoods have joined us in our alliance. I think I shall sit with Heiress Lovegood for dinner."
Harry had to bite the inside of his mouth to keep from laughing to see the look on the other three. "We shall join you."
Roger nodded again and walked away. Neville cast him a look and held up two book bags. It was time to see if they could find Hermione. "Please excuse us. I look forward to seeing you at dinner," Harry replied and got the winces or angry looks he was hoping for.
As they left, they caught their Slytherin friends joining them. "Where is Daphne?"
"She excused herself to the bathroom. She thought Granger rushed out like she was, ah, having problems," Tracey told them.
Harry looked at her oddly, not understanding. Blaise's eyes looked ready to laugh at him. "You know, girl things," Tracey whispered.
He suddenly got it and wished he hadn't. "She was just following Luna," he said in an embarrassed voice.
"Oh. So, she didn't give the sign she needed help?" Millie asked.
"Ah, I don't know."

  -oOo-


  October 23, 1994


  Hogwarts, Scotland

Harry was not used to sitting in the stands and watching his girl fly. He sat next to Hermione, while the rest of the group sat a few rows down. Harry wanted to be high to watch Daphne. The pickup league was able to hobble together four teams today, so they would get to watch two matches. Unlike a normal match, Madam Hooch had agreed to an hour-and-a-half each match.
It was about thirty minutes in, and his eyes had not left Daphne except to search for the snitch. She was decent. A good flyer, but not really experienced in how to play. She was running one of the search patterns he had taught her. Harry was just pleased that Lord Greengrass had given her permission... well, that was after Harry had written to him and promised the man he would train her himself and given an oath she would be alright. Since this was a fun league, he had been able to put some cushioning and motion arresting charms on her gear to keep her from getting too hurt if she was to hit the ground, or another player.
A second year Gryffindor was shadowing her. The girl, Racheal Carrick, was decent as well. He might need to suggest to Angelina to give her a shot or make her an alternate. Gryffindor would need a good seeker and he wasn’t impressed with McLaggen so far.
Daphne snapped her head to the side. Harry winced. He had seen the snitch too, but what she had just done was like telegraphing its location to the second-year. Carrick looked and they were both off, Carrick on a Nimbus 2000, just like the one he let Daphne use.
Daphne was off first, but it was quickly apparent that Racheal was a better flyer.
"At least Daphne isn't as reckless as you," Hermione said from besides him as they cheered Daphne on. They had thought they would be cheering Blaise on too, but he had been accepted onto the Slytherin team this year, with two of their beaters and one Chaser graduating last year, and Vasey making primary Keeper on the Hogwarts team, Slytherin needed the bodies. Harry was interested to see if he was a good Keeper.
Daphne had pulled up a good fifteen feet from the ground as Racheal screamed past her. Harry had caught why though. The snitch had made a right turn and the move allowed Daphne to level out and dive without much speed loss. Racheal overshot the snitch and had to do an impressive turn but lost a bit of ground and momentum.
Daphne was a good eight broom lengths ahead now and was able to shoot up as the snitch took up into the air. Alright, his girlfriend had been holding out on him. Blaise, Millie, and Luna were just watching Daphne. Tracey was shaking Neville as she hopped up and down and Susan, Hannah and Ernie were shouting loudest of them all. Some were looking at them oddly, but Harry didn't care. This whole house rivalry thing was starting to get to him.
Daphne reached out as Racheal tried to catch up with her. The girl was less than two broom lengths away when Daphne closed her hand and leveled off.
Harry had no idea that seeing Daphne, her hair wild, a huge grin on her face and holding the snitch up as she floated down, and the whistle blew would start this strange fire in him.
"That was impressive. Why can't you be so methodical," Hermione enquired, a cheeky grin on her face.
"Oh, shut it," Harry said back with a laugh.
It was a little while later that he met Daphne outside the changing rooms. She was in the faded jeans she had started to wear many weekends and she had a huge smile on her face. He rushed up to her, picked her off the ground and spun her around, not caring who was around. "That was brilliant!"
Daphne laughed and quieted when he kissed her in mid swing. Really not caring where they were, it was a deeper kiss than any he could remember and for the first time his tongue ghosted her lips. She seemed shocked first, before her arms were around his neck. It wasn’t long for her tongue to meet his, and they shared their first real snog before a few wolf whistles came to them.
Both separated, realizing what they were doing and that they were in the middle of the passageway that led from the pitch to the outside. At some point, he had stopped spinning her, putting her feet on the ground. She took a half step back, her arms still around his shoulders.
"Don't let us stop you," George called out as he wrapped an arm around Alicia Spinnet's shoulders.
"Oh, leave them be," Alicia scolded him, hitting his chest.
"It's cute and he is my teammate," Katie said towards George.
Fred gave them a big wink. “He’s ours too.”
"Oi, you woman always beating us," George said with a grin after Katie playfully hit Fred. "Good on. Get back to what you were doing."
"It was good technique," Fred added.
Harry wanted to retort but Angelina whacked Fred off the back of his head before he could. "Shut it, you."
"Oi! Abuse," Fred shouted. The girls just laughed at him.
"Good catch, Greengrass. I might be worried if we were playing against you," Angelina said with a smile and then was by them. Harry was too red to say anything back. A few others walked by before they were alone again.
Daphne put her face into his chest. "I can't believe I kissed you like that in the open."
Harry, still red, found he didn't care. "Does it matter? It's not like we aren't dating."
She pulled back to look up at him, the green veins in her brown eyes showing. "What would father and mother say?"
"Does it matter?" he asked again, feeling drawn to her again. Her eyes were now half-lidded and her mouth partially open in a slight frown. He pulled her closer and she didn't resist. He could tell she was uncomfortable, so he only pecked her on the lips.
She looked into his eyes for a moment. Harry wanted to snog her again at the way his body reacted to her. Without warning, she fully wrapped her hands around the back of his neck and pulled him in. It was a few minutes of bliss before she let him go. They were both breathing a little heavily. "You are explaining to father if we get caught."
He gave her a huge dopy smile. "You keep kissing me like that and I'll explain to anyone you want."
She giggled at him, and they separated. Daphne took his hand. "I'm hungry and its almost lunch time," she told him.
"Will you sit with us today? Or I can join you," he put to her.
Daphne looked thoughtful as they walked out of the stadium. The second game would be after lunch, and most had left by now. As they walked out, she took on a little more of her normal stance. After a few, she said, "You cannot sit with the Slytherins. Most are weary right now with the changes in the rules here. I heard Lord Malfoy was furious after Draco's punishment and threat, but he has lost all his influence on the Governors now."
"Will you sit with us then? I would rather protect you," Harry told her.
She pulled him over and kissed his cheek. "You are sweet when you act that way. I will convince the others."
"Good. Luna should be joining us too," he told her. Since last week, he had found that he was feeling a little protective of the girl. He also liked how she flustered Hermione. Roger, now knowing what had happened, also went to Professor Flitwick and had extended the protection of his friends to her.
Daphne giggled. "Think I can get her to rile Hermione again?"
"I doubt you have to try," Harry replied.
She pulled him down for a kiss on his cheek again. "I will sit with you only if you don't enchant my gear again. I felt what you did."
He looked guiltily at her. "Yeah, well..." he said, knowing he would do it again. He did not want to upset Lord Greengrass. Though upsetting Daphne may be worse...
"I also know what father told you. Thank you. Oh, this is for you," Daphne said, holding out the snitch.
"It's your first catch. Every seeker should keep their first catch," he told her.
She gave him a cheeky grin. "It's not my first catch." She slipped the snitch into his pocket and pulled him to peck his lips.

  -oOo-


  October 31, 1994


  Hogwarts, Scotland

Amelia was standing at the back of the hall. Eight Aurors had been assigned to the school and two of them had been guarding the cup since it was lit yesterday. She still wanted to cancel this blasted tournament but couldn't. Minerva looked just as tense as Bagman stood up. He gave some inane speech about the challenge and honour it was to compete.
When the first name came out, she was pleased to see the support around the room for Victor Krum. The boy had an unimpressed, surly look as he walked out. She snorted when half the boys in the room looked to want to jump up and follow the pretty French-girl, Fleur Delacour. By far, it was the loudest when Cedric Diggory's name came out.
When it did, she relaxed some.
Once Bagman and Minerva made some last-minute words, she waited to see Susan and Harry leave. Susan gave her a huge smile, and looked to want to give her a hug, but didn't. Amelia was on duty tonight. Harry gave her a nod as he walked by with Hermione and Neville. She wanted to congratulate her niece and nephew of making their perspective Quidditch teams, but she would make time for them when she was back here on Saturday to oversee the Weighing of the Wands.
Most everyone looked excited as they left.
By the time she made it to the anteroom, Bagman was already going over the first clue. It wasn't as 'subtle' as the one Crouch had originally wanted to use. She saw the three Champions pale a little at the mention of having to 'charm' a dragon to get a 'treasure'. It was the best they could do. At least they wouldn't have to swim through the Black Lake anymore.
Once they left, Ludo, Minerva and St. Pierre stuck around with the staff and the Headmasters from the other school.
"Here is the contract you can go over with your Champions. Remember, there cannot be any direct help from your staff or any judges," St. Pierre told them.
"'You are sure they are safe? Dragons?" Headmistress Maxime asked.
"I can assure you that goblin ward weavers have been contracted and my best Aurors will be present to help the dragon handlers," Amelia spoke up.
The giant woman still didn't look pleased. "Dragons! W'o idea was this?"
"I am afraid it was my predecessor, the old Headmaster and a few others. We have taken all the precautions we can, but it will still be dangerous. I can tell you that the second task has been changed and should be more enjoyable than what was originally planned," said St. Pierre.
"Why are you worried? They are all of age and should be able to handle a dragon," Igor Karkaroff stated.
She didn't like the man and would have him watched while on the grounds. Any former Death Eater was a concern, no matter how changed they claimed to be.
"Dragons are no laughing matter, Headmaster," Minerva stated. "I will not have any serious injuries or deaths."
"No one said anything about deaths," Ludo shot into the conversation. "This will be exciting. Now, if we are done talking about the Triwizard Tournament, can we get onto the Quidditch Tournament?" the man said with some relish.
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  November 6, 1994


  Hogwarts, Scotland

"Ms. Granger? Hermione?" a voice said from across from her. They were in their bi-weekly classes on wizarding society and etiquette. Madam Bulstrode had gone over proper etiquette in the Wizengamot today. The last few classes had all been about the Wizengamot and the Houses of importance. She was starting to go into more detail than she had over the summer, all in expectation they would all attend the Winter Solstice meet. Hermione was going to be invited as a Protected witch of the House of Potter. It was one of the few ways a non-Wizengamot person could hope to attend.
She was going over the notes Madam Bulstrode had given them and comparing them to her own.
"Hermione?"
She blinked, finally realizing the voice was directed at her. She looked up to see Blaise. Most of the others had left, though Harry and Daphne were still waiting for her.
"Yes, Blaise?"
"I was hoping to ask you for a walk this afternoon. I admit being intrigued by the way the Muggle government really works. I know Mr. Bouvier isn't scheduled to go over that for a few more weeks, but you brought up some interesting points today," Blaise said to her.
She blinked a few more times. In the last few weeks, she had found she really enjoyed his dark eyes. "Uhm, yes. Let me just pack up and we can go out. It's still a while before supper." Their two to five PM tutoring sessions had been changed to one to four PM, with an almost two-hour session with Sirius before an hour with Madam Bulstrode. It had been a surprise at the start of the year to find out they were not the only group to get 'extra' tutoring like this, just the largest this year.
When Blaise extended his arm, Hermione looked at it for a moment before slipping her arm around his. She had not done this before and he was a very proper person most of the time. When he meant walk, he meant 'walk'.
"Daphne and I were going to take a walk too. Would you care to join us?" Harry asked.
"Please, Scion Potter," Blaise replied.
She looked at Blaise and Harry a little oddly. This was far more formal than they usually acted around each other. Daphne had a more neutral expression when she sent her a questioning look. She somehow sent the message 'they would talk later'.
Hermione nodded and they took off towards the side bridge that would bring them closer to Hagrid's and the Black Lake. "You wanted to know about the Muggle government?" Hermione enquired.
"Yes. I am curious about why the Muggle government has separate branches and why most of your politicians are voted in. Doesn't that make it more complicated? Most wizarding governments are hereditary with some voted seats by the main law body," Blaise put to her.
"It allows for more freedom and if the populace doesn't agree with someone, they can vote to put a new representative in. It's like a check and balance so that you don't get a separate ruling class," she replied. "Many bad things have happened in the Muggle world when power was held by a few or just one person."
"You don't agree with the way the Wizengamot and other governments let those with a right to rule do so?" Blaise questioned.
"No. Why should the same families be allowed to do so generation after generation? Have you seen what has happened to all the muggle-born and half-bloods? We are not allowed to become members of the Wizengamot unless we marry a half-blood that has old enough blood to be nominated for a voted seat, or to marry an heir of a Wizengamot family. Until recently, I never knew there were taxes on Muggleborn. I also didn't know that even if I married into one of the families, I would not be eligible unless I was presented and took the oaths to uphold our society. I'm sorry, Blaise, but those types of ideas died almost two hundred years ago in many places in the Muggle world," she told him, secretly pleased he didn't back away or outright reject her.
He was quiet for a few. "My family comes from Italy. The Ministry there is still run much like the monarchy was over a hundred years ago. The Prime Minister can only be elected from the Parliament, and the Parliament is only run by the male heirs, all having links back to the old Royal families. Fifty-six people make up the parliament. My grandfather is currently Prime Minister."
She frowned. "Why are you here, instead of Italy?"
"My mother wanted a different life than to be ruled by the old Families. She was the fourth daughter of the second son to my grandfather and was looking at a marriage she did not want. Grandfather wanted to betroth her to a political enemy to make peace. She ran to the British Consulate and asked for sanctuary before the contract could be signed. My father was a staff member and over the months she was held there, they fell in love. He offered to marry her to give her British citizenship. I was born about a year later at St. Mungo's. I am the first to carry the Zabini name born outside of Italy in almost three-hundred years," he confessed.
"Oh, is your mother happy with this? I don't know if I could leave my family like that," she told him.
Blaise looked at her as they walked down the edge of the lake. "My mother does not regret her decision to leave. If we had stayed, and I was born in Italy, my grandfather would have control over me, and he would have used me just like he would my mother. The Zabini's are the current power there and the family does not like 'blood-traitors', as you would call them here. My father's family, the Cromwells, are a highly regarded family here, but he was the third son and had agreed to take my mother's name to circumvent a law that would have kept them in Italy. As a Zabini, even being admonished, gave my father the power to decide my mother’s fate, and that was to take her here."
She scrunched her eyebrows. "You make it sound like your grandfather is a king and your father owned your mother," she stated.
"In essence, he did. The only way to get around my grandfather was for her to take a vow of fidelity to my father and declare him Lord over all aspects of her life. From what I hear, he was kind to my mother and never enacted any of the clauses of the oath. He made it so she was released from the oaths on his death. I think my mother still loves him; she just fears to be alone."
She held his arm a little tighter. "That is awful. I could never agree to anything like that. It's barbaric. That is what that is," she said, starting to feel a wave of indignation come over her. "You are telling me that your grandfather essentially owns your entire family? He wanted to sell your mother away to end some type of feud and the only way to save her was to have her willingly accept some type of slavery! God, how behind is most the magical world? It's like some old romance novel from the seventeenth century or something."
Blaise gave her a smile. "As Mr. Bouvier teaches us and I spend more time with you and Harry, I don't think you are far off."
She huffed. "It’s not right! Is that why your mother has joined this alliance? Tell me she wants to change things?"
He chuckled. "I didn't get it when she told me over Easter what we were doing. As much as she rebels against some of her upbringing, she is still very conservative, and until recently, has encouraged me to be so as well."
Hermione looked at him, studying his dark face and aristocratic features. She was trying to sift through everything he had said. "Blaise?"
"Yes, Hermione?"
"Do you think things should be changed?" He put a hand over her arm and a thrill went through her.
"I think my opinions on those that I thought below us has changed. I didn't know how much the laws handicapped so many. I have come to see that many of my year mates that think they are superior are nothing compared to you, Harry or some of the other Muggleborn. In the top ten of our year, five are muggle-born, half-blood or muggle raised. I also feel like I have true allies now. Probably even friends. I don't want to see my friends handicapped when they leave Hogwarts," he told her.
They walked a few minutes in silence. When Blaise looked over his shoulder, he let out a breath. "I am not sure Harry trusts me with you."
She looked over her shoulder to see Harry and Daphne still behind them. "Why wouldn't he? Even after what you have told me, I never felt like you have treated me anything less than you would anyone else."
"Unlike others, I have been taught to be polite. As for trusting me, you are protected by the House of Potter. Regent Bones is your magical guardian and Harry is your custodian. It is his responsibility to ensure you are treated appropriately and your modesty protected," he told her.
Her face became set. "I am not a damsel in distress, and he does not need to keep an eye on me that way," she started.
Blaise chuckled. "It is probably Daphne that is pressing it. I have no doubt Harry would do what he needed, but he is not that way."
She cast a stink eye at Daphne who was pecking Harry. "I'll have a talk with her."
Blaise wagged his eyebrows at her. "Two galleons she tells you that she is right."
Hermione snorted. "Do you bet on everything?"
"Only when I am sure the odds are in my favor. Mother doesn't like me betting."
"Is that why you do it?" she asked.
"It is one way I can rebel. Like I said, my mother is very conservative, as much as she rebels against some of her upbringing," he replied.
"No one should be controlled," Hermione stated before shaking her head. "Blaise, do you look down on me because I am a Muggleborn?"
He shook his head. "No. I think it the opposite. You are a force to reckon with when you get going. You earn your position at the top of the class. I also admit you are better at dueling than I am right now, but I intent to remedy that."
She raised an eyebrow at him, a fluttering starting inside her. "How would you feel about changing the Wizengamot? I know you have a title from your mum's third husband. What if we abolish the old seats? Maybe set it so the Prime Minister is voted by the populace, instead of the Wizengamot?"
"How would you go about doing that?" Blaise asked. "I can't see many families willingly giving up their seats. Many have proposed that over the last century and many have paid dearly for it."
She looked at him. "I... I don't know. I haven't thought about that yet, only what I want to see." She started to chew her lip. She usually had plans, but she had not thought that far ahead. She had only thought about what should be in the laws. She figured she would just find a way to pass the laws, not the fact she might have issues changing them. Maybe she was more Gryffindor than she thought?
"It's like the runes. There is often more than one way to resolve an issue, and often times unexpected kickbacks we need to counter," Blaise told her.
She gave him a questioning look. Blaise was brilliant at runes and arithmancy, not as much on some of his other subjects. "How would you go about changing the Wizengamot?"
"Outside of a revolution? I would find a way to convince others it is in their best interest. I think Madam Bones and Lord Greengrass are laying a good base. They have started to circulate much of the research that they have found and intend to use it for groundwork to reverse many laws that discourage the mixing of all the bloods. That could be used to make a more open government by giving everyone a say," he said in his smooth voice.
Hermione was speechless as she thought about what he said. "That is brilliant. I need to write to Madam Bones and ask about this. How do you know about the new laws or changes?"
"Mother. Lord Greengrass tells Daphne at times. I think Susan and Harry might know as well."
"Harry tells me every time Madam Bones gives him information that might impact us. Harr..." she said, turning around. Daphne and him had fallen far behind. Daphne had her arms around his neck and was kissing him rather deeply.
Blaise chuckled. "Looks like Neville owes me a few galleons."
"You bet on them kissing?"
"I bet they wouldn't make it to the lake before they started to snog," Blaise commented.
"You're horrid," Hermione chastised, hitting his arm playfully.
"Guilty as charged. Would you like to continue our walk?"
Hermione turned away. "I think that best," she said, hooking her arm into his again. "When do you turn fifteen?"
"In about two weeks. Why?"
"No reason," she said, thinking she might have to organize something.
He rose a brow at her. "I am not one for big birthdays."
"Then I will keep it small," she told him as they walked away.

  -oOo-


  November 21, 1994


  Along the Irish Sea...

Albus sat at the table. Another autumn storm was raging outside, keeping him from going out. He wanted to leave, but after the Aurors nearly caught him a week ago, he couldn't take the chance.
Severus was out again, looking for some contacts they could use to get information, or maybe find a way to get some of his belongings back. They needed information about Tom. Information he didn't have anymore. The wind howled around the house and the house sounded like it was resisting the wind as it creaked.
"What are your secrets," Albus asked the rock with glowing runes.
Like normal, it didn't answer. It didn't move. There was no pulse of magic. All he could feel was Severus magic on it. He was really starting to believe that almost all the magic had been stripped from Tom. He hadn't thought that possible. Perhaps there were other magics out there that he didn't know?
Looking more intensely at the rock, Albus knew he needed the secrets. In the past two months, Amelia had brought in and either broken his hold on many that supported him or tried them. Five witches and wizards had been walked into the Veil, six to Azkaban and another twenty found in the Ministry that had yet to see a trial. He had no contacts anymore. He had tried to reach out to a few of his allies. Two had sent back owls with tracking charms on them. It was a good thing they didn't come here, instead to safe points he had set up. Otherwise, he was sure the Aurors would have found him. Albus couldn't let that happen until he was ready to destroy Tom.
Albus sighed.
He needed to meet two objectives before he could do that: All the horcruxes needed to be found and confirmed they had been destroyed, then he would have to find a body for this thing that was in the soul container before him. Albus had to be seen defeating Tom.
A particularly strong gust of wind hit the house and caused it to groan. Albus let out his own groan as he shifted and stretched his back. He was starting to face the truth. Losing the elder wand and spending that time in Azkaban had taken its toll. At one-hundred and thirty-eight, his body was starting to tell him it was getting close. Albus still had so much left to do.
He had to regain control and stop the changes that the new Potter-Greengrass Alliance had started. He needed to free more of the Purebloods. Twenty-seven houses were in danger of dying out if they did not produce an heir, and half of them were in Azkaban. He would have to convince the Wizengamot to let them out for 'humanitarian' reasons to sire or birth an heir. The Wizarding world needed those houses to preserve their traditions and to prevent one faction from overpowering another.
He was realizing his own House was going to die with him and Aberforth. Albus had never thought of that before. He was not one to like woman, Aberforth was, but he not been with anyone since his late twenties, when Millicent Worthington was married off to a man she didn't like. Albus had originally rejected the betrothal between the woman and his brother, finding it an abhorrent practice. When Aberforth came to him eight months later to say he was leaving for a while, Albus realized the mistake he had made, but it was too late by then. Aberforth was gone for nearly eight years.
The night Millicent was killed years later, his brother had attacked him, blaming Albus for her death. It was only then that he found out Aberforth had asked her to run away with him, but she had been unwilling to be cast out of her family though, so she married Roger Parrington. The Parringtons were wiped out as one of the first victims of Tom. Millicent, Roger and their three children, ranging from twenty to eleven where all brutally murdered. Aberforth never got over her and never married.
Albus was starting to think he should have at least taken a wife when he was younger. It was his responsibility to look after the family. A responsibility he had failed at. He was starting to realize he had failed at many things. Perhaps Gellert had been right. Albus was too smart and ambitious to just sit back and watch things happen. They had had a grand vision of a resurgent magical world. One that was on the up and up again. One that was generating more magicals. When Albus was born, there were nearly sixty-thousand wizards in Britain. The last numbers he had seen in the Department of Records showed a little more than thirty-nine thousand, and many were aging.
The Great Wizarding War, The Blood Wars, feuds and the way purebloods were pushing out Muggleborn and Half-bloods was slowly killing their society. Many families moved or promising woman were married off to those families that had been decimated on the Continent the Great Wizarding War. It had been costly to let Gellert run free for so long.
Albus had done the same with Tom, thinking he was a convenient crux to the surging equality movement in the sixties and seventies. How many families had paid the price of his games? So many Purebloods that believed in the rights of their blood had only had a single or two children. Many that had died at the hands of Tom and his followers were larger families, many having three or even five. The blood that would have been required to help the repopulation was cut down before it reached its prime, or in their prime.
How foolish had he been?
Now it was proving costly to his homeland.
Looking at the glowing rock, he asked again, "What are your secrets?"
Albus needed to know Tom's secrets. He had to save his world.
"What are you hiding?"
The rock just sat on the table.
Albus pursed his lips. Should he dare? The man was rumored to be the most accomplished mind art practitioner that he had ever heard off. Albus had seen the results of it, but Tom had never tried to push him. Albus was rather skilled himself.
With this thing being little more than a squib now, the formidable magic that would have powered the man's prodigious skills would be severely reduced.
Did he dare it?
This was something he would have to ponder. There were dangers.
The container would have to be opened.
What was left of Tom would be given access to Albus mind if he were to lose control.
He also worried that his magic was not recovering as fast anymore, and he knew he was not as powerful.
It would have to be a last resort. One he was fearing he was approaching as their horcrux hunt kept coming up empty and time was drawing on.
"I will find out your secrets," Albus promised the thing in the rock.

  -oOo-


  November 26, 1994


  Hogwarts, Scotland

The mood in the hall was anticipatory. Most of the conversation was excited and speculative. Word had gotten out that the champions would be facing dragons. Not that it was a big secret, but the organizers hadn't told anyone but the contestants.
As was their normal now, all the fourth-years and Luna were sitting together. Today they were at the end of the Hufflepuff table, all wore a scarf or something else with black and yellow to signify their support of Cedric.
Harry was laughing at the antics of Tracey and Susan as they argued over who would win and that Susan just had a crush on Cedric. It was like when they would do this over the summer. Truthfully, Daphne and Hermione assured him more than half the girls in the school had a crush on the Head boy. When he had asked Daphne, she just said Harry was cute being a little jealous and pecked his lips.
He bristled a little, not feeling jealous at all. The glean in Daphne's eye said she knew, but she was going to needle him anyways. This had most of the others laughing at them.
"So, who do you think will finally be Cedric's girlfriend after today? I can't see anyone not trying to get into his pants at a party tonight," Hannah asked them.
Daphne shook her head. "Should I put five galleons on you?"
Hannah's face brightened. "I'm not that type of girl," she said.
Susan laughed. "Oh, come off it. You were willing to take that bet to streak the common room."
Hannah brightened more. "Only because you and Meaghan said I was too chicken too."
Tracey giggled, grabbing Neville's arm. "I'd pay to see that."
Hannah looked at her. "How much?"
"Twenty galleons. I'll let you keep your knickers on."
Hannah seemed to think about it. "Twenty-five," Hannah countered.
"Oh, Merlin, Tracey. Do you have to start things?" Daphne said and a few laughed at them.
Ernie was looking at Hannah in a way that had her blushing more when she caught his look.
"Tell you what, if Delacour takes first this event, I will streak the great hall," Blaise said. "If she loses, you have to."
The table went quiet. Hannah was beat red now. Susan looked between her friend and Blaise. Harry reached in his pocket and took out a small pouch. "Twenty galleons if you actually do it."
Blaise nodded. "Fair enough."
Hannah still looked beat red. "Hannah, you don't have to do this," Susan told her friend. Tracey took out a pouch and routed around, putting twenty-five galleons on the table.
After a moment, Hannah struck her hand out towards Blaise. "I hope you look nice in your y-fronts."
Blaise laughed and shook her hand. Hermione made a disgruntled sound. "You shouldn't bet."
Harry chuckled. "I'm not betting. I am just giving incentive to follow through with a bet. Either way, I win."
"Are you telling me you just want to see a girl without her clothes?" Daphne's voice was cool.
He swallowed, realizing what he had just said. "Uhm, no. I promise I'll put a blindfold over my eyes if that happens."
"If you have too, I will be at your side. Daddy and mummy always said there is no shame in our bodies," Luna said.
Everyone turned to her. "Luna, you don't have to do this," Hannah told her.
"None of you should do this," Hermione hissed at them.
Tracey had a huge smirk on her face. "I have not gotten up to any trouble yet this year. Fine, Hannah can wear a bra too."
"Do I have too?" Luna asked in her far away voice.
"This is too far," Hermione tried to make them see reason.
Harry wanted to laugh, but felt he was still in trouble with Daphne, so he wisely kept his mouth shut.
"Maybe we should go find seats before it gets too crowded," Daphne suggested.
He took the hint and pushed his chair out. He hadn't realized someone was behind him. The small first-year girl screamed, and he was suddenly covered in what smelled like sickly-sweet pumpkin juice when she through her goblet in fright. "I'm so sorry," Harry said, shaking the liquid off his hands.
The others moved to help the girl up. She didn't say a word, just looking up at him with huge eyes. Neville made sure she was standing before she squeaked and ran off. "I really didn't mean that," Harry yelled after her. "Hannah? Susan? Who was that so I can apologize later?"
"I'm not sure," Hannah said, looking after the girl as she ran out of the hall. She was as covered as he was.
"You should go back up and get changed," Daphne was telling him.
"I think I need a shower."
"I'll go with him," Neville told them. "Save us a seat?"
Tracey nodded and gave him a peck. "Hurry up."
"We will," Harry told them. Daphne reached over just enough to peck him. "You are covered in pumpkin juice," she said with a crinkle to her nose.
"You want a hug then?" He gave her a mischievous look.
"I will not kiss you again today if you do," she told him seriously.
He chuckled. "Wouldn't want that."
While the rest of them headed towards the new path that led into the Forbidden Forest, Neville and him headed towards Gryffindor tower. "I'm all sticky now."
"At least you smell better," Neville teased.
"Berk," Harry groused.
Neville laughed.
Harry didn’t want to waste too much time, so he only washed his hands and changed his clothes. By the time they were walking down, there was a heavy stream of adults coming from the main drive and walking along the path to the stadium hidden in the forest. There were many more than he had expected.
"Is your Gran going to be here today?" Harry asked looking at the line of witches and wizards.
"Gran said she would be. Wanted us to meet up with Lord and Lady Davis later," Neville answered.
He nodded. "Amelia is working the security."
"What about Lord and Lady Greengrass?"
He shrugged. "Not sure. I don't think they told Daphne if they were or not."
Neville snorted. "Maybe if you used your mouth for talking when you two are alone you would know."
Harry shoved Neville. "Like you and Tracey are any better? And we do talk."
Neville laughed as he stumbled back to Harry's side. "I am not complaining about how Tracey uses her mouth."
"Something you not telling me?" Harry gave a questioning look to Neville, who seemed to get what he said about ten seconds later. Neville's eyes grew wide and his face took on a nice blush.
"That is not what I mean... I mean if she wanted to... I mean we just kiss. Oh, bloody hell, Harry!"
Harry started to laugh at his cousin’s discomfort. Daphne and him had definitely not done anything else but kiss... well, maybe that one time he had slipped his hands down below her waist on her back side and he was slapped for it... Harry was pretty sure that was all that Tracey and Neville had done as well.
He was still chuckling at how uncomfortable Neville looked as they finally found their group of friends towards the top of the stands on a section clearly meant for Hogwarts students. Sitting down, Daphne gave him an eye and sniffed. "You still smell of pumpkin juice."
"I didn't have time to take a shower," he said, chuckling again when Neville muttered next to him, "So you smell better than normal."
Daphne took his arm. "Why are you chuckling, and why does Neville look so flush?"
Neville gave him a glare. "It’s a boy thing," Harry told her, giving a shit-eating-grin to one of his best mates. Tracey looked at them curiously when Neville's face went beat root red again.
Daphne rolled her eyes. A breeze wafted over the trees behind then and brushed them as it made its way over the stadium. "So, did I miss anything?"
Daphne moved a little closer, but still sitting tall and proper. "Not really. Blaise wants a pool on who will win."
Harry looked to the boy before them. "Is it the one the Weasley twins are running? I put down ten galleons on Diggory."
"Don't you want Delacour to win?" Hermione asked him.
"It's better to spread around your bets," Blaise told her.
"I didn't think you were actually betting," Susan said.
"I put a few on Diggory too," Ernie spoke up.
"If you all get in trouble, don't look to me to get you out of it," Hermione huffed. Blaise gave her a thoughtful look.
"Tell me you didn't mean that with Hannah earlier," Daphne whispered to him.
He shook his head and tapped Hannah's shoulder. "Hannah, I was joking about earlier."
She gave him a smirk. "I don't back down from dares."
Susan snorted. "That is an understatement."
Hannah stuck her tongue out at Susan, who returned it. “I look forward to it. Nothing is as exhilarating as cold stones under your feet,” Luna added. Most of them laughed.
Harry saw Amelia in the judges’ box looking over the crowd. There must have been a dozen or more Aurors walking around. With only that one incident with Malfoy, Harry was actually feeling safe for once. He should have known then that that was a red flag...
When the judges came out to announce things were almost set and the first contestant would be Cedric Diggory against a Hebridean Black, an excited foreboding came over the crowd. That was not a docile dragon, or one that should be played around with. Perhaps the Ukrainian Ironbellies or Hungarian Horntails were worse, according to Hagrid. Of course, their half-giant friend found them to be the most 'beautiful and majestic', but Harry figured that was because they were the most dangerous.
"...Mr. Diggory will be required to retrieve a treasure from the dragon's horde in its cave. Like all the three contestants, they will be scored based upon time to complete the task, no permanent harm to the dragon or themselves, and the elegance in which they are able to accomplish it," Ludo Bagman was saying over the crowd.
Daphne tightened her grip around Harry's arm. "You don't think they will get hurt?" she asked.
"I hope not," Neville said from his side.
"That is going to be half the fun," Blaise commented.
"That is awful to say that," Hermione said, hitting Blaise's arm.
"Here they come," Ernie said.
The arena was wide, perhaps a hundred and fifty yards or more in diameter. The average dragon could shoot fire about twice the length of itself, not counting its tail, meaning that left plenty of room to move around the arena, with most dragons being eight to fifteen yards long. of course, the tails were typically five to ten yards long themselves.
The floor of the arena had a shallow cave in the center of it, with about forty yards of open space, then a craggy mixture of rocks, ravines and other terrain. Some of the ravines and shallow dips came close to the cave.
They all watched, lots of murmuring and conversation in the stands, as two groups of wizards came out. One was levitating a wooden platform that had a huge black dragon on it. The dragon was sleeping, but there was still a fine mist of smoke trailing from its nostrils. Eight wizards were levitating the massive wooden platform. Just before them was a group of three wizards. Two were levitating a pile of gold, silver, gems and artifacts. The last was carrying a golden box.
"Someone is going to be killed," Hermione said in fear.
Blaise, sobering for the moment said, "No one is going to be killed, Hermione. I have heard they have taken precautions."
The dragon horde, chest and then the dragon were placed into the cave. Three wizards waited for the others to leave the arena. They took out brooms from some hidden pocket before casting what looked like enervate charms at the dragon. They waited maybe two seconds before mounting their brooms and racing towards the big gates that were closing. About the time they made it to the gates, a roar emanated from the cave, and then a bout of green fire with a black core.
Daphne's grip tightened even more. Harry put a hand over hers. "Blaise is right. No one should get hurt," he said, hoping he was right. These were dragons though...
"The stage is set, and the first contestant can come out at the cannon blast," Bagman said, his excitement evident. A few seconds later, a cannon sounded, and the dragon roared, its head poking out of its cave.
Daphne moved to press herself against his side. He wanted to wrap an arm around her, but it wasn't the place to do so. When Cedric walked out of a tunnel, the crowd went wild, most cheering for him...
It was later afternoon to find Daphne and him walking along the grounds. After leaving Lord and Lady Greengrass, they wanted a little time to themselves and could only find it walking on the grounds. Aurors could be seen here and there, but the castle was busy with excited students and the parents had been allowed to stay and eat in the Great Hall tonight. That was where Daphne's parents were with Astoria and Daphne and him would join her parents at dinner.
The day itself had been exciting. As much as he didn't want to see anyone get hurt, he found himself getting into the event. Cedric had been able to entice the dragon out with some nice transfiguration, disillusionment and scent masking charms. He made it to the exit with only a slight burn on one arm.
Krum had been able to get to the dragon horde only after he had managed to 'disable' the Chinese fireball he had. The poor thing had two broken legs and had been breathing heavily after being pounded with rocks after the Bulgarian's initial attempts had failed. He lost a lot of points for that. Harry didn't feel too bad that the boy had to limp out with a broken arm and leg.
Fleur had been the most impressive, at least by Harry's standards, being able to lull the dragon to sleep. By doing so, she walked in and out of the cave without a scratch, and the highest score.
"So, do you think Blaise will really streak the Great Hall?" Harry asked her as they walked around the back of the Quidditch stadium. Harry had been slowly steering her this way. They had found a small door in the back that let them under the stands. It was a good spot to steal some kisses. Daphne must have known his intention but didn't stop him.
She gave a little laugh. "He will do it. I hope you have the twenty galleons you promised."
"I'm good for it," Harry chuckled, wondering how much detention he might get.
She nodded. "Are you trying to lead us towards that spot we found last week?"
"Maybe," he said, a smirk on his face.
She looked around. "Your hands better stay in a good spot this time," she warned him.
"I promise. Not until you say I can," he told her. He had learned his lesson... until the next time his hormones decided to overrule his promise.
She nodded. "You also need to take a shower. I still smell that pumpkin juice."
"Sorry, I didn't think I had time," he replied. They were getting close when something echoed over the grounds. Harry thought it sounded like an explosion, but when they looked, he couldn't see anything. "What was that?" Daphne questioned, looking around as well.
"I don't know," Harry said, getting an uneasy feeling.
"Maybe we should head back to the castle?" Daphne suggested.
"Yeah." Harry looked around again, putting a hand behind her back and guiding her before him. A wisp of smoke was now rising over the trees towards the arena. "I think we should get back now."
Daphne followed Harry's eye and they both froze for a second when two long shapes with wings rose above the trees. "Harry," Daphne said, reaching for his hand.
"Run."
It was a good thing they ran so much, except the robes Daphne was in was slowing her down a little. Harry willed his wand to his hand. It was a good quarter mile or more between the pitch and the practice grounds gate, and when he looked over his shoulder, one of the small shapes in the distance was getting closer. The other one was flying off towards the front of the grounds.
"One of them escaped," an Auror yelled.
"Bloody hell! Go faster, Daph," Harry yelled at her. It looked like the dragon was coming right for them. A roar rent the peaceful afternoon, as did fire coming from the things mouth.
"I'm trying," Daphne spat at him. "Oh, I am wearing jeans for now on." Her wand was in her hand as she struggled to undo the heavy robes to free her legs. Harry didn't want to wait and just picked her up and put her over his shoulder. "HARRY!"
He didn't reply, trying to run up the hill as fast as he could. Three Aurors went the other way, telling them to get inside. The roar was closer now and Daphne screamed over his shoulder. He didn't stop, but spell fire, a roar, the sound like a flame thrower and then the screams of people came to his ears. He was breathing heavily and almost to the gates when he heard the wings. In less than three minutes, the dragon had caught up to them. He dove for the side of the path and the ditch that was there, trying his best to keep Daphne from landing under him. She screamed and he heard the snap of jaws.
Landing hard in the ditch, he rolled her over and pointed his wand up. "Protego Maxima!"
The semi-solid looking blue shield covered them as the dragon tried to stop itself before crashing into the gate house roof. It got its legs under it and the terracotta shingles made a shattering sound as they broke. Harry was sure the splintering wood was the only thing that had the dragon wiping its head up as a jet of fire came out of its mouth.
"Fuck," Daphne spat out before screaming again. He had never heard her scream like that.
The dragon, stuck in the roof, roared and screeched in anger and pain.
"Go," Harry yelled, picking Daphne up as he got up.
"That's a Horntail," Daphne said in a panic.
"We can talk about it later," Harry snapped at her.
They ran in the ditch on the side of the path, a string of fire still on the ground a hundred yards away. The dragon roared and there was a loud sound as something fell to the ground. It made a crashing sound. He looked to see the dragon had ripped half the roof off the gatehouse and was now steadying itself, making a disturbing rumbling sound. Harry could see its throat shaking as it made the sound.
"Keep going," he yelled at Daphne as he skidded to a halt. He spun his wand and a round shield with a few windows in it came into existence on his wrist. He reached for the hilt of the sword that Amelia had given him. It pulled out of the short scabbard. There was a reason knights of old used goblin steal. It would bight through dragon scales.
Daphne stopped a few feet away. "Harry, you can't!"
"Just go," Harry told her. If he could buy her some time, that was all he needed.
The dragon, seeming to sense this time old tradition, gave a huge roar of challenge, before jumping down. Daphne stepped up beside him, her own shield on her wrist. "You promised me you would not leave me."
"Now is not the time."
"No. It is not," she said. Harry could hear the fear in her voice, but she was probably right. There was little chance he could hold this thing off long enough to let her get away.
The dragon was making the same disturbing rumbling from its throat as it advanced on them. "You cast anything you can at it. If it comes close, I will try to get its neck," Harry told her.
"Don't get that close," she told him.
The dragon roared, rearing up and Daphne cast at a large rock on the side. The four foot long rock tore from the ground and her levitation charm tossed it at the dragon. Harry took the opportunity to start casting stunners and ropes. If they could immobilize it, then they could escape. If Harry had to get in close, he didn't think he wouldn't get hurt, or worse.
The large rock hit the dragon in its wing, half spinning it and his stunner just bounded off it. It turned, fire spewing out of its mouth. "Auqamenti!" It was a torrent of water that met the fire and scalding steam went in every direction.
He gritted his teeth and brought his shield up, protecting himself from most of the steam. The dragon screeched. Daphne launched some more rocks over his head as he cast a freezing charm on the ground. The dragon tried to charge them, slipping on the ice. One of the rocks caught a shoulder as two others flew over it as it fell to the ground. The dragon spun on the ice.
"Freeze my water," Harry demanded. "Auqamenti!"
He sent another stream of water. The dragon was trying to get up. The water was coming out like two or three fire hydrants. Harry had never tried to cast it under such duress and feeling so amped up. Daphne's freezing spell started to ice over the water as it cascaded over the dragon. It broke out of the first layer of ice but found one of its legs stuck.
It roared at the ice, but soon was struggling hard as large blocks collected on it spikes and its wings got caught on the ground. It roared at them, fire coming out of its mouth before it seemed to tire and its head slumped, half covered in ice.
After a few more seconds, Harry stopped. He was breathing a little hard, never having held that spell for so long or poured so much energy into it. The dragon was whining, sounding like it was laboring in its breathing.
He turned to Daphne, not saying anything. Her eyes were still wide as she swayed a slight bit. Her chest was heaving from the exertion of holding the spell. "Are you alright," he asked, seeing some dirt streaks on her face and clothes.
She gave an uncertain smile. "Tell me why I like you so much again? That's twice now something has tried to kill us."
He returned her uncertain smile. "I wish I knew. DAPHNE!"
Her eyes rolled up into her head and she collapsed. He just managed to catch her before she hit her head. He was feeling tired enough that he fell to his knees. A moment later, four men on brooms landed before them.
"Bloody hell! What did you do!?" a man with red hair asked, looking between them, the dragon and the now black streak on the ground behind them. Harry looked at the shapes of what had probably been three Aurors. His stomach did a small flip. He had to worry about Daphne and the dragon first though.
"It attacked us," Harry said.
"I wasn't talking about you. The bloody dragons went crazy about an hour after everything was done. Merlin, how many died?" The man sounded shaken but calm too.
Harry didn't know. The other three were now approaching the silent dragon. It was laboring in its breathing. "Charlie, we need to get him warmed up or he will die soon," one of the wizards said.
"Where is the Hebridean Black?" the man named Charlie asked.
"We saw another fly off towards the front of the castle," Harry told him.
"Shit. A dragon can do a lot of damage in ten minutes," the red head said, pulling a mirror out of his pocket. "Christoff."
A second later, a man with a Swedish accent came on. Charlie cut the man off. "We have Arthur. No clue where Eric went. Have a sighting off towards Hogsmeade.
Harry wished he understood what the man was saying on the mirror. It sounded like some good swearing. Charlie put the mirror back into his pocket and looked around again. Harry caught him looking towards the arena and Harry saw at least ten specks raising over the trees. "Bloody hell. I hate when this happens. You two alright?"
Harry started to laugh at the way Charlie was so cool about the situation. Maybe he was cracking? "Daphne passed out."
Charlie nodded, then sniffed. "Why are you covered in dragon piss? No wonder it came after you."
"What?"
"Dragon piss. And pumpkin juice?"
Harry looked at him confused, then realized that whatever happened earlier wasn't just some girl spilling juice on him. "Where is my Aunt Amelia?"
He looked to see a few winded Aurors running towards them. When they approached the blackened patch of ground, two of them slowed down. One of them turned a nice greenish hue before they staggered over to the side. The last one came up to them. "What... happened... here."
"Ask the dragon," Harry said.
Charlie snorted. "Something sent the dragons crazy. Then they somehow got out of their enclosures. Not sure how yet, but it wasn't good. We were able to subdue two of them, but two escaped. For some reason this boy is covered in dragon piss. Nothing sets off a dragon protecting its territory like another that pissed on it."
The Auror looked at Charlie for a moment. "Scrimgeour is going to have our hides for this. Let's get you to the hospital. I'm sure Bones will want to know you are alright." Looking behind him, he called out, "Smith. Call for some bags and start the breakdown of the scene."
"Sure, Boss," the man said, his face more emotionless now.
It was starting to hit him that the three Aurors that had been near them were burned alive. He wasn't sure how Daphne and him had escaped that fate. "Come on. I can levitate her while you walk," the man said. "It will be alright. It's all over now."
Harry was between livid and scared to death. Again, someone had tried to kill him. Again, Daphne had been with him at the time.

  -oOo-


  Hospital Wing


  Hogwarts, Scotland

Amelia burst into the room. "Where are they!"
It was a beehive of activity. She caught three lime-green robes, a half-dozen beds with screens around them, someone screaming from the far end of the hall and three bodies on the floor with sheets over them. Two Aurors were just inside the doors, another four outside.
"Head Bones, your nephew and Ms. Greengrass are in the second screen on the far wall," an Auror told her. "Your Aurors are turning everyone else away, including Lord Greengrass."
"If he comes back, let him in. Let in any parents that have children here," she ordered her Aurors. She hadn’t meant to keep parents out when she had told them only Healers and DMLE staff.
She rushed past her Aurors looking for Daphne and Harry first. A man was sleeping, half his face and an arm covered in bandages on the first bed. She marched past the second bed and threw back the curtain to walk into the second screened off bed, terrified at what she might find. She came up short. In the hustle of the hospital wing, she was not expecting to find a sleeping Harry and Daphne. Daphne was in the bed, the blankets pulled up to her chest and her arms over the blankets. Harry was sitting in a chair, his hand in hers and his head on the pillow next to hers.
A haggard looking Andi came to her side. "They are just exhausted. Some bruises, but nothing that won't vanish in a day or two with some bruise salve. They both held spells for far longer than they should have."
"Oh, thank the gods," she said in a voice that cracked. Amelia may have been a hardened fighter, but she had never felt so scared since that night her brother had been murdered and she had taken Susan. She found she already loved this boy as much as her niece.
"Two Aurors saw them fighting. I assume that was your training. When they wake in the morning, I'll send them on their way. I just don't have a bed for Harry right now and he refuses to leave her," Andi said.
Amelia took a moment to clamp down her emotions. They were safe and unharmed. "What of the others? I heard...," she had to swallow. "I heard two students were seriously harmed?"
Andi sighed. "The other dragon attacked Hogsmeade. Neville was able to get a shield up, saving Augusta and Tracey. He has some bad burns on his left arm, but that is it. Tracey has some burns to her right leg and foot. Augusta... I'm unsure if I will be able to save her leg. Much of the left side of her body is burned. It's bad, Amelia. I had to have her taken outside the wards and portkey her to St. Mungo's."
Amelia put a hand to her mouth before catching her composure again. "Right. Where is Neville and Tracey? I will take over guardianship for them if they need anything."
"They are both sleeping in the next two curtains. Neither of them should be moved for the night as the burn salves work, and they will be here for two or three days at the least," Andi told her.
Amelia nodded. "How many others?"
"Five dragon handlers and Hagrid are recovering from some severe burns. Two of them will lose one limb each, if not two. Three of your Aurors and two dragon handlers are dead. There was nothing I could do for them," Andi said sadly.
She nodded. She closed the screen with Harry and Daphne and went to the next one. Neville was on the bed, his left arm elevated in a sling and bandaged from his fingertips to his shoulder. "He will be alright for the night?"
"I gave him some dreamless sleep and a calming draught. He isn't moving for a good twelve hour or so."
"Good. Anything you need, Andi."
"He will be taken care of, Amelia."
The curtains closed and she went to Tracey. The girl looked as still as Neville. Her leg and foot could not be seen under the sheet. “They will make a full recovery. Tell me this was a random accident?”
The screaming man was now sedated, and screens were being put around him. "I don’t know yet. Have you seen Minerva? I came back as fast as I could."
"She left about fifteen minutes ago. All the students are on lock down and I think she was organizing dinner in the House common rooms," Andi replied.
Amelia nodded. "Did Harry or anyone tell you what happened?"
"Not totally sure. I've been a little busy and once I knew Harry and Daphne were good, I was onto my next patient."
"Thank you, Andi. Let me know the second there is any change in these four," Amelia commanded.
"Of course."
"Healer Tonks, can I have a moment of your time," another Healer requested from the screen behind them.
Amelia made good her leave and caught Captain Shacklebolt in the hall talking with a burly red head man. They both quieted as she stalked up to them. "What the hell happened!?" she snapped at the man she had left in charge of security up here.
"We are getting to the bottom of it, Boss," Shacklebolt told her. "This is Charlie Weasley."
The redhead didn't look happy. "Someone weakened the perimeter fences on the paddocks and then let off a firework with a 'come-fuck-me' spray. It sent the males into a frenzy thinking there was a female in heat nearby. Three of them broke out and the Horntail and Hebridean Black escaped. It was less than ten minutes before we had teams at both sites after the initial scrum. What I don't get is why Harry, Neville and a few others had dragon piss on them mixed with pumpkin juice. Having the males in full rut will have them challenging any other dragon within miles. They went straight for the boys,"
Her lips were pursed and her eyes blazing. "You are saying this was all intentional?"
Charlie gave a dark chuckle. "Seems that way. Our boss is going to be pissed when he gets the butcher's bill for this. The Black was killed by two Aurors. The Horntail will probably not last the night. Harry and his girl did some real damage with that ice. Usually, dragons just shake it off or break it, but they lowered its core temperature too much. I suppose their bodies will be claimed?"
She regarded this man. Working on a dragon preserve was hard work. Obviously, the death of people was something he was used too. He was also worried more about the dragons than the people. Probably also something that was learned on the preserves. "I will leave that decision up to the ones that killed them. How do you know dragon piss was on them?"
"You can smell it. When they are ready to rut, the males' piss smells pretty sweet, while the female’s is rather pungent. You could smell how sweet the piss was and the pumpkin juice masked it pretty well. It was like he bathed in it."
"Shacklebolt, I don't care the resources you need, follow up on this right away. Get Scrimgeour and every other Senior Auror if you need. As soon as my nephew is up, get a statement. Find out who else was within him today and get a professor to get them an interview. We need to follow up on this now," she ordered. The man didn't flinch under her anger, but she could see his concern in his eyes. "Also, have whoever it was that took my nephew and Ms. Greengrass to the infirmary here within three minutes. If they are not here before I go find the Headmistress, I'll have both your badges."
"Yes, Boss," said Shacklebolt before turning to the three Aurors that were waiting for him.
"Now, Mr. Weasley, tell me everything you know, including what happened in each fight."
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  December 1, 1994


  Hogwarts, Scotland

Draco pursed his lips to see the headlines today. Gregory had been arrested over a week ago and taken away from Hogwarts. Crabbe's father was still missing and he said that his mother and him were to go to a will reading for him over Christmas if he wasn't found by then. Vincent was convinced his father was dead.
There were a few of his father's friends that were in trouble, and the Daily Prophet was a worse sign. The picture showed Lord Goyle being escorted through the main atrium of the Ministry. The heavy power-sapping manacles could be clearly seen. The man stood tall and didn't look that concerned. In the background was his father looking on. By the blank expression in his face, Draco could tell his father was surprised by this.
Pansy leaned in. "Draco, Potter is looking towards us," she whispered.
The boy, who had put the paper down, was sitting at the Ravenclaw table this morning. The look on his face was hard and unyielding. For once, Draco was starting to wonder if making enemies of Potter had been the brightest idea.
Greengrass was next to him. Her look wasn't any less hard.
He was sure his father was involved in both attempts to kill them. Like normal, Potter had found a way to escape. The fact he had killed a dragon to do it had him finally thinking Potter was someone that he didn't want to mess with.
The issue was, a Malfoy was as much magical royalty as anyone could be. They didn't back down, they always found a way to beat the odds, or cheat to make sure they were in their favour. Problem was, Potter was always beating him.
The other issue was the people around him. His father and grandfather had spent their lives building a core of Houses that would support them. The Greengrasses, Zabini, Bulstrode, Davis and others were supposed to be open or quiet supporters that were in the pockets of the Malfoys. In the last six months, that had been flipped on its head, and now Lord Greengrass and Madam Bones had made an alliance that was near untouchable. At the core was Potter.
It always came down to Potter.
"Our instructions are to leave Potter, Greengrass and all the others alone," Draco told her. He caught Vincent and Theodores eyes. They were about the only ones that were still sticking close to him now. Many of the older and younger years had started to distance themselves from the Malfoy Alliance. He really didn't like the drop in influence.
"Are you really going to leave him alone?" Theodore asked.
"For the moment. I will be Scion Black and I will have both the Greengrasses," Draco told them. Perhaps, like his father, Draco needed to become circumspect. Someone had told him he acted more like a Gryffindor than a Slytherin. It was a comment that really rankled him. It had also slowly crept under his skin and he was realizing he was not being a Slytherin. His father had told him he needed to stop acting a spoilt brat. Draco had just thought that was because he had a small tantrum when he didn't get a Firebolt. His father had told him he hadn't earned it after getting such poor grades last year.
Draco wasn't sure what had made the change in his father, except that he seemed very concerned about Potter and Greengrass.
"Draco, I can't stand them either, but if you are caught, you may be in trouble like Gregory," Pansy said, sounding a little worried, not snide like she normally would when she mentioned Potter or Greengrass. He didn't like that.
The Malfoys, Parkinsons, Notts, Crabbes and others were the crème de la crème of their world. The half-blood and blood traitors were lower that low. How was it their power was on the rise?
"I will not get caught," he assured her.

  -oOo-


  December 3, 1994


  Hogwarts, Scotland

"Muggle money is simpler in many ways. You don't need to do a conversion of 27 knuts to a sickle, and 17 Sickles to a Galleon. You have pence and you have pounds. One-hundred pence to a pound. Where it gets complicated for many wizards is the numerous denominations," Mr. Bouvier said as he put up slides to show the various coins and bills.
"How is this worth anything? It's just a painted piece of paper," Draco said, holding a five-pound note in the air and looking at the designs on it.
"It has value because the government insures it's value. In the No-Maj world, there are too many people and too much money to stamp gold or silver coins, or even use reserves to back them."
"You mean this is worthless?" Draco snarled.
Nott had held up his own note. "I think Mr. Bouvier is saying it is more like a draft slip with Gringotts."
"Exactly, Mr. Nott. If I was to take this into a broker, or some banks, I could get five-pounds worth of gold, but I am telling you, five pounds worth of gold wouldn't even be enough to plate a ring," their professor instructed.
This seemed to get some people attention around the room. "You mean the goblins are taking advantage of us?" Dean asked, looking incredulously at the professor. "My mum was only given a galleon per five pounds."
Mr. Bouvier chuckled. "Since when does a goblin trade fairly when it is not in their best interest? But, no, I don't think they are cheating us in this. Wizarding gold is not the same as the pure gold that the No-Maj like. Wizarding gold is actually an amalgam of gold, goblin silver and copper to make it worth the ounce or so of gold in a standard galleon and to stand up to the abuse the coins get over time. To the No-Maj, the coins would be worth about a hundred and seven pounds right now, but due to the statute of secrecy, the ICW has given the goblins exclusive rights to set the trade value in Europe since we can't use wizarding currency in the real world."
"Back in the States, I could easily get a good fifty dollars for a gold dragot. That exchange changes with the market but is usually about 40 percent of the current price for an ounce of gold. The puckwedgies run the largest two banks in the States, and the two goblin banks are forced to follow suit or go out of business."
There was some murmuring around the room.
"On the reverse, a galleon goes much farther in the Wizarding world than that five-pound bill in your hands. A good meal might be fifteen pounds. I spent about 15 sickles for the same at the Three Broomsticks last night. So, there are tradeoffs."
Harry was looking at the reaction of the wizard-raised. His group had already come to terms with it. Pansy was muttering something about 'bloody goblins', while Draco just stared at the note. Harry was wondering what the blonde ponce was thinking.
After a few, Parvati asked, "Mr. Bouvier, how much money do muggles make a year?"
"Good question. Depends on the job. Someone like a sanitation worker or a barista could make twelve to fifteen thousand pounds a year on the low end. A solicitor or doctor maybe ninety to a hundred-fifty thousand pounds a year. Some much more. Others struggle to make anything."
"My dad says most new Ministry workers only earn a hundred-fifty galleons a month," Ron spoke up.
Harry did the quick math. That meant seventeen-hundred galleons a year. If they had convert it to pounds-sterling, that would only be eighty-five hundred pounds.
Many around the room were obviously doing the same and thinking what that meant in the No-Maj world. The look of disgust that a No-Maj sanitation worker made more than an entry-level wizard in the ministry was obviously not sitting well with most of the wizard raised, especially since the Ministry was probably the single largest employer in their world.
"Now, to get back to the importance of this all, the fourth, fifth, sixth and seventh years will be going into Inverness in a few weeks. I want to make sure you know what all this money means and to give you time to request any exchange with the goblins," Mr. Bouvier said, turning away from them and using a long stick to point at the pictures on the screen.
Harry leaned over to Daphne. "I already have a few hundred pounds if you need."
She nodded. "I have my own, thank you."
"Father is going to hear about this. If the goblins are cheating us of any of this, then they will not be pleased," Draco said in a low voice to Pansy.
Pansy looked at him. "Why would you have muggle money? You didn't know about anything Muggle before this year."
Draco looked like he suddenly realized he said too much and shut his mouth. Harry looked at him, wanting to ask the same question.
"So, for the rest of the class, we will be using the money I gave you to practice. Ms. Granger, Mr. Potter and Mr. Thomas, would you care to act as store clerks?" Mr. Bouvier pointed at the three stations to the side. One was a Tube booth, another a newspaper stall and, the last, a candy counter.
Hermione stood, "Of course, Mr. Bouvier."
Draco made a soft snort. "Figures the mudblood..."
"That will be a detention and five points, Mr. Malfoy," Mr. Bouvier said from the front of the room, not even turning to look at the boy. Harry smirked at the look on Malfoy's face.
"Tough luck, old bean," Harry put in at almost a whisper, using the no-Maj saying.
Malfoy snarled at him. Harry had a feeling that Malfoy didn't know what it meant.
"Mr. Potter, that is enough. Three points from Gryffindor."
"Yes, Sir. Sorry, sir," Harry replied.

  -oOo-


  December 8, 1994


  Hogwarts, Scotland

Daphne was worried. Harry had been very quiet and withdrawn the last few weeks since the dragon attack. He had also been a bit jumpy, reminding her of Professor Moody.
She had to admit that she wasn't as carefree as she had been becoming. She was happy she hadn't seen the burnt Aurors, but she could remember the smell...
Neville was finally back to full health, as was Tracey. Well, as much as he could be. There was a small burn scar on his neck that was slowly fading. Tracey still had some on her left foot as well. Removing burn scars caused by magical means was not an easy or short-term method. Any scar hat was made by a magic laced method was always hard to vanish. The lightening shaped line still visible on Harry's head was proof of that.
Madam Longbottom wasn't recovering quickly. She had lost part of her leg and was still recovering from the severe burns she had received.
Neville told them they only heard the dragon roar as it dropped out of the sky at them. He had been able to get a shield up, but it hadn't covered all of them. The fact three Aurors had been just a dozen paces away when it happened saved their lives as the Aurors were able to attract the attention of the dragon before it went on too much of a rampage.
Sitting at the table with them for every meal was no longer an option. Actually, almost all the Neutral children were sitting with their allies away from the Slytherin table. Goyle had been taken away the day after the attack and had not returned yet. Most of those around Malfoy were very subdued, but she knew they were watching them.
The others were talking in hushed tones as they looked over the Daily Prophet.
After picking at his food for a few moments, Harry softly said, "Daphne, can we go for a walk instead of the library?"
First period on Thursdays was an empty period for them all and they always went to the library. She reached a hand under the table to his. "All you have to do is ask."
Harry gave her a troubled smile. He got up, pulling her up as he did. Soon they were in an empty hallway. Harry sat on a ledge of a window, and she sat next to him. Sleet and rain was hitting the window.
"I got a letter from your father the other day," he said, looking out at the window.
"Is that why you have been so quiet the last few days? What did he say?"
Harry pursed his lips. "He wants me to declare a Blood Feud with House Goyle and Crabbe. He says there is evidence that they were both involved in the dragon and the Abbott's cotillion," he told her.
She took in a deep breath. Blood feuds were not something to mess around with. "Harry, you do understand what a blood feud is?"
"I know what Madam Bulstrode has told us. Once one is called, the only way to end it is to eliminate the house or pay an appropriate tribute to the aggrieved house."
"That is true, but there is more too it. Madam Bulstrode didn't have time to go over all the rules. Harry, if you call a blood feud, you would have to prove who the aggrieved party is. That means this goes to the Wizengamot or you have to participate in a duel between Heads of the Houses. It can take years for the Wizengamot to come to a decision, and it opens any duels between the Houses as legal, whether they are arranged or not. Until the Heads of Houses meet, any number of lower duels can be called, then whomever is called upon has to be the dueler," she softly replied.
Harry pursed his lips and turned to her. "Daphne, there isn't anyone else in my House."
"There is Hermione, Harry. You are her protector, and she is your vassal, in this situation. Until the Wizengamot decided who is in the right, either House can try to decide it through duels. Ambushes count, Harry. Whomever loses now has to give a boon, or face another duel. The question is can you convince the Wizengamot? And can you convince them fast if the Goyles are not convicted?"
"I want to see them rot, but I don't want to endanger Hermione. Why do this if Lord Goyle is already facing a trial? Are there other Goyle's not arrested or involved in the trials?"
"A conviction by the Wizengamot would prove you the aggrieved party. Since both incidents could have been deadly, you would be owed equal payment or equal chance to see that visited upon them," she told him. "As for other family, only Lady Goyle is not currently in jail, that I know of."
Harry took her hands into his. "So, I call a Blood Feud. Lord Goyle is convicted. What then? What type of boon are we talking about? Your father didn't say."
She shook her head. "If he is stripped of his Lordship, you would have rights to claim it. Gregory and any other Goyle inline would be stripped of that opportunity. Or, you can choose to let the line of the Goyles die out. Because they tried to kill us, you would also be given a portion of their holdings."
"So, I declare a blood feud, they are both tried and found guilty by the Wizengamot, and I have a choice. Do I want to be Head of the Goyles?" He asked more to himself than Daphne.
The gears in her head were whirling. This is probably what father was after. "Harry, I think you should talk with your aunt. If the Crabbes go to trial, it could be the same issue. I am not sure my father is not trying to gain control of those houses, either through you or by using you."
His face hardened. The fire that was in his eyes when upset lit immediately. She had known him long enough, and Hermione had told her, that she knew he didn't like to be controlled or played. As his intended, she had a choice: honour her family or honour her intended, who was going to be her future family. It was a choice she did not like, but she wouldn't betray Harry.
"I see," he said after a few.
"Harry, I don't think he means it in a bad way. This is a political move. One I think he has thought about and realized that at least Lord Goyle will be convicted in a few weeks, and then stripped of his Lordship for trying to assassinate us. Assassination attempts towards Wizengamot members or their heirs, it is not something the Wizengamot takes kindly too," she informed him.
Harry didn't say anything for a few. She could see him thinking behind the fire in his eyes. After a few, he said in a cool voice. "Daphne, I won't be used like this. Dumbledore did that for too many years. If this is what your father expects of me, I am not sure us being in a courtship is a good thing."
The pain in his eyes was apparent. She felt a sickly swooping feeling in her gut. It was almost panic. "Harry, I will never do that to you and will try to point out whenever I see something like that. I am your intended. As such, my loyalties are to you... above my family at times."
His hard green orbs softened after a moment, and he sighed. "Daphne, I will never ask you to choose me over your family. Amelia warned me your father might try to use me at some point."
"I really don't think he means you harm. If you were to gain the fortune and holdings the Goyles have, it will only increase your standing. I am sure he is looking at this as a good thing," she tried to reason. She could see the upside, but the downside of how Harry would perceive this.
"What do you think?" he put to her.
She thought for a moment. "I don't know, Harry. There is a real chance you will have to duel if the Goyle's reject your demand for compensation. I don't know if you are good enough yet. You would put Gregory Goyle into the ground, but if you have to duel Lord Goyle. or a cadet line Head we don't know about, I just don't know."
She also didn't like the idea that if Harry did this, she might be required to give birth to someone with the Goyle name. Absorbing lines without a marriage was a tricky thing, even if won by conquest. Harry might have to take on a second wife.
Not a thought she wanted.
Harry snorted. "So, you doubt I could do it?"
She blinked for a moment. "I don't doubt you can do anything that you put your mind too, but if we are almost talking a month or two before a duel like that, not even you could power your way through that right now."
Harry smirked. "Well, so much for me being leader then."
She flushed when she realized what he was doing. She tried to pull her hands out of his, but he wouldn't let go. "I never said I am giving up on you."
"I know, Daph. I've just been thinking a lot in the last few weeks."
She squeezed his hands. "I know. Care to talk about it?"
He let out a long breath. "Daph, I really like you," he started with and the bad feeling came back.
"You better not be breaking our agreement," she told him, tightening her hold on his hands now.
His eyes looked sad. "You have to understand, Daph. I thought things would get better when Amelia took me in and we found my parents will. The truth is, I am dangerous. Death seems to follow me..."
She wasn't having this. Moving, she gave him a kiss before pulling back. "Harry, you are a powerful wizard. Powerful wizards always attract other magic to them. Right now, our parents are shaking things up in the Wizengamot. We are their heirs. For now on, we will be at every solstice meet, and after next summer it will be expected for us to be at the Equinox meets as well. Whomever wants our alliance broken, they think we are the best target. Even if you break our courtship agreement, I will still be in as much danger."
She didn't take her eyes off of his. After a moment, Harry sighed. He leaned in, pecked her and then put his forehead against hers. "I just can't see you or anyone else hurt or killed."
Daphne held his hands as tightly as she could.
"Then we keep up with our training. We all stick together. All our friends look up to you, Harry. Together we are strong," she said fiercely.
"Alone we are vulnerable," he replied. She hadn't quite thought of it like that, but it was apt. It put name to her fear of having so few.
"Then it is me and you, and all our friends, allies and family. We will not be vulnerable that way."
Harry smiled. It was the first real smile since the dragon. "Well, if it is me and you, I was thinking that I forgot to do something this week."
"And what is that?"
"Well, the Headmistress did announce the Yule Ball, and I haven't asked the prettiest girl in school yet..." Harry said with a quirk to his mouth.
Playing along, she backed up, putting her nose in the air. "No, you haven't yet."
Harry shrugged and went to get up. She was stunned for a second. "Where are you going?"
"To ask her," he said, a small grin on his face.
Her eyes narrowed and dropped his hands. He had never given Fleur Delacour anything more than a cursory glance. Had he finally found the French Champion more attractive than her? "You better not be talking about that Beauxbatons witch most are still drooling over."
Harry shrugged again. "She's not bad looking, but she isn't the one I want to ask."
"And who would that be?"
Harry stood tall and gave her a bow. "I do think it's the right thing to do this the proper way. Heiress Greengrass, would you do me the honour of escorting you the night of December twenty-second?"
She huffed, before smiling. Standing up, she returned the appropriate curtsy and extended her hand. "Scion Potter, it would be my pleasure to give you that honour."
He took her hand, kissed it, and then she let out a small squeak as he suddenly pulled her in and gave her a deep, needy kiss. It was the first one like this they had shared in weeks. When he pulled back, she found herself breathing a little heavily and liked when his forehead gently met hers again.
"Are you better now?"
He closed his eyes. "No, but I am better when I am with you."
She gave him a sad smile. Neville had told Tracey that Harry was having a rough time sleeping. "Then I guess you will just have to spend all the time you can around me."
"Sunday is our first match against Beauxbatons, and we have three practices this week," he told her.
"I'll be at your practices. You think I'm going to let you lose?"
Harry chuckled. "I guess I need to add to your collection."
Her smile was coy. "You better. Two is not enough."
"As my lady wishes," he replied before pecking her lips again. Harry pulled her in, and she wrapped her arms around him in a hug. She couldn't keep the shiver in. He had tried to push her away. Right now, he was the rock keeping her grounded as she worked through the aftereffects of the attack.

  -oOo-


  December 11, 1994


  Hogwarts, Scotland

It was a blustery, cold day. He was happy Hermione and Tracey knew some good warming spells as he sat above the pitch. He was mid field, a good forty feet above his chasers, as he was supposed to be for the first release of the quaffle.
Opposite him was a girl with light-brown hair and the powder blue quidditch robes and gear of Beauxbatons. She looked to be a year or two older. "Good luck," he said.
"I won't need it," she responded in a heavy French accent.
Harry snorted. So, this was not going be a friendly game. "Have your way," he said lowly.
"The crowd is anxiously awaiting the first match of our friendly tournament. Our own Hogwarts has a team with a few people I hear are top notch..." Bagman's voice was echoing around the stadium.
"Right, a good clean game. From all of you," Madam Hooch yelled over the wind and crowd.
"The Quaffle is in the air and Davis from Hogwarts beats out Cilley from Beauxbatons..."
Harry, not really caring about what Bagman was saying, took off in a leisurely pace around the stadium. Madam Hooch had released the snitch before the teams came out, so he had no clue where to look first.
The Beauxbatons girl was shadowing him. "What's your name?" Harry asked, scanning the pitch. Even with the cold wind buffeting them, it was a great day to play in the full sun.
She didn't answer. Instead looking around and scanning the field. Harry was taking this seriously, but he would like to know her name. If she wasn't willing to play nice though, he wasn't either. Looking down, he saw the Beauxbatons Chasers rushing up the field with Fred and George lining up an interruption.
Seeing the opportunity, and the snitch nowhere in site, he dove. "Merde!" he heard behind him and grinned as he sped towards the ground' "Snitch Two!" Harry yelled out. Just as they practiced, Harry dove, just barely missing the lead Beauxbatons Chaser. Somehow both bludgers made it to the twins' bats and a few seconds after hearing the crack of the Beater bats hitting the bludgers, he heard the scream of a girl behind him.
Harry pulled up, again, just barely avoiding a Beauxbatons Chaser and returned to seeking height. The whistle was blown, and he looked down to see the Beauxbatons' Seeker on the pitch holding her arm. Harry winced.
He had played the way he should, but he hadn't wanted her to get hurt. After a moment, she got up, shaking out her arm and took up her broom. Roger gave him a thumbs up while Fred and George grinned. The Beauxbatons team had laughed at them to have so many under-classmen on their team. After that, the French school should take them more seriously. With some of the glares pointed at him, he figured he didn't make any friends.
He wasn't really trying too.
Most of the time the French Seeker was on the ground, Harry had searched and seen something interesting down the other side of the field. As she flew up, looking very disgruntled, Harry figured he now had the upper hand for the rest of the match.
Over the next hour or so, Harry kept an eye on the snitch as the battle below heated up. Roger wanted them fifty or more up before he caught the snitch. His competition had tried to fake him out once, and he followed, using it to break up another Beauxbatons play.
The score was eighty to fifty when Roger gave him the nod to do his thing. Harry had lost the snitch on the last interruption. He started to seriously search now. About ten minutes later, he saw it while the girl was trying to get ahead of him. He decelerated enough to let her go by and then dove. She hesitated for half a second, probably thinking Harry was trying to spook her again. This time though he was serious and let his Firebolt go to its full speed. She was flying a Nimbus 2000 and the second of hesitation cost her. Harry was already three broom lengths ahead and the chase was on.
It took him two minutes to chase down the snitch, but the Beauxbatons girl was never in the chase, always behind Harry. When he finally caught the snitch after flying straight up over the pitch, the whistle blew, and the stands exploded with cheering from most in the stands.
Harry was buried in a scrum of his teammates when he landed, before they lined up to congratulate the other team. When Harry got to the girl, he shook her hand. "Harry Potter."
She looked disgruntled. "'ou played bette' than expected. Next time I shall win," she told him.
He flashed her a smile, knowing he would practice more. Again, she had refused to give her name, as though he was some bug that was below her. Roger clapped his shoulder when he joined him at the end of the line. "I see you are making friends," Roger said with a smile.
"Yeah, you know. I always like to make friends," Harry told him.
Roger laughed. By now, the fans were being let onto the pitch and he shook Neville's hand before Daphne was launching herself at him, throwing her hands around his neck and giving him a big, slobbery kiss before pulling away. His smile had that goofy quality to it.
Fred and George wolf whistled. "Way to go, Harry!"
"You get both snitches!" George yelled.
Daphne turned three shades of red as Katie hit the laughing twin. Harry knew he must look a little flush as well. He held out the snitch to her. "Another for your collection."
She pecked his lips before taking his arm. "Thank you."
"Party in Gryffindor!" Fred yelled out and all the students around them cheered. Harry had no clue if that was by the rules, but they were about to find out.
As they were leaving the pitch, Amelia, Sirius, the Greengrasses and Davises met them outside the stadium. Daphne was still clinging to his arm but stood up taller. "That was some game," Lord Greengrass complimented.
"Thank you, Lord Greengrass."
"I am glad I was able to see you play after hearing how you usually fly," Amelia said. "Just keep the death defying stunts to a minimum."
Harry grinned. "I'll try, Auntie," he said. She blinked a few times. Apparently, Susan was wearing off on him and he was seeing her as a beloved relative.
Sirius grinned and came in for a hug. "That was brilliant, pup! James would have been so proud, and Lily would have been chastising you for the next few months."
Harry grinned and he hugged the man back. "I'm just worried about Durmstrang now."
"I think you will beat them handedly," another voice came. Harry turned to see Remus.
"Maybe. I've heard Krum is their seeker. He gets to play them on Boxing Day. How are you, Remus?" Harry asked, holding out his hand.
A few winced. "Tough break, that," Sirius commented.
"Harry can win," Daphne said resolutely.
He looked at her with a raised eyebrow. "Thanks for the confidence vote."
She smiled back at him. Her mother nodded. "I think your flying is some of the best I have seen, Harry. If Daphne thinks you can, I will put my support behind the sentiment."
"Thank you, Lady Greengrass."
He turned back to Remus. "How are you?"
"Much better. Thank you for visiting me that day. It helped to sort out many things for me," the werewolf said.
Harry nodded. "I think for both of us."
"Auntie!" Susan said, finally joining them with Hannah and moving to give Amelia a hug.
"Now, I was hoping to steal you and my daughter for a bit, then you can go join your friends," Anders asked.
Daphne moved back in to wrap her arms around his left. Harry replied, "Sure. I'm sure they will be partying until it is broken up later."
"I'm sure," Sirius said with a big smile. Soon, the group was off to Hogsmeade for a toast in the Three Broomsticks.

  -oOo-


  December 20, 1994


  London, England

Harry was glad to be home for a few days. Most were staying at school for the Yule Ball tomorrow night, but most that were going to be heirs of Wizengamot seats that were fourteen or older, had come home for the meet tomorrow as well. They would be returned to Hogwarts after the first break tomorrow.
Today, though, was going to be their yule celebration. Harry knew it as Christmas, but most that were older families or had grown up only in the Wizarding World, observed the older Pagan holiday, just with the more modern traditions.
It was one of those traditions that had him grumbling as Susan flopped on his bed. "Come on. Auntie, Sirius and Remus are already waiting for us," she said with a huge smile.
"Alright. I'm up," he said, rubbing his eyes and sitting up.
Susan giggled. "Grumpy much?"
"When an annoying pixie gets me up," he retorted, giving a big yawn.
She gave a devious grin. "Oh, come off it. There will be presents and Tipsy and Minsy always serve breakfast in the family room," she told him, hopping off the bed and wrapping the house coat around her. He watched her leave the room. "Oh, and Daphne should be coming over later for dinner this afternoon."
Yawning again, he called out, "Dobby."
Harry got out of bed and put his slippers on before Dobby came into the room. "The Great Harry call Dobby?"
Harry sighed. "It's just Harry," he said. Dobby just nodded his head before Harry asked, "Can you please put my presents behind the tree?"
Dobby smiled. "Dobby already do that last night. Would the Great Harry like fresh orange juice this morning?"
"Please. And some strong tea too?" Harry asked as he made his way out of the room.
In the family room, Susan was looking around the tree at a pile of presents. Harry had never had this experience before. Amelia and Sirius were talking. When he was spotted, Sirius gave him a huge smile. "Happy Christmas, pup."
"Happy Christmas," he replied.
"Can we open presents now?" Susan asked, reaching for a few boxes.
Amelia laughed. "She's been waiting almost an hour for you to wake," she said towards Harry. "Do you want to wait for Remus?"
Sirius shook his head. "He wasn't planning on being by until later this morning, and the Greengrasses should be over by then."
Harry perked up. "Daphne is coming over this morning? I thought they were coming for dinner?"
"I did invite them to our Christmas dinner at one," Amelia said, "but Illiana said they would be over about half-ten. Something about Daphne wanting to come over early."
Harry fought down his flush at the look she was giving him and Susan saying, "I bet she wants to come early."
He had to repress the urge to hit her. Hannah and Tracey were being bad influences on her. The wagging of Sirius' brow had his neck feeling warm.
Even with the light teasing, to feel like he was with family was more of a gift than the ones under the tree. Smiling, he helped Susan give out the gifts. He was pleased to find some new clothes, especially a new winter cloak with several pockets on the inside. The one Amelia had gotten him in February was a little small now and looked a little worse for wear.
Susan was bouncing around to get a small wizard wireless set, a small gramophone and small vinyl records that Sirius said a new shop in Diagon Alley was making. He said many of the modern muggle music were being transposed onto the vinyl disks. Amelia and him had gone in on them.
Harry was pleased to find he had gotten the same thing with a small collection of six records. Each had a half dozen songs on them, two or three on each side. He only recognized one band as one Dudley used to listen too, and he already knew he didn't like them.
The biggest surprise came when Sirius had both him and Susan open a small gift together. "This book doesn't have a title," Susan said, a little confused.
Harry looked at the embossed paws and hoof on the cover. "Sirius, is this what I think it is?"
"Your father's journal on how we became Animagus," Sirius told him.
Susan looked up, her eyes as wide as Harry's. "Animagus?"
"Wicked," Harry said in wonder as he looked down and ran his hand over the cover.
"We have all decided that you have progressed far enough and are all strong enough to start the process. It will probably take a year or two to complete, but there is no reason you can't start now and be done by your owls," Amelia said.
Susan jumped up and threw herself at Sirius. "You're welcome, red," he said affectionately to the girl.
Harry opened the book. "When do we start?"
Sirius chuckled as Susan pulled off him and hugged her auntie.
"Take a look through the journal first. In January, you will start meeting with McGonagall every other Wednesday evening at seven. She will take you through the initial stages, and next summer I will take over," Sirius told them. "By then, you should know enough to know if you want to go through the process or not."
"Wicked," he said again, really excited he could do something that his father had.
Susan and Harry were still really hyper when they went to the atrium about ten-thirty. The Greengrasses were to be over any minute now. When the fire flared, Harry was a little disappointed to see Remus, but soon was shaking the man's hand, and then being pulled into a one arm hug. Harry didn't flinch or try to back away.
"Happy Christmas, Harry. Merlin, you look more like James every time I see you. He was about five-ten. How tall are you now?" Remus asked, letting him go.
"Five-seven and three quarters," Harry said with a broad smile. A fourteen-and-a-half, he was one of the taller boys in his year, others having caught up to his growth spurt now. Especially Ron.
As though echoing his thoughts, Susan said, "He is one of the tallest in our year."
"His hair is just as messy too," Sirius teased and ruffled his hair.
"Gert off," Harry complained to Sirius. The man laughed as Harry tried to fight him off. It was to this that the fire flared again, and Anders walked out first. The very proper man raised an eyebrow at Harry pushing Sirius away while the older man was laughing.
"I see we have come at an... inopportune time?" Anders asked.
Daphne came out next, followed quickly by Astoria, and then Iliana. "Will you stop!" Harry groused.
He was too busy trying to fight off Sirius as Amelia shook her head and Susan laughed at them. "Please excuse the children, Anders. It is Yule after all."
"I am not a child," Harry snapped, finally taking a few steps back from his grinning godfather.
"I am. Happy Yule or Christmas, whatever you celebrate," Sirius said to the Greengrasses.
Remus shook his head too. "You and James really were made for each other, Padfoot. Lord Greengrass, Lady Greengrass, it is a pleasure to see you again."
Anders shook his head. "And you, Remus. We are among friends so I think you can call me Anders and my wife Iliana."
"Happy Yule, professor," Daphne said. Daphne gave Harry a look as though she was trying not to laugh as he was still trying to straighten his hair out and huffed.
"You're a berk," Harry told his godfather before straightening up and giving the Greengrasses a small quarter bow. "Happy Yule. Welcome to our home, Grace Hall."
Iliana laughed. "Your hair still needs a brush, but thank you, Harry."
"I think he looks better that way," Susan teased.
"I agree," Daphne spoke up. Harry felt a little heat come to him from the look in her eyes. Later they would need to find a nice place to talk.
"He looks like he just stood in a hurricane," Astoria said, her face uncertain.
"Then he looks like his father," Sirius said, still grinning like a loon.
"James used to try anything he could to tame it when he first started to date Lily," Remus agreed.
"Really," Harry asked, a little intrigued. Daphne came to his side, and he took her hand in his.
"Come on. Let's go open the other presents and we can tell you more about them," Sirius said, putting an arm over his shoulder. Harry didn't shy away like he would have at the beginning of the summer. Daphne came along as Sirius and Remus started to tell him more about his parents.

  -o-

Anders watched the men drag Harry and his daughter away. Astoria had drifted over towards Susan. He turned to Amelia, who was shaking her head. "I never should have offered him a room here," she said exasperatedly.
"Been like this all day?" Iliana asked next to her.
"Sirius can be serious when he needs to be, but he's acting more the child than Susan and Harry combined. It is nice to see Harry so excited to learn more about his parents though," she said a little wistfully.
"Auntie, is it alright for Astoria and me to go join them?" Susan enquired.
"Go ahead, Susie. There are no real formalities today," Amelia told them. The two girls rushed up the stairs.
"I must say, I am very pleased with how well our children have gotten along," Anders told her.
"I am as well. Though, Susan has always been kind and open," Amelia replied.
"I am glad they are acting rather normal. Daphne is still suffering at times from the two attacks on them," Iliana said worriedly.
Amelia sighed. "I know. Harry is acting a little paranoid at times. Even Susan is a little uncertain to go out. Do we have the support needed to push through the new laws on criminal activity and to overturn the Pureblood Exemption laws?"
Anders nodded. "I think we have well over a hundred votes at the moment. If we back the new tariffs on artifacts, we will get the thirty-three votes that the Patil's hold."
"That puts us within twenty votes of passage. How about the holdouts from Dumbledore's old block?"
"I think they will vote our way. Many are still upset about the Westfords and want to have answers," Anders replied.
"We will get answers. I just need permission to either use veritaserum or Legilimency," she told him. It had been extremely frustrating. They had caught the Fishmonger, and she had suspicions that the others they had caught knew about the attack at the Abbotts Cotillion, but she couldn't get anything out of them, and since they were purebloods of Wizengamot houses, she couldn't question them about the other attack without them bringing it up first.
"I trust we will. Should we go join our children?" Anders queried, holding his arm out for Iliana. She moved in and took it.
"I think that best. We will be eating a late supper at two," Amelia reminded them.
"Is anyone else joining us?" Illiana enquired.
"We invited the Grangers, Longbottoms and Davises. The Longbottoms were going to the Davises today and the Grangers are expected closer to noon time. Augusta is doing better with her replacement leg, but still doesn't have the energy to do much," Amelia said sadly as they started up the stairs.
"I look forward to Lord Goyle's trial in a few weeks. I want to see the man fry at the end of a spit," Anders said a little vehemently. "Has Harry decided if he will declare a Blood Feud?"
She frowned. Amelia understood what the man was getting at, but she was not in favor of politics in this way. "We have talked about it. Harry doesn't know yet, but knows he needs to decide in the next day or so. He does not like the possible repercussion should Lord Goyle not lose his status. I agree with him. He could win a duel with almost anyone his own age, probably within a year or two at Hogwarts, but he is not ready for a professional dueler."
Anders frowned. "It does not have to come to that. With a conviction, the Goyle's would be required to pay restitution. We could strip them of their Wizengamot seat."
"Then why do you not do it yourself?" Amelia questioned the man.
Iliana didn't look happy. Amelia suspected she did not like this course of action but couldn't say anything against her husband. As forward-thinking Anders was becoming, he was still a traditionalist.
"That wouldn't work. The perception of House Greengrass as a Dark house only seeking power would be proven and we might lose support from some of our more light aligned Houses," Anders said as they made the top landing.
"So, you would use my ward to get it instead?" she asked, her eyebrow raised.
"I would position him and my daughter to gain from this and to give them more power when they are to step up to the Wizengamot someday," he told her. She could tell his conviction was only to forward their position.
She stopped just outside the door to the family room. There was some laughing and talking coming from it. "Iliana, would you give us a moment?" she asked.
"Of course. I should keep Astoria from trying to get to the presents too quickly," she said with a nod.
Amelia made sure the door was closed. Anders had a raised eyebrow as though unsure what this was about. "Anders, when we first considered this alliance, Harry asked me about what might happen. One of my main concerns was you using his naivety to manipulate and control him. I even warned him of it. I am very pleased he trusts me enough to talk to me about this, but he is already growing weary of you. I am telling you now, if you wish to keep the House of Potter on your side, you will treat him more as an equal, or you will lose him."
Anders looked a little taken aback. He went to open his mouth and she went on.
"The betrothal agreement we have both signed allows Daphne and Harry to decide where their relationship goes. You and I cannot manipulate that. If we do, I promise you, Harry will see through it, and my feeling is that he will either reject Daphne or ask her where her true loyalties lie, if he hasn't already. You came to me with this idea to change things. Right now, I only see you trying to practice more of the same Blood Purist and Wizengamot politics that you have decided to break. Before you ask Harry if he wishes to go through with the feud, or any other plan you have, consider what it might do. You will find Harry is brighter than you think, and your daughter is guiding him in ways that will benefit both of them but may not be to your liking."
"I support Harry and Daphne and think they are on the right path. Do not destroy that with your manipulations," she told him.
He just stood there, looking a little shocked. "Amelia, my concern is to make sure they are in the best position we can leave them in."
"Then we are to set the field. You and I both know that this game we are playing is not going to be resolved in a few years. We are trying to make a generational shift. Don't you think it's the responsibility of their generation to decide how they want it to look?" She gave the man a hard look.
After a moment, he frowned. "They are only fourteen. Daphne turns fifteen in a few days. It is our responsibility to guide them..."
"Guide them, yes. Decide their future? Decide our vision of that future? Not in the least. I am telling you, Anders, you try and manipulate Harry, once he figures it out, which he did in about an hour after he received your letter, from what I understand, you will lose him. Most likely your daughter too. Daphne already looks to be throwing her lot in with him," she stated. "Remember, we will have no say if they choose to enter a betrothal. It is their decision. We can help with the details, but that agreement cannot cause either of us to force it unless they become intimate and Daphne pregnant."
The man just blinked, not responding.
After a moment, she nodded her head towards the door. "Harry is having his first real Christmas and Yule celebration today. He has been manipulated and abused most of his life. If you do anything to lessen this experience for him, we will have words. I plan to ensure his day is very memorable. I would appreciate you do the same."
With that, she took the nob and entered the family room. The four kids were laughing as Sirius chased Remus around the room with a twig of mistletoe. The werewolf was threatening to turn the 'old mutt' into a toad, his wand waving at Sirius. When Sirius suddenly stopped over Harry and Daphne, Daphne didn't hesitate to peck Harry. Susan had said they were being rather close when they thought they were alone or among their friends, but rather chaste otherwise. This caused many to goad them into a deeper kiss. Iliana was shaking her head.
Amelia smiled at the antics.
It was several minutes later that Anders followed her, the smile on his face not really touching his eyes at times, and she caught him looking pensive at times when he thought others were not looking at him. Amelia hoped she had gotten through to him.
She really did like Daphne. The girl was good for Harry. Harry was good for her. They just needed to stay out of it, otherwise Amelia feared they would poison the very changes they all wanted.

  -o-

Daphne was having a very good time today. The Bones and Harry had been marvelous hosts so far. The antics of Sirius and Mr. Lupin were rather entertaining. It was like seeing their more rambunctious classmates, the Weasley Twins, just twenty years older.
After dinner, Astoria rushed off with Susan to her room to see the new dresses and to 'talk'. She had her suspicion Astoria was going to grill Susan on her and Ernie, and maybe get some hints about what she should do. In the last few months, her sister had started to show more interest in boys. At thirteen, Daphne would have been surprised if her sister hadn't. And with the way Hannah, Tracey and Susan talked at times, Daphne wasn't surprised her younger sister gravitated to them about boys. Knowing her three friends, Daphne was glad she was talking with them than others she could be talking with in Slytherin.
As they ran off to Susan's room, Harry and her were shooed away while the grownups went to Madam Bones study. Even her mother went. Her mother said today was not going to be a day to talk about shop, but a letter had come shortly before supper that had Amelia looking worried for a few.
"You think something has gone wrong for their Wizengamot plans," Harry asked, his hand in hers.
"I think it highly likely. So, my sister went to Susan's room, should you show me yours?" In all the times she had been here over the summer, they had rarely gone anywhere except the roof gardens, the library, training rooms or the family room.
Harry got a grin on his face that sent a little thrill through her. "If you want," he told her.
She found she very much wanted to. She looked around, just to make sure no one was looking and they both rushed up to his room. The second his door closed, she didn't care what else was in the room. It had been almost three days since she had been able to really kiss him and her arms wrapped around him so that her hands could run into his hair. He didn't wait to lean his head down and his tongue was almost immediately on her lips.
She moaned at his aggressiveness today, his hands on her hips and then rubbing her sides. She had not wanted to get into any heavy petting or anything yet, too afraid of what she had heard from other girls and where it might lead.
Today, when his hands seemed to accidentally rub close to the side of her breasts, she felt a hot heat go through her. She was going to be fifteen in a few days. Maybe she shouldn't be as afraid of being touched. She wanted too Harry more as well. She had also been trained to be a proper lady…
The feel of Harry's hands stroking her sides though was too nice.
She pulled back, realizing she needed to gasp for air. Her chest heaved and she felt the way her chest rubbed against Harry's in her dress. It had a really warm feeling form in the pit of her stomach and trickle down between her legs.
Harry wasn't in any better shape. "Happy Christmas," he said, his eyes half hooded and the green embers only serving to increase this warm feeling in her.
"Happy Christmas," she replied, her voice breathier than she meant. The way his eyes went from intense to just about molten at her words, had the warmth between her legs grow more. Months ago she would not have had the courage to do what she was about to.
"Harry?"
He leaned his head in, pecking her lips before putting his forehead on hers. Merlin! Did he know what that did to her?! She took one of her hands out of his really messy black hair now. "If you want," she said, a little shyly as she put her hand on his, "you can touch me a little more."
She could swear she felt his heart thud in his chest with how closely she was pressed against him. She took his hand and moved it to her bottom. She moaned when he squeezed a little. "From here," she stated, and then moved her hand, with his in it, up her side until his hand was at the side of her breast. She didn't have enough courage yet to move it to her front, but she couldn't deny she had an urge too. "To here."
He licked his lips. "If you want to touch, I won't say no," he told her.
She just about whimpered at the way his green eyes looked at her. Instead, she moved so that her lips met his and her hand moved to his back. Harry didn't really wait. The second her tongue crossed his lips, his thumb brushed a little more along the side of her swell than she had told him before moving down.
A moan did escape her mouth into his. He didn't press it though as his hands slowly went down her side. She had really enjoyed the sensation of his thumb. When his hand made her waist, she snaked around the back and she groaned when he clutched her arse.
In that time, her hands had done much the same. Feeling as much of his chest as she could. Her body was pressed too firmly against his to do more than what he had done to her. As their kissing became more heated and Harry grabbed her arse, she found herself doing the same.
It was moments of bliss for both of them. When his hands wandered up again, she panted as he brushed the side of her chest again. He ran his thumbs along the side of her swells a few times. With her moans and his groans as she squeezed his bottom, he seemed to be building the courage to do more.
She wasn't sure she wanted to stop him until a knock came at the door and it opened suddenly.
"Harry? Daphne?" Madam Bones enquired as the door opened.
Daphne shot back, slamming into the wall. Harry did the same, jumping almost a yard back. Madam Bones stopped just inside the door, her brow raised and a stern look on her face. They looked at Madam Bones for a second, guilty looks on both their faces. Madam Bones cleared her throat before saying. "Dobby and Tipsy are laying out dessert. I think it time you both came down."
"Yes, Madam Bones," she said, suddenly trying to straighten her now rumpled dress.
"Yes, Auntie Amelia," he said.
Madam Bones hadn't moved yet. "For now on, until you are both at least sixteen, any room you are in in this house will have the door open and I expect all clothes to remain on. Do you understand?"
"Yes, auntie," Harry replied. She just nodded.
"Get yourselves straightened out and come on down."
When Madam Bones left, they both looked a little red-faced as they tried to straighten out their clothes. When she was satisfied, she moved to Harry's side. "I didn't mean to get us in trouble," Harry told her.
She gave him a smile. "I was not complaining," she assured him.
A slight mischievous smirk came to his flush face. "I wasn't either."
After nodded, she said, "If you want to kiss like that again, I won't say no."
His smile grew even broader. "Good. I was rather hoping we could."
She smiled back at him. "Happy Christmas, Harry."
He leaned down to peck her, then held out his arm. "Happy Christmas, Daph."
At least their faces weren't as red anymore when they made it to the formal dinning room at Grace Hall. The grin and wink that Sirius gave them soon reversed that. The look from her father wasn't helping either. She had a feeling either her father or mother would be laying down the same rules once they got home to Greencross Manor.
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  December 22, 1994


  London, England

They sat in the gallery of the Wizengamot chambers. Looking around, Harry had the sense that things were much more tense than they had been back in June. He also noticed that the group around them was much larger. Both Abbotts, Davises, Greengrasses were joined by Potter, his ward, Bones, Longbottom, Patil and Bulstrode heirs.
On the floor, Lord Greengrass sat along the central aisle. Amelia sat on the other side. The group around them was clearly the largest group.
In their group, Hermione sat to his left, Daphne to his right. Neville and Tracey next to Hermione. Susan, Hannah and Ernie were before them. Hannah's brother, George, sat with a girl that Harry hadn't met before. Roger sat next to George. Behind them sat the Patil twins and Millie.
Other members of about twenty other Houses sat around them, all the children in the center.
Today, Draco Malfoy, his mother, and those still left in their alliance sat on the far side of the gallery. Out of his normal group, Harry only saw Nott, Parkinson and Moon. There were also less than he remembered from the summer solstice meet.
After the two attempts on him and Daphne, not to mention Neville and Tracey now, Harry was also looking around for any signs of trouble. Hermione was starting to say he was paranoid, constantly looking at the Marauders map a few times a day to make sure there wasn't anyone on the grounds that shouldn't be. Daphne thought he was being prudent. Harry didn't miss that she was looking at most corners with a discerning eye. The looks from half of Slytherin didn't help much either.
As they waited for the session to start, he sat tall next to Daphne, not fidgeting as much as he had before. They would be here for the morning, and then all those attending the ball tonight would be taking a portkey back to Hogsmeade at the noon recess, though many were expecting that to be later with the two pieces of explosive legislation that were to be voted on before new business was to be taken up.
The gavel banged on the tall stone lectern. "The two-hundred and eighty-seventh Winter Solstice meeting of the Wizengamot shall be called to order. Court Scribe, please conduct a roll call and status of all Houses," the Minister said in a tense tone.
It was unmistakable that Minister Fudge was on edge. Eight of his strongest supporters were either missing, in Azkaban or awaiting trial. Nine votes were represented in those eight Houses. As Daphne had put it, many feared the silent coop that had started with their alliance was picking up steam. If the berks hadn't tried to kill them or do other illegal activities, then they would still be on the Wizengamot.
Harry had a much different experience this time, compared to six months ago. He looked at the way people were sitting. Daphne pointed out things about silent interactions or hushed conversations. Harry was pleased to see he picked out about half of it without her indicating what was going on.
As the last of the House rolls were called, Harry was a little surprised by the counts. Eight Houses were missing for the Dark Alliance, but twelve had come out of 'retirement'. Harry and Daphne didn't know where their loyalties would fall, especially where most looked older than Dumbledore... Dumbledore!
Harry was still angry at the old man and wished he would come out of hiding. If anyone deserved a Wizengamot trial, that man did.
"First order of business is to put forward the new legislation," Minister Fudge began.
Five people stood up quickly in protest. "The petitions have to be heard first," Lady Zabini called out over the others.
Fudge made a face and after almost ten minutes of arguing, the man was forced to concede. He simply didn't have enough votes now to overrule those of the Neutral and Moderates. As Harry watched Madam Bones and Lord Greengrass deftly steer many, Harry had the inkling this was what Daphne had truly meant that he would be the leader of their Alliance. It was like watching a battle, one he had never understood. Perhaps he should start playing Ron in chess again to learn how to use strategies and tactics to get what you wanted?
"You seem very interested in this today," Daphne said next to him.
"I didn't understand before," he told her.
She nodded slightly. "Do you still want a book?"
He gave a small smile before leveling his face. "Not right now."
Her hand brushed the back of his, and he let her fingers slide between his. They hid the action between their legs. "Have you noticed Lord Malfoy?"
"You mean the looks he keeps casting towards your father?"
"Yes. I am not sure I am comfortable with that," she told him.
Harry looked up again, seeing the heavy Auror presence in the gallery. "Amelia doesn't think they will do anything in here. A duel or other action with wands could be the dementors kiss," Harry replied.
Neville was looking down at the floor with a hard look. "I know it's Malfoy that has caused this," he said.
Tracey took Neville's hand, pulling it to her lap, not even attempting to hide it like Daphne was between their legs.
"Will you all be quiet? They are trying to discuss the petitions to add more Houses," Hermione told them, looking intently down at the floor.
"The Wizengamot has voted to disband those seats!" Lord Parkinson was yelling over the crowd. They had been told the reintroduction of four houses would probably be contentious.
"Evidence is being presented that it was line-theft that led to those expulsions from the Wizengamot. Per our laws, all such houses are to be presented and allowed a petition to reclaim their seats," Amelia said, looking towards Lord Parkinson.
"Just wait until Gran is well again. She is going to destroy Lord Parkinson and the others," Neville said quietly.
"Neville, they will get their just rewards. I know father already has plans," Tracey spoke up.
"Just wait until Auntie gets the next bill passed," Susan added.
Harry grinned. He was waiting for that. If the fight on the floor about readmitting four Houses was tense, the next would be explosive.
Neville chuckled a little darkly. Harry looked a little worriedly at his friend. Neville had been very angry since Barty Crouch Junior had been found this fall. The near death of his grandmother and Tracey had hardened him. Harry felt that they all needed to have justice served, but Harry was still worried about Neville.
Harry sighed. Daphne increased the pressure of her fingers holding his. "You can still rethink this," she said. They had had many conversations over the last two weeks, both of them arguing for and against. Amelia, Sirius, Susan and him had sat and talked for hours when they had come home earlier in the week.
Harry shook his head. "I have made this decision and I think it the right one."
Daphne nodded. "I do as well."
It was another twenty minutes before four Houses, all stolen by Dumbledore, had been voted to rejoin the rolls. Then, Amelia stood up. "Chief Warlock Doge, I have a petition, signed by a hundred and forty-eight houses, to consider a piece of legislation before the new and old business is reviewed."
The Minister, now having been relieved of his duties with the rolls officially recognized, looked alarmed. As did many other on both the Dark and Light sides. This was highly unusual. Harry grinned. He had a lot to learn from Amelia and Anders. Even with the training from Madam Bulstrode, Daphne had had to explain how unusual this was.
As long as eighty Houses signed such a petition, it had to be considered. If more than a hundred and twenty signed, it had to be voted on this session. The fact more than half had signed it was a sign of a major shift. No such petition had been able to be presented in decades.
"The presentation of a petition is recognized. Would Madam Bones please approach the dais and read the petition," the Chief Warlock indicated the one meant for members of the Wizengamot. There was murmuring all around the hall as Amelia walked up to the dais.
"If it would please the Wizengamot, Chief Warlock Doge and Minister Fudge, House Potter, Bones, Greengrass, Longbottom, Zabini and Davis present a petition to dissolve the protective laws that inhibit the DMLE from performing legal investigations," as she spoke, a half dozen Lords stood up, starting to shout at her. Amelia put her wand to her throat. "To perform such investigations, the unreasonable restrictions of use of veritaserum and Legilimency against those accused of heinous crimes and against other Wizengamot members..."
Her voice was drowned out as the floor broke out into a yelling match, mostly from the Dark or dark leaning Neutrals. Most of the core around Anders was quiet, a smug look on Daphne's father's face. By the time of the lunch recess, at a little after one, the vote had been delayed until after a short break.
They met Amelia and Anders in the Greengrass Offices today, being the closest to the hall. When Anders walked in, he was chuckling. "This is not going the way Fudge and Malfoy thought it would today," he was saying to Amelia.
"No. If Fudge tries to block it one more time, I am going to start proceedings for a vote of no confidence," Amelia stated.
"Why not do it now?" Harry asked as the door closed behind them. The Abbotts had already left to take Hannah back to Hogwarts. The Davises were taking Roger, Tracey and Neville back after a quick lunch. Harry was here with Hermione, Susan, Astoria and Daphne.
"As much as the man is an inept, corrupt jackal, he still has enough support to keep him in power. With the Light Houses leaning towards us at the moment with this bill, another blocking maneuver may be enough to push many of them over the edge," Anders said to him. He looked at Daphne holding his hand and nodded. "I see you and Daphne are growing closer?"
"Yes, sir," Harry said, feeling a little heat in his face and not sure why.
"Anders, leave them be," Iliana said. Harry didn't miss the look she gave him and her daughter. Harry wondered if Daphne had had a talk with her mother last night. Amelia had come to his room before bed. It had been very uncomfortable between them. Harry had never had 'the talk', but he was grateful it had been with Amelia. He feared to know how Sirius would have handled it.
"I agree with Harry though. Do you really think that many will still support Minister Fudge?" Iliana questioned.
Amelia spoke up. "We have had some feelers out for a few months. The Light Alliance still does not have a strong leader with Dumbledore and the Longbottoms gone. There is some infighting that I think will splinter the group, if it hasn't already. We need a sixty-percent majority to have a vote of no confidence, and as of this morning, we could only count on about fifty-two percent."
"Yes, not having Augusta hear today is probably dragging this out more. It will be nice to see her walking around again soon," said Anders.
That made them all quiet for a moment. "We should get you four back to Hogwarts. I am sure the girls would like some time to prepare for tonight," Iliana said to them.
"I wish you all to have a good time and I will be to Hogwarts on Friday a little before lunch to pick you, Hermione and Susan up," she told them.
"Amelia, would it be an imposition for you to take Daphne as well on Friday?" Iliana asked.
"Of course. Daphne is welcome to stay over with Hermione and Susan if she wants that night. The ceremony for their Order of Merlin will be at ten AM on New Year's Eve," Amelia offered.
"Daphne, would you like that?"
"Yes, mother," Daphne replied.
"Oh, we can talk all night. I'm sure Tipsy will let us make some biscuits," Susan said excitedly.
"I was not aware we were done discussing events today," Anders put to them.
Harry saw Amelia's eyebrow raise. "What else would you discuss with our heirs here?"
The man pursed his lips for a second. "What Scion's Potter decision on the blood feuds? They should be declared today if they are to be acknowledged before Lord Goyle's trial."
Amelia gave the man a hard look. He looked to Daphne, then Anders. Harry understood the implications. "I have decided that House Potter will not declare any blood feuds."
"Harry, you do understand what you stand to gain once Lord Goyle is found guilty?" Anders questioned.
Harry shook his head. "I am not going to absorb the lines of the Goyles or be responsible for the downfall of their house. Their line and Wizengamot seat will die with Lord Goyle, once he is convicted. They are dark and have been for generations. I won't accept that taint," he said with determination. "I also won't endanger Hermione."
Anders frowned. "That was not part of my council..."
"Father, Harry and I have talked about this, and I know he has talked about this with his regent and godfather. Would you wish for him to do something he does not wish, or to potentially force me to help him carry on a line that we know has been cursed by magic?" Daphne said, a bright blush on her neck.
Harry tried to keep his own down. The fact that they were intended for each other, and what that would really mean when they were old enough, had been a hard conversation with Amelia this week. Ether Daphne carried on the line or Harry took on a consort. He didn't like either path. It had been embarrassing more so because he was only fourteen and she would only turn fifteen next week. Harry wasn't really thinking of children yet.
Sirius, on the other hand, kept making jokes about him and Daphne that way.
"I agree with you, Harry," Hermione said in a hushed tone to him.
Amelia said in an affected tone, "We have talked about this, Anders."
Amelia didn't get to say anything else when the door flew open and Sirius marched in. There were shouts and a large commotion. "What happened?" Amelia questioned Sirius, immediately going into Head of the DMLE mode.
"Lord Winters called me off to the side. He was trying to bribe me, then reminded me of where the Black loyalties lay for generations," Sirius said angrily. "We got into a shouting match and then he started to grab at his left arm. I think he is having a heart attack. A Healer is already with him."
Amelia and Anders shared a look. "Sirius, I need a copy of the memory. Netters!" she called out. An Auror poked his head into the room. "Find out the condition of Lord Winters and then report back to me."
Susan looked concerned. "Will he be alright?"
Susan had a big heart at times. Sirius not as much. "Does it matter? This might give Malfoy and his cronies an excuse to push off the vote because a recognized Lord on the rolls is incapacitated at the moment."
"I don't care," Anders said. "We will fight that, and this will be voted on today. This makes it even more important for Harry to declare his blood feud and potentially claim regency over the Goyles," Anders pushed.
"No," Harry stated. "The Goyles will die as a Wizengamot House. I will not accept their magic."
"No one is going to force you, or ask again," Amelia said in a hard tone, staring at Anders. Daphne increased the pressure on his hand.
Iliana moved to her husband after a moment. "Is it really worth it to contaminate the Potter and potentially Greengrass blood to gain a vote this way?"
Anders looked away from Amelia to look at his wife. There was some unspoken conversation between them before the man sighed and his shoulders slumped. "No. It is just that they are one of the Twenty-Eight. It is another old bloodline that we are going to lose. Their blood can be cleansed, like ours, but perhaps you are right. My father would come back to haunt me if I was to do that to our blood again."
They both gripped each other's hands equally as hard.
Sirius looked between them. "Did you ask Harry to declare the blood feud?"
Amelia put a hand on his arm. "Sirius, it is taken care of now. Now, I think you all should be more concerned with the Yule Ball tonight."
"Auntie, what about the legislation?" Susan asked.
"Susie, don't worry about that right now. You still have a few years before you can take up your seat. We will handle it. Now, go back to Hogwarts and have a fun night with Ernie and your friends," she moved to hug her niece. A second later, she turned to him and Daphne. "You two stay out of trouble and keep an eye on each other. No fights or anything with the others."
Harry nodded. "I will make sure our friends stay away from the Slytherins that give us issues."
Sirius shook his head. "You are not to start anything either, pup. You sound just like James when he was about to get up to no good."
"Harry will not start anything. Headmistress McGonagall has made it very clear everyone is to be on their best behavior," Daphne said next to him.
Sirius nodded and then grinned. "Well, you don't have to start fights to get up to no good."
Harry narrowed his eyes at Sirius. He had teased Harry relentlessly after Daphne had left yesterday and today. Iliana must have gotten the innuendo as well. "I believe Scion Potter will be on his best behavior with our daughter as well," she said, giving Harry a look.
He stood tall, trying to keep his face blank. "I will not do anything to impinge Heiress Greengrass honour or so anything she says not too."
Iliana's eyes narrowed some this time. Sirius grin was wider. Amelia closed her eyes while her father didn't seem to notice as he looked at some papers on his desk. "Harry will behave," Amelia assured.
Harry would behave... within the bounds Daphne wanted to set, he assured himself. Sirius winked at him as they walked out with Iliana.

  -oOo-


  The same night...


  Hogwarts, Scotland

Hermione was nervous. Parvati and Lavender had helped her get ready. Hermione was not into makeup and beautification like her dormmates. She had relied on Tipsy, Susan and Amelia to help her get ready for the cotillion.
As she looked in the mirror, she had a small smile come onto her face. "You look hot," Lavender told her. "How did you manage to get Blaise as your date anyways? He's almost as good looking as Harry and Neville are now."
Hermione bit her lip. "He asked me," she told Lavender. Over the last few months, she had come to enjoy her walks and conversations with Blaise. Under the cool, almost careless veneer, he was really intelligent and shared many of her views on needing change. More importantly was that he didn't brush her off when she started to talk about equal rights for everyone in the magical world. He also has some good ideas to actually make her plans work in the future.
Parvati came up with her hair lifted over her shoulders. "Can someone put this necklace on."
"Sure," Hermione offered, helping Parvati as Lavender finished slipping her dress on. It was still a half hour before they needed to walk down.
"I hope Ron is a good date tonight," Parvati commented.
"He is different," Hermione said. "I think he's grown up some."
"You and Harry don't hang out with him anymore," Lavender commented.
Hermione moved away from the mirror after tapping Parvati on her shoulder. Hermione thought that a complicated question. No, she did not spend any time with Ron outside their workouts and study groups. Frankly, she didn't want to. None of the people she now considered friends treated her like Ron used too. "No, we don't," she agreed, without giving any other explanation. "I think you will have fun tonight, Parvati."
The girl gave her a smile.
When they left the tower, Harry escorted her down with Neville walking on his other side. Being protected by House Potter meant Harry had the right to see her handed off. She knew he felt a little silly about it, but when required, he was every bit what Madam Bulstrode was instilling in them.
The lobby was crowded when they came down. It wasn't long to find Susan and Hannah with Ernie and Seamus Finnigan. Susan was in a marvelous silver dress that emphasized her red hair. Hannah was in an elegant blue dress that showed her curves were the best of all of them right now. Ernie looked very happy to have Susan on his arm. Seamus, not used to all this, looked like he wasn't sure what to do with Hannah. Luckily, she didn't look offended, holding her hands before her and laughing all the same.
"You look beautiful," Susan complimented her. Hermione bit her lip. "Not as beautiful as you and Hannah."
"Susan is very beautiful," Ernie agreed, causing Susan to flush.
Harry chuckled as she let go of his arm. "Where is everyone else?"
She looked around, not seeing many Slytherin faces.
"Not sure. Most of the Hufflepuffs came up together a few minutes ago," Hannah replied.
"I only see a few of the ones that were not at the Wizengamot today," Neville supplied.
Hermione saw Harry tense some. She put a hand on his arm. He was still being very tense and protective of everyone still. Neville looked just as tense. "They will be alright," she tried to soothe them.
"If they aren't here in five minutes, I am going to go find them," Harry told her.
"Not without me," Neville put in.
Ernie looked around. "You know I'll have your back, mate."
"Thanks," said Harry. "Nev and I will blast anyone off yours."
The boys all chuckled, and the girls didn't look as amused. Seamus was just standing on the edge of the group. They lollygagged about for a few before Susan nodded. "I don't think you have to look any longer," she said with a smirk.
Hermione chuckled to see both Neville and Harry staring at the stunning girls that had just walked up the stairs. Blaise was escorting Daphne and Tracey. Millicent was pulling up behind them with an older year boy that Hermione knew to be part of the Neutrals. Millicent waved to them and went off to a group with the older boy.
Meanwhile, Daphne walked over to them in a very nice light blue dress. Her hair was up and the way it cinched at her bodice and waist, there was little doubt she was a beautiful girl. Hermione leaned over, "I doubt Daphne will want to kiss you if you catch flies in your mouth."
Harry clamped his mouth tight, and she laughed.
Tracey was in an elegant burgundy dress that had Neville just s slack jawed. Between them stood the regal looking dark skin boy that had been starting to invade her dreams many nights. The way the dress robes fit him, it was obvious he was well built and when his dark eyes found hers, she found herself flushing a little. They walked up to them. Still holding her hand, Harry bowed, while she curtsied. Neville bowed next to them. Tracey, Blaise and Daphne did the same. "Scion Potter. Scion Longbottom," Blaise greeted them.
"Scion Thatcher," Harry responded. Harry was the highest-ranking member of them all, Neville being just slightly lower than him. Thus he was to acknowledge Blaise over Neville.
"May I present your intended, Heiress Greengrass?" Blaise offered, holding her hand out towards Harry.
Daphne looked very regal the way she was holding herself. This wasn't a formal ball, but Madam Bulstrode said they should treat it as such for practice. Harry took Daphne's hand, leaning down to kiss it. "It is an honour, Heiress Greengrass."
"Thank you, Scion Potter." Daphne moved to Harry's right side.
"Scion Longbottom, may I present Miss Davis, your intended?"
Tracey had a very proper face to match Neville's. He took her hand and kissed it. "You look very handsome tonight, Scion Longbottom."
"You... wow," Neville said a little unintelligently. Tracey giggled and Daphne shook her head.
"And here I thought you would be the babbling idiot," Hermione needled Harry and Daphne snorted to hide her laughter. Neville's face reddened and Tracey preened at the way she made Neville react.
Blaise chuckled before standing tall, his arms at his side. Harry knew what he had to do and turned towards Hermione. Taking her hand, she suddenly looked a little flustered. "Scion Thatcher, may I present Miss Granger, ward of House Potter."
Her insides were doing flips to have her hand lightly held in Harry's as he offered her to Blaise. Blaise bowed and she curtsied before he took her hand. "Miss Granger, it is an honour," Blaise said before taking her hand to his mouth. Hermione was very independent. She hated any idea of the loss of freedom of choice, people owning other people or someone not being equal to someone else...
On the other hand, there was something about a handsome young man kissing her hand. It was like the novels her mother had tried to keep from her. Hermione, more on autopilot from their lessons with Madam Bulstrode, than consciously replied. "The honour is mine, Scion Thatcher."
When he stood up, he had a smile on his face for a few seconds before taking on the mask they were all expected to use for times like this.
Susan, Hannah, Ernie, Seamus and Dean Thomas with Lavender Brown joined them as they waited for the doors to open. While they did, Hermione slipped her arm around Blaise's. Daphne and Tracey gave her amused looks and she glared at them for a moment. Hermione Granger could be just as proper as any societal debutante. She was determined to be.
"Where is Ron," Harry asked Dean and Seamus.
"Over with the Ravenclaws. He got a date with Parvati, and they are going to sit with her sister and a few others," Seamus told him.
"We should all get a table together," Hannah was saying.
"Why wouldn't we?" Susan questioned Hannah.
"One towards the Dance floor if we can," Tracey added with some excitement in her voice.
"Harry, will you dance with me at least once tonight?" Susan requested.
"Of course. I'll dance with all of you, if you want," he offered.
"Well, if you want, but I'm not really into boys that way," Blaise said in a flat tone.
Most of them laughed at Harry's face.
None of the other girls took him up on that offer. He was being Harry, but Daphne was sending vibes she wanted him as much as possible. Hermione figured she would get at least one dance with her best mate. Though, looking around, she was friends with most of the people standing around them.
"Would it be selfish of me to keep you to myself for the night?" Blaise whispered to her.
Hermione's heart beat hard against her chest. "I would like at least one dance with Harry," she replied.
He nodded. "I would figure that. I just want to make sure you have a good time."
She smiled broadly at the dark skin boy. "I already am."
He returned her smile.
When the door opened, Daphne and Harry took up the front of the line of their friends. Being the highest ranked in their group, it was their prerogative to go first or last. So many social rules...
Many were not paying attention, just happy to be having a school dance. There was loud talking, laughing and just a good feel to the air. She didn't miss other groups like them, now she knew what to look for. Knots of people, mostly allies or tied by family, were treating this more like an official affair. Those groups stood back as they walked by. Well, most of them. Malfoy made sure he got in line before them, even though he was ranked behind the Davises.
It was a slight she doubted many missed that were paying attention. Harry and Daphne didn't seem to care as they led them in and found a table just on the edge of the dance floor.
Walking into the Great Hall she was stunned to see the transformation. There were ice sculptures of sprites, dryads, satyrs and nymphs. They were dancing around. Snow was falling from the ceiling but disappearing the second it touched anything. Blue and white banners and tapestries now adorned most of the walls. They depicted Pictish rituals, sleighs through the snow, yeti or other snow creatures... dozens of them with dozens of scenes. It was the celebration of Yule as the wizards did it. She had not seen anything like before.
The hall also seemed wider and longer. Dozens of circular tables, able to seat up to twelve, where all over the hall by the doors. A huge dance floor with a raised stage for a band was at the far side of the hall. A roaring fire was going in a fireplace that was not usually used.
"Wicked," Dean said behind them.
Blaise held out her chair when they went to sit. They had Dean and Lavender on one side of them and Harry and Daphne on the other side. It was her spot, no matter the rank of Blaise, to have the honour of sitting next to Harry. Her honourary rank from Harry put her that high. It was foolish, but important.
Lavender looked at the glass plates with a gold rim. "That is dwarfish crystal," she said with some wonder. Hermione looked closer and realized the plates were not glass, but a finely polished crystal with an elaborate snowflake and holly design on it. She tried to keep her eyes from widening. A set of eight setting was over five-hundred galleons. She had seen it in Diagon Alley last summer and thought it would be something her parents would like until she saw the cost. She easily had the money from the basilisk sale, but her parents would never let her do that.
Blaise chuckled as she looked around. All the plates, glasses and goblets all looked like dwarfish crystal. "They didn't spare any expense, did they?"
"Mum said she used to attend the Yule Ball when she was a girl here. I think she asked Headmaster Dippets about the place settings, and he said an alumni donated them about two hundred years ago," Hannah told them.
Seamus ran his finger on the edge of the plate. "That is a solid gold rim," he said with a whistle.
They didn't get to say anything else as the Headmistress stood. "Quiet down, everyone," she said, her voice magically amplified. "I know you are very excited to get to our later festivities, but before we do that, Head St. Pierre of Magical Cooperation has a few words."
A man with slicked black hair, a mustache and looking rather nice in dress robes, stood up. She noticed that six chairs had not been filled yet at the table. "Thank you, Headmistress McGonagall." He looked around. "I know this is an exciting night. Hogwarts has not hosted a Yule Bal in many years and the Headmistress has expressed her desire for this to become an annual tradition again."
There was some clapping and excited comments. It took a moment for the hall to quiet again. "This year, though, this is as much about celebrating Yule, as it is about our Champions and the inter-school relations we have been trying to bolster. It is our hope that you are all making friends with those from all our schools and enjoying the competitions."
There was more clapping and a few wolf calls. Blaise, Neville and Harry looked like they wanted to laugh. Dean and Seamus did. Most of the girls just rolled their eyes at their dates.
The man gave an indulgent smile to the teens. "I see some have been making friends. Now, to introduce our Champions, the real stars of the night, I would like to invite them to enter."
Everyone turned towards the doors. Fleur Delacour was standing in the front of the line with a tall boy Harry didn't recognize. He must have been some seventh year. They knew Roger had wanted to ask her, but wound up asking a fellow seventh year, Wendy Wendyl from Ravenclaw.
Behind them was Victor Krum with a girl from Beauxbatons. He looked a little uncomfortable in the nice dress robes, but the girl next to him was beaming to be on his arm.
Last was Cedric Diggory with a pleased looking Cho Chang. "So, that is who she wanted," Daphne said quietly.
The girls that were around them understood. "What are you talking about?" Harry asked.
"Never you mind," Daphne softly replied. Blaise gave her a look. She wasn't going to say anything if Daphne wasn't. Hermione had meant it that day. She would stand right next to Daphne and fight anyone they needed too.
Dinner was a fun affair, most of them talking about their short break home and their early Christmas activities, though most of them recognized Yule over Christmas. Hermione was also excited they talked some about the Wizengamot meet. She had found it absolutely riveting though she may have been the only one to be that enthused about it.
After the Champions danced the opening dance, Blaise held a handout to her. "Ms. Granger, would you do me the honour?"
She smiled to see the dashing young man looking so formal and asking her so nicely. "I would be honoured," she said with a slight curtsy before taking his hand. He walked her out and they stood next to Harry and Daphne. Again, being a ward of House Potter put them more towards the center of the floor.
She liked it when his hand touched her waist and he held up her other hand. "If I haven't said it yet, you look absolutely gorgeous tonight," he told her just before the music started. She found herself momentarily shocked and tripped on the first beat before catching up to him.
He had a smirk on his face as he led her into the waltz. She tapped his shoulder. "You berk," she said quietly as they danced.
His smirk looked like he was pretty satisfied with what he had done. "But true."
The way his dark brown eyes danced when he said it had her blushing a little. Two could play at this game and she was determined to win. Tonight, just wouldn't be the night though. The second they stopped dancing and he bowed; she was forced to curtsy. As he came back up, she was about to remark on his dancing when he didn't stop at the proper distance and his mouth was suddenly on hers.
She froze. Her eyes wide.
His lips were soft on hers as he firmly pressed them to her own. He smelt really good, with some type of cologne. He moved her lips on her for a second and she closed her eyes, returning the motion.
When he pulled away, she was just standing there, her eyes closed, her face still tipped up, her lips puckered with a slight uptick on the sides, her heart pounding against her rib cage… until he pulled her along. She opened her eyes as she tripped again, held up by the strong arms of Blaise. He was leading her into the next waltz as she fumbled to keep up, eventually falling into step. The smile on his face was endearing, if not full of the trouble he was trying to make tonight.
She just looked up at him, a bit of shock and wonder on her face. No one had kissed her before. As the dance ended, a small smile was taking over. When he stopped, she was still clinging to the stance they needed for the waltz. He chuckled a little. "Are you well, Ms. Granger?"
She blinked a time or two. Her mouth worked to say something before she said, "I thought my first kiss would be longer."
He chuckled again and leaned down to peck her. "I was going to wait for the end of the night, but you do look beautiful."
Her face went into a full flush as she went on her toes to peck him. "You will give me a longer kiss later," she told him, a certain heat coming to her eyes.
His eyes seemed to darken as well. "As the lady wishes," he cheekily replied before switching her hand to a different position to take up a couples' dance. She was soon weaving in and out of Harry, Daphne, Neville, Tracey and then back to Blaise.
Tonight was going to be a brilliant night!

  -oOo-


  December 23, 1994


  Hogwarts, Scotland

Tracey was tired. They had all been shuffled out of the Great Hall about midnight. She had dragged Neville off to a private alcove in the upper dungeons where they had snogged for a while.
She was forced to wear a turtleneck today. He had left a few love bites that had felt good at the time but couldn't be seen in public. The cream should make them disappear by tomorrow. What had felt better was Neville's hands exploring more. She had goosepimples remembering the way his hands had gently explored her chest. It was the first time she had allowed him that far and found she wanted him to do it again.
Daphne was the first one to join her in the common room. She had tried to get out before her roommates, so they didn't see the evidence of her fun time with her intended. Daphne sat on the couch next to her and Tracey put her head on Daphne's shoulder, thankful for the pillow.
"What time did you get back in?" Daphne put to her.
"I had to sneak in after the last patrol. It was after two," she replied.
Daphne gave a soft giggle. Her friend almost never did that. "I made it about quarter after one."
Tracey felt a little envious. She knew Harry had an invisibility cloak and that was probably why her best mate had been able to get in earlier. Well... not that Neville and her were quite done by then anyways.
"How about Millie? I didn't see her in bed this morning," Tracey commented.
Daphne clucked her tongue. "I didn't either. You don't think?"
Tracey giggled this time, stopping as some steps announced people coming into the common room. She sat up before they entered. "Should we go check on her?"
"She is fifteen," Daphne said, looking a little concerned as well.
"She was with Eugene. I've never heard of him taking advantage of anyone," Tracey said. As they talked, someone walked into the common room through the entrance door. They turned to see Millie. She was still in her dress, looking a little tired, but had a huge smile on her face.
They both got up and rushed to her. "Millie, you alright," Tracey asked concerned.
Millie sounded pleased. "I am fine. I swear."
Daphne said what was on both their minds. "Do you need to see Madam Pomfrey?"
Millie laughed. "Merlin, no. We didn't go that far. I just fell asleep on his shoulder as we talked... and kissed. Eugene asked me if I wanted a Courtship Contract."
"What did you say?" Tracey couldn't keep her enthusiasm down.
"What do you think I said?" Millie said with an eye roll.
"Poor Eugene," Daphne said in a flat tone.
Tracey laughed as Millie gave Daphne a scathing look. "You hang out with Harry too much."
"Merlin be right," Daphne said with a smile. They calmed as another group came through and headed up towards the great hall. "Do you need help getting ready?"
"Can you help me out of this dress? I want to breathe again," Millie told them.
"Of course. Come on. You have to tell us all about what you did last night," Tracey demanded of Millie.
She had a satisfied smile. "It wasn't much."
"Oh, you were with him all night," Tracey said incredulously, feeling a little jealous that she hadn't thought about that with Neville. They could have found a place to hide for the night…
"And are you going to say what you and Neville got up too? I saw the hickeys from your neck to the line of your dress," Daphne questioned.
"Like the two you tried to hide yesterday morning?" she shot back, liking the way Daphne's neck flushed a little.
Millie laughed as they entered the dorm. Moon and Parkinson were getting ready and gave them a look as they entered. Not caring now, they were in a 'private' area, the three of them ignored the bitches. They helped Millie get out of her dress and brush her hair as the others left.
Millie may not have had any love bites, but she was smiling more than they had seen. Tracey was forced to show the four she had. When Daphne sighed and pulled up her own jumper, there were two, one on each side of her neck. They were almost gone though, having had a day for the balm to work.
Tracey never thought they could bond over something like this. Of course, she had to push it. "So, I'm not sure if I left any on Neville. I think we should get some revenge on our intendeds."
Daphne giggled. "Is it revenge if they are going to like it?"
Tracey gave a sly grin. "I plan to put them in a spot Neville can't hide them. He doesn't have any turtle necks or really high collar clothes."
"You are wicked," Millie commented with a laugh.
Daphne shrugged. "I doubt Harry will mind."
"Oh, I'm sure Neville won't mind either."
Millie laughed at them again. "I couldn't do that to Eugene. Not yet."
"Oh, come on. Join the club," Tracey egged her on.
Daphne laughed this time. "You are horrid."
Tracey's smirk looked evil. "Does that mean I can finally leave a gift in Pansy's trunk?"
"No. I will not start anything until we are certain it was them," Daphne ordered.
Tracey pouted. "Please? I haven't pranked anyone all year."
"Then go after the Weasley's," Daphne told her.
A light lit in her eyes. "Really? I can finally try to prank them?"
Millie gave a nervous chuckle. "Are you sure you want to let her loose like that?"
"If I keep her on a leash anymore, she is liable to do something to poor Neville," Daphne said as though it was the most obvious thing.
"I would not! Neville is a nice guy," Tracey said offended.
Daphne eyed her. "Just leave me and Harry out of it."
"Me too," Millie said.
Tracey wrapped an arm both of them. "I only prank those that annoy me or ask for it."
"That is why I have never tried to get on your bad side," Daphne told her.
Tracey giggled. "I know. I figure one of these days you will give me a reason."
"I will not," Daphne said, sticking her nose up.
"I think I am going to freshen up and then go find Eugene before I cause any issues," Millie said, pulling away towards the shower.
"Coward," Tracey teased.
"I think I know when to run," Millicent told them.
"Now, when did Harry give you those?" Tracey asked her best friend, a wicked smile on her face. "And do we need to get more cream? Or do you plan to have them in places you can hide?"
Daphne flushed again and Tracey giggled at her.

  -oOo-


  December 26, 1994


  Hogwarts, Scotland

Harry stood looking at Victor Krum. In the four and a half years he had been playing Quidditch, Harry had never felt intimidated until today. The boy was about the same height as him and easily had a good stone weight or two on him that looked to be all muscle. His face was stony. The light brown eyes emotionless.
Harry was too much a Gryffindor to show he was being intimidated, so he stood tall, trying to match the steely look of Krum. Harry had seen how he handled the dragon in the first task. The boy had dominated the dragon. He was about to dominate the game.
"Mount your brooms," Madam Hooch called out as Bagman did his announcing around the stadium.
Harry ignored the windbag to focus on the only real competition Harry had ever faced. Krum had easily played and caught the snitch in three or more times the games Harry had himself. When they got to height, Krum looked to get a little quirk to his mouth. "Good luck," Krum told him.
"Same to you," Harry replied.
Krum nodded.
Harry was so intently studying Krum, he almost missed the whistle. Today, Harry was going to shadow the Bulgarian. He didn't doubt the young man was beyond his skill, but Harry wasn't going to just roll over and give up.
Krum took off at close to top speed. Harry shadowed him, his Firebolt just as fast and responsive as Krum's. He never let the Bulgarian get more than three broom lengths ahead. In the world of Seekers that was a mile, but he wasn't going to let the boy get a shot in or two until he was sure they were after the snitch. Harry had seen him do this tactic twice on the Irish Seeker at the World Cup.
After a few minutes, Krum let off and entered a standard search pattern.
Harry wasn't sure if he was being played with or not yet.
"Davies takes it up the field. Passes... it is intercepted! Adder from Durmstrang flies up the field with Zanders... oh, that had to hurt!" Bagman called out. Harry had caught George hit a bludger. The Durmstrang boy, Adder, had dodged it, but missed the one from Fred that was in the path of his duck. Adder dropped the quaffle and came back up with a bloody nose.
"I hear you 're good," Krum said as he focused on the pitch.
"I've heard that too," Harry replied.
Krum cracked a smile. "Let's find out," Krum said, suddenly diving.
Harry couldn't take the chance and followed. He was only a broom length behind. Harry saw no sign of the snitch. His instincts were screaming this was a faint. With a snarl, he cut off and was hit in the side with the quaffle as Durmstrang tried to pass. Harry pulled up before hitting the ground and sped along the side of the stadium. Three times Krum had led the Ireland Seeker to the opposite side of the stadium. Harry hoped he was right and a second later a determined Krum was racing up the other side. Harry caught sight of the snitch and angled towards the goal posts.
Krum pushed the Firebolt as hard as he could. Harry didn't deviate and the Bulgarian looked surprised that Harry didn't pull up as they collided. They were both buffeted and just missed the goal posts. Harry pulled up, having to kick off the side of the wall and sent a few Ravenclaws stumbling into the seat as he just missed the railing.
When he leveled off, Krum was at his side. The look the Bulgarian was giving him was harder. Harry returned the look, his shoulder screaming at him from the impact. They didn't say anything, both concentrating on the game.
Three more times Krum tried to fake him. Three more times Harry didn't fall for it. On the fourth, Krum looked to be pulling off a Wronski Faint. Harry caught sight of the snitch a dozen yards up the pitch. Krum was focusing so hard, Harry wasn't sure if Krum had seen it or not.
He had a second to decide and Harry decided to follow Krum but angled just a little higher. When they both pulled up, Harry hit his twigs into Krum's hands, earning what sounded like a swear in Bulgarian. He leveled out, concentrating on the golden, winged ball that was trying to out race them.
Krum hit Harry's sore arm and he rammed into the larger boy. It was dirty and fast as they both raced after the snitch. "Rogue one," someone called out. Harry did a barrel roll, the bludger just missing him and nailing Krum in the shoulder. Krum swore again.
The action separated them and put the snitch almost directly between them. They both turned as fast as they could and climbed as the snitch tried to hide in the sun. Harry accelerated as fast as he could, squinting to see the small ball. Krum crashed into him again. "Bloody dick," Harry yelled at the boy.
Was that a smile on Krum's face? Krum elbowed him and then was able to cut inside as the snitch took off to the right. Harry knocked his leg. Krum went off course just a little. It wasn't enough though.
Krum kicked out. Harry swore as his fingers were crushed against his broom. He pushed through the pain, but Krum snatched the snitch as it tried to make another hair pin turn.
Harry landed to lots of cheering. Hogwarts had lost 210 to 60. Most of his team looked as beat up as he felt. Davies came over and clapped his shoulder. "You did great, Harry," he said, sounding a little sad.
Harry squeezed his hand, found it wouldn't close all the way and shook it to get rid of the pain. He couldn't really close his fingers and blood was seeping out the open tips of his gloves. "I didn't think I would be so close," he told Davies.
"Come on. Let's go congratulate them and get that hand taken care of," he said.
George limped over. "That was great, Harry!"
"We saw you. If the slimy git..." Fred.
"...hadn't kicked you..." George.
"... you would have gotten it..." Fred.
"He won fair and square," Harry told them.
They lined up, Davies putting him second in line. The gruff boys of Durmstrang squeezed his hurt hand and he had use all his occlumency skills to not show the pain. When he got to Krum, the boy put the snitch in his hand.
"You earned this," Krum told him.
"I lost though," Harry said, confused.
Krum gave him a smile, a broken tooth and some blood showing. Harry hadn't realized he got him in the mouth. Krum put a hand on his shoulder. Where Roger had gotten his good shoulder, Krum got his bad and Harry finally winced. "You are only competition in years," the boy said and limped off. Harry had given as good as he got.
He smiled at his team as they congratulated him. When Daphne finally made it to him, she jumped on him and they went down to the ground, biting his lip hard as pain lanced through is right shoulder and left hand.
She got up. "You're hurt!"
"Maybe," he said, wincing as she noticed the blood on his fingertips. She took off his glove and he let out a soft hiss of pain. He clearly had a few broken knuckles and blood as dripping out of them. His hand already was swollen. "Harry! You need Madam Pomfrey!"
"I got you another snitch," he said, holding it up to her, trying to smirk under her glare of concern.
Her lips tightened. "Stupid boys and quidditch."
She took the snitch anyways and put it in her pocket. Harry knew she loved to see him fly, and loved quidditch, but this had been a brutal and skill testing match. Apparently, her nerves had been tested at the stunts he had pulled off with Krum.
George and Fred laughed as she helped him up and dragged him away to find the healer. She was clearly in charge at the moment. They didn't laugh for long when Angelina and Alicia did the same, with Katie laughing at them.
Roger muttered, "Poor sods."
"You need to get that cut on your head fixed," a blonde girl said in no uncertain terms next to him.
He closed his eyes tight, realizing he was in the same position. He had a girlfriend now too. "Did you enjoy the game, Wendy?"
Her blue eyes didn't look impressed he hadn't gone to see the Healer yet.

  -oOo-
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  London, England

Amelia walked into the room. Two Aurors stood in the corners on the wall with the door. In the center of the room, ropes bound a man to a table. He had a definite smell to him. After being in Azkaban for the last few weeks, the man still looked to be in decent shape, just unwashed.
The dark eyes glared at her. A beard was starting to really show. His dark hair was messy. None of this bothered her though as a DMLE Healer walked in behind her. The man's eyes looked a little confused.
"You mean to heal me before you torture me yourself? I never thought you got your own hands dirty, Bones," the man said in a disinterested tone.
Amelia took a seat across from the man. "The DMLE does not torture anyone. If you have any complaints of rough handling or mistreatment, I give you my personal promise I will investigate all such claims."
The man gave a small chuckle. "Your personal promise? That is rich. What is the healer here for then?"
"Didn't you receive a copy of the Daily Prophet? I thought I told Head Auror Scrimgeour to put one in here?" she said, looking at the Aurors.
The one to her right looked a little guilty. "I took it off the table, ma'am. I was not told it was meant for the prisoner to read."
She frowned. She would have to have a talk with Scrimgeour later. "Well, Mr. Selwyn, to let you know, the Wizengamot has been rather busy fixing laws and adding new ones. Just two days ago, some laws were changed that allow the DMLE more investigation rights into past and present crimes of those convicted or facing a tribunal."
The man's eyes widened slightly, and he looked to the Healer. "This is illegal. I am the current Lord of House Selwyn and, as such, am protected from the use of Legilimency, veritaserum or other forms to coerce information out of me."
She gave him a small smile. "You were. You are not Lord of House Selwyn any longer. Neither are purebloods of a Wizengamot seat or others immune from such 'coercion' anymore. You have been convicted of smuggling. Some of the items were very deadly in nature. I am allowed to ask about those items, and where they were destined to go. After that, I can petition for follow-up questions. Now, Mr. Selwyn, please cooperate."
The man honestly looked concerned. "I have my oaths to the Unspeakable and my House that you cannot go against."
She shook her head. "You should have read the newspaper. All such oaths can be absolved by a council of ten when there is just cause to investigate severe crimes. Surely you were notified of this and felt it this morning?"
The man swallowed hard. Amelia knew he had been notified. "You are lying. I wish to put in a complaint of torture and attempted slander of a Wizengamot House."
Her smile was unsettling. "You still think you are Head of the Selwyn's and protected under laws that have now been abolished. I do not have all day. There are three others that I must interview today. Aurors, please help the Healer administer the veritaserum."
The man struggled, trying to break out of his bindings and had to have a partial body bind applied before the Healer could administer the three drops. The man fought it, and it took almost three minutes for the serum to finally take effect.
"Now, Mr. Selwyn, you are going to tell me who put you up to importing those items and where they were going," Amelia said in a very hard tone.
Selwyn still looked to be attempting to fight it. "He will kill me..." he said.
"Administer a fourth drop," Amelia ordered.
After a moment, his body slackened, and he relaxed.
"Now, Mr. Selwyn. Who were you importing those items for?"
In a flat tone, the man said, "Lord Lucius Malfoy."
It was like Yule came for a second time this year. "When did he contract you to obtain and transport the items?"
"He didn't contract us. We were to split the proceeds."
That was interesting. "If he did not contract you, why were you helping Lord Malfoy?"
"Lucius needed support when he talked with his dealer in Tunisia. We were there incase anything went south with the deal," Selwyn answered.
"And who was the Dealer?"
"I never saw them, but it sounded like a woman. We were instructed to guard the outside. Only Reginald went into the building with him."
"Who is Reginald," she asked, feeling like she already knew the answer.
"Lord Reginald Crabbe."
She had so many questions and only about thirty more minutes before the antidote had to be administered. Not many knew that the reason why only three drops were given was because that was the poisoning point for most adult wizards. Every other drop strengthened the compulsion but dropped the amount of time it would last by about fifteen minutes. If an antidote was not delivered soon after, then it was a painful death that could last hours.
"What were the dark items going to be used for?"
Selwyn swallowed. "We were not told, but Lucius mentioned something about sabotaging an event."
"Why?"
"Many of the Neutrals and their families would be there," Selwyn replied.
She had a slight shiver of fear go through her. The only event she knew of that would have been public over a month ago was the annual New Year's Eve gala at the Ministry. She had to get through this and then let her other Aurors finish the questioning with the other prisoners. She would wait to question Goyle tomorrow. His trial was the day after.
"What other activities was Lord Malfoy planning," she asked, knowing it might be beyond the current investigation, but sometimes it was better to ask for forgiveness than permission.
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  December 27, 1994


  Inverness, Scotland

Today was the day the third and fourth years were to be taken into Inverness. The fifth, sixth and seventh years would be tomorrow.
There was a general nervousness among those students that had never spent any time in the Muggle world. Harry didn't miss that Lavender, the Patil twins and a few other Ravenclaw were crowded around Dean, Ron and Seamus. Harry smiled to see Ron smiling at a Ravenclaw girl. He had changed this year, his grades now putting him towards the middle of their class. Harry missed Ron sometimes, but he found he just didn't have as much in common now besides Quidditch. Dean and Seamus were a much better match.
Susan and Hannah were holding court of most of the Hufflepuffs and the other Ravenclaw from their year. Ernie was holding Susan's hand. For the third years, Harry was surprised to see Astoria with Colin Creevey, Ginny and her friends Amanda. A small group was gathered around them.
"Malfoy and his ilk are dressed for the occasion," Neville said, nodding to the group of Slytherin. Harry saw all the pureblood or half-bloods that lived exclusively in the magical world or were allied with them. They were all wearing long winter cloaks, clothing that looked high-class and a hundred years out-of-date.
"They won't stick out," Harry said sarcastically back.
"Mr. Bouvier offered everyone to transfigure their clothes for the day," Hermione said.
Luna bounced up to them in a thick yellow winter coat, blue corduroy trousers and red blouse. Her smile was huge. "You look colourful," Tracey said with a little laugh.
"Thank you. Astoria helped me transfigure them. I picked the colour though," Luna said cheerily.
Tracey moved in and took Luna's arm. "I love this girl," she announced.
Daphne chuckled. "You would," she said playfully.
"Everyone's attention up here please," Mr. Bouvier said. Professor Babbling, Vector, Davis and Healer Tonks were with him. "Thank you," he said once most of the talking had died, and they looked to the front of the room. "We are going to be taking portkeys from Hogsmeade in about thirty minutes. Groups of up to eight and a chaperone will be going to the train station in Inverness and the hidden platform, number three and two-thirds. That will be our meeting point. I am going to ask everyone to take one of these pins. It has a tracking charm and if you touch it, it will call for help. All the chaperones have a corresponding pin that will tell them where you are and will seek you immediately."
Head girl Clearwater and two seventh year prefects were there. They took the bags and started to pass them out to the nearly eighty students that were going today. Harry had been surprised when so many Slytherin around Malfoy had shown. As the pins were passed out, Mr. Bouvier went on. "When we get to Inverness, I have worked it out to have some guides to help each group. Some of them are No-Maj or First gens. I expect you all to be respectful and listen to them. If not, you will be spending two weeks in detention and lose your house twenty points. Is that understood?"
"Yes, Mr. Bouvier," many echoed at the same time.
"How much you want to bet Malfoy and his lot lose us the cup on this trip?" Blaise said to them.
"Ten galleons," Harry said, feeling it was a sure bet.
"You really shouldn't bet," Hermione said in her professor's voice.
"I'll take those odds," Tracey added.
"Tracey, you really want to lose?" Daphne questioned her friend.
"No, but it is Malfoy."
Daphne nodded in recognition.
"Please, just another moment of your attention before we go out to the carriages and head into Hogsmeade," Mr. Bouvier called over the talk that had started. "If anyone does not have any No-Maj money, I can exchange ten galleons for fifty pounds. Just catch me before you take a portkey. Now, if you don't have a group, just look at the back of your badges and once we get to the portkeys, go to the appropriate number. Any questions before we leave?"
It wasn't long before their group piled into a carriage. They were really only comfortable up to six people, and with seven, Harry said he would stand. Daphne wasn't having that. "Sit," she ordered.
"But..."
"Harry, it is better you don't argue, otherwise I am going to sit on your lap," Luna said, looking out the window. "Daddy and I go into the muggle world sometimes. Do you think we can find some big pretzels? I always like those."
Harry saw the look in Daphne's eyes towards Luna and he sat, pulling her down. Among friends, it wasn't important to keep up their manners. Tracey and Hermione were sniggering at them as Daphne sat tall, then kissed his forehead. Harry wasn't going to complain too much as her chest settled just below his chin. Since Yule, Daphne had been getting much closer.
Blaise just nodded while Neville leaned down to whisper something to Tracey.
When they got to the station, Harry was surprised to see a few parents there, including Iliana. Apparently, they would be the chaperones. Quickly Tracey pulled them off to her mother while Astoria and her group joined Iliana. It was a laughing group that left Hogsmeade. Harry was so glad he now knew how to exit properly and landed rather gracefully with Daphne on his arm.
Hermione suddenly squealed next to them. Harry had his wand in his hand and pointed in the direction she was starting to run in. Neville had been just about as quick, with Blaise and Daphne following. "Mum! Dad!" she called out, running to hug them. "I didn't think I would get to see you again until the summer."
Daphne put a hand on his wand hand. "Hermione is alright."
He nodded and put his wand back up his sleeve. Daphne did the same.
Professor Davis frowned at them. "So, as you can see, we will be going around with Mr. Granger today while Mrs. Granger goes with Lady Greengrass and her group."
"Everyone up here, please," Mr. Bouvier called out. "We have organized for this to go in two groups. Anyone with an odd number, you will be going on a tour for the next two hours and then meet at Eastgate Shopping center for lunch and then you can see how far your new found shopping skills and grasp of muggle money can get you. All those with even numbers on your pins, you will go to the mall first, and then take a tour after lunch, about one. We are all to be back here by quarter past three and the portkeys will start leaving at three-thirty. Stay with your chaperones and have a good day."
Mr. Bouvier had been forced to yell at the end.
"We are group three," Hermione informed them, even though the Roman numeral III was on the pin.
As they moved together, Harry noticed Draco and his group move closer. They were all being a little quiet today. Harry noticed that they were with Professor Vector and a man that looked a little uncomfortable to be wearing muggle clothes. "Who is that?" Harry asked Daphne while leaning in to whisper to her.
She looked at the group. "I'm not sure. Trace?"
Tracey looked over. "I think that is one of Notts uncles. I heard one of his uncles married a half-blood that grew up in the Muggle world. I'm surprised he's still alive," she said a little unsure.
"They moved to the United States during the last war and only moved back a few years ago. Nott said he has a few second cousins that will start Hogwarts in a year or two," Blaise told them. "Theodore doesn't follow his father's beliefs."
Harry had forgotten that Blaise had been friends with Nott. May still be, but it was too dangerous right now for them to be friends in the open.
He didn't have any time to think about it before they were being called to follow someone. It was interesting as a guide brought them to a few of the more significant muggle historical sites in Inverness. He had a good time with his friends. Malfoy looked absolutely bored. "Why does it matter this priest did something?" Malfoy muttered. "It's not like it matters."
Harry tried to ignore him and was doing well at it until they made the mall. Tracey was having a hard time keeping her laugh in to see the huge eyes of Pansy and Lily Moon as the two girls looked at the huge two floor mall. "You were the same not long ago," Neville pointed out to her.
"I am so much more worldly now though," Tracey giggled.
Luna was looking into a window of a shop that had some muggle fashion. There were some bright clothes. Her eyes were locked on a shirt that showed an animal on it. "What is that?"
Harry looked to where she was pointing. They all looked.
"A wooly rhino. They went extinct at the end of the last ice age," Hermione answered.
Luna shook her head. "It's a short-haired ringaloo. Daddy and I saw them in Tibet last year."
Hermione blinked. Most of them looked at the girl, still unsure at times if she was sane or not.
"I've seen fossils of them at museums," Hermione replied.
"It's a ringaloo. Here," Luna said, shoving the satchel she usually wore into Hermione's hands and then started to dig through it. Hermione gave him a look. He just shrugged. A moment later, Luna took out a photo album that was larger than the satchel. He looked around to make sure no one was watching. He laughed as Pansy dragged Draco into a shop with some nice dresses in the window. Mr. Granger and Lady Davis were standing a little distance off, watching the other groups. They trusted them enough to blend in.
"Maybe they'll get a nice dress for him," Blaise said loud enough for Neville and him to hear. Neville sniggered.
"Luna, you can't show wizarding pictures here," Daphne said in a low whisper as the girl flipped through some pages. Harry saw a group of boys about their age walking towards them. He didn't miss their eyes finding Daphne, Tracey, Hermione or Luna. They looked the girls up and down, which made Harry tense. Harry nudged Neville, sensing possible trouble. Blaise saw the movement and turned his head.
The three boys looked a little older than them and were definitely more of the rocker type. Harry cleared his throat, getting their attention. The middle boy was tall with spiky blonde hair and white tips. The one to the right was almost a head shorter, but stocky. Harry didn't think the boy had much extra fat on him. The last was about Harry's height with a similar build. It was that look of a teen that had gone through a growth spurt and hadn't filled out yet.
Harry wasn't sure what was going to happen until the one in the middle nodded his head and gave a thumbs up, before looking Daphne up and down. Harry instinctually stepped to block her from the boys' leers. He finally seemed to get that the three boys with the girls were not going to take the leering casually. After a second, the middle boy nodded again and adverted his eyes as they walked by.
Neville was frowning as he shared a look with Harry. Looking around, Harry noticed a few other groups looking towards them. A group of girls broke into giggling fits when they saw him looking. "Are you done being a brute?" Daphne whispered to him.
"No, " he said back cheekily.
Daphne took his arm and kissed his cheek. "Good."
He gave her a questioning look.
Daphne nodded towards the girls. "You may have to hold me back if those girls don't stop looking at you."
"Luna, wait!" Hermione exclaimed behind them, following her into the store.
"Let's go save your best friend," Daphne said, pulling him away as they all walked into the store to keep Luna from telling everyone the shirt was labeled wrong.
A little bit later, they were sitting in the food court. Luna's huge eyes were happy as she sucked on a straw. She had claimed the milkshakes were better than Fortescue's and was on her second one. Tracey was eyeing Luna. "Is it safe to give her that much sugar?"
Hermione just shook her head. "As long as she isn't trying to tell all the Muggles what is wrong, I don't care at the moment."
Blaise chuckled. Hermione had been following the girl with an exasperated look for the last hour or so.
Catching sight of Malfoy, his group looked very confused at all the food choices. He was still being led by Pansy and Lily, who seemed to have gotten into the spirit of the place better than the others. The same group of boys they had seen earlier walked by the group. If Crabbe and Goyle had been with them, Harry doubted it would have gotten out of control. Unfortunately for the muggle boys, they wolf whistled at the girls. Malfoy and Nott were just too out of their element to understand what was going on before that point.
Harry saw it coming, jumping to his feet. It didn't matter that he was too far away. Daphne, who was watching the group too, jumped on his arm to keep him from pulling his wand. In the meantime, Draco must have reached a breaking point. His wand was out and in the middle of the food court, with maybe forty witnesses all looking in the general direction, he cast an orange spell. Harry didn't have a clue what it was, but the middle boy collapsed and started to scream. "You filthy muggle," Draco was yelling.
"Oh, Merlin," Tracey yelled.
"We need to go," Neville said, jumping up and pulling Tracey up.
"We will look suspicious," Hermione was yelling at them.
Harry wanted to run to tackle Draco as he started to move his wand again. Before he could cast another thing, four people around them had wands out and two stunners hit Draco. Pansy and Lily screamed while the poor muggle boy convulsed on the floor. The others with the muggle boy looked on horrified. "Stupid brat," the man next to them said before he reached into his pocket. A mirror came out. "We need Obliviators right now. If you all would come with me? Head Bones wanted you out of here if there were any incidents."
Two others joined the man.
"And who are you?" Harry demanded.
The man, seeing that seven wands were now drawn, held up his hands. "Easy, lad. We are Hit Wizards set to guard you and your friends. Others are already evacuating Susan Bones and her group," the man said.
Others were running, and a dozen people with wands were casting area effect stunning spells, to keep everyone else here.
Daphne took his hand. When it was apparent the man wasn't being believed he showed them a badge.
It was only then that Harry took up after the man as the scene in the mall turned into ordered chaos.
At dinner, the rumors had it that Draco was taken into the DMLE and charged. Susan was with them. "He broke at least four laws."
"I doubt we will see him before the New Years now," Ernie added.
"That is going to be a serious fine," Susan added.
"I can't believe he used a bone dissolving curse," Blaise commented.
"That is what that spell was?" Hermione asked horrified.
"Pretty sure," Blaise replied. "Few spells have that orange light, and the wand movement wasn't right for the few others I know."
Hannah looked green. "I hear that is very painful."
They all nodded, having heard the boy's screams.
"Auntie may try to charge him as an adult. If he is, that is three years in Azkaban for something like that," Susan supplied.
"I could have stopped him," Harry said to Daphne.
"And then have you arrested for underage magical use, in a muggle area and in clear violation of the International Statute of Secrecy? That spell takes hours to do permanent damage and I am sure they got the boy to St. Mungo's pretty quickly," Daphne said back to him. "If it had been purple, the poor muggle would have died in minutes."
"I still could have stopped him," Harry said, not liking to see anyone hurt. Not like that.
Daphne took his hand in hers and wove her fingers between his. "Harry, I love how you want to save everyone, but you can't always."
"Harry is always trying to save someone," Hermione poked her way into their bubble.
He just shrugged. "If I can, why not?"
Daphne leaned over and kissed his cheek. "Never change."
He gave her a smile and the conversation turned over to the upcoming awards ceremony New Year's Eve. It made him a little uncomfortable. At least it was his friends and family. Most others were still too busy talking about Draco.

  -oOo-


  December 28, 1994


  Hogwarts, Scotland

Daphne raised an eyebrow as Harry sat next to her. It was not usual for her to be to the breakfast table before him. Today they were sitting with the Hufflepuffs. What caught her eye was the package he had put into her lap. It was a square box about four inches across and wrapped in a nice green paper, similar to his eye colour. She was impressed with the thin silver ribbon in an intriguing bow.
"Happy birthday," Harry said, giving her a kiss on the cheek.
A small smile came to her face.
"Happy birthday," Neville and Hermione added.
"You'll get our presents later," Hermione promised.
"I have another for you later too," Harry added.
"I didn't get two," Tracey complained.
"We didn't know your birthday was in April and only Harry is giving her two," Hermione retorted.
"I still didn't get two," Tracey pouted.
"Happy birthday, Daphne," Susan and Hannah said as they joined them. Ernie sat next to Susan looking a little tired. Susan kissed his cheek.
"Do you all have to be so cute?" Hannah said to her best mate.
"Are you going to open it?" Harry asked, sounding a little nervous.
"What if I just want to look at the bow? Who did you get to do it?" she queried.
"I did it," Harry said.
"It took him hours to get the spell down," Hermione told her, looking a little smug.
"Not all of us are Hermione Granger," Harry snarked. Hermione stuck her tongue out at him. The girl had been on cloud nine for days now and acting more like a normal teen than Daphne had ever seen her. Daphne loved not having to sit at the Slytherin table.
"You want to bet its some jewelry," Blaise said, getting some porridge and bacon.
Hermione gave Blaise a glare. "Will you stop betting on everything?"
"Maybe if you give me a kiss," he said, not looking at her.
Hermione huffed, then kissed his cheek.
"Uhg. This is so unfair," Hannah whinged.
"I think you will find someone when you are ready," Luna said joining the group. "Happy birthday."
Daphne was smiling at all her friends and enjoying how Harry was starting to squirm. She should put the poor boy out of his misery. Besides, it was killing her not to open it.
She slid the ribbon off, slipping the ribbon over her wrist. It was something silly her mother used to do with her and Tori when they were young, and it was her birthday. She could get away with something silly today. Susan and Hannah giggled at her while Tracey smirked. She ignored them as she opened the box. Her breath caught as she looked down at a beautiful gold braid bracelet. It had two pendants on it, lain over the braid. "I hope you don't mind. It was my grandmothers. According to her journal, it was given to her by my grandfather when she turned sixteen and they were courting. Your father gave me permission to add your crest," he said in a hushed voice.
Everyone was looking at them as she lifted it out of the box. Tracey gasped while Susan and Hannah looked at him wide eyed. It was Luna who so expertly broke the silence, "Are you sure my father didn't offer me as bride-price for our alliance?"
Most of them laughed at her, knowing Luna well enough by now that she probably didn't mean that.
"Are you certain about this?" she asked in wonder. Bracelets like this used to be used as a promise to be betrothed or when a betrothal was formalized. The House crest would announce to everyone that the girl was intended to the House on the bracelet. To add her House was a major declaration that the Houses were not just allies, but potentially bound to combine in a permanent union.
"Sirius explained what this means," he replied.
Daphne held out her left wrist, now really feeling silly for putting the bow on. Harry took the bracelet and put it on her wrist. She looked at it for a moment before diving at him. Her arms wrapped around his neck, and she gave him a very sloppy kiss. They broke after Neville commented, "Way to raise the expectations, Harry."
Daphne didn't care. This was a great fifteenth-birthday already!
"Do you think they will be done before Daphne's birthday tea," Luna asked in her airy tones.
"I think we should get them a room," Hannah giggled.
Daphne pulled back. "Just wait until you get a boyfriend," she promised Hannah.
Susan giggled at the apprehensive look on Hannah's face.
She settled back into her seat. It was not proper for her to kiss Harry like that in the Great Hall. Luckily, it was only about half full. Many were taking advantage of the Christmas holiday.

  -oOo-


  December 29, 1994


  Somewhere in England...

Amelia stood in the doorway of an old keep. Half of it was in ruins, the other half stood a tall sentinel to the tests of time. It was a tall square tower; originally a Norman keep. The slumping walls and the few half standing structures around it had been added well after the original structure, and then fallen as the old wards failed without a master here. The original keep was still as strong as the day it was probably last used a few hundred years ago.
She did not like using a place that was Harry's like this, but even with the outer wards gone, the wards from the keep would mask the meeting she had scheduled here today. Her ward would understand afterwards, and he had given her permission to enter and manage any of his lands.
"Two more minutes, boss," Shacklebolt said from just inside the old main hall. It was open to the sky, but the most intact structure in the outer ward.
"Thank you," she said.
In two minutes, four others should be portkeying here. She needed them to be onboard with what she was going to do in a few days, otherwise she could be the one in Azkaban.
She stood in her old hit wizard robes. Every blade, wand and other nasty trick she used to use were on her. Three Aurors and two other hit wizards were with her. They were the ones she knew she could trust.
When the first person appeared, she watched as an older woman with grey hair and sharp eyes walked casually out onto the grass. She stopped and looked around. "I figured it was you," the old woman said.
"It's nice to see you again, Mathilda," she said.
Two others quickly followed her. The mane of her Head Auror was next to the grey cloak of one of her oldest friends.
The last person to arrive was the Chief Warlock. Doge looked around, unsure of where he was.
"I am sorry to pull you all away like this, but I have a pressing need that cannot be discussed in the Ministry. I must ask for an oath that will hold for the next two weeks," Amelia demanded, not going through any pleasantries.
They all looked at her for a moment.
"What is this about, Amelia?" Doge questioned.
"I will not say unless you swear an oath. Two weeks is all I need," she told them. Behind her back she made a sign for her guard to be prepared to stun and obliviate them. It was against the law, but sometimes it was better to ask for forgiveness, then resign.
Scrimgeour was the first. He took out his wand and held it vertically in the air. "What is the oath?"
She waited until the four had all done the same.
Once done, she signaled for them to enter the broken structure. The goblins had finally determined that it would be safe for Harry to enter the main keep when he wanted. She would take him here over Easter.
Croaker whistled as they stepped through the door. "Impressive wards," the man said. She had put up the most powerful secrecy wards she could.
"This is an important meeting. What I am about to discuss with you all will bring the Ministry to its knees in the next few weeks," she stated.
Mathilda looked worried. "Are you asking us to plan a coup d'état?"
"No. But the Minister will be affected and arrested by the allegations I am about to reveal and the actions that must be taken to maintain our laws, and possibly our world," she replied.
Scrimgeour's face broke into a smile that befitted the hunter he was. "You mean we are finally going to clean house?"
"Yes," she replied. "If none of you are willing to hear me out, then I would ask you to leave now. If you are, I need all of you and the people you trust. We can not have any of this leak out until the moves have been made."
Doge was frowning. "Amelia, I will not support anything that is a grudge or political move just to grab power."
"I do not want power, Elphias. I promise I will turn down any nomination or election to Minister. That would send the wrong message of what my plans are," Amelia told them truthfully.
"And what are your plans," Croaker asked, sounding amused.
"To arrest and try almost ninety people for acts of terrorism, bribery, coercion, murder and a host of other charges. To warn you, seventy-two of the people are Wizengamot members, many of them part of the Dark Alliance. I know the optics this will portray to those that back them, but I fear what else might be coming if we do not act," she told them.
"What exactly did you get from Selwyn, Goyle and Mulciber?" Scrimgeour asked.
"It wasn't just them, but I have allegations that will see almost half the people facing either the veil or a dementor's kiss. There is a team already trying to find evidence for anything they can. I expect the first arrests to start happening next week. My issue is that my political alliances could muddy the waters on this," she stated.
"So, you want to have the Chief Warlock and a small independent council review and approve all warrants," Doge said, quickly catching what she was after.
"I am going to hand everything over to Scrimgeour and the Unspeakables. They will present all warrants and searches to the council," she agreed.
"That is a rather nice ploy," Croaker commented.
Scrimgeour looked ready to pounce on the first victim he could find. "You got it, boss."
"I don't understand why I am here, Amelia," Mathilda said.
"Mathilda, I need you to open up your records. There are allegations of underage spell use that should have seen some going to Azkaban," Amelia informed the now shocked woman.
"While you are here, teams of Aurors and St. Mungo Healers are having everyone in your office taken in for examination for compulsions, obliviations, potions and the imperious curse. Before you leave, you will be checked for the same," Amelia informed the woman as two of her Aurors came out from disillusionment charms.
"What! I don't understand," Mathilda said.
"Mathilda, if the allegations are correct, there have been some serious misuse of spells by those of pureblood or old families. Misuses that are not covered under the protections carved out for such families. I can only assume it was you, someone in your office or a combination of the two that has allowed it," Amelia said calmly.
"Amelia, I would never do anything like that. You know I take the laws seriously," the woman said.
"That is the only reason I did not have you arrested. If you will cooperate, Kingsley and Moody will take you to St. Mungo's right now. If not, I will have you taken to the cells in the DMLE and have it done there."
A shaken Mathilda said, "No. I will go to St. Mungo's."
"Thank you."
A moment later, she was gone.
Doge was looking at her. "What guarantee do I have that you will not try to seize power? I trusted a man for years that said he wanted to do what was best and he was the worst betrayer I have known."
"I will not disappoint my niece or nephew that way. I will not be Dumbledore, Fudge or any of the others that just want power. All I want is a peaceful world where our children can grow and have their own children. I know it will not be all peaceful, but we can make it as safe as possible," Amelia told the man.
After a moment, Doge nodded. "I will go along with this for now. When do we start?"
"I am hoping today. When we get back, you two are to go to level ten, courtroom eight. You will find my top solicitors, twenty-two Aurors and eight hit wizards at your disposal. You are reporting to Doge until you are confident it is done. I am not to be involved," she told them, knowing the faith she was putting into Scrimgeour and Croaker.
She knew once word got out about this, things might get a little dicey for a bit, but it had to be done this way. This could not look like a political move by Anders and her. Amelia wouldn't deny that she would like to have more power in the Wizengamot to set things up better for her children, but that was not the main motivation. She was above all a Law Enforcement officer.
Croaker chuckled. "No one will doubt you were behind this."
"I can't have my name on any of it," she told them. She had already stuck her hand in too far by questioning the others, instead of letting her Aurors handle it. She had allowed it to get personal, and now she needed to step back.
"Sure, boss."
"Good. Now, take your portkeys back. I can't have any of you knowing where this is," she told them.
"Are there that many ears at the Ministry that you needed to do this?" Doge asked.
"I have gone through my department twice, and both times found spies or others that were controlled in some way. I can't take the risk right now," she informed them.
"So, you use the old courtrooms due to the wards," Croaker said, nodding his head. "I will take six others I can verify trustful and meet you in about two hours, Rufus."
"Doge, get a six-member panel together. As soon as I can validate anything, I will need them to be available within thirty minutes of request, no matter the time of the day," Scrimgeour demanded.
"Give me a few hours. I'll let you know when we are ready," Doge replied.
She watched them leave. Auror Tonks came up next to her. "I'm going to miss out on the fun, aren't I?"
Amelia chuckled at the young Auror. Being family to Harry Potter, Amelia couldn't risk the young woman being involved in this either. "I hope so, but you may see action yet in the next few weeks. I have a feeling some will get desperate, especially once they find the jinx on international portkeys that was activated earlier."
Tonks gave her a curious look. "I thought only the Unspeakables could do that with Wizengamot permission," she said.
"There may have been a clause hidden in the legislation passed last week. Right, we should all get going. I have some things to get ready for to have Susan and Harry back tonight," she told her guards.

  -oOo-


  Same day


  Somewhere along the Irish sea...

It was an abnormally nice day for late December. The sea was relatively calm with ice on the windows. Albus had been waiting for three weeks now as Severus had decided to go to Egypt to try and track down where Tom had found the information on how to make the horcruxes.
Time was starting to wear on though. This morning it was very hard to get out of bed in the cold cabin. The fire had gone out overnight, much to Albus' surprise.
He was starting to fear his time was coming to an end far sooner than it should. He felt like he still had decades to complete his life's ambitions.
After getting the fire going again after conjuring some logs and then getting himself some hot porridge and tea, he regarded the prison that held one of his largest failures. Albus had come to realize that letting Tom be a crux to his own machinations when the boy started to come to power in the nineteen-sixties, was a mistake. A mistake that almost brought his world to its knees.
He had to fix it, and the thing left before him was the only way.
After levitating his bowl into the sink, Albus sat, his weak wand in his hand. In actuality, the wand was just as powerful as most, but it was not the Elder wand.
Fortifying himself, he touched three of the blue runes and one of the black one. This would allow him to communicate with the thing in the rock using Legilimency. He had not wanted to get to this point, but he had no choice.
"Legilimens," he barked out.
It was like riding a turbulent storm petrel, something he had done in Japan many, many years ago.
His mind was buffeted and shaken as he tried to find his way into the cloud of thoughts he could feel just at the edge of his consciousness. It was like nothing he had ever felt from a mind probe before.
Albus passed half ruined walls that were meters thick. A dragon flew by but didn't seem to see him. Inferi floated in what looked to be a large lake. Albus couldn't imagine the number of people that would have had to be killed to fill a lake that size if it had been real.
As Albus metaphorically flew past all this, he was realizing the internal defenses of Tom had been shattered. The further he went in, the more he realized the man himself may have been shattered.
It was some time before he stepped out onto a stone courtyard. Broken and shattered bits of walls, siege weapons and other nasty pits lay in ruin or floated on the outside of the citadel he stood before. Of all he had seen so far, this was the only intact structure or flow of thought he had seen.
Looking around, Albus was sure this was the core of Tom Marvolo Riddle. Though looking up at the carving of snakes, people obviously in throws of the deepest pain or other horrid scenes, Albus had doubts there was anything left of the person ones called Tom. Albus was realizing the only thing left of this man was his identity as Lord Voldemort.
"Tom, how have you fallen so far?" he said out loud.
Not expecting a response, Albus spun when a man with a higher pitch voice said, "What are you doing here, old man? Have you come to pledge your loyalty? I await my Death Eaters to come get me."
A man that looked as aged as Albus sat on the ruins of a thick wall. He was in black robes, a face that looked more snakelike than man and red eyes.
"I have not come to pledge myself, Tom. I have come to release you."
The man gave a mirthless laugh. "Release me? Oh, I yearn for the day to be released again, old man."
Albus shook his head. The release Albus sought was not the same release he figured Tom wanted. "I bet you do," Albus said calmly.
The man gave an evil smirk. "Once I am free again, my Death Eaters will roam over the land. All shall pay for the humiliations I have endured. Everyone will serve me, and we will dominate the Muggles again."
Albus pursed his lips. "I am afraid I can't let you do that, Tom."
The figure snarled. "I am Lord Voldemort, old man. If you are not here to serve me, then what are you here for?"
"As I said, to release you."
The man laughed, taking on an evil grin. "Oh, yes, I yearn to be released."
Albus regarded the thing known as Voldemort. "Do you have a plan to be released?"
The blood red eyes crinkled in mirth. "Oh, my most faithful servants know what to do. I shall reward them beyond all others. Woman. Children. Men. Gold. Whatever it takes."
"I see. And what faithful know of this?"
The man's eyes narrowed on Albus. "You said you will not serve me." It was then that the man's eyes widened. There was a look of fear before anger. as the man showed recognition of who Albus was. "DUMBLEDORE! You will not learn my secrets!"
Suddenly the defenses around them rumbling and grinding sounds assaulted him as stone, metal and even bones started to fly into place. Albus, realizing what was happening, suddenly retreated. He wanted the man to not rebuild is defenses too much.
As he left, he heard a maniacal cackling. "I will kill you and your pets," the voice of Voldemort echoed around the dreamscape. It turned into a more frantic retreat than he wanted as other defenses seemed to come to life.
By the time he withdrew back into his own mind, he found himself panting and sweating. He grabbed the wand that had fallen out of his hand and quickly reactivated the runes. They glowed brightly for minutes until they calmed.
When they faded to more muted glow they had been, Albus let out a long breath. He needed answers, but he wouldn't do that again for a few more days.
Getting up to get himself some strong tea, he found himself shaking from the exertion. It might be a week or more before he tried that again, he reluctantly admitted to himself.
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  December 31, 1994


  London, England

Harry fussed over the bow tie. He was not looking forward to today. The Minister had changed the time to have the award ceremony at five, and then they had been invited to stay for the New Year’s Ball. Harry had to admit he was interested to see how Daphne got ready for it, but he didn't want so much attention towards him.
He let out a huff as he fussed with it again, untying the offending strip of cloth. "Bloody hell, won't this just tie itself!"
"Dobby could do it for you, the Great Harry," the elf said from the closet. He had offered to help Harry get ready and Harry found that he couldn't refuse the elf when his big green eyes were looking so hopefully at Harry.
Harry huffed. "I should be able to do this on my own."
"But Dobby is here to help," the house elf argued back.
Harry laughed. "Hermione is going to kill me for this. Go ahead, Dobby."
Dobby snapped his fingers and the black cloth tied itself into a perfect bow tie. He was more pleased that it wasn't too tight, letting him breathe. "Thanks, Dobby."
The elf beamed.
"How is Tipsy today?"
Dobby gave a shy smile. "Well enough to help the misses."
It had been a surprise the other day when Tipsy had told Amelia she was expecting elflings by the end of summer. Amelia and Sirius weren't surprised at all. "Tipsy knows Amelia said she is not to push herself, right?"
"Tipsy is knowing, the Great Harry. Tipsy is a house elf. She is enjoying helping her mistress and friends," Dobby assured him.
Harry nodded. "Come in," he called to a knock on his door.
"How you making out, pup?" Sirius asked, coming in.
"We is making out very well, sir," Dobby replied.
Sirius chuckled. "I see," Sirius said, moving to the closet. "Are these the robes you are wearing?"
"Yeah," Harry said. He caught Dobby trying to make a silent exit in the mirror as he slipped out of the closet. Sirius took the robes and held them out. His godfather was in immaculate dress robes with the crest of the Black on his left breast.
Harry held is arms out. Sirius put them on. Harry looked at his own crest. It was a gryphon with crossed wands, and the shield of the Peverell and Glamorgon line at the bottom of the Potter shield. Just below that was a House Black crest that was half the size. Being the recognized heir required Harry to display that. He was just glad he wasn't the scion of House Black as well.
Harry buttoned up his robes. "Looking good, pup. You'll have Daphne all over you later."
Harry felt his neck heat up. He should have known, but he was too nervous. "Will you stop, you old mutt."
Sirius laughed. "You still need to loosen up some."
Harry huffed and turned to Sirius. Sirius made sure his shirt collar was adjusted and looked him over. After a moment, the man nodded. "James and Lily would be so proud of you. Though, Lily would still be harping on you for going after that basilisk."
Harry let out a little laugh. He was starting to feel like he knew his parents some with how Remus and Sirius had told him stories or made comments like that. "Would she really?"
"Oh, definitely. She would tell James all the time she was proud of him and that he was doing what was right, just before she would cuff him upside the head for being so reckless," Sirius chuckled.
Harry gave a smile at the way the man remembered his parents. "Thanks, Sirius."
The man put a hand on his shoulder. "Any time, pup." Sirius eyes looked a little watery. "They really would be proud of you, you know."
Harry nodded. Sirius took him into a hug. Harry just let him for a moment, glad that someone cared for him so much and was making an effort so he could know his parents. When they separated, Sirius sniffed before standing tall. "Come on. Let's go meet your girls."
"They aren't my girls," Harry said. “Well, Daphne is.”
Sirius chuckled. "An old dog can dream. More than one witch can be fun some nights..."
Harry shoved the man away. "Daphne is more than enough," he retorted.
Sirius wagged his eyebrow. "So, you have spent a night with her?"
Harry didn't even respond, instead heading out the door and to the atrium. Amelia was already waiting in a nice dark red witches robe. "Are the girls right behind you? We should be going in about five minutes," she asked.
"They were still beautifying themselves," Sirius commented.
"Please act the mature adult. At least until after dinner," Amelia requested.
"No promises," Sirius said with a cheeky grin.
Harry tried not to roll his eyes at his godfather. When Amelia looked up, Harry turned to see the three girls. They were all wearing witches robes tonight. Susan was in the dark blue that House Bones preferred. Her red hair was up. She may be his third cousin, or something like that, but Harry thought Ernie was a lucky boy.
Hermione, in the more burgundy robes that Amelia had gotten him, looked just as striking. Her hair was in the same locks she had tamed it into for the Yule Ball. Blaise was going to have to keep an eye on her. Harry already was at Daphne's urging. Harry was actually keeping an eye on both girls already.
Lastly was Daphne. She was in green robes. He felt just as stupidly awestruck as he had the other night. Her hair was up, showing off her long neck. She was wearing lipstick, making her lips redder than normal. He liked how the robes hinted at the curves she had so recently let him start to explore.
"You three all look lovely. Now, if you would come along, we should be there soon. They want Harry and Hermione about a half hour early," Amelia said.
Harry waited at the bottom of the stairs, Sirius sniggering at something that had Amelia slapping his arm. "You all look very nice," Harry said, trying to get his brain going and only stare at Daphne.
"Thank you, Harry," Susan said.
Hermione had an annoying smirk on her face. "I'm surprised you even saw us."
Sirius let out a barking laugh. Daphne cast the man a look. "Harry rarely misses what is going on around him," Daphne said. She came to stand before him, and he went to peck her. She pulled back. "Not yet. You don't need lipstick all over you."
He looked disappointed. "Fine, I'll wait until after the ceremony."
"Good boy," Daphne said with a smirk.
"Who needs the leash now," Sirius snarked as Harry escorted Daphne to the fireplace.
"We will be going to the Ministry of Magic, Auror Office," Amelia informed them.
Amelia went first, followed by Susan, Hermione and just before Daphne went through, she pecked Harry. "Better?"
"Very," he said with a smirk. She smirked before going through.
"Not a word," Harry said to Sirius as soon as she was out of earshot.
"My lips are sealed," Sirius said with a laugh on his voice.
When Harry walked out, he came into a large room with only one fireplace lit and ready to use. "This used to be used for responding to calls or general travel. We don't use it as much with us able to plot coordinates and after a number of ambushes in the last war," Amelia was explaining to Susan and Hermione.
Daphne was waiting for him. She slipped her arm into his as soon as he brushed the ash off.
"We will keep this one on for the night with three Aurors posted outside. If you need to get out of here quickly, for any reason, please only use this connection."
"We will, Auntie," Susan agreed.
Harry didn't miss the three Aurors that followed them. "Susan, are two of them hit wizards," Harry asked his cousin as the four of them were put in the middle of the adults. There was just something about the cut of the robes that looked like they would be easier to move in.
Susan looked. "How did you know?"
"That is something I would like to know as well, but we can discuss that later," Amelia said as they entered a lift.
Daphne squeezed his arm tighter. "Are you expecting something to happen?" Daphne asked.
"I hope not tonight, but I won't take any chances. Daphne, I would like you to go with Susan and Sirius to your parents. Harry and Hermione, you will go to a separate room with me," his auntie ordered.
Harry didn't like to see Daphne going the other way when they got out, especially when he saw the mass of people in the main atrium of the Ministry. There was a large stage in the center of the room where a large statue usually stood. "They improved it," Harry whispered to Hermione.
"Behave tonight," she admonished, looking a little nervous.
He made sure Daphne was with her parents before he followed Amelia. In the backroom, it was a veritable who's who of the Ministry. Minister Fudge was there with an entourage of eight people. Almost every Head of Department was here.
Ron was in a corner with his parents. "Go over and wait with Mr. Weasley," she told them.
He put his arms out for Hermione and Susan. With two hit wizards shadowing them, they were not stopped as they went over to the corner of the room. "Oh, Harry, it is so good to see you," Mrs. Weasley said, moving to take him into a hug.
"It's good to see you too, Mrs. Weasley," he said, trying to take her hand instead. He was hugged anyways.
"You have gotten so big since the last time we saw you. I am glad to see Madam Bones is taking good care of you and making sure you are eating. So handsome. And you, Hermione, don't you look beautiful," the woman said. “I don’t know you dear.”
“Mrs. Weasley, this is Susan Bones, my cousin,” Harry introduced Susan.
“I have heard many good things about your aunt,” Mrs. Weasley said, moving to hug her as well.
Harry liked Mr. and Mrs. Weasley, but they were supposed to look presentable tonight. He straightened out his robes. It struck him that Daphne was being a bad influence on him that way. All his friends were, he chuckled to himself.
Mr. Weasley moved in to shake his hand, "I am glad to see you, Mr. Weasley."
"Same to you, Harry. I still find it hard to believe why we are here tonight," the man said.
"It's not for a reason I really care to remember," Harry told him.
"No, probably not, but because of you two of my children are still alive. I can never thank you enough," the man said.
Harry felt his face heat some. "Anyone would do the same," he said back.
Mr. Weasley squeezed his hand before letting go. "If only that were true."
"I do wish my parents could be here tonight," he heard Hermione saying to Mrs. Weasley.
Amelia wanted them to be here too, but Muggles were not allowed into the Ministry. Diagon Alley was fine. Any wizarding house they were invited into was as well. The Ministry, Hogsmeade, Hogwarts and other places like them were wizards only.
Harry turned to Ron. "You doing alright?" Harry asked the boy. They were not friends anymore, not like they had been. It didn't mean that Harry still didn't care for Ron. Ron had been his first friend. They were still friendly, but Dean and Seamus were more his best friends now.
"A little nervous. I thought I would like all this fame, but there are hundreds of people out there," Ron told him, sounding nervous.
"Yeah, fame isn't everything it's cracked up to be," Harry agreed.
"Mr. Potter, it has been a while since we last met," Cornelius Fudge said, his entourage following him with Dolores Umbridge at his side.
Harry straightened, his training over the last eight months kicking in. Quickly scanning the crowd, Harry didn't recognize anyone that was higher in the peerage than him. When he turned to Minister Fudge, Harry did the appropriate quarter bow. "Minister Fudge. Chief Warlock Doge," Harry greeted. No one else here required him to greet them.
Fudge, with a huge smile on his face, extended his hand. "Oh, we don't need such formalities here, Mr. Potter," the man said.
Harry shook the man's hand. "That is Scion Potter, Minister. I am here as the official scion of my House and ward."
The man's eyes rose a bit. "Ward? I was not aware Ms. Greengrass was given to House Potter yet."
"Heiress Greengrass is my intended, sir. I am talking of Miss Granger. Surely the award committee was made aware that the Grangers are under my protection?" Harry enquired.
He saw Amelia making her way towards them.
"I'm certain that is in the speech I shall give," Fudge said, casting a look to the woman next to him.
She made an annoying, "Hem. Hem," before saying, "I will check."
The woman in pink robes scurried away, as did two others.
"Now, just so you know what will happen, I will go on stage first, give a little introduction and then you three shall come out and sit in the chairs next to the podium. After a short five- or ten-minute speech, I will present Mr. Weasley and Ms. Granger their Order of Merlin, Third Class. Once that is done, there will be another short speech for you, then I will present your Order of Merlin. The Wizengamot voted yesterday to grant you a new title, and voting seat," the man said, not sounding as pleased.
"Is this an unbound seat, Minister," Harry asked. It felt odd to treat the man as inferior to him, but the Minister technically was by law. Any one of peerage was technically above the Minister. Harry agreed with Hermione, these laws needed to go.
The man seemed caught off guard by this question. Amelia had mentioned it last night. If Harry did marry Daphne someday, they were already looking at controlling four votes. He didn't need another. Sirius also thought it a great joke.
"Why would that be important," Minister Fudge enquired.
"If it is an unbound seat, then I wish to pass it to my ward. That would need to be done tonight when you present me the seat." He was never happier that Amelia had coached him in this. Even Sirius had. Now, if Hermione was only in on it... hopefully she wouldn't kill him. Essentially, he was giving up his reward to elevate her house into a Wizengamot House. This was why an Order of Merlin, First Class, were so rare.
Fudges eyes grew wide. Chief Warlock Doge gave a little smile. "I think that is a splendid idea, Scion Potter. I don't know if any House has ever held more than four votes."
"Not to my knowledge, sir," Harry agreed.
Fudge moved his mouth a few times. "Right. It is your decision. Just, when you are called. I should see if my speech is adjusted," he said, turning and walking away.
Doge waited until the Minister left.
"Bloody hell, Harry. You're just going to give a seat away like that," Ron said behind him.
Amelia walked up and the Chief Warlock chuckled. "I must say, Scion Potter, it is never dull around you and your allies. Your grandfather had the same knack of turning things on their head. If your regent will pass on the necessary information on Tuesday, I shall make sure the paperwork is ready to present to Ms. Granger on Wednesday. If you excuse me, I should get ready to take my seat." The man bowed his head.
Hermione came up to his side. "Harry..." she said a little breathy. "You can't be serious?"
"Bloody hell," Ron said again.
Amelia nodded towards Hermione. "Ms. Granger, Harry is very serious about this. An unbound seat may be passed to any minor line Harry may have, or a ward."
"Ronald, none of that language tonight," Mrs. Weasley scolded her son.
Harry wasn't sure if he saw jealousy or not in Ron's eyes. After a moment, he extended a hand to Hermione. "Congratulations. I don't know anyone else that deserves this more."
Hermione looked shocked, before taking Ron's hand. "Thank... thank you."
Ron nodded. "Mum was wondering if you wanted to come over for a brunch tomorrow before we go back to Hogwarts?"
"Hermione, your parents and the Bones are invited as well," Mr. Weasley added looking between him and Hermione.
"I would love to have a full table tomorrow. Three Order of Merlin recipients," Mrs. Weasley said happily.
Harry looked to Amelia. "That is up to you. I am sure Sirius would love to come along as well," Amelia replied.
"Mr. Black is welcome," Mrs. Weasley said.
"We would love to, Mrs. Weasley," Harry told her.
"Perfect. Let's say about one."
"If I can have everyone's attention," someone called out by a door. "I would like the families of the recipient to line up here. All the Heads of Department and other dignitaries over here please."
Amelia gave him a quick hug, something very uncharacteristic for both of them. "Thank you," he said in a small voice.
"You are family. You never have to thank me," she whispered back.
When she pulled back, Harry stood as tall as he could, which was the same height as Amelia. With a nod, she turned to Susan. “Come along, Susan.” Harry wasn’t sure that Amelia looked like she wanted to shed a tear.
Harry looked surprised as Amelia went towards the family line. "Amelia, why are you going there?"
She gave Harry a small smile. "As much as I am proud of the position I have earned in the Ministry, I am prouder of you. We are family and that is where I will sit tonight. Sirius should be here in just a moment to join us. Susan, come along."
Susan gave him a hug. “Congratulations.”
She then did the same to Hermione before smirking, “I look forward to another heiress to hang out with us.”
Hermione looked abashed. “Yes. This is still so wrong. All these seats should be voted.”
“Well it is yours now,” Harry replied. Susan shook Ron’s hand.
Harry watched Susan join Amelia and Sirius rushed in, said a quick ‘Congrats’, and joined the people readying to go on stage. Harry very much thought of Amelia, Susan and Sirius as his family now, but this was different. He had a slew of emotions go through him.
Hermione put a hand on his arm. "You ready," she asked, sounding like she was affected by the show as much as he was.
"Yeah," he said a little thickly.
"Are you ready, Ron," Harry asked.
"Yeah." The redhead stepped up to them.
They lined up behind the others. The Ministry heads and other dignitaries went out first, followed by the Weasleys and his family. "I'm sorry your parents couldn't be here," Harry said to Hermione.
"I understand why, it just would have been nice."
"Well, once you are a peerage house, you know that the Ministry can't deny any family member?" he said.
Her eyes lit up. "I forgot." She kissed his cheek. "Thank you."
"You have any more of those Houses you can give out?" Ron jokingly asked next to him.
Harry chuckled. "Not unless you can have one of my kids."
Ron's face made them both laugh. "I'm all set."
It was nearly fifteen minutes before they were called out on stage. "The first recipient of the night, Mr. Ronald Bilius Weasley," the Minister called out.
Ron was smiling hugely. Hermione and him watched from the side as Ron went out. There were cheers, flashes of cameras and applause. "You ready," Harry asked his best mate.
"No. Are you?"
"Certainly not, but Daphne might be upset if I don't act the right way," he said jokingly.
Hermione laughed. "You know she will like you either way."
"I know," he said.
"Now, Hermione Jean Granger," Minister Fudge called out.
Hermione walked out. "The Ministry is presenting this award, an Order of Merlin, Third Class, for her efforts in solving the mystery, saving Ms. Penelope Clearwater’s life, and giving Mr. Weasley and Scion Potter the information needed to slay the basilisk."
Harry looked out the door. He couldn't really see much through the lights of the stage. That made him nervous. He could make out the half dozen Aurors guarding the stage. After more applause and camera flashes, Minister Fudge motioned to Harry.
"And the real hero of the night, the boy who saved all our children and grandchildren at the Hogwarts School of Witchcraft and Wizardry by dispatching Salazar Slytherin's monster, Scion Harry James Potter," the man said.
Harry stood tall and walked out onto the stage like the scion he was. It didn't matter he didn't want to be before all these people. It didn't matter he hated the accolade. It did matter that he represented his House. It was a reflection on Hermione that he ported himself properly. It was also a reflection on his family and Daphne's.
When he walked out, the Minister was still playing up his achievement. When he stopped, the man shook his hand and Harry bent so the man could put the medal around his neck. When Minister Fudge motioned for the podium, Harry let out an internal sigh. He knew this was coming.
"Thank you, Minister Fudge," Harry said as he stepped before the podium. Harry took a moment to find his voice. "I thank you all for giving me this award and for the honour you have given my House. I did not do anything that night for any rewards or recognition though. It was the right thing to do and as such, I would like to do that again."
Harry turned to Hermione, who was sitting in a chair next to him. "Ward Granger, if you would stand."
She did, acting as regally as she could. Hermione wasn't as natural at it as Daphne or Susan, but she was getting there. "The fine wizards and witches of the country have decided that House Potter should be graced with another seat for our dedication to our society. With this seat, I would raise up my ward and propose that House Granger be recognized and granted the same rights as the peerage seat given to me."
There was surprise in the hall. Some clapped, others looked shocked. It had been generations since a Muggleborn had been raised this way.
Hermione curtsied to him, before sitting down.
Harry swallowed. This was so much harder than he thought, but if he was to be Lord Potter in a few years, he had to be used to this. The lessons that the Greengrasses had paid for had to have some return. "Next, the substantial reward that is being offered will not be routed to my vaults. Instead, House Potter is making it a gift to St. Mungo's, with an equal match. House Potter will also make a donation to Hogwarts to ensure its wards and security are up to the task to prevent such an occurrence again."
This got more surprised gaps and more cheering.
"Lastly, the Headmistress of Hogwarts has also graciously accepted the offer to display my Order of Merlin, First class, at Hogwarts. This really belongs there. Thank you," he said, ending his speech. It was a little shorter than they had planned, but his nerves were starting to get to him.
The rest of the ceremony lasted another few minutes. When it was done, they were allowed to get up. Susan hugged them. Sirius shook his hand before taking him into a one-arm hug. Amelia hugged Hermione and him as well. When they made it off the stage, Daphne, her family, and the Tonks were all there.
Anders inclined his head as they joined them. "Heiress Granger, let me be the first Wizengamot member to welcome you to our esteemed ranks. I shall ensure your application is accepted as soon as possible."
"Thank you, Lord Greengrass," Hermione said with a slight blush. She had been talking against such things for a while and now she was part of it.
There were more hugs, more congratulations and other talk as the Atrium was transformed for the annual New Year’s Eve Gala.
Daphne found his arm as soon as she could. With a kiss on his cheek, she answered his unasked question, "You did well up there. I could hardly tell how nervous you were."
He smiled. "Thanks."
The rest of the night was mostly fun. Harry and Hermione were led around for a bit. It was expected of them. Ron trailed behind, not really knowing what to do until he was waylaid by a few reporters. After a few minutes, Harry was glad to get away. The more the reporters talked, the more Ron seemed to like it, and the more details he gave.
At dinner there were more speeches. Harry was glad the beef was good, and even more happy when Harry offered Daphne the first dance. He was surprised when Iliana requested the second dance.
As they took up the pose to start the waltz, Iliana said, "You have done very well tonight, Scion Potter."
"It's getting easier," he told her truthfully.
"It shows."
Harry inclined his head.
"I also think that was a very nice touch to offer up Ms. Granger like that," she said.
"Hermione wants to change the world. How can she do that if she doesn't have the power to do so?" Harry replied. That was a realization he had come to while talking with Sirius last night.
"And you don't?" she asked with a raised eyebrow.
Harry cast a quick glance at Daphne with her father and Hermione with Sirius. "For my friends and family, I would do anything I could to see them happy."
Iliana gave him a smile before the music started. "I do hope you and Daphne become betrothed. I could not think of a better person to call my son."
Harry balked at her for a moment. It was more automatic that he started when the others did. Apparently, Daphne and Iliana had trained him well to dance. It was not always polite to talk during a formal dance like this, so Harry did as he was taught.
When they finished, Harry had recovered enough to bow to Iliana. "Lady Greengrass, I hope to fulfill your wish someday."
She curtsied to him. "I doubt my daughter will give up her claim on you. My Lord Greengrass," she said, as Anders walked over with Daphne.
"My Lady Greengrass," he replied. "Scion Potter, could I entrust my daughter to you for the night?"
Harry did his quarter bow. "Of course, Lord Greengrass. Heiress Greengrass," he said, offering his arm to her.
"My Scion Potter," she replied, her mask up. Harry liked that she transferred from her father to him. He may only be fourteen and a half, and her fifteen, but he was sure he wouldn't want to be with anyone else as they got older. That opinion was solidified with the kiss she gave him at Midnight. He was sad there wasn't a broom closet nearby, but her tongue was good enough without their hands wandering some.

  -oOo-


  January 1, 1995


  Somewhere in Wiltshire, England

Croaker was standing with the three other men in grey cloaks that were to assist him at this early hour. It was a little before four in the morning and they were the tip of the spear for three raids that would be occurring today.
Scrimgeour had told them they didn't know what to expect. Many of the people associated with the Dark Alliance had not been in attendance at the Ministry last night. It was confirmed that the last of the guests had left by two AM. If others had had their own celebrations, then this was probably the best time to strike.
Looking at his watch, he nodded to the two Unspeakables to his right. They moved towards the edge of the wards of whatever estate they had been asked to help the Aurors with. It was an extremely well warded house. Croaker could think of only a hand full of places with wards like this, and his team had never been asked to bring such a scheme down in less than a minute.
This called for some special development projects that the Muggle Enchantment group had been working on.
The two men took out a long pipe with a handle on it. He touched his pocket again to ensure he had the proper paperwork to allow them to trial this. Kneeling down, the first Unspeakable rose the tube to his shoulder.
"Are you sure we should use this?" the other Unspeakable questioned next to him.
"None of this is Muggle made and will not violate any of our laws," Croaker said.
The second Unspeakable put a small crate on the ground. When he opened it, he took out a long firework-like device. He put it into the back of the tube. "Loaded."
"Target locked on the strongest magical source. Pretty sure it is the main ward stone," the first Unspeakable said.
"You are pretty sure?" Croaker enquired.
"It’s about fifteen yards from where we know the main structure is on the estate grounds, and close to the center of the wards," the first Unspeakable said, looking at a chalk tablet that was showing lines of runes.
"If this goes wrong, we are to meet back at the office. If this goes right, we move to location Omega," Croaker told them.
The other three nodded.
Croaker looked at his watch again. At exactly four, they were to bring down the wards. Aurors were stationed to apparate in once they fell.
"Five. Four," he started to count down. "Three. Two. One. Go."
Unspeakable number one pressed a rune on the handle. He almost fell over as the firework - well, muggles called them rockets - shot out of the tube. It stopped for two heartbeats when it hit the wards, then slowly started to push through. Within three seconds, it was gone. "Four. Three. Two. One," the Unspeakable counted down to the time they estimated it would make contact.
All four of them held their breaths for a moment. After twenty-three seconds, Croaker asked, "I thought you said you expected the runes to eat through the primary stone within ten seconds?"
"There was some debate about interaction with certain wards that could elongate that time or even negate our rune schemes," the second Unspeakable said.
Even though they couldn't see it, Croaker raised an eyebrow. "That is not what you told me when I approached you about this two days ago."
"You asked if it would work. I said it would on almost anything," the Unspeakable replied.
"Do we call this trial a failure?" the third Unspeakable asked.
It was now forty-eight seconds. "Is there still a chance it will work?" he asked to two Unspeakables before him.
"It never took longer than twenty-eight seconds in the lab," the second Unspeakable said.
"We will give it ten more seconds and then the Curse Breakers will have their go at it," Croaker said, still looking at his watch.
At nine seconds and two-one hundredths, there was a massive explosion that rent the night. All the Unspeakables had to shield their eyes to the light. When Croaker blinked, he saw the ward field around the estate falling like a billion faerie lights.
He was able to make out a crater close to three yards wide where the primary ward stone had thought to have been. There was screaming coming from the house. Every window on that side had been shattered, probably being flung into the house.
"Note the time, four-oh-two, twelve seconds and two-one hundredths. A ward scheme designed to contain the blast should be added before design is recommended to the Aurors. We leave for site Omega in two minutes," Croaker said.
The pops of apparition, and the shimmering of anti-apparition and portkey wards took up around the house as they waited for their time to leave. During this time, the second Unspeakable closed up the wooden crate while the first put the metal tube back into an extended pocket. They had three more tests to accomplish and it would not do for them to be late. He had just the time to see flashes of spell fire inside the house before they were gone.

  -oOo-


  Malfoy Manor


  Wiltshire, England

Lucius Malfoy was awoken by the sound of an explosion, then the tinkling of glass as his windows shattered, flying around the room. The heavy night curtains around the bed caught most of the glass. It did not sound like some of his guests fared as well as someone started to scream down the hall.
In his still hung-over state, he stumbled out of bed, grabbing his cane and hissing as glass imbedded itself in his feet. "What is going on," he spat, some of the alcohol burning off. They had partied late into the night after celebrating the New Years and a plan that should see the Potter-Greengrass Alliance shattered.
"Lucius, what is going on?" Cissy asked from inside the bed curtains.
"I do not know. Get the emergency portkey and get to Draco..."
There was another blast from inside the manor this time. "Ministry Aurors. We are here to serve a warrant for Lucius Malfoy," a voice echoed through the house.
"Now, Narcissa! Just go. I will get Draco." Lucius ordered. “Hinny," he called out.
"You will never take me," a voice bellowed from outside his door. Lucius silently cursed the man. Cirrus Flint was not a bright man, especially when drunk. The sound of spell fire started.
"Lucius, the portkey won't work," his wife said in a panic.
A rather downtrodden female house elf appeared before him. "Master, the wards are down and Aurors..."
"I know, you daft thing. Get Narcissa and Draco out of here and then come back for me," he ordered. His guests could fend for themselves. The elf rushed to the other side of the bed. She didn't make it as the door to his bedroom burst open. Without the wards to lessen the impact of most magics, one of the doors splintered and sent debris flying into the room.
Lucius had to erect a quick shield to keep from being impaled. A scream from his wife told him she was not as lucky. Lucius saw red. No one hurt or came after his family. He started to cast spells. Three quick "Avada Kedavra," and then some other nasty spells.
The people outside the door were quick. They dove out of the way of his killing curses. One of them through up a shield and Lucius quickly found himself on the receiving end of three against one. How many times had he used this tactic in the past? Never had it been used against him.
It was a short, and brutal duel. Two of the Aurors were down. One from his killing curses. The other was screaming as he held a bloody stump from a blasting curse. It was through the mist of blood that had once been the woman's hand that a cutting curse made it through.
He had gone to move his wand to shield but was too slow. It sliced his wand and then made a large gash in his chest. Lucius cried out as he fell onto the floor, glass cutting him as he fell.
There was no other sound in the house as a stunner knocked him out.

  -oOo-


  London, England

Scrimgeour was dying to be out with his people tonight, but he was the Head Auror, the one responsible for this operation. The old Floo room had been reactivated for the night and four fires were going to keep him abreast of the raids.
"Ward Breaker Team 1 has taken down the wards on target three," a woman said from his left through the fire.
"Team one has reported resistance at target one. Two Aurors dead and three wounded. Six people in custody, including the target. Reports that two 'guests' at the target may have been killed," the man before him said.
"Bloody hell. Everyone was to be taken alive. How did two Aurors die? They are working in teams of three," he shot out.
"Unknown, boss. An Obliviator squad has been called. There was some damage to a few muggle houses in the area," the man said.
"Bloody hell! What is going on at target 2?" Scrimgeour asked. He didn't want any names used until everything was sorted.
"Wards are down. Three suspects and the target are in custody. There was no resistance, but two Healers have been called to the scene," the man said.
"Boss, Ward Breaker Team 1 has just arrived. They are modifying what looks like a firework. Is that safe to use something like that," the woman in the last grate asked. Auror Kinkirk was at site four.
"They have been cleared as a research project by the Chief Warlock," Scrimgeour said.
"Boss, a dungeon has been found at target one. It doesn't sound good," the man said.
Scrimgeour's hardened face grew even steelier. "Get in there. I need details."
"Yes, boss."
"Boss, three Aurors were just hurt at target two. Sounds like they stumbled onto a warded vault," the woman at that scene said.
"Target three has been apprehended. A small fire fight broke out, but no injuries to report," the man said from site three.
"Wards on target four are down. Merlin," the woman said.
"What is it, Auror Wentworth?" Scrimgeour demanded.
"It's like a firework show as the wards come down. Both teams just apparated," she said.
Scrimgeour was most worried about this one. He only had two teams of three there. Most the others had four teams each. He had to stretch Amelia's rules on who to trust for this first raid. It was too important to not capture the five targets that were considered to be the top of the conspiracies.
Shacklebolt came into the room. "Boss, the Minister and his Undersecretary have been apprehended. The standard cells?"
"No. I want everyone transported to the Citadel once they are cleared," Scrimgeour told the man. He was not going to take chances.
Shacklebolt nodded. "Understood."
As the reports from the other four sites started to lesson, Scrimgeour sat back in his seat. When word got out about this tomorrow, he would either be the most vilified person in England, or the most celebrated. He wasn't sure which yet, but he understood what Amelia was asking him to do. He just hoped she would back him up the way she always did.
Also, depending on how the interrogations went over the next few days, he doubted these would be the last arrests.

  -oOo-


  January 2, 1995


  Hogwarts, Scotland

Hermione thought she had been used to attention being around Harry. Today was a whole new level. Harry, Ron and her were among the youngest people to ever earn an Order of Merlin. After Harry had announced he was donating the reward the Ministry was giving him, she decided to donate her ten thousand galleons as well. She had almost fifty thousand in her vault from the basilisk. All the parts had sold for more than originally thought.
If that wasn't enough, Harry had surprised her that night by making her a peerage member of the Wizengamot. Yes, the House of Granger would be in the lowest ranks, but she now had the voting legislative and court powers granted to less than three hundred Houses in all of Britain, with only one-hundred and eighty-seven being peerage seats. That was down six since the summer solstice.
The new attention had started last night. They had been brought back for dinner after an enjoyable afternoon with her parents as Harry went to the Burrow. Sirius had been kind enough to take her and she had been able to tell them all about it and give them a copy of the Daily Prophet. The Daily Prophet had had pages on the event, putting out a double edition. It also included news released from the Bones, Potter and Greengrasses. Hermione had never seen such a spectacle lauding someone, but again, it had been nearly a decade since an Order of Merlin had been awarded, and decades since a first class had been given.
Her parents had been very proud of her, but still unhappy with the reason why. Hermione had left her Order medal at their house.
Now, it was breakfast, and they were still the talk of the hall. She was just pleased she had a core group that supported her and were all the same status. She had never felt left out, but now it was different. Once the Wizengamot approved the transfer and her application, which was a sure thing, she would be Heiress Hermione Granger, the first of the House of Granger. Like Susan, the House line would be bound to the female line.
To tune out the stares and talk, she pondered what had happened New Year’s Eve. It was starting to really hit her what Harry had really done. She wanted to make changes in their world. She wanted to be a driver of that change. To that, she had resigned herself to eventually getting an elected seat, or possibly marrying someone with a seat. She squeezed Blaise's hand without noticing as she thought that. Most importantly now, until they could change the structure of their government, she had the power to stand with the other Lords and Ladies when she turned twenty-one.
She was lost in her thoughts about the possibilities when Blaise leaned over. "You here today?"
"Is it time for classes," she asked, trying to come out of her deep thoughts.
Blaise chuckled at her. "Not unless you want to get to Runes two hours early."
"Is it really eight-thirty?" she enquired, lifting her sleeve to look at the new wind up watch her parents had gotten her at Christmas.
"It's getting close. Do you want to go to the library or go for a walk?"
She turned to look at her new boyfriend. That thought brought a smile to her face. Hermione Granger had a boyfriend. "We should go to the library," Hermione told him.
Blaise looked directly into her eyes, and she felt lost in them for a second. Blaise chuckled. "I think you can take another morning off."
"But we need to review our work from the Christmas Holidays," she said, reaching for her bag.
"The same work we all finished and reviewed after Boxing Day?"
She had forgotten that. "Then we need to review the Runes project."
"It's due in two hours. Are you honestly going to redo the whole thing in that time?"
Hermione reluctantly admitted, "No. But Daphne is just behind me on the point scale this year."
"Is it that important, Hermione?"
It was to her.
Seeing the answer in her eyes, he shook his head. "Take a walk with me. Just for a little while?"
"But..."
"Can you honestly tell me that you will be able to concentrate?"
After a moment she huffed. "No."
He gave a smug little smile and she playfully hit his arm. As he stood, he extended a hand for her. "Heiress Granger, would you do me the honour?"
Her heart fluttered like it had at the Yule Ball. She put her hand in his and he helped her up. "You know I am not some weak little princess?"
He laughed as she hooked her arm into his. "I admit that is part of your appeal. You and Heiress Greengrass are very ambitious and bright. Where she has been brought up to work more in the shadows, you are more a force of nature when you get going. Both are tactics that have their strengths and weaknesses, more strength than weakness when the two work together."
Hermione chuckled at him as he led her on a long circuit around the castle what would most likely end at the library. "If I didn't know better, I would say you are suggesting Daphne and I work together?"
"There could be worse relationships," he commented.
"Daphne is my friend. Of course I am going to work with her," Hermione told him.
"I am not sure if you have thought of it yet, but you are now the start of line of the House of Granger. You will need to declare a regent until you can take up your seat. I also think you will be courted for alliances and courtships. You are protected by Harry for now, but you lose your ward status as soon as the Wizengamot agrees to elevate you. It may be good to be allied with the Potters and Greengrasses as soon after that as you can," he said.
She blinked. Again, she had thought about what she could do. How she could influence the laws. She had forgotten about the links that would be needed to ensure she could lead those changes. Harry and Daphne would be the best and probably the most powerful alliance she could seek out. She also hadn't thought about a regent. As she thought about that, Blaise looked at her out of the corner of his eye, patiently waiting for her.
"Blaise, does your mother support us being boyfriend and girlfriend?" she asked, not sure yet where this line of thought was going.
Blaise shook his head. "I love my mother, but I would never recommend her being your regent. She does not follow your ideals as much."
Hermione shook her head. "You still didn't answer my question."
"Mother has been very impressed with you. She likes that you seem to push me to get better grades and how bright you are. The only negative remark I have heard is that you are not as refined a young woman as she would like," Blaise told her. That was one thing she really liked about the dark skin boy. He was always honest with her. Almost brutally at times. Hermione could be much the same.
"Does it matter to you that I am not refined?" As much as her confidence had risen the last year about her image, she was still very conscious about when it was brought up.
"I find it refreshing."
She rolled her eyes. "Can you cut the political talk."
He chuckled at her. "I was being serious. Out of all the girls my mother had originally wanted me to start talking with this year, I find you the most intriguing and find I like your visions of the future. To tell you the truth, I really don't want to be Scion Thatcher, or even a Zabini," he admitted.
She stopped in the hall they were in, feeling shocked. He had never told her that before. "You really don't?"
He slipped her arm out of his and leaned against the wall next to a window. "Not really. I have seen what it has done to my mother and what my family does in Italy. I like your ideals of a more democratic society."
She blinked. "I like that as well."
"So, now that you will be Heiress Granger, some day to be Lady Granger, is that still your goal?" He was being serious.
She thought about it for a bit. "Yes. I want to end all this pureblood, ingrained oligarchy. It has hurt the wizarding world more than it has helped over the last few hundred years."
He took a hand in his and pulled her closer. She bit her lip, hoping he would kiss her again. They had shared a few kisses since that night, but she still felt a little uncertain about this. "Will you have me by your side to help overthrow our world?"
She laughed, knowing he didn't mean it the way he said it. "I won't say no to having a co-conspirator," she told him. As she looked at his lips she had the thought, Am I a Gryffindor or what!
With that thought, she closed the little distance left between them and got up on her toes to kiss him. This was quickly becoming a beloved past time. When she stepped back, she liked the smirk on his face.
"Can you concentrate now?" Blaise put to her.
She laughed. "I may need another planning session later."
Blaise's dark eyes looked very happy at that. "We can, after Runes."
Something just clicked in her head. "Oh my god! It's Monday!" she said in a panic, looking at her watch.
"It is," he said with a laugh.
"We have Muggle and Wizarding studies, and we are now ten minutes late," she yelled at him, grabbing his hand and looking around.
"The door is just over there, and Mr. Bouvier said we would be starting at nine today," he reminded her.
She looked at him for a moment. "You did this on purpose!" She had an incredulous look on her face.
"You needed to focus." He said with a laugh as she lightly hit his arm again. "Come here."
His hand took hers again and pulled her in. She didn't protest to meet his lips again. She lost herself in his smell and the feel of his lips. She just about jumped halfway across the hall when Mr. Bouvier commented, "As nice as it is to see my students getting along, I think you two can wait until later. There is a rule about PDA during class time."
Her face flamed red. Especially when she caught a few others walking down the hall. Mostly their friends. Mr. Bouvier looked to have a small smile he was trying to hide as he walked by. "You did that on purpose," she accused in a harsh whisper.
Blaise responded with a cheeky grin. "It worked."
She huffed, but still moved next to him to wait for the others. As the others came closer, Neville held out a hand. Blaise reached into a pocket and handed Neville a few galleons.
"You bet on us?" Hermione accused.
"No. I bet on the Hornets winning yesterday," Blaise told her.
She gave him a discerning look, not sure she believed him on this. A look to Tracey had her nodding. "Fine. I don't like you betting though."
"I know. I only did one bet yesterday," he said, as they started to walk with their group.
By the way he said it, she had a feeling that was low. "How many do you usually bet on?"
"There were three matches," he told her.
She got what he meant. "Please stop."
Blaise nodded. "I will do less."
She figured that was the best she would get out of him for now. Hermione knew she could be quite determined and persistent.

  -oOo-


  The same day...

Chief Warlock Doge and Head Auror Scrimgeour had managed to keep the raids and the arrest of the Minister quiet for the past thirty-hours. Scrimgeour knew that would not last and was not surprised when the first reporter sought him out about ten that morning. The notice came in from Bones secretary as three heads stuck out from the fireplace. "Tell them there will be a press conference tomorrow morning," he growled at the woman.
For right now, only three people involved with the operations were allowed outside of this office. Forty-four Aurors and twelve Hit Wizards were currently cycling out of the nine raids that had been done in the last thirty-hours. Number ten, eleven and twelve were underway right now. So far, it seemed to surprise those they were after, but if the media was starting to ask, it was a sure bet that it wouldn't be as easy for now on.
"Shacklebolt, I want you to back the raid at target eleven with two squads," he said, looking at the tired man.
"Sure, boss," the big man said.
"Wards are down at target twelve," Auror Remington said from his left.
Scrimgeour nodded. Whatever the Unspeakables were using had proven to be very effective. The only downside was that three innocents had died or been hurt by the primary ward stones destruction. What he didn't like was the total body count, but operations like this were not always bloodless. Two Aurors and three others killed. Eight total injuries requiring overnight stays with Healers in an undisclosed location. In total, though, they had brought in twenty-seven people, including eleven Wizengamot members. The one that upset Croaker was when they had captured Avery. Scrimgeour got a feeling that the man was a high up in the Unspeakables. It had always sat wrong with Scrimgeour to disguise most of the Unspeakables, but Scrimgeour didn't really know what they did on the whole, so there must be a reason.
"Four people captured at target ten. No injuries," Auror Tran said from his right.
"Get the site scoured and transport everyone to the processing center as soon as you can," Scrimgeour told the man.
"Yes, boss."
"Boss, there is a major fire fight happening at target eleven. Two more squads, an Obliviation and magical reversal squad is being requested," Auror Erickson called out.
"Get them there now," Scrimgeour barked. "Send four Healers as well. They are to remain at command until it is declared safe."
"Yes, boss," three others replied without waiting.
"Damn. I had hoped we had a little more time," he muttered. The interrogators were still working over the first few and he had hoped to do a few more raids without much resistance.
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    Ministry Coup Underway
  


  By Rita Skeeter


  Alarmed! That is all this intrepid reporter can say.


  Late last night, in an emergency meeting by the Wizengamot, an interim Minister of Magic was declared after Minister Fudge and his three top aides were found to have been arrested in the very early hours of New Year's Day. Rumors that this is a silent coup appeared to be confirmed.


  Just after midnight, Chief Warlock Doge and Head Scrimgeour, both looking very tired, called a Press Conference. During the conference, it was confirmed that the Minister and eleven Wizengamot members were arrested under allegations of massive corruption, murder, money laundering and bribery in excess of allowed contributions. Fifty-two others were served for court dates with lesser, but no less severe, charges.


  This reporter doubts some of these claims when it was found out that all the members of the Wizengamot arrested were all from prominent Pureblood houses that support the maintenance of our ways. Prominent among them are Lord Malfoy, Lord Flint and Lord Winters, all staunchly opposed to changes in the laws that may have led to these arrests at the Winter Solstice Wizengamot meet.


  Coincidence or coup?


  This reporter find it very dubious that the Head of the DMLE was reportedly not involved in any of these arrests. Lord Greengrass and Madam Bones were clearly the ringleaders in getting laws changed that protected Purebloods and Wizengamot members from illegal searches, questioning and arrests. In less than forty-eight hours, the core of the Traditionalist Houses has been detained. Added to the other losses in the last six months, this leaves that block of Wizengamot Houses gutted.


  It is now apparent that the Potter-Bones-Greengrass alliance has been plotting this downfall...


  
    -o-
  

"She didn't even say who the interim Minister is," Hermione huffed.
The rest of them were looking at each other a little shocked. "Holy shite," Harry said.
"What does this mean?" Hannah put to them.
"Auntie said the new law might lead to arrests," Susan replied.
Ernie put down the paper. "Did you see the article on the inside page? It says Fudge authorized Hit Wizards to take out people with only a Minister's order. That isn't supposed to be legal."
Daphne looked over her shoulder towards her table. Today they were at the Gryffindor table. "Malfoy still hasn't come back. Pansy, Lily and Vincent weren't in their rooms this morning."
"I told you I saw Lady Parkinson last night," Tracey replied.
"There are others missing as well," Daphne pointed out. "At least nine others."
Another owl landed in the middle of them. Harry recognized it as the eagle owl Neville's gran used. Neville took the letter off and they all looked at him, waiting to see if it had more news. Harry was surprised they hadn't heard anything from Amelia, Sirius or the Greengrasses yet.
Neville read, with Tracey putting her head on his shoulder to read it too. "Gran is interim Minister," Neville said after a moment.
Blaise whistled. "This has to have all the Dark Houses panicking right now. That is twenty of them that have either been convicted or are facing trials."
"Lord Goyle was sentenced yesterday. He is going to be stripped of his Lordship and sent to Azkaban for the next thirty years," Ernie commented, reading further into the paper. Only Hermione seemed to be further along.
"They are going to retry Selwyn and Mulciber for other crimes," Hermione added. "And add new trials for Goyle. Lord Crabbe has also been officially declared dead."
They all were shocked. "Merlin. I am unsure if father will be pleased or upset with this," Daphne put to them.
"Why is that? Most of his political opposition is now gone," Hermione asked.
Harry frowned, having a good feeling where Daphne was going with this.
"Father wants things to change, but he is still very much of the idea that the old Houses should still thrive. Six of the Sacred Twenty-eight are already in Azkaban, with another four now going to be in Azkaban. Only four of those houses have heirs, and it is a good possibility they will be stripped of their Peerage seats. I don't think this was his final goal," Daphne said.
Hermione and Ernie put their papers down. Most everyone looking to Daphne. Tracey caught on first. "Daph, this means only twelve of the Sacred Twenty-eight will still go on, won't it?"
Harry took up Daphne's hand.
"Does it matter?" Blaise asked.
"It shouldn't," Neville said.
"What does this mean for the Wizengamot charter? Weren't the Sacred Twenty-Eight the founders from the Wizard's Council?" Ernie put to them.
"No, only a few of the Sacred Twenty-eight were part of the founding members," Hannah put in.
"Only nine of the houses were on the Wizarding Council," Hermione answered. "This will leave three of those, I am pretty sure."
"Riddle killed off four houses of the Wizengamot founders in the last war," Neville said.
"That means there are only fifteen of the original twenty-eight that signed the Wizengamot Charter," Harry commented, thinking of the names Madam Bulstrode had given them. Looking at his group, four of those families were here: Bones, Potter, Longbottom, Greengrass. All families that were almost dead themselves. Changing their traditions were looking to be more of a priority now.
"The charter won't break, if that is what you are concerned with," Susan put to them. "Auntie described it to me that each peerage House has been added to the Charter as they were added to the Wizengamot. As long as at least one House is still alive, the charter will survive."
"And what happens if they all die?" Harry asked.
"Control of our government turns back over to the Queen and she decides what happened," Luna put in. He looked to her as she made a smiley face with some bacon on her pancakes. "Do you think she will release all the snallygasters the Unspeakables have? I hear they make their armor from their scales."
Harry just blinked at the girl.
"Luna," Hermione started.
Tracey was fast though. "I think we could ask her too, Luna. We have company coming this way."
Harry looked to see Millicent with eight others. All children of the alliance they were in. "Right, we all only know what is in the papers," Daphne told them. She squeezed his hand. "We need to reassure them."
Daphne was looking to him to take charge. Hermione looked ready to jump in. Harry realized that she was reminding him he was the senior Scion here. "Susan, Amelia will be alright in this, right?"
His cousin looked to him and nodded. "I am sure she was not involved to avoid the appearance that it was our alliance trying to take control."
Harry nodded and turned to greet the others.

  -oOo-


  Same day...


  Elephantine, Egypt

It was like walking back in time three thousand years. In the middle of the desert, about three miles back from the Nile River, was the oldest known Wizarding city in the world. It was heavily guarded by black skinned guards with the heads of animals. Groups of no less than six walked the thick sand-coloured walls. Guard towers help blazing fires, even in the broad day light. What looked like thick bronze doors glinted in the midday sun.
His guide, on the back of a camel, looked at the city. "I will go no further," the man said in halting English. "You must leave offering."
The man got down and walked to the small alter on the sandstone road they were on. After bowing to the alter, he put some fronds and then some of the gold Severus had paid him on the alter. Getting down, Severus took his small satchel and walked to the altar. His guide nodded to them and then walked back to the camels.
Looking at the altar, then the city, Severus had a bad feeling about this.
Copying his guide, he put down three fronds and then something that was important to him. One of the few things he had left that were truly important to him was several photographs, wizarding and muggle, of the one woman that he had ever loved.
It was one of Lily, when she was ten.
In it, a dower looking boy in a frock coat was next to a smiling redhead. It was one her parents had taken. As much as Snape hated most Muggles, the Evans had been nice and accepted him at a time when no one else was. Then he betrayed them in his bitterness of jealousy.
Yes, this photo meant much to him.
After putting the picture on the altar, he turned to see his guide already moving the camels along at a good clip. Severus could apparate away but had been warned any magical mode of transport was frowned upon in the ancient city. It was made in a time before any magical methods had been found and the rulers of the city were not fond of anything modern.
As he approached the city walls, many of the animal-headed guards stopped and looked at him. He felt as though he was being judged as he came to the door. When he was about ten yards away, the doors opened, and Severus stopped.
Eight of the guards with wicked looking sickle-like bronze swords came out the one open door. He had been warned they would not talk, but he had to state his business.
"I come to speak with Osiris and Ra. There is knowledge I seek to destroy a great enemy of my lands," Severus called out, trying hard to keep his normal disdain from his voice.
There was silence. None of the guards moved.
Severus would not be here if not for the fact the Unspeakables had changed their security protocols around the hidden kingdom of Camelot. Nor would he be here if his former Master had been any type of sane person.
It was a few minutes before the guards sheathed their swords and turned. Not knowing if this was a good sign or not, he followed them in when they marched back through the open gate. Inside, they walked down a broad boulevard. Stone and stucco square houses lined the streets. Old stalls and vendor carts were scattered here and there, looking aged but in good repair.
It unsettled him that all the houses looked empty, and there were no wares anywhere to be seen in any of the stalls. Yet, he felt like hundreds of eyes were on him. He undid the clasp on his wand in case he had to act fast.
In the center of the city was an old Egyptian palace. He felt the magic of the place, and the black hieroglyphs of the ancient Egyptians were scattered between massive stone carving and murals that depicted great battles, worship to the gods and gifts to the kings. In all of them, there was the same figure with a long beard with bands on it and a Pharaoh’s head dress. His skin crawled at the dark magic and scenes of sacrifices and battles.
The guards led him up a wide set of stairs and into a columned hall. He heard a few things slithering in the shadows, and a few more guards stepped into the light that was coming from a set of windows at the peak of the roof.
He continued to follow the guards and when they turned, he was led into a long high room with intricately carved walls and pillars, all painted or shining in gold. At the far end was a black throne that looked to be carved out of obsidian, and on the throne was a figure. The figure was more human than the obsidian black guards, but still with the head of an animal. Where the others were birds, this one had the head of a snake. A shiver run up his spine and he had to suppress the urge to run.
Looking at the figure on the throne, Severus had no doubt the thing had been human at one point but was not anymore. There was more strength in the figure than the apparent bulging muscles or sheer magical presence.
One of the guards barked out something in a language he didn't understand, slapping the back of his knees with the butt of a spear.
Severus had to fight to keep the snarl down at the sudden pain. He fell to his knees and bowed his head, getting the threat loud and clear.
He had to semi-prostrate himself for minutes before the figure spoke. "Why has the young fool sent one of his servants? That was not our deal."
The power in the beings voice was felt in Severus’ bones. He was suddenly realizing he may have made the wrong decision on what path to follow.
"Excuse me, High Priest of Aposis, I was not sent by the one known as Lord Voldemort."
There was another long pause. "I feel his taint on you. I smell it. It is weak, but he still lives. Our deal was that if he or any of his servants ever seek my favour again, they would die."
Severus eyes widen and the guards moved. Severus dropped, something whisking through his hair. His wand was out, and he was able to get a silent cutting curse off on one of the guards before another had caught the edge of his leg with the spear. "Voceventum!" he cried out. It was like a microburst. It hit down right over him, pinning him to the floor and knocking the breath out of himself. The three guards still standing where thrown back. "Protego circulum!" A slightly shimmering bluish barrier sprung up and made a wide circle around him.
"I am not here for Lord Voldemort. I want to kill him," Snape cried out. The three guards had already picked themselves up. Four more rushed into the throne room.
The snake priest didn't move as his guards rushed him. Snape snarled, dropped the shield and spun. As he did, he let off a few more silent cutting curses. One hit another guard, who dropped. The other missed, but force two guards to dodge. "Avada Kedavra!" he spat out a few times. By the time he cast another shield, five guards were down, but six more were coming in.
"I do not want to kill any more of your guards," he yelled out. "I want to kill Tom Riddle!"
The snake man waved a few fingers and the guards stopped. Looking at them, he noticed none of the ones that had fallen had bled. They had broken like clay dolls. The feel of them was not that of an animated thing... homunculus. Severus saw the black mist leaving one of them. He realized there may be thousands of these guards here and knew he would have no chance of making it out alive.
"I do not forgive those that kill my subjects," the snake man said in anger.
Severus turned and gulped. The power radiating off the figure was like a small sun on earth. The rumors of the ancients having god like powers were holding a lot of truth at the moment. "I did not wish to kill them, but I will not die yet. I have pledges to destroy the one that gave me this brand," he snarled as he exposed his arm.
The priest gave a laugh that rose gooseflesh on his skin. "You have destroyed yourself, you foolish boy. Do you not know what that brand is?"
"The mark of a madman and the fool willing to take it," he said back. There had been many days he regretted taking this mark.
"The blind leading the blind." The thing stepped down the steps to the floor. Severus wanted to run but could not. If he did, he doubted he might make it past the door. "That mark is a soul bond. A bond that should have seen your Master live until the last soul leaves this earth that it is bound to. Or it should have been, but the fool misunderstood my teaching. Breaking his soul fractures that bond. With a fractured bond the mind fractures, and the servant suffers the same fate as the master in time. With a fractured soul, he is bound until the last of his marked are dead."
Severus' eyes widened. He had no reason to doubt this being. He was starting to feel the strain of holding the shield for so long.
"A mere babe thing he can play with the knowledge of gods and enslaves other babes foolish enough to follow him. I warned him of this, but in the fool’s childish arrogance he thought he knew better. Three months does not give one the knowledge of millennium. Now, I must erase the stain of my last student. What is your name so that I may at least celebrate your valor? Few have survived my guards, and fewer still have killed them," the priest praised, taking a few more steps.
Severus backed up a few. "I am Severus Snape. I have vowed to kill the man you wish to kill. If you let me go with the knowledge how to destroy Tom Riddle without killing all those he marked, I will destroy him."
The priest laughed. "Severus Snape, you have given me a joy I have not felt in a long time."
Severus lifted his wand. It was the last thing he remembered doing as he saw the man flick a finger and a bolt of white lightening came out of the sky and broke through his shield as though it was less than paper...
When he came too, he smelt burnt flesh and pain greeted his return to the living. It was a pain worse than anything that he had ever received from his former Master. With a groan, he blinked to see the snake man kneeling next to him.
"Severus Snape, do you denounce this thing that has given you this mark?"
Through his pain, Severus snarled. "With every fiber of my being."
The snake-headed man took his arm and ripped off his sleeve. Severus winced as his body was man handled, but he couldn't do anything to stop it. The bolt of electrical magic had made him loose control of his body. He could still feel pain but couldn't control it.
The man hissed and spat like he had heard the Dark Lord, and even Potter. After a moment, a burning sensation started at the edges of the almost faded tattoo. He hissed as the pain overcame the pain in his chest. He was able to just turn his head as he started to feel control of his body coming back.
The Dark Mark grew more distinct. After a moment, it stood out as dark and distinct as it had been the day he was branded. He ground his teeth, unwilling to let a cry out. The creature kept hissing, encouraging the mark to grow blacker than black and it rose on his skin.
"Such a crude method," the snake man said, sounding extremely disappointed. "This will hurt, and I will have to crack your soul, but once done, my old student will not be able to pull on his minions like he does. This is why I will never take another student again."
Severus clamped his jaw as hard as he could, unsure if he just heard a tooth crack or if that was his knuckles with how much he was clenching his other hand now. The skin around the mark became red and he felt a tug on his magic. He couldn't keep the cry of deep agony in as he felt something intangible snap within him, which was quickly followed by the flash of a black, curved blade. He watched in horror as the mark burst on his arm, sending a spray of blood up. He was still looking at his ruined forearm before he realized that it wasn't attached to his body anymore.
He heard screaming as he looked at the blood coming from his arm... which now ended just above where his elbow used to be.
The man said something as he examined Severus forearm as he held it up to the sun. "Interesting. Perhaps he learned something? He did not connect the stain to each of his servants, only himself. It weakens the bond and only allows him to draw on another's magic when in close proximity but prevents what I tried to do. Heal him and I shall talk to him later."
By now, Severus realized gained enough control over his body to grab at the stump and stop his screaming. He was feeling though as something inside him had broken. He wasn't sure what, but he felt off.
Several of the black guards came to him. One of them grabbed his now shorter arm, and the pain that lanced through him had him rolling his eyes into his head...

  -oOo-


  London, England


  January 5, 1995

"This is a blatant attempt to destroy our society and put respected people into the ground! How many died in these raids?!" an irate Lady Quentin screamed at Chief Warlock Doge.
"I say it is about time," Lord Brown replied back. "If half the accusations are true, half the dead Wizengamot houses are because of those that were arrested!"
"Lies and half-truths!" It was Lord Carver.
Doge banged his gavel on the podium. "Everyone will be quiet, or you will be spending a day in the DMLE holding cells for contempt," he said loudly over the shouts. He glared everyone down until they were quiet. After a moment, the man spoke up. "Under the Criminal Acts of last year, it was perfectly legal to question anyone suspected of certain crimes. Should any allegations come up against others, it is then perfectly legal to present the findings to a Wizengamot board of seven and then decide due course for future actions. Madam Bones, in her pursuit of justice to discover who attacked the Abbott's cotillion last year and then the attempt on Scion Potter, Scion Longbottom and Heiress Greengrass, was made aware of many illegal activities."
"I knew this was a way for their alliance to clean house," an irate Lord Carver yelled as he got up. His wand came out. It just barely swung towards her when the four Hit Wizards around her reacted. The man was hit with three of the first four stunners and there were more protests and yelling for a few minutes before the proceedings were brought under control again.
"Let me make this clear right now," Doge said in an angry voice once some order was established. "Should another wand be drawn, you shall either declare a duel or you will be let out in chains and charged with attempted murder! Do I make myself clear?”
Amelia was starting to worry about the older man. He was looking quite stressed.
When he got everyone else to sit, she stood.
"Chief Warlock, may I approach the dais as Head of the DMLE?"
There was some grumbling, but she was allowed. Taking up a few folders, she walked up to the podium. Clearing her throat, she made sure everyone was sitting and quiet. She looked around, meeting many eyes. Some were very respectful. Others wary. Many of those on the left of her angry and loathing.
"I have taken oaths to uphold the laws and traditions of this body. When I step into my office, or into the field and wear this badge..." she tapped the gold badge on her robes. It was the one that still said she was a registered Hit Wizard. "... I uphold those oaths. In the course of my duties, I came across information that condemns some for reprehensible actions. Actions that required the raids, arrests and charges that have been brought down this week."
Someone looked to speak, and she stared them down. She knew she was projecting how dangerous she could really be. It was something she did not normally do. "To avoid any impropriety in the proceedings, I stepped away from all investigations, and will remain away from all investigations brought on by these actions. Senior Auror Scrimgeour, Head of the Auror's department, has agreed to be lead in all actions and I have pledged any resources he may need. Per the law, a council of seven, that includes members from all major factions, are reviewing all cases before approving any actions. If anyone wishes to challenge the law and any findings that have led to the arrests and such, they are free to do so against the magic that has bound the law or to show up at the trials of your friends."
"What about the jinx on international travel! That is not legal," Lady Waterford yelled out. She was on the light side but was an older Dumbledore supporter and advocated for all freedoms.
"The DMLE followed proper protocol in enacting the jinx per the law. It is active for two weeks while major investigations are ongoing. Until January eighth, the only international portkeys allowed are from the Ministry. As long as you are not facing any warrants, you are free to come and go as you please," Amelia replied.
"There is no law allowing you to do that," Lard Carvers yelled. "Only the Wizengamot can authorize that!"
"Perhaps you didn't read everything in the Criminal Acts of 1994? There are eight rules that must be followed to enact the jinx without Wizengamot approval, Lord Carver. It gives the DMLE a two-week window to do as such before the Wizengamot can extend it," she replied.
"I voted against it," Lord Carvers grumbled.
"Two-hundred and seven votes passed it," she said. "Two-hundred and seven votes out of two-hundred and eighty-seven at the winter solstice."
A woman in her mid-forties stood up. "No one has answered yet how many were killed in these illegal raids."
Amelia turned to Lady Quinten. "Four Aurors, two suspects and three bystanders. None of the bystanders were killed by Auror team actions. One was Lady Mercer when her husband escaped by setting fiendfyre to his own house. It was a blessing their eleven-year-old daughter was at Hogwarts that night."
There was some unsettled murmurs and squirming.
"There are still some ongoing actions and the first of those accused shall stand Trial Monday, February sixth. Minister Fudge, Undersecretary Umbridge and Lord Malfoy will be the first presented..." she didn't get to say anything else. She caught the movement from the gallery.
Her first instinct was to grab a knife and throw it at the green spell that was racing for her. She rolled, another blade coming to her left hand and a wand in her right. The knife exploded and she felt the sting of something hot cutting her cheek. There were screams before four men started to fling anything they could at her. She raised a shield before looking up. The four Hit Wizards with her were already attacking the men, but with far less lethal spells than the killing curse.
She had trained them well. With civilians around, her Hit Wizards were buying time for them to escape. Within thirty seconds, the men were cleared. When that happened, her men started for real. It was over in less than ninety seconds. Two were clearly stunned. One was hurt badly, blood dripping for a broken arm. The last was missing half his face...
She stood up. Many of the Wizengamot members were huddled against the walls under the overhang of the gallery. A few had stood their grounds. Anders was guarding over Phoenicia, his wand up.
"Does anyone else want a shot at me?" Amelia asked in a deathly calm voice, her sonorous charm still active.
When no one said anything, she looked back to a shaken Chief Warlock. "Chief Warlock Doge, unless we are going to get any business done, I would request you adjourn this meeting and let my DMLE staff get to investigating this disturbance."
Doge nodded, then banged his gavel. "Any objections to closing this meeting until Monday?"
When none came, he banged his gavel again, effectively opening the chamber and many rushed out. About two minutes later a tired looking Shacklebolt with a wide-eyed Tonks came up to her. "Have some trouble, Boss?" Shacklebolt asked
The man looked around at the destroyed section of the gallery.
"Find out who hired them and then I want them locked away forever. Get me Scrimgeour in my office in ten minutes. I don't care what he is doing right now," she barked at the tall senior Auror. The shorter junior Auror held her ground but looked slightly afraid of Amelia.
She took one more look before stalking away.
"Never mess with a badger," Shacklebolt commented.
Getting over her momentary fright, Tonks grinned. "Don't forget that. I'm one too."
Shacklebolt nodded. "I am well aware of that."

  -oOo-


  January 6, 1996


  Somewhere along the Irish Sea...

It was the third time Albus had made this trip now. Some of the outer defenses had crumpled into dust. The magic the primary soul fragment had was fading.
He still felt uncomfortable to see the giant lake of Inferi.
Approaching the citadel at the center, Albus notice the base of it was mostly rebuilt now, but much of the upper portion was still half in ruin. As he landed, taking a few steps to stop, he could see the figure of Tom walking to the new walls. Tom must have sacrifices some of his outer defenses to rebuild his core. Albus was curious how much of the things magic it took to do that.
"You return," Tom said with a scowl.
"I return," Albus agreed, his face impassive.
Tom had a condescending look on his face. "You can't keep me in here forever. I am immortal."
Albus didn't want to give away any of his secrets. "No one is immortal, Tom."
"And yet you come to me like a pauper looking for a drink from the fountain of youth. You have grown old, old man," Tom snarked.
"We all grow old. The question is, what do you want to happen when your time comes?" Albus put to him.
The red-eyed man laughed. "You assume I will be judged?" Tom laughed harder. It was the laugh of an insane man. "No, I am the judge and jury," the man said with glee.
"There are powers higher than us, Tom. Let me help you seek redemption, and you can be fairly judged when your time comes." Albus and him had talked about this for an hour last time. Today Tom was not in a philosophical mood.
"You still don't get it, do you, you old fool. I have plans. Contingencies. Fail-safes. I will never be judged. I am above all others. Now, what do you seek?"
Albus sighed. "Fail-safes like horcruxes?"
The already pale skin of the man turned even whiter. Something Albus had not thought possible.
"How? How could you know about them!" Tom's eyes burned as red embers as he spat at Albus.
"You are not as good at hiding things as you thought. You also left part of yourself the night you attacked the Potters," Albus told him.
The man's face was a mask of rage. He was so upset; Tom didn't say a thing for minutes. When he did, the accusation on the man's voice was like acid. "You seek them! The release you want is to destroy them!"
Albus shook his head in a slow manner. "I want to reunite you with them."
Tom's eyes narrowed. "I don't believe you."
Albus could feel the shift in the environment. He put a protective bubble around him. "Do you feel as powerful as you used to be?"
There was an uptick to the things mouth. "Just a temporary setback. Once I get a body back, my magic will be stronger than ever," the man said.
Albus shook his head. "You may be brilliant and researched down darker paths than I ever wanted to tread, but I think you incorrect. You do not have as many followers as you may think you do. There is also the fact that any reconstructed body will never carry as much magic as your natural body might have."
"You lie," the man said in an almost hiss.
"In ways I wish I did. Will you help me reunite your soul?"
Albus felt the attack before it hit him. Black tendrils shot out of the shadows around the walls. With a beam of light, he cut the tendrils. "Surely you can do better than that?" Albus said sounding disappointed.
As he finished, a wicked grin came over the man's face. "Oh, that was just the distraction."
He heard the hiss with just enough time to imagine a pair of glasses and a stone wall. A huge monster slammed into the wall. It was a basilisk. A sixty-foot-long basilisk that hissed and spat as though in pain as it reared back.
This was not going the way he wanted. Frustrated, Albus started to retreat. The basilisk attacked him, and he was forced to conjure another rock wall as his wand hand struck out with beams of light again.
Tom laughed as Albus retreated. He could fight back, but Albus needed Tom’s mind intact. If he broke what was left of Tom, he would never find out about the horcruxes.
As he approached the lake, the horridly decaying and grey skinned forms of the Inferi were coming out. After blocking the basilisk again, he cast a wall of fire that caused the Inferi to hiss and howl in pain.
He cast another beam of light, just missing a black tendril and hissing as it stung the back of his hand. "Enough," he cried out in anger. His wand raised and as the basilisk came crashing down again, he sent a stream of fire that looked like molten metal. It went right down the maw of the beast and the scream of Tom echoed around him. Albus felt the whole dreamscape shutter. He had to get out of here before doing any more damage. Tom's magic was close to collapsing and he could afford that.
When he passed the grey line of what represented Tom's consciousness, he pulled full.
As his mind slammed back into his own head, he collapsed, hitting his head heard on the table. For minutes he just sat there, slumped over the edge of the table, and breathing hard. These excursions shouldn't take this much out of him.
As Albus faced his own mortality, he missed the black ooze soak into his skin in the same spot the black tendril had hit him.

  -oOo-


  January 8, 1995


  London, England

"Wotcher, boss,” Tonks said. She was unable to keep her non-excitement out of her voice. For the last week the Aurors had been busier than she had ever seen, and she had missed out on all of it while she played minder for Amelia Bones or her family. Well, Harry was family and she liked shadowing him, but she wanted to get out into the field. She was months away from stepping out of the training program and wanted more experience than just patrolling Knockturn Alley. She had to stifle the sigh that she would probably be shadowing Madam Bones again today, or patrolling Hogwarts.
The man she was calling boss today was the one that had taken her under his wing after she had left the Academy. Senior Auror Kingsley Shacklebolt was a stalwart type of person. He was a calm rock when the sea raged around him. He did his job in a way that always saw his squad come home and complete their objective. He was also an extremely accomplished dueler. She had learned as much from him as she had Moody, something she had not expected.
In his usually unassuming manner, he nodded to her. As a greeting he said, "Get your armour. Standard street clothes and do something that you won't be recognized," he told her.
Things had been tense in the Ministry since the assassination attempt on Madam Bones at the Wizengamot meet.
"Who am I shadowing today?"
"Lord Parkinson," Shacklebolt told her.
She blinked a time or two. The man had slipped through a few raids in the last few days. He had also seriously harmed four Aurors, killed another and caused a major breach of the International Decree on Secrecy. "Really?" she asked incredulously.
"Due to your ability at disguise, I've volunteered you for a special mission. Report to Scrimgeour in courtroom seven. Don't make me regret my faith in you," he said sternly, but she could see the pride in his eyes.
"Yes, boss," she said, this time excitement oozing from her voice.
The lower courtrooms and holding cells had been off limits except to those that were invited. This meant she would be reporting to Scrimgeour today. As she made her way down into the corridor, she was greeted by three Hit Wizards. "Identification?"
"Omega-Terrance-Erickson-three-three-eight-four," she said.
"Junior Auror Nymphadora Tonks?"
She had to suppress the growl at the use of her name. "Yes," she ground out.
"Password eight," the woman demanded.
"Four-Four-nine-beta-alpha-theta-four-four," she repeated. Having to remember the twenty-two passcodes that was required each month was daunting, but she made sure she had it done the first day they came out. By day three the codes would change.
With a nod, she was waved through.
It was a little quiet as she moved to courtroom seven. She knew they had been busy, and this must be a down time. Walking in, she found a dozen people in the room. Scrimgeour looked exhausted as he talked with a few people. Just inside she came across one of her fellow Aurors that had gone through the Academy with her. "Wotcher, Briggs," she said to the tall man. He had dark hair, dark blue eyes and a big nose. She knew many women found him attractive, but she never had.
"Hey, Tonks. I see they are scraping the bottom of the barrel," he said jovially.
"If they asked you to come along, I think it’s the underside of the barrel," she replied.
He laughed at her.
"Shut it," Scrimgeour barked. Tonks shut her mouth and snapped to attention. Briggs stood tall but was more at ease. "Now listen. I am only going to go over this once before I split you into three squads."
She was all ears for the Head of the Aurors. "About two hours ago we got word that a place in Knockturn Alley is offering illegal portkeys. Team Alpha and Beta will be going in. Beta, you will be paying a visit to Madam Crystal's. There is word that someone has been preparing portkeys for when the jinx falls at noon today. I want this person found and anything they have confiscated. The Unspeakables have a new toy or two designed to store the portkeys and find them. Team Alpha, you are to be in disguise and keep an eye on the alley. Three of you will be in the Alley. Two of you on the roofs, in case they try to scamper into Muggle London."
Tonks was wondering what team she would be on.
"Team Omega, you have a special task that you will be told about once we break. Everyone is to be in place at nine-oh-eight. I want this buttoned up fast. Three teams are in reserve incase things go pear shape. Understood?"
"Yes, boss," most echoed around the room.
Scrimgeour then went through the teams, getting to her close to last. "Tonks, you’re with Omega."
Team Omega consisted of two Hit Wizards, two Unspeakables and her. She stepped up to them and one of the Unspeakables said, "Tonks. I am told you can change your appearance into almost anything?"
"Pretty much," she replied. "Why? You have a body type you like?"
A rather short Hit Wizard laughed. "I like this one," he said.
"We are to apprehend Kyle Parkinson. We know Parkinson likes a particular type, especially young and those a little more developed for their age," the Unspeakable said. "We are to try to intercept him as he makes it to Madame Crystal’s. A cute, young, innocent girl should distract him."
She felt disgusted but knew there were guys like him. "I am far from innocent," she remarked.
The same Hit Wizard chuckled again. "One wouldn't guess," he said with a cheeky smirk. She returned it.
"Enough with the joking. We need to be in position in ten minutes. Can you do that?"
"You want the pigtail look with doe eyes or the more 'I’m pretending to be grown up' look?"
"It would be better if you played up you the innocent and you’re lost," the Unspeakable remarked. “He is liable to take you along if he thinks no one is looking for you.”
"Right. Pigtails it is. I'm going to have to lose my armour though. It will be too big otherwise," she told him.
"I will get some of the appropriate size. Just change and we will be right on our way," he told her before sliding away. She went to a changing screen and by the time she was out of her armour, another set appeared next to her. "It will resize itself," the man said.
She looked at the dragon hide armour set. "You can do that?"
The Unspeakable chuckled. "We have our secrets."
Secrets indeed.
When she stepped out, she looked about thirteen, with a 'more developed body' than most that age, but still looking rather young. "Parkinson likes blondes, not redheads," the Unspeakable replied. With a quick thought, she changed her hair to honey blonde. The Hit Wizard was eyeing her. She returned his stare, feeling a little creeped out.
"Can you change into anyone?"
She sighed. How many men had asked her to change to satisfy their needs? "That is something for me to know."
"Right, everyone take this portkey and then we will apparate to Diagon Alley," the Unspeakable said. The other two in their group hadn't said a thing yet.
The portkey dropped them in a quiet park along the Thames. "Disillusion yourselves. Tonks, you are to apparate to the Leaky Cauldron and then 'get lost'. We will shadow you, but you will be mostly on your own. You are to make contact and keep him occupied until the other teams start the raid. Then knock him out. We will be your backup."
She nodded, checking the wand up her sleeve, the one on her upper calf that was just under the hem of her skirt and the knife. Her mum always insisted she carry the knife with the Black crest on it. Once at the Leaky, she made her way into Diagon Alley and then made it as though she got lost in Knockturn Alley.
Many looked at her. Some hungrily. Some with a sneer. A man was hurrying through the alley. Just the way he was moving rung all the bells in her head. She looked around, as though trying to get her bearings, and stumbled into the path of the man. She let out a small scream as she fell.
"Get out of my way, girl," the man snarled.
She rolled her eyes where he couldn't see her before turning her head up, tears on her cheeks. "I didn't mean too, mister. I am trying to find my way back to Diagon Alley."
As much as the man looked ready to bolt, the desire in his eyes came and went quickly. He reached down, taking her a little roughly under her arm. As he did, she made sure her blouse was slightly open. "This isn't the type of place to be lost."
She sniffed. "I've been trying to find my way back for a while. How do I get back?"
The man looked torn for a moment. "Is anyone looking for you?"
"I snuck out today," she sniffed again. "My mum's birthday is in a few days. I didn't mean to come down here." Tonks knew she was laying it on thick, but it looked to be working.
Parkinson looked around, licking his lips. A few others were around, but like normal in Knockturn Alley, no one was paying them attention, though she knew that wasn't true.
"I don't have time for this," Parkinson muttered under his breath. Tonks made sure her shirt opened a little more as she fretted and looked around. Seeing the top of her young swells, the man gave her a little smile. "I happen to be heading in the direction you need to go. I can escort you to the entrance to Diagon Alley."
"Really? No one else has helped," she said. The raid should start in three minutes, and she needed to hold him off that long. As much as she wanted to take him now, they couldn't be certain that others were not on the lookout. Scrimgeour wanted this man alive and ready to talk.
The grip on her arm grew a little tighter. "Not everyone is trustworthy here. If you come with me, I will assure your safety."
She looked at the hand on her arm. "You are hurting me," she said, looking a little dubiously at the hand.
His grip didn't loosen. "I need to assure your safety, miss. What is your name?"
"Elizabeth," she lied.
"How old are you?"
"Thirteen. What is your name? I really shouldn't go off with strangers," she told him, acting as though she was just starting to realize the situation, she might be in.
"Darnell Donaldson," the man said smoothly. "Now, we really should be going."
He started to move further into the alley.
"I've already been that way," she said, protesting feebly.
"You just missed the right way to go..."
There was a commotion. Someone yelled, "AURORS!"
"Shite," she swore. Her wand came to her hand as the man let her go, his own hand going for his wand. She cast a silent stupefy as the alley seemed to come to life. Many were moving up the alley and the sound of spell fire started as the man slumped. In her small form he was heavy, and she almost fell.
"Some help, you wankers," she swore as the man's weight pressed on her and she was buffeted by those fleeing.
Someone in a grey cloak was suddenly at her side. "Hold on," the Unspeakable ordered and then they were leaving the alley. Tonks didn't feel the pull of a portkey or apparation, but a second later they were in one of the courtrooms. "Aurors, take this man and get him to the interrogation chamber."

  -oOo-


  January 9, 1995


  Hogwarts, Scotland

Daphne stood and walked off into the stacks of books. Harry followed. She was cute in her uniform, but he liked her more muggle clothes better.
"Harry, have you read everything in the Animagus journals yet," Hermione asked from next to him.
"Of course. I am not going to be unprepared for our session with McGonagall Wednesday," he told her, still looking at Daphne as she looked at a book.
As part of the Animagus training, there were a few ways to get in touch with the more animalistic side of him. The first was a potion, but that only got you to the point of opening yourself up to the possibility and help lead you to the family of animal you are most like. There was more work after that, but it could take months to years off the first stage. The next was to meditate and come to terms with what you are. This would lead to the animal family and the most likely forms you could choose from. For those of advanced occlumency it could be the easiest and best way. But one had to really know oneself and be willing to let go of the control that occlumency gives you. The last way was to do a ritual, which involved a new moon, no clothes and runes on your body. As enticing that may sound to his growing hormones, it took about three months to make the preparations and calling on old gods and spirits that wizards didn't really commune with anymore. There was no telling if they would be benign, helpful, apathetic or worse.
Harry had ripped through his father's journal, which was the original, by New Year’s Eve. To see the handwriting, messy like his, was a connection he hadn't expected. There were also many notes and other projects in the journal. Sometimes it almost read like a diary, not a research journal. Many of those excerpts had been removed in the copies, leaving room for others to add their own notes. Harry had about twenty pages in the back to do that.
After reading the whole journal, he figured meditation would be his preferred method, and thus had started during his regular occlumency meditation. He was not delusional enough that he would think to find his way right away, but last night, while working on some new defences for his next lesson with Andi, he had found something. Being open to the possibility, he found it odd when he walked across a path in the fields. He had never seen that before and knew he hadn't put that in.
Looking at it, it was maybe a foot wide and looked lightly used. Looking down the path, he saw it went over the hills to the mountains. They were now snow covered and higher than before. After not seeing anything, he turned the other way. The path led well around the Quidditch stadium, and the small house that looked like the cottage in Godric's Hollow where his parents used to live. Behind that, in the distance, was something new. He had to blink a few times. There was now a large forest that hugged the base of the mountains and went up their sides until they petered out at the snow fields high above.
He had felt so confused. None of that was what he had ever imagined.
This seemed far beyond what he expected. Walking towards the forest, he found it stayed just out of reach.
He was able to make it about halfway between the pitch and the mountains. The more he walked, it never got closer. It was like his mind had been telling him he wasn't ready. When his alarm went off for him to finally go to sleep, he stopped for the night, and figured he would try to explore it again in a few nights.
"Your father, Padfoot, Moony and even Wormtail did a lot of research on it. I found it fascinating the different methods to get past the first stage or two," Hermione said, taking out the copy she had.
Daphne stretched up and he liked the way her skirt pulled up over her knees and how her blouse pulled taught. He hadn't quite gotten the nerve yet to move his hands from her sides to her front, but it didn't mean he didn't like the sounds she made when he just brushed the side of her breasts or grabbed her bottom. Coming back to his best mate, he responded, "I started to let my dreamscape evolve on its own based on what Moony found on the meditative method. My father said he didn't have the discipline to know occlumency when they went through the initial phases in their fourth year. I’m not sure he ever learned occlumency."
Hermione blinked. "I didn't see that in the journal," she told him, opening the book.
"Sirius gave me the original, with all his notes and other entries. Some of them were taken out if they didn't relate to the Animagus training or were more personal," he told her.
She stopped paging through the journal. "Oh," was her response.
Daphne had retrieved the book she wanted by now and was holding it in her hand as she leafed through it. Merlin, he was falling for her.
Hermione followed his eyes when she looked at him. A small smirk came over her face. "Could I read the original journal some time?"
He thought about that for a few. "Do you promise not to show anyone else? There is some personal stuff in there, about my mum too. I was thinking about only showing Daphne."
"You know I would never tell anyone your secrets." Her smirk came to a smile. "Do you love her?"
A smile came onto his face. "I think so."
"I am sorry about your Firebolt last year, but I don't think you would have met Daphne otherwise," she said.
"Thank you," he replied.
"For what?"
"Caring," he replied. That one act, as upset as he was with her at the time, had led him to where they were now.
Hermione reached out and squeezed his hand. "I've always cared for you, Harry."
"I know. Did you get the official paperwork back from the Wizengamot yet?"
"Madam Bones sent me a letter that the vote was going to happen next Monday," she answered.
"Good," he replied. “I’ll have to start addressing you at Heiress soon.”
"Only when you have too. What happened while you were trying to meditate last night?" Hermione asked. He described what happened and she frowned. "You just let a part of your mind go? Doesn't Andi say that is dangerous?"
"When you are learning, yes, but stage three says you can start to separate your thoughts. I don't know if that is what I did, but I just kind of left a space that I wasn't trying to shield or block," he told her. Down the aisle, Daphne shook her head and closed the book. His eyes were captivated by her body as she reached again.
"I don't know if I can do that," Hermione said pensively.
Harry knew her mind was highly organized, and she just didn't let herself go like that. Maybe she could learn that by reading the rest of his father's journal?
"You never know if you don't try," he told her.
Her lips pursed. "Maybe the Headmistress will have some advice or other books on this."
"Maybe. If you'll excuse me," he said, watching Daphne trying to reach for another book.
Hermione chuckled. "Go help her."
Harry gave her a smirk before walking to Daphne. "Which book?"
"The one by Everard," she said pointing towards a thick tome on the shelf just out of her reach. He reached over her as she came back down to her feet. He took it and she leaned into him. "Took you long enough."
He chuckled. "I didn't know you wanted any help."
She rested the back of her head on his shoulder. "Not really. What I wanted was for my boyfriend to come over and drag me over to that alcove," she told him.
He looked where she nodded. Looking back to Hermione, he could see Blaise, Neville and Tracey had joined her. The library was not very busy today, he took her hand and led her over. She hugged the book to her chest as she met his lips. Harry pulled her close, his hands wrapping around to her back. Daphne teased his lips with her tongue until he chased it back into her mouth. It quickly became heated, the book making it onto the ledge behind him, and her hands on his bottom.
It was only the clack of boots that had them separating. Daphne took a step back, quickly trying to straighten out her shirt. Harry ran a hand through his hair, trying to get it down some. A moment later, Madam Pince stopped at the end. Daphne had the book in her arms again. The stern woman gave them a look. Harry noticed Daphne playing with her bracelet. She had worn every day since her birthday. "If you are looking for a book here, get what you need and find a more public spot," Madam Pince told them.
"Yes, ma'am," Harry replied.
After another look, the woman walked away. Once they were sure she was a few bookcases down, Daphne turned and searched out his lips again. "I wasn't done," she told him.
"We should study," he said, not protesting her putting the book down again and having her press against him.
It was a good ten or fifteen minutes later before they made their way back to the group.
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  Hogwarts, Scotland

Five of them wound their way up to the Headmistresses office at eight on a Wednesday night. They all had the copy of Harry's father's journal. Daphne couldn't quite contain her excitement at this. She had always wanted to be an Animagus ever since she had seen one of her mother's friends turn into an elegant swan. The fact that Professor McGonagall was a cat was amazing as well.
Even though she was keeping her face serene, Harry still chuckled at her. "In a rush?" he whispered behind her as they were just behind Hermione.
"Aren't you?" she whispered back.
He grinned at her. "Not as much as you," he said cheekily back.
Daphne shot him a reproachful look in return. She was very excited about this, but thought she was hiding it well.
At Christmas, all of them that had been in the summer lessons had received a copy of Harry's father's notes. Not all of them were willing to go through with it at this time though. From everything she had read, it was not a short process, nor was it one that someone took half-heartedly. Either you committed to the process or did not.
Once in the room, the five of them sat. Hermione, Harry, Roger, Susan and herself had all decided to go forward with this. Professor McGonagall had agreed that any of the others could take it up for their NEWTS.
The Headmistress looked over her desk at them.
The offices in the hands of Headmistress McGonagall looked very different than the time she had seen it when Professor Dumbledore had been here. She hadn't really looked around when Harry and her had been here a few months ago. She was fuming at Malfoy at the time.
The large office was more sparce. Cabinets were filled with books; master works of transfiguration or other items that related to a lifetime of teaching Transfiguration. Several tables of books and tomes were scattered behind her, with cages of animals making soft sounds in the background.
All the paintings were up and looked rather intrigued at what was about to happen. It had been many years since a Headmaster had taken on students like McGonagall was this semester. She enjoyed teaching too much to give it up, so she spent several nights a week, and some weekends, apprenticing some of the more advanced and promising students.
On her desk was a copy of James Potter's book.
"I am glad to see you have all come prepared," she indicated the books in their hands. "I have never taught anyone below seventh year on the beginnings of the Animagus magics, but I have found that those as young as fourth year can understand the intricacies and the devotion required to achieve this advanced magic."
She indicated the book before her, and Harry smiled.
The normally severe woman smiled back at Harry. "Yes, Mr. Potter, your father and his friends have put together the finest treatise on Animagus magic I have seen. They did not get all the points I know about, but there is no misleading, false or even inaccuracies in their approaches. I do get the sense that some of his thoughts and incites are missing, but I can't fault their research."
"Professor, Sirius took out most entries that seemed more personal," Harry told her.
"Ah, that makes more sense. Have you read it all?" she questioned.
"We all have," Harry answered. After Hermione had read it, it was decided that everyone going through the training should read some of his father’s more personal notes. Only Hermione and Daphne had seen them all.
Professor McGonagall looked at each of them. Daphne nodded when the woman's eyes fell on her. "Very good. I would like to start then to see how much you all understood and where your true transfiguration skills are. This can be a dangerous path to follow if your core is not developed enough or you do not understand the basic tenants of transmogrification."
After looking at each of them again, she focused on Susan. "Mr. Bones, can you tell me what are the stages we will be discussing?"
"Depending on which path you follow, there are either three or four stages," Susan replied.
McGonagall rose an eyebrow. "Explain?" she asked kindly.
"Well, if you decide to use the potion, the first stage is to commune with nature. It forces the revelation and for you to find that side of you that is most like your personality," Susan said. "After that, there are three stages."
"That is enough. Ms. Greengrass, why is the first stage or two the most dangerous?"
Daphne ran her hand over the cover of the book. "It is the time that you have to open yourself and try to truly understand who you are. It also locks you into following the full training. Many can get discouraged when they find out what their animal is, but with that pathway open to your more primal side, you lose full control over things like occlumency and sometimes your emotions."
"A nice summary. One thing the group called the Marauders missed was the loss of full control of your magic. Once you start on the discovery path, you must complete it. If you do not find the balance between your human and animal side, then you can never truly settle with your own being. This will affect your control on your magic," she instructed.
Daphne opened the book and took out a self-inking quill she used for times like this. They were not allowed in classes.
Hermione and Roger were doing the same. Harry just nodded while Susan didn't look surprised.
"With this understanding, do the five of you wish to continue with this? If you use the potion, you have until it is ready to decide. The other two paths cannot be closed the moment you start on them," she told them.
"I am already committed," Harry told her. There was such a finality in his voice that she looked at him, as did the others. Hermione was the only one not surprised by this. Daphne cast a questioning look at him.
"Have you already started ahead of this lesson?" McGonagall asked, not looking as pleased.
"During my occlumency practice, I have started to let my mind wander like my father said could happen. I have already found an animal tract and a forest that I did not place and I can’t enter yet," he admitted.
McGonagall looked rather impressed. "You are already that advanced in occlumency that you can split your thoughts?"
Harry looked a little abashed. "It was the first time I tried it last weekend. Healer Tonks has said I am much further along than she expected."
"Yes, well, since you have already started, I would ask for you and Healer Tonks to clear sometime this weekend. I really should help to lead you in this," McGonagall ordered.
"Yes, ma'am," Harry replied.
"Are the rest of you committing to this?" After they all agreed, she asked, "Which path would you like to follow? This is a very important decision that should be chosen by you."
She looked at the far end of the line to Roger first. "I have not started occlumency. I was going to do the potion."
After a nod, McGonagall looked to Susan, who still looked to Harry a little surprised. "I am still only at the initial stages of occlumency. I think I will do the potion as well."
"Very good. And you, Ms. Greengrass?"
She looked to Harry. She knew her occlumency was good, but she had not tried anything like separating her thoughts yet. Her mother said that was an advanced technique that should only be started under the supervision of a master occlumens.
Harry looked back at her.
She knew each method had its advantages and disadvantages. Do it by self-exploration through something like occlumency would give her the strongest link between her magic and her animal, but it also risked more that the animal, and who she was, could influence each other’s personality. The fact Harry dove into this the way he did was totally him.
After taking a moment, she asked, "Would you help me?"
Harry gave her a little smile. "Of course," he told her.
She nodded and looked back to Professor McGonagall. "I will talk with Healer Tonks. I would like to do this through self-exploration."
"The hardest way, but many times the most rewarding," McGonagall said before turning to Hermione.
"Professor, which path did you take?" Hermione questioned.
"I went the path Potter and Greengrass are taking. It took me two years, but in the end, I thought it worth it. I would not think it the proper path for everyone though. You have to really understand and accept who you are. If you do not, or are not willing to consciously let yourself go to accept the more animalistic side of you, then I would not suggest such a path," McGonagall told their friend.
Hermione frowned as she thought. After a moment, she said, "I would like to use the potion." She sounded down on herself, but Daphne figured Hermione was admitting to herself that she was unsure if she could do it otherwise.
McGonagall nodded. "Very good. I will get the mandrake leaves ready and on the full moon next month, you three can begin. You will have to gather the other ingredients and wait for a thunderstorm. It usually takes three to six months to have the potion ready. Now, before then, I want to go over stage two."
"You mean when we will start to change some of our body parts?" Hermione asked, sounding more enthused now.
"When you start accepting the aspect and body of your Animagus," Professor McGonagall corrected. For once, Hermione was not as knowledgeable about something, and Daphne smiled a little. She knew Hermione had been reading anything she could in her spare time but becoming and Animagus was a little more about the practical and metaphysical side of magic, than it was the theory and arithmancy. McGonagall went on, "At the start of stage, you will still be a little fluid in which animal you will take in the family that is shown to you until you decide before your first full transformation. It’s meant for you to 'try' different shapes to find what you are most comfortable with."
"But isn't the potion and the communing with nature supposed to point you to the form that is most suited for you?" Roger enquired.
"It points you to the type of animal you are most like. Meaning a dog, wild or domesticated, a cat, small or large, a bird - again small or large. These are all examples, but it will get you close enough that you can then start the path. By that point, you will have to have trained yourself to accept what you are. It may also be a challenged the first few times to separate your mind from the animal when you do your full transformations. The path Potter and Greengrass are doing will not have these side effects, but it is more intensive and fraught with failure. Do not fret, Ms. Greengrass, I will guide you through what is needed," she said, and Daphne couldn't keep a concerned look off her face.
She had thought long about this decision over the last few weeks.
Harry reached out a hand and she took it gratefully. "You won't fail," he assured her.
His confidence settled her. After a nod, she turned back to Professor McGonagall, who was going further into the process.
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Tracey was sitting with Susan and Hannah. Neville was down in the greenhouses for lunch today.
"You seem distracted," Susan commented.
Tracey looked over at the Gryffindor table again. Two tall redheads had just entered the hall. They were laughing while talking to two girls she recognized from the Gryffindor team. The girl with dark skin was looking at Fred... she thought it was Fred...
When they sat, she took her wand out of her sleeve.
"Trace, are you there?" Hannah asked.
"Yeah. Yeah. Sure," Tracey said. The twins were distracted by the girls. Tracey swished her wand. "Mutationem positionis."
The plate before her switched with who she thought was George. He hadn't put anything on it yet, but neither had she.
"What are you doing?" Susan questioned.
Tracey just smirked. "Just watch," she said. Susan quirked an eyebrow while Hannah turned to look. "Don't look right at them," Tracey admonished.
"Who?" Hannah asked.
When it happened, she had to turn around. A girl screamed. "MY HAIR!"
Tracey groaned to see a girl a year or two above them who suddenly had vibrant pink hair. "Bloody hell," she groused. That was twice now they had switched her trick. She hid her scowl under an emotionless mask. Merlin, she hated this mask, but it was useful at times.
George and Fred were still talking and laughing at the girl now. She didn't miss their eyes looking around. They didn't seem to know who had done it, but they were on high alert now.
"That was you?" Susan whispered.
"Yeah. Somehow, they switched it without me seeing," Tracey said equally as low.
Hannah looked at her. "I think I am going to start sitting with Meaghan. I want no part in this."
Susan shrugged. "Let me know if I can help?"
Tracey was thinking. "I will let you know," she agreed.
The poor girl went out of the Great Hall crying. Tracey would have to do something nice for her later. She didn't like innocents being targeted.
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  London, England

It was getting late in the day and the first two trials had gone much longer than had been expected.
For a loathsome little thing, Umbridge had some good legal representation that had managed to wriggle her out of almost half the charges. Luckily, those were all the low-level ones. The larger charges of bribery, blackmail of high-ranking public officials and a line theft charge of House Banker - her nieces house with a Wizengamot seat- saw the pink toad being marched off for many years among her kind. She hoped the dementors didn't get sick of her.
Fudge had the same lawyer, but with unsealed Ministry records and what was found in his and Umbridge’s office and home, the man was buggered. It was found he had arrested and convicted political rivals, taken more than two-million galleons in bribes over the last decade in office - all found thanks to the records they were able to obtain from Malfoy, Parkinson, Nott and Yaxley. She suspected more, but that was all they had been able to prove. What was more concerning was what the bribes led too. Like dispatching Hit Wizards that were proven to have led to at least three deaths of innocent people. The corruption the man was responsible for was staggering. It was enough to see him join Delores. She wanted the kiss for both, but there was still enough support among the Conservatives, and with the pacifistic Progressives, to see them only going to Azkaban.
Amelia was looking at charges for almost a quarter of the Ministry staff. Some had already done a runner before they could substantiate charges. Others were on paid leave until they could be exonerated or not. A small number had been sharing cells with some of the higher 'Lords' of the land for weeks now. It was going to take two or more months to work through the trials requiring the full Wizengamot. Then at least that long again for all the smaller tribunals of the lesser charges and people.
As she sat at the table with her staff, Solicitor Wendyl caught her attention.
"What is it, Henry?"
"As it is close to four, there is a request to push off Malfoy's trial until tomorrow," he said.
Frowning, she looked at the blonde man and his solicitor. Lucius Malfoy sat with a rather blank look on his face. He was in very expensive robes and suit, his hair slicked back and what looked like dragon-hide boots. She hated the man and didn't want to give him an inch, but she didn't want to have this go south in any way. He was the lynch pin for the next eight cases. If everything went well, he would be kissed.
Her Solicitor looked at her as she thought it out.
"If we can start at eight AM, I will agree," she told him.
"I will go talk to the Defense and the Chief Warlock."
She nodded.
About ten minutes later, Lucius stood up. He flashed her a small smirk. The malice in his eyes was returned with as much contempt as she could put into her own eyes.
The man was very upset with her. His wife had been hurt in the raids but healed the next day before given her own cell. Their son had been found guilty last week of violating a few laws and had been remanded to Lady Parkinson, the mother of his betrothed, pending Draco paying the hefty fine that had been levied against him. Of course, that was difficult with the lean put on all their accounts pending the trials of Lord Malfoy and Lord Parkinson.
The man allowed the Aurors to lead him towards the doors. That was when things went all to hell.
"You killed my mother!" a man yelled from outside the door. "Avada Kedavra!"
She turned to see the unmistakable sickly green glow of the killing curse. It happened so quickly, there wasn't time for the Aurors or anyone else to dodge or block the curse as the man tried to jump over the reporters outside the door. It hit Lucius Malfoy square in the face. She watched in horror as the man slumped to the floor. "Oh, bloody hell," she cursed as everything descended into pandemonium.
She had needed this conviction and his testimony under veritaserum before the Wizengamot.
The Aurors were subduing the man as others screamed and Scrimgeour rushed to the scene. She marched up to him. "Tell me how the bloody hell a wand got into the Ministry! Only the Aurors were supposed to have them today," she demanded.
"I don't know. Once this mess is cleaned up, I'll get on it," her Head Auror said before he began barking out orders.
She looked into the surprised eyes of the very dead Lucius as he was levitated away.
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"Auntie, why are you here," Susan asked as she moved to her aunt. Professor Sprout had come to get Susan and Harry just as breakfast had started.
"It is good to see you too, Susie," the woman said as she returned her niece’s hug.
Harry looked at her and the six people behind her. They were all obviously Hit Wizards. Harry recognized two of them from Inverness. A bad feeling was starting to take up in his gut. "Auntie," Harry greeted Amelia with a small bow. She opened his arms for him, and Harry found himself greeting her with a hug.
"Auntie, why do you have so many guards with you?"
"It will be in the Daily Prophet this morning. Lucius Malfoy was assassinated while leaving the court chambers last night. It will also come out that there has been two attempts on my life and several other members. So far Malfoy is the only one to die, but it has been close," Amelia said, not parsing words.
Fear raced across Susan's face. "Are you alright? When? Why haven't you told us?"
"We didn't want to start a panic. Until now, it was found or believed the attempts were made by those we were hunting or arresting. Lord Malfoy was assassinated by a man whose mother was murdered by Malfoy in the first war when Malfoy claimed to be under the imperious curse," she explained.
Harry was very concerned. "Amelia, are we in danger? What about Daphne or Astoria or Hermione..."
Amelia cut him off. "We do not think anyone here is in danger, but I can't take any chances. You, Susan, Daphne, Astoria, Neville and Tracy are all going to have a Guard following you all day, every day. Twenty Aurors have been assigned to the castle and grounds now. I need all of you to stay out of trouble. Do you understand?" she said, looking more at him than Susan.
Harry nodded. Susan bit her lip. "You think they will try for us, don't you?"
"Until the trials are over, I am not taking any chances," she replied.
"Do the others know? What about Hermione and Blaise? Or Ernie or Roger?"
"The threats we have had have not called them out. You and Susan have been threatened because of me. The Greengrass sisters because of our alliance with them and your courtship with Daphne. Neville is the grandchild of the sitting Minister, and Tracey is in a courtship with him. I think your other friends and the children, or the alliance will be safe around you, but I just don't have the resources to protect everyone," she reasoned with them.
At their worried looks, Amelia went on. "Lord Greengrass is here to talk with his daughters. I am going to talk with Neville and Tracey. I am going to count on you and Susan to keep everyone together."
Harry met her eyes before nodding. "I can do that, Auntie Ami."
Amelia nodded back. "Good. I want you to meet Auror Roberts, a registered first class Hit Wizard. He will be shadowing you for the next few weeks. Do not try to lose him."
"I'll try," Harry said solemnly. Auror Roberts was a relatively short man with a big nose, a mop of brown hair and sharp brown eyes. Harry noticed the man's eyes never seemed to stop for more than a second or two on anything until he met Harry's eyes. Harry had the feeling this man was deadly and not to cross him.
"Susie, Auror Everwand, a registered first class Hit Wizard, will be your guard. Same rules," she told Susan.
Susan nodded, before looking at the tall blonde woman. She was willowy, with short, shoulder length, curly hair, hazel-green eyes and seemed to move more like a cat than a woman. He didn't hear her move at all as she stepped up behind Susan.
"Are you going to be alright?" Susan asked again.
"I will be, Susan. I just need to know you and everyone here is safe. It is a little unbalanced out there right now, but I expect it will all pass over by summer," she tried to reassure them.
Harry had found he was very attached to Amelia. In all his life, no adult had cared this much about him.
"What about Sirius and Remus?" Harry asked about the only other adults that cared about him as much as Amelia.
"They are doing some detective work from me. Last I saw them, they were both well, Harry. I will let them know you asked about them next time I see them, but they may not be able to contact you for a few weeks."
Harry nodded at her.
"I need to get going. We are redoing security at the Ministry to not allow this to happen again. Be safe. Be careful. Watch out for each other," she ordered.
"Yes, Auntie," Susan said, hugging Amelia again.
Harry hugged her too. "Don't get into trouble," she told him.
"I almost never start it," he told her a little impetuously.
She glared at him. "Don't get into trouble."
"I'll try, Auntie," he replied.
“I’ll tell Daphne to keep him in line,” Susan said in a teasing tone.
“You would,” he snarked before sticking his tongue out at her. She returned the favour.
Amelia cast them a little smile. She had had some trepidations when Harry moved in, but she was seeing them act more like siblings than strangers. It made her heart a little lighter and gave her more of a reason to clean up the mess left from the last war. "Moody will be at your lessons this Saturday. I think he is going to step up your training for a little bit."
Susan groaned and Harry smirked. He liked the training they got from Moody.

  -oOo-


  February 14, 1995


  Hogsmeade, Scotland

Valentine’s day was on a Tuesday. The day had started with a single rose next to her bed. When she had asked how Harry had managed that, Tracey just smiled.
"You?" she asked her best friend.
"I am not saying a word," Tracey told her.
Daphne gave her a glare without any heat before smiling. "He has it bad, doesn't he?" she enquired, reaching over to the table and taking up the courtship bracelet.
Tracey giggled as she put on her school robes. "He isn't the only one."
Daphne's smile was more wistful. "No, he isn't. I see the way you look at Neville."
Tracey snorted. "Not what I meant. Morning, Millie," Tracey greeted their other dormmate. None of the students that had been withdrawn last month had returned. Fifteen Slytherins, all with ties or the heirs of the Houses that have been arrested. Four of them were now serving time in Azkaban and at the next solstice meet, their houses would be put up to vote to ban them. The heirs could petition when they turn twenty-one to get their Lordships back, but she knew of only eight houses in the last hundred years to regain their Lordships after the Head-of-House was convicted and banned.
"Good morning," Millie said brightly. She had clearly just showered and had a look to her that Daphne and Tracey were coming to know. She knew she had the same smile on her face the first time Harry and her had had a really long snog the night before.
"Have a good night?" Tracey asked slyly.
"Very," Millie replied, but didn't elaborate.
Tracey quirked an eye. "Has Eugene done something good?"
Millie gave a shy smile. "I enjoyed it."
Daphne shook her head. "Just let us know if you need anything."
Millie nodded and Tracey looked disappointed. "No details? What did you enjoy so much?"
Millie's smile was shy but satisfied. "I borrowed some of your bruise salve. That is all I am saying."
"That can't be it! Daph, get her to talk," Tracey whinged.
"I am staying out of this. I am satisfied enough with Harry to not need to know everyone else’s love life," she told Tracey as she did up her tie and went for her bag. She wanted to see Harry and give him his Valentine's card.
Tracey stuck her tongue out. "Spoil sport. Hey, wait up," she said, realizing Daphne was now walking towards the door. She waited long enough for Tracey to finish and see if Millie wanted to join them. Millie joined them to the common room, when she met Eugene with a kiss. Then another. Tracey made a joke about ‘having to breath’ as they left them.
When it was just Tracey and her walking up to the great hall, Tracey said, "Do you think Millie and Eugene sealed the betrothal contract?"
"I doubt it. I would think she would tell us that. Besides, they only signed the courtship contract at the beginning of the month. Millie seems a little more reserved than you," she said, knowing that Neville and Tracey had gone a little farther than Harry and her.
Tracey got a little bit of a dreamy look. "I like the way I feel when he touches me," she replied.
Daphne nodded. She liked the way Harry touched her too.
When they got to the hall, Harry and Neville were waiting for them outside. Daphne couldn't keep a small smile off her face. "Didn't you already get me a rose?" she asked Harry as he handed her another.
"That one was a white rose. This one is green," he told her.
She tried not to roll her eyes at him. Tracey was already kissing Neville for the one he gave her. Harry took the rose, used a quick cutting charm and then put it just over her ear onto the hair clip she was using today. She rose an eyebrow at him. "Just letting others know that the rose is beautiful, but you are more so."
She couldn't quite keep the flush down. "That is the cheesiest thing you have ever said."
Harry just shrugged. "Blame Seamus. It's true though."
Her response was a kiss that had a throat clearing behind them. She turned, trying to act as uncaring as possible.
"While I can appreciate the affection young couples may want to share on this day, I do not think in the middle of the door to the Great Hall is the appropriate place, Mr. Potter and Ms. Greengrass," a rather stern Headmistress McGonagall said.
"We apologize, Headmistress. It won't happen again," Harry said, pulling her along.
"You berk, getting me to kiss you like that there," she whisper-yelled at Harry.
The smirk he gave back had her feeling a warm sensation in her gut. "Totally worth it. Happy Valentine’s Day."
She wanted to be mad at him but found it hard.
By the end of the day, she found she had a rainbow of eight roses in her hair. Last year, she would have been mortified at such a display. This year, she took the short-stemmed roses carefully out of her hair and hung them to dry.
Tracey lay on her bed, in her night dress and sighed.
"What's up with you?" Daphne asked looking over. She had the card Neville had given her in her hands.
"I think I'm in love," Tracey told Daphne.
Daphne rolled her eyes before climbing under her covers. "Tell me something I don't know," she teased her friend.
Tracey giggled. "I made up my mind that I am going to give Neville a very special gift for his birthday in July."
Daphne stopped and looked at Tracey, an eyebrow up. "Doesn't your courtship agreement stipulate that you will be betrothed if you give yourself to him?"
Tracey looked a little dreamy. "Oh, no. I am waiting until we are both sixteen for that. It doesn't mean that we can't do other things."
"Like?"
Tracey's smirk had a lecherous quality to it. "For being so smart and devious, Daph, you haven't ever really been that curious about certain things. If you ever are, I have two books in my trunk that I stole from my mother. You should look at them at some point. Night," her best friend said with a bright smile before pulling the curtains around her bed.
Daphne just looked at the bed. She may be fifteen now, but until Harry, she had never really felt the way she does around him. She felt rather special, cherished, hot and bothered at times. No boy had really caught her attention or fancy like that. Personally, she thought she would never have a choice in husbands. Her mother and her had had the 'talk', and another after Christmas, but sex and boys just weren't what she had focused on. She had other goals. Goals that would have given her options than to just be arm candy for someone she didn’t like.
She admitted to herself, she was curious what Tracey had read, but she wasn't sure she was ready to find out. Harry and her had another year and a half before they had to decide if they were going to become betrothed, and they didn't mean to marry until they were both twenty, but did she want to wait that long?
As she thought about it, she realized that the warmth Harry brought out in her was something she really wanted to explore more.
Just maybe not tonight...
Her eyes lingered on Tracey's trunk for a few minutes.
Not tonight... but maybe soon she would do more studying on, what did Muggles call it again? Biology?
Yes.
Biology.
She would study more on biology.
She wondered if Hermione had books on the subject? She had heard Muggleborn and raised tended to be more knowledgeable in those areas earlier than the Purebloods. Daphne may be a pureblood, but she was not sure she saw herself that way anymore. There were too many things from the Muggle world she enjoyed.
This was a subject for another night.
Closing her curtains, the warmth in her gut just wouldn't go away as she thought about Harry, even when she tried to do her occlumency practice.
It got worse when she found her own body betraying her mind and her hands started to trace the same movements Harry had done earlier tonight...
Truth be told, Daphne didn't really fight the feelings her hands brought out.

  -oOo-


  February 21, 1995


  London, England

It had been a long three weeks since the trials had started. Today was going to be the seminal trial that should finally break the back of those that once supported Voldemort and tried to keep the old Pureblood ways alive. After the assassination of Lord Malfoy, Lord Parkinson was the second highest in the Dark Alliance, and the one found to hire the would-be assassins against her.
Looking around the lower courtroom ten, which was smaller but more defensible than courtroom eight had been, she was scanning for trouble. The only people allowed to have wands in the rooms, or in the Ministry at all, were Ministry employees. Each employee had been given a coin that was keyed to their magical signature. If they were to try to enter the Ministry without their coin, they would be questioned. If they tried to enter the Ministry with another person’s coin, they would be questioned. If anyone tried to sneak any wand or other deadly object without the proper clearance, they were questioned.
This had led to almost a hundred arrests in the last two weeks. Most were innocent accidents, but a few had been downright dangerous.
To prevent a 'dangerous' situation, and to ensure the man lived at least long enough to walk through the veil, she had tightened down security even more, with the expressed permission from Minister Longbottom. Her old friend would be interim Minister until the March Equinox session. If things had settled enough by then, she would make sure Susan, Hermione and Harry attended that meeting. They should know how a new Minister was chosen and ratified.
All the gears of politics were already running in the background. As much as Amelia wanted to be more involved right now, she had to trust in her allies to secure the votes for who they wanted. Augusta had already made it clear she would not stay on as Minister. The question was who would...
She didn't have time to think about this know. A rather haughtily looking man was being escorted into the room with six Aurors. The man's dark hair wasn't as nicely kept as it usually was. His grey eyes looked around with a certain defiance while he held himself as tall as possible. The man was a louse, and she couldn't wait to have him prosecuted.
Parkinson was put in the defendant's chair. The black chains launched out and wrapped around his wrists and ankles. Two solicitors took up at the table next to the man.
The gavel banged on the stone pulpit. "Order!" Chief Warlock Doge called out. "Aurors, please ward the doors. No one shall leave this room until the next recess."
The murmuring quieted down as her Aurors did their job.
"This trial of the British Ministry of Magic versus Lord Parkinson shall be called to order. Present today are twenty members of the Wizengamot to hear and judge on the merits of the case. Should any guilty verdict be returned, the entire Wizengamot shall review the conviction and determine appropriate punishment based on our laws within one week of conviction," Chief Warlock Doge instructed.
"To prevent any claims of bias, the Chief Warlock will step down for the proceedings and Madam Amelia Bones, Head of the DMLE shall preside until such time this case is called to a close."
"I object," one of the solicitors said.
"On what grounds?" Doge demanded.
"There is a known feud between House Parkinson, their ally, the House of Malfoy and the Potters. Madam Bones is an ally of House Potter and its Regent. There is no faith Madam Bones will hold an unbiased opinion," the solicitor replied.
She stood up. "I have not received any official letters or verbal declaration of such. As Head of the DMLE, I pledge to be loyal to our laws and traditions."
"The blood feud was declared this yesterday," the solicitor replied. "All papers were sent to Scion Potter."
"Chief Warlock, as Regent of House Potter, I do not acknowledge such a feud without proper notification to myself or the Wizengamot. Scion Potter has acknowledged me as regent and proxy for his House. All documents of this sort cannot be legally enacted without my approval first," she stated, peering down at the man who was glaring at her.
"By the old ways, I declare bad blood and wrongs against the House of Parkinson by the House of Potter," Parkinson roared out. There was a blue aura around the man. "The House of Potter is declared blood traitor and oath breaker!"
There were a big fuss and people started to get up. Many of the Wizengamot members realized this was probably a ploy to get the man out of the trials today because such an oath and accusation had to be resolved.
She looked to Doge. "Chief Warlock, I would request a sanctioning to ask how House Potter is a blood traitor and oath breaker to House Parkinson and House Malfoy."
Doge nodded his head. "Do I have a show of fifteen hands for this blood feud to be recognized?"
Eighteen of the twenty members present rose their hands. There was a definite drum of magic in the room as the accusations and the acknowledgement was received. This is what would have happened if Harry had set off a blood feud with House Goyle. The difference this time was that House Potter was being accused.
Amelia nodded to her peers. With this, the magic of the room changed. It would now allow house elves or the accused to enter and leave the chamber. No one was allowed to leave until the Chief Warlock gave his leave. "Dobby," she called out. Most around the room were silent or talking low enough that they would not miss this. It had been nearly two decades since the last full blown blood feud had been called.
A second later, Harry's elf popped in. He looked around a little uncertainly before grabbing his years. "What is Dobby being here for Madam Bonsey?"
"Dobby, I need you to go to Hogwarts and ask the Headmistress to excuse Harry. He must bear witness to a blood feud," she said calmly. Dobby nodded and was soon gone. She walked down to the floor. Parkinson glared at her with death in his eyes. She had the thought that he didn't realize it was his own. "Lord Parkinson, I have summoned the Scion of House Potter, the last of his line. As the challenged House, I force you to prove your claims, pay restitution or duel to the death. Should House Potter win, they will claim all titles, land and vaults of House Parkinson and House Malfoy. Do you accept this?"
The man gave a feral grin. "House Parkinson recognizes such a challenge. When I win, I claim all that is House Potter and his allies!"
She smiled back. "You only claim blood feud to the House of Potter with your ally. House Potter allies are not bound to such feudal agreements. "
"House Greengrass shall stand with House Potter. I put forward as second," Anders said, standing up quickly from the visitors’ gallery. He was not part of the voting block today, having too close of ties with House Parkinson in the recent past.
She nodded to Anders but wished the power-hungry fool had stayed out of this. He was not endangering Harry. She thought after Christmas he had curbed his way around Harry. Unfortunately, she could not afford to point this out to him in such a public setting.
"House Potter recognizes House Greengrass. By the way, Lord Parkinson, if you are claiming your ally to stand at your side, where is a representative from House Malfoy?" she asked.
The Lord Parkinson sneered at her. "I was informed that Lady Malfoy was denied entry into these proceedings," the man said.
His solicitor leaned over, and she rose an eyebrow. She expected it to take a good twenty minutes or more for Harry to show, especially if he changed into his House robes, like she expected. Daphne wouldn't allow him not too if she was with him.
After a moment, Lord Parkinson frowned. Apparently, he had not been informed that the Lady Malfoy and her son had left the country two days ago after she had paid her fines from her own trial. Draco was going to be attending Durmstrang for the rest of his education and she was moving in with relatives in France. Apparently being disowned by the Lord Black left her with few allies in Britain. Parkinson snarled and muttered, "Cowards."
She had to keep her own retort down. Who was the coward? The man had been caught trying to flee the country.
The people around the court spoke in soft murmurs while they waited. It was almost twenty-five minutes before there was a small crack next to her. Harry stumbled a half-step before standing tall. His hair was just as messy as normal, but it didn't lessen the way he was standing or the more emotionless look on his face. His burgundy robes proudly displayed the Potter, Peverell and Glamorgon crests. He had understood he was to be the Scion Potter today.
She turned to the Chief Warlock. "Chief Warlock Doge, I ask you to witness the complaints and formal declaration from House Parkinson. House Potter has not received proper notice and would request the paperwork filed with the Magical Records department," she said. Harry stiffened a little.
"This is a little unusual without having a proper presentation before the Wizengamot," Doge replied.
"It is my right as Lord of House Parkinson to declare whatever I want," the man said angrily.
She motioned for Harry to stay quiet. "A formal Blood Feud has rules, Lord Parkinson. Unless you wish for this to be an honour duel? If so, the duel can be arranged with you once the trial is over, or with your heir should you be found guilty, since three of the charges directly affect House Potter," she replied coolly.
The man eyes burned at her, but by the set of his chin, he seemed to finally realize he had not followed protocol and had put his house in more danger than it already was in. Before he could say anything, one of the solicitors said, "The Declaration of Blood Feud can be retrieved from the archives. It was submitted two days ago and scheduled for the docket of the next Wizengamot meet. Lord Parkinson meant no offense or not to follow formal protocol."
With a grunt, the man agreed.
It was only a few minutes for a parchment to be flown in. The chambers were still locked and only someone summoned like Harry could enter. The Chief Warlock took the paper airplane and read it, before handing it to the redheaded court scribe. "Before we are to do anything else, Lord Parkinson, do you agree that the Wizengamot members here today can act as a quorum, in lieu of the traditional half plus five that is required by the Wizengamot charter for such things?"
"I do," Lord Parkinson said before his solicitors could say a word. Neither of whom looked pleased at the outburst. Amelia understood. Having so few members could sway things one way or the other much easier than a full, or even half a Wizengamot audience.
"Very well. Mr. Weasley, if you would," Doge said.
Percy Weasley stood up. "February eighteen, nineteen hundred and ninety-five. The House of Parkinson declares a blood feud against the House of Potter for breach of trust, contracts and illegal actions leading to the Lord Parkinson, Head of House Parkinson, facing charges that are unsubstantiated. Such charges have led to, and breaches have led to substantial losses in the amount of seven-hundred and thirty-four thousand galleon, twelve sickles and eight knuts, the dissolution of four businesses, dissolution of a marriage contract between House Black and House Parkinson and the dissolution of a marriage contract between House Potter and House Parkinson."
Doge had to pound the gavel to bring order back with the noise that sprung up.
Amelia knew the Potter contract the man was talking about. It was a proposal for Harry to marry the man's daughter in an alliance that would have seen House Potter absorbed by Parkinson. It was a low ball that had been outstanding until she had taken over Harry's accounts. Harry didn't look pleased at what was being said.
The court scribe went on, "All claims are outlined on the attached sheets. In reparation of such crimes against House Parkinson, House Parkinson is requesting all assets, contracts and titles of the House of Potter, including alliance contracts, to be handed over. If such is not done by February twenty-eighth, nineteen-hundred and ninety-five, a Blood Feud shall exist that will only be resolved with the death of either House. If such shall occur, all assets, contracts, titles and alliances shall pass to the other house."
Percy looked up. "It is signed by the Lord Parkinson."
Amelia wasn't sure to feel sick or smile. If the House of Parkinson were to be dissolved, which could occur with a guilty verdict that he had ended two Houses of the Wizengamot and attempted assassination of three others, the man would lose everything, and Harry would be awarded all the man lost. Was he that big of a fool? Or was there something else going on here?
"With the officially reading of the declaration, do you wish to have all the other stipulations and accusation read, Regent Potter?" Doge asked.
She looked to Harry. Harry was staring at the man, his eyes more intense than normal. There was a power to them that had her raising an eyebrow. She had seen some of that, but not like this. When she looked to Parkinson, he was looking at Harry, but the defiant anger the man had had was now cautious. "Scion Potter, do you wish to read any of this or take a small recess to discuss?"
"I would like you accept the blood feud as written. As the aggrieved party, I add my own stipulations," he said, his voice ringing in the silence that had fallen.
"What do you mean the aggrieved party," Parkinson spat out.
"Silence," Doge said, banging his gavel.
Harry looked to her and she nodded. She could see his question. Harry asked, "It is my understanding that the House declaring the Blood Feud is the aggressor? Am I mistaken?"
She knew Harry knew this. Had Daphne coached him on something?
"It is, Scion Potter," Doge said back evenly.
"That would make my house the aggrieved party. Per Blood Feud laws, I am allowed to add stipulations that are of the same magnitude if the initial stipulation are agreed too. Correct?" Harry questioned.
"You are," Doge answered.
"As the aggrieved party, I stipulate that if House Parkinson is found guilty of acts against House Potter, then the House of Parkinson is to be dissolved. All assets are to be liquidated and setup into a trust fund to be managed by House Potter and a board of House Potter choosing. A small trust fund shall be set aside for any heirs or children not of age. After that, the Blood Feud shall be considered paid," Harry said.
She rose an eyebrow. How much had he not talked with her about? She had a feeling this had been a plan that was already in place. She knew Daphne didn’t want to give birth to keep any house going that was not hers or Harry’s.
Lord Parkinson paled. "You can't do that!"
She gave a small smile as the chains restrained the man. "I think you will find he can. By our laws, should any part of a Blood Feud be decided by contest or court, then the decision is magically binding. I hope your solicitors are as good as you pay them to be."
"I'll kill you myself in a duel once I am released," the man spat towards Harry. "You have destroyed everything!"
Harry just glared back at the man. "Perhaps you shouldn't have trusted a Half-blood when you gave your allegiance to Lord Voldemort. He may be a son of the Gaunts, but he is also the son of a muggle."
It cut through to everyone. There were some gasps and a large stirring.
"You lie!" Parkinson snarled.
Harry shook his head. "Ask your lawyers to look it up. Tom Marvolo Riddle. Regent Potter, do you need me for anything else?"
"I don't accept your stipulations!" Parkinson bellowed. "I declared the feud and dictate the outcome! We shall duel boy!"
"Aurors, silence him," Doge ordered and a second later Parkinson was screaming with no noise coming out of his mouth.
"Scion Potter, Lord Parkinson has a point. Will you stand and propose your stipulations to the court, and we shall vote on the legitimacy of them?" Doge asked.
Amelia nodded and Harry turned to the twenty Wizengamot members in the stands. Ten minutes later, the stipulations were accepted, and Parkinson was looking rather flush and angry as he still tried to scream at them.

  -oOo-


  That night...

Harry had taken her hand and led her out of the Great Hall. It was still two hours before curfew, not that it mattered as much with his invisibility cloak. When they made it to a small alcove on the sixth floor, she looked at him intently. He had returned shortly before dinner, after being gone most of the day, and refused to tell any of them what was going on.
After casting a few spells so they could talk in relative safety, Harry turned to her. His green eyes had been blazing ever since getting back and they were no less now.
"Are you going to tell me what happened? Why are you still in your House Potter robes?" she questioned.
Harry ran a hand over his neck. "The Lordship of Parkinson is going to be dissolved at the Spring Equinox meet. I assume it will be in the papers tomorrow," he told her.
Her eyes went wide. It hit her what had happened. "Oh," was all she said. The reasons why they had decided not to declare a feud on the Goyles going through her head. "Tell me you didn't declare a blood feud?"
He chuckled a little darkly. "No. Parkinson did."
She took in a slow breath. "And the payment to end it?"
"The House of Parkinson is mine. Everything, Daph. The fool thought he would get everything I owned, and he might have, if the Wizengamot members there had not accepted my stipulations. He was found guilty of murder of the last of House Turgeon and the assassination attempts on us at the Abbot's Cotillion. Malfoy was involved, but it was Parkinson that planned it and got the dementors. I used the same stipulations we talked about if the feud had happened against the Goyles," Harry told her.
She nodded her head. She found herself relieved she or Harry would not have to carry on the Parkinson name. "What of Pansy and her brother?"
"I am leaving her brother alone. He will have whatever is left in his trust vault and will be able to keep the name of Parkinson, but they are being stripped of all titles. I will leave a trust vault for Pansy. I much as I hate her, she has never done direct damage to me," he told her.
A small smile came over her face. "I would have left them all destitute," she told him.
"I know. I just couldn't. I know what it is like to be an orphan, even if her brother is like twenty-two or something," he replied.
She felt a swell in her chest. As hurt as Harry has been, his heart was still one of the largest she knew. "I love that about you," she said softly. The smile she got in return made her heart flutter. "What else? I can tell there is more."
He let out a small sigh. "All their assets will be turned into gold and then sent to a trust for charity work."
She chuckled. "That has got to be the worst punishment for them. The Parkinsons thought themselves royalty, like the Malfoys. You are just going to through all of that away."
He looked a little abashed. "I won't allow anyone to have the means to rise up like Voldemort again," he told her.
She shivered a little. With a serious look on her face, she asked, "Why do you think that?"
Harry looked a little guilty for a moment. She raised an eyebrow at him. She knew he was still hiding secrets from her, but this looked big. He reached up and rubbed his almost non-existent scar. It was so light, she forgot about it most days now. On an impulse, she reached up and put her hand over his, tracing the very thin line. He had not let her do this before. Harry let out a small sigh and seemed to slump a little, as though a great tension was let out of him. "Daph, I still have somethings to tell you. Things I very much want you to know now, but I don't want to do it here. Over Easter, would you come to Grace Hall?"
She got on her tip toes and kissed his forehead, right over the scar. She could be patient and wait a few weeks. "You never have to ask."
"Good."
The watch on his wrist started to chime. He looked into her eyes. "I am to meet my auntie and Lady Parkinson at eight-thirty tomorrow morning. Pansy is going to come back. Can you get along with her?"
Daphne frowned. "Have you been declared her Lord?"
"Until the House is dissolved next month, yes," Harry told her.
Apparently more happened today than she realized. After a moment, she nodded. "I will not start anything unless she does."
"Good enough. And Tracey?"
Daphne laughed. "She is still trying to get one over on the Weasley twins. She is oh-for-four so far. I think that will keep her busy."
Harry nodded. "It’s getting close to curfew. I would like to escort you to your common room.”
She kissed briefly before taking his arm. "I would like that."
By now, they had learned to mostly ignore their shadows. Others did not and gave them a clear path as Harry walked her down and kissed her good night.
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  February 21, 1995


  Hogwarts, Scotland

Harry stepped through the door in black House Potter robes today. Amelia had said he should be here as Scion, and he didn't want to where the red ones two days in a row.
A quick look around the room showed more people than he expected to see. Headmistress McGonagall was sitting behind her desk. Amelia sat next to a relatively short lady with the same dark hair, dark eyes and haughty face as Pansy Parkinson. He recognized this woman from the Wizengamot meets.
Pansy sat next to the woman, looking rather glum.
Next to Amelia was Mr. Tonks. On the far side of the Parkinsons was one of the solicitors from the trial yesterday. This must be a rather more severe conversation than he thought.
"It is nice to see you are on time," the Headmistress said.
Harry gave a quarter bow. "Headmistress McGonagall. Madam Bones. Solicitor Tonks. Miss Parkinson. I am afraid I don't know the others here."
Lady Parkinson gave him a glare that might have killed a lesser being. "Scion Potter," she said with venom on her voice.
He cast a quick look to Amelia. "Scion Potter, this is Lady Parkinson and her solicitor, Mr. Cameron."
"A pleasure," Harry said, not liking the way the woman was looking at him.
Lady Parkinson looked very unhappy. "Can we get this over with and know what this boy wants of us?"
"I would like this to remain civil, please. I have agreed to this meeting to talk about how Miss Parkinson can return to Hogwarts, especially after being withdrawn for over a month," Headmistress McGonagall said in her severe voice she used when trying to keep a class or the Great Hall under control.
"Yes. I would have handled the details myself, but Lady Parkinson demanded that Scion Potter be at this meeting," Amelia replied coolly. "I would also remind you, Madam Parkinson, Scion Potter is Head of your House."
"You may be the Regent Potter, but you are not the regent of my House," the other woman said in a cold tone.
"It was your husband that declared the blood feud and was found to have harmed the House of Potter and Greengrass. Now, I have an agreement drawn up by our solicitor stipulating that the House of Potter shall pay for the remaining years of education for Miss Parkinson as long as a few stipulations are met," Amelia said as Harry moved to stand behind her.
The woman next to Pansy made a face. "I know the type of agreements that are usually made like this. My daughter is in a courtship with the Scion Malfoy. A courtship you can't break," she stated.
"Madam, Scion Potter or myself do not wish to break any such agreements," Amelia stated.
"Well, he certainty isn't taking her on as a second wife," Lady Parkinson scowled. "We are thirteen generations pure, and I won't see our blood..."
Harry was about to say something but stopped when Amelia rose her hand. "Scion Potter is not interested in anything like that."
The woman eyed him for a moment. "Are you saying Pansy isn't good enough?"
Harry wanted to scream at the woman, but this was one of those times that he knew he should let Amelia speak for him. Madam Bulstrode would hide him otherwise when she found out... well, not hide, but having to do all those drills on polite etiquette was just as bad.
"I am not saying anything of the sort. I am saying that Scion Potter is the Head of your House. As Head-of-House, he has offered to pay for Pansy's schooling under three stipulations. Would you care to hear them out?" Amelia responded in a cool tone.
After a moment, Lady Parkinson nodded.
"First, Ms. Parkinson is to get better grades. From this time forwards, she is to maintain an exceeds expectations in five classes and receive an acceptable in all other classes until she receives her O.W.L.'s," Amelia said.
Pansy's head shot up, finally paying attention to the conversation. "I what!"
"Second," Amelia said, pretending she didn't hear Pansy's outburst, "Miss Parkinson isn't to cause or be involved in any fights or arguments unless it is in self-defence."
"How am I to get my grades up," she whinged. "Father always made sure..."
"Be quiet," her mother hissed at her daughter. "What is the third stipulation?"
"Miss Parkinson is to make a minimum of six OWL's, four must be Exceed Expectations or higher so she may go onto N.E.W.T level classes. If she fails to do so in her fifth year, she shall repeat and try again," Amelia said. "She is then to get a minimum of four NEWT's."
Lady Parkinson frowned. The woman looked rather suspicious. "That is it? You are not asking for anything else?"
"That is it. Miss Parkinson is here to learn and to become a productive member of our society when she graduates. If she does so, we shall discuss an increase to the trust vault that will be set up for her. Solicitor Tonks will setup a schedule based on Miss Parkinson's grades, OWL and NEWT results when we meet next week to discuss the future of House Parkinson," Amelia told the woman, taking a parchment from Mr. Tonks and handing it to Lady Parkinson.
Lady Parkinson looked rather dubious and unscrolled the parchment.
"Mother, you said all I had to do was get good grades in Potions and Herbology," Pansy said desperately.
"Be quiet, Pansy," her mother snapped as she read. After a moment, she looked over to Amelia and then up to Harry. "I have heard Scion Potter and Heiress Greengrass are top of the class?"
"Heiress Greengrass and Heiress Granger have been swapping that position this year. Scion Potter is a solid third. They run a study group that contains five of the top ten students. I am sure, with Scion Potter being the head of House Parkinson, he would be willing to have Ms. Parkinson join them," Professor McGonagall suggested, giving him a significant look.
He nodded his head. "We are always welcoming to those that will work, cooperate and not cause issues," he said, looking to Pansy, who met his eyes with a scared look. "Ms. Parkinson can ask Heiress Greengrass about our rules and when we meet. I would request her attend a minimum three times a week."
Lady Parkinson still didn't look pleased but nodded. "Very well. Pansy will attend these sessions. What should happen if she does not achieve these grades?"
"We are still in talks about how much Miss Parkinson is to get in her trust fund. These grades will be a large part of how large her trust will be. If needed, you will have to talk to Professor McGonagall about possible summer remediation. This will be the responsibility of you and your daughter, Madam Parkinson," Amelia said. He could see the cringe that Lady Parkinson was already being demoted in title, even if it wasn't official yet.
"Mother, this can't happen," Pansy whinged again. "I can't work with Potter and the others! What about..."
Lady Parkinson turned her stare to her daughter and Pansy trailed off. When she was sure Pansy would remain quiet, she turned back to Amelia. "Madam Bones, will this affect anything else? Like marriage contracts?"
"No. Ms. Parkinson's schooling and trust vault are independent of other negotiations that will occur next week," Amelia replied.
"Regi, what do you think?" Lady Parkinson asked, handing the parchment over to her solicitor.
"Can I have a short bit to review this?" Mr. Cameron asked.
"Of course. Headmistress McGonagall has agreed to allow Ms. Parkinson to start as soon as the agreement is made. Payment for her schooling shall follow," Amelia said.
The woman made a look to Pansy to remain silent. Lady Parkinson turned to Harry. Harry met her gaze. He was the senior member here and wouldn’t cave to her intimidating stare. "My husband was a fool. He has cost us everything by following a man that was not worthy of our Blood. Given the harm to you and your House, why would you be so kind to what remains of my family? I can guarantee you that my husband would not be."
Harry didn't let any emotion show on his face. It was hard, but he managed. "Madam Parkinson, I know what it is to have nothing. As much as your husband has aggrieved myself and others, Ms. Parkinson has really done nothing more than toss insults. The one time she drew a wand on myself and my intended, she was unable to cast. For that, I offer her a way to redemption. There is no evidence the rest of your family has done more than that either. My regent and I have decided to not unduly punish the entire House of Parkinson. Regent Potter will give you the full details next week."
Pansy had cast her eyes down again. Where her mother still looked ready to fight, Pansy looked half-broken.
The woman regarded him for a moment before snorting. "I would have never figured a half-blood to have such honour."

  -oOo-


  March 6, 1995


  Hogwarts, Scotland

"Tracey, are you sure about this?" Neville asked, looking around the corridor. It was getting close to curfew and he had to walk her back to the Slytherin common room.
Tracey was crouching down, her wand moving and leaving silver runes along the floorboard. They were at the base of the stairs that led to the portrait of the Fat Lady. In the last month and a half, Tracey had taken it onto herself that she was going to get the Weasley's.
Tracey was muttering to herself as she moved her wand.
Neville was definitely more nervous as he looked around. Stragglers should be passing by here anytime now, and Fred and George were often known to be stragglers. It was another two minutes before Tracey stopped muttering and cocked her head to the side to look at her work.
"That should get them this time," she said a little smugly.
"What did you do?" he enquired.
She stood up with a smirk on her face. "You'll see. Now, let's go find an alcove for a few minutes before you walk me back."
"But it's only twelve minutes to curfew. If we go now, I can just make it back," he told her.
Tracey bit her lip, her eyes turning into pleading puppy dog eyes and her hand slipping into his. "You would leave your intended to just wander alone on her own?"
Neville knew he was had. With a small huff he looked at her unimpressed. "You are not getting your way on this." He suddenly jerked his head, thinking he heard footsteps.
Tracey giggled and started to run up the stairs. They would have to go to the fifth floor, then back down. Neville took off with her.
"It would be nice if we could stay in the library after nine," a girl said.
"Oh, come off it, Becca. I'm already tired and it's only Monday," another girl retorted.
"Come on," Tracey encouraged, trying to stifle her laughter.
"Are they going to be targets?" Neville asked. They cleared the railing of the fifth floor just as two older girls came into the stairwell. Neither of them looked up.
"No," Tracey mouthed to him. They ran into the old classroom areas and around the curved hall. Tracey stopped when they neared the stairwell again. "We should wait here for a few minutes. I see a few others going to your common room.
"What did you do?"
"If I got it right, you should see in as soon as they pass the runes," she smiled maniacally.
"And here I thought the Gryffindors were the only troublemakers," he said jokingly to her.
"Us Snakes are just sneakier about the trouble we make."
Neville snorted. "I thought Harry was a bad influence on me at times."
Tracey stopped peering around the edge. "Something you not telling me about?"
Neville shook his head. "No. He has just broken more rules than just about anyone. Hermione too."
"Well, they are Gryffindors. None of your lot are usually subtle... oh, hush," she said, suddenly growing very serious as she looked out from their hiding place again.
Neville peered around the corner to see what was happening. Fred and George were walking up from the lower levels with Lee Jordan. The way they were talking it was apparent they were up to something.
Tracey grabbed his forearm, her hand tightening more and more on his arm as they got closer to the stair. Neville watched as they stepped on it. For a heartbeat, he thought Tracey had been found out again, but when they stepped up to the next step, it happened.
With a puff of golden smoke coming from their hair, their heads down to the center of their chests were obscured. Tracey's hand clenched in a painful way. Then, a second later, the smoke disappeared, and the two redheads were now sporting giant lion manes around their head.
The twins looked shocked, and Tracey's face went from concern, to shock to adulation.
"What the bloody hell," one of the twins cried out.
That was all it took. Tracey let out a whoop as Lee started to laugh at them. Neville, forced to move as one of the twins looked up, pushed Tracey back into the hall and put his hand over her mouth. She was too jubilant to calm down as she laughed and tried to talk through his hand. "Trace, shut it or they will find us," Neville said as a warning.
As a response, her tongue licked his hand.
"Gross! How old are you?" he asked, taking his hand away.
"DID YOU SEE THAT!" she just about yelled in her excitement. "Nev! I did it! It only took fourteen tries, but I did it! I can say I pranked the Weasley twins, and they don't know who did it!"
"If you keep going like that, they will," he hissed back at her, looking around frantically.
"I did it! I can't wait to tell Daphne," she kept going.
"How about telling the whole castle!" he whisper-yelled.
"I did it! I did it!" she started to childishly chant at him.
Neville, not wanting to get into a prank war with the twins, had to find a way to shut her up. The only sure way he knew was to occupy her mouth. He pushed her against the wall and then put his mouth over hers as she started to spout off how to do the next prank. It took a few seconds for her to get the hint.
By the time the twins, still sporting huge lion manes, ambushed them, Tracey was more into Neville's tongue in her mouth than talking.
"Gotcha!" one of them yelled, his wand out and pointing at them.
Tracey gave a little squawk as Neville pulled away. His wand jumped to his hand and met George’s. He was glad for all the months of extra training. The other twin was just behind the first and Lee suddenly sprang up from the other side of the hall.
Neville and Tracey were breathing a little hard. In the last two minutes it took for them to setup this trap, Tracey had been very into the kiss and Neville had not complained.
"Oh, just Longbottom and Davis," one of the twins said disappointedly.
Tracey started to laugh. "Love the new hairdo," she commented.
Neville gave a slight smile. She did deserve this victory.
The other twin narrowed his eyes. "What would you know about it?"
Lee came to their aid. "You think Longbottom and Davis would do this?"
"She is a snake," the first twin accused.
Tracey's demeanor changed instantly. "And what is that supposed to mean?" her voice was calm and steely. Neville knew that voice and knew this would not end well.
"It means you are sneaky and resourceful enough to do this... and possibly the other pranks in the last month or so," the twin in the back said rather suspiciously.
"Is that all you mean?" Tracey challenged
Lee looked at them. The first twin said, "Some of those pranks were rather sophisticated."
"And rather clever. I almost missed the paper attached to underside of my collar," the other responded.
"Damn, I thought I hid that well," Tracey snapped.
Neville had to stifle his grown.
"That was her? I thought it was that Hufflepuff that keeps trying to get you," Lee stated.
"Oh, bloody hell," Tracey replied.
The twins both got slightly evil smirks and lowered their wands. "Very well played, Miss Davis," the twin in the back said with a bow.
"That was quite clever. How did you do it though? I didn't detect any potions or charms," the other replied before bowing to her.
Tracey curtsied. "Let me know if you figure it out," she replied rather coyly.
"Oh, we will," the one in back said.
"Of course, one turn deserves another," the second said.
"You are right, Forge."
"Tell me about it, Gred."
"You know I am always game," Lee pipped up.
As much as he wanted out of this, he wouldn't leave Tracey. "You do anything to Tracey, you will have to deal with me," Neville warned.
Tracey moved and kissed his cheek. "I can handle myself, luv. If you three think you can get me, you're welcome to try. Now, come, Nev. You need to walk me back before we are too late."
She took his hand and pulled him away, her nose in the air.
"You know this means war," Gred said with a broad smile.
Tracey shrugged. "My only request is to leave Harry, Daphne, Hermione and Hannah out of it. They have claimed neutral parties."
"Greengrass, heh?"
Tracey stopped to give the three boys a look. "I mean it. I like to play. She will win."
The three older boys looked at her with broad smiles, smiles that fell a little after a moment. "Alright. Greengrass and the others are neutrals. We won't be blames for friendly fire or collateral damage."
Tracey shrugged. "It's your heads. Walk me back."
Neville left them. Once he was sure they were out of earshot, Neville groaned. "Did you have to drag me into this?"
"You didn't have to defend me, as sweet as it was," she told him, moving in close and hopping to kiss his cheek.
He chuckled. "How much of a gentleman would I be to leave you to them?"
"That is why you are a Gryffindor and not a Slytherin. They would leave their women to fight their own battles unless there was no other option," she told him.
"Gran always says once you are betrothed, you are always a team. You mess with one, you mess with both," Neville replied.
Tracey giggled and wrapped both her arms around his left arm. "That is why I like you."
They both stopped when they turned a corner and came face to face with Professor McGonagall and two Aurors. The professors and Aurors stopped talking and Neville and Tracey stopped when the Headmistress turned to them. "Mr. Longbottom and Ms. Davis, I do believe I heard the nine-thirty bell not long ago."
"I'm sorry, professor. I got us lost on a walk," he said. There was that Gryffindor in him protecting Tracey. "I am going to escort Ms. Davis to her common room."
The woman's eye rose a little. After a moment, she nodded her head. "Make it quick."
Just as they walked past, they heard Professor McGonagall say, "Next time, when you get lost, you may want to make sure your ties and such are straightened out afterwards or I may give you a detention."
"Yes, ma'am," he said.
They were down the hall and to the stairs to the dungeons before Tracey lost it. "Merlin, did she just tell us not to get caught snogging?'
Neville gave a nervous chuckle. He was much more confident than he was a year ago, but there were still times that people like McGonagall made him nervous. On the other hand, he knew Tracey liked him more confident. It took a lot to not sound trepidatious as he said, "We could practice now."
The smirk Tracey gave him had her drag him into an alcove in the upper dungeon behind a suit of armor.
Neville still had a smile on his face and thought it totally worth it when he was caught by Filch an hour later on his way back to Gryffindor Tower.

  -oOo-


  March 20, 1995


  London, England

Daphne was sitting between Susan and Hermione. Behind them where Neville, Blaise and Ernie. Michael was sitting with his father today on the main floor. Now that he was seventeen, his seat should be with his father at equinox and solstice meets. They were looking down at the Bones seat. Harry sat just behind Madam Bones. He would not be able to claim the Potter seat for a few years still, but the way he was sitting it looked like he belonged there.
He sat tall, his face impassive and slowly looking around the room. His green eyes radiated a power today. A power Daphne liked very much. The only sign that he was nervous or didn't like to sit so still was a bouncing leg. Her Harry really didn't like all this pomp, but he was starting to do it well.
Hermione leaned over. "He's very nervous."
"He is, but Harry will do well,” Daphne said confidently.
"How can you tell?" Susan enquired.
"Look at his leg bouncing and his eyes. Harry only lets his power show when he thinks there is danger or he is nervous," Hermione answered.
"Father has said his grandfather was a force to recon with," Daphne added.
Hermione took on a small smirk. "Tell me you don't like seeing him like that?"
Susan giggle as Daphne stuck her nose up. "I will not deny I am pleased he is my intended."
"If you hadn't got him, I can think of half the school that would try," Susan teased.
Daphne's dark brown eyes flashed. "They can try, and they will fail."
"Has anyone told you can be scary, like Harry, when you want?" Hermione remarked.
"Then you should know not to start anything with us," Daphne told her, a small smirk playing at the side of her mouth. "It is not like you are any better when you get going."
Hermione just gave her a glare.
A rather boring reading of a new tax bill was going on. She would have preferred to be in Runes today, instead of listening to this dry rambling, but she wanted to make changes and this was a sacrifice she had to make. When Harry and her were married, and her father was ready to retire, she did want to sit the Greengrass seat until her eldest could take it.
It was another half hour before the bill was sent to a committee for other changes.
Chief Warlock Doge banged his gavel.
"Now, to the less than desirable business today. We have three cases that the Wizengamot are required to ratify the punishments or vote on others. As you know, only the whole Wizengamot is required when it involves those that are, or were, one of our own," the Chief Warlock said.
Daphne looked around to see many of the reactions as the Chief Warlock went on. Sections usually dominated by the Conservatives were looking a little sparse today. Four Lords were already in Azkaban, three more would probably join them, two dead, not to mention four more that were on the docket to be censured today. Of the seven going to Azkaban, four of them were looking at being voted out of the Peerage. It was not looking good for those around Malfoy and Parkinson.
"The first sentencing that will be taken up is the House of Malfoy. The Regent of House Malfoy, Narcissa Malfoy, has submitted a plea of guilty in exchange for information and a fine. The recommendation is to accept the plea deal and censure the seat of Malfoy until the Scion petitions to regain the seat," Doge said.
Her father stood. "Point of order! That is not the recommendation from the court," he said. He was not the only one to stand, but he was the loudest and highest in the peerage.
Daphne looked around. She knew her father wanted the Malfoy's seat claimed by another. The Malfoy's had dominated the Wizengamot for decades and he wanted them gone. Being with Harry, she wasn't so sure she shared her father's philosophy of total destruction to their enemies anymore. In the few weeks since Pansy had returned, she was quiet, reserved and hadn't made a fuss. What if they could find ways to reform and moderate those that were their enemies? How much stronger would the House of Greengrass, and the House of Potter be, to have a larger base? Even if it was more diverse and they didn't always see eye to eye.
"This is just a ploy to eliminate Houses that go against Lord Greengrass and his allies," a younger man said angrily. Next to him was the elder Liege Winters. The older man did not look well and had passed the Lordship to his forty-nine-year-old son today. Apparently, the apple was still attached to the tree with that one.
"I am not eliminating a house. The Malfoys will still be part of the Sacred Twenty-Eight, but I think it has been proven they are not responsible enough to be part of this august body," her father argued. "I vote to transfer his seat to a house that is eligible. There are thirteen houses that are old enough to take a peerage seat."
Harry leaned into Madam Bones, who gave him a very slight nod to whatever he said. She wished she could be in the seat next to him. If they were to marry, they could share seats next to each other once they were old enough and her father passed his vote to her. Unless she had a third child, and they revived the Peverell or Glamorgon Houses. Then she could sit regent until their children were old enough.
Doge banged his gavel. "That is enough, my Lords. Before we take up the proposal from Lord Greengrass, we need to vote on the proposal from the DMLE. Do I have a show of wands to accept the recommendations for debate and vote?"
Her father sat. He schooled his face, but she could tell he was fuming.
"Who would your father want to take the seat?" Hermione asked.
"Probably someone like the Brocklehurst or Adams. They have been relatively neutral houses and he probably thinks he can guide them after they are raised up," Daphne replied.
"I would have thought Diggory or Heatherhoc," Susan put in.
"Diggory was known to work with Dumbledore and Heatherhoc isn't quite old enough yet. They have only been seven generations magical. I doubt the Wizengamot would raise anyone less than ten, unless it was an Order of Merlin, like Hermione, or supported by one of the Elder Houses" Daphne replied.
"Aren't you an elder house," Hermione questioned.
"Father still prefers age and purity of blood when he can," she said, not quite keeping the disdain out of her voice. Perhaps Harry and the others were being more an influence on her than she thought.
"I still think this is backwards. I want to see this turn into a democracy," Hermione put to them.
She nodded. She wasn't sure if that was what she wanted yet or not.
When the vote was done, her father had voted against it, but it came out one-hundred thirty-four to ninety-six. She sat quietly like she was expected to. Before, she didn't mind acting like this. It was how she had been raised and trained. That was until Harry, Hermione and Neville had shown them they could still speak their minds and be heard, even respected.
There was no way she was going to let Harry get away from her. She enjoyed how he made her feel and the freedoms he was willing to give her without any deals.
The final vote passed as the DMLE had proposed. Until such time Draco petitioned the Wizengamot to take back his seat, it would be censured and unable to be represented.
"Next is the case of House Parkinson. House Parkinson had declared a blood feud with House Potter. Per the blood feud, Parkinson is to have its fate decided per House Potter. That shall be declared before the Wizengamot votes on the sentence of Lord Parkinson. Regent Potter, please present yourself," Chief Warlock Doge offered, his hand indicating the podium before him.
Madam Bones and Harry stood and made their way to the front of the hall. Harry was not technically old enough to take up his seat, but he was old enough to claim his Scion rights, meaning it would be his responsibility to speak. She was satisfied to see him walk down, his back stiff, his head up, his face rather impassive. Now, if they could just get it so that his eyes weren't quite so expressive… though, she had to admit she rather liked his eyes that way.
They were showing a little fear that was mostly drowned out by a fierce determination.
Madam Bones took the podium first. "My fellow Lords and Ladies, House Potter stands before you today in response to a blood feud called by the House of Parkinson. Scion Potter has taken up his responsibilities and has elected to declare the results of the feud. I ask you to recognize Scion Harry Potter; the Scion of House Potter, House Peverell and House Glamorgon."
There was some muttering and talk, but no one objected as she stepped aside. Harry stepped up, putting a parchment on the dais. "Thank you, my Lords and Ladies of the Wizengamot. I, Harry James Potter, Scion to the Houses of Potter, Peverell and Glamorgon, stand before you to satisfy the terms of a blood feud called by House Parkinson. As part of the feud, House Parkinson called on their allies, House Malfoy, and the ally of House Potter, House Greengrass, came to our aide."
Harry looked up for a second before looking back down at the parchment. "Per the formal rules laid out by both houses, the feud was to be decided by either contest or court. With the Wizengamot court finding the House of Parkinson to have wronged House Potter three times, two of which almost led to the death of myself and the heiress I am in a formal courtship. Do the potential of the damages, House Potter is claiming all moneys, properties, lands and titles of Parkinson..."
"You can't do this! This feud was not ratified by the full Wizengamot," a woman yelled out.
Doge banged his gavel. She watched Harry as he stood there. His eyes came up and met Lady Esmond's. The older woman glared at him.
"Out of order, Lady Esmond. This has already been decided as Lord Parkinson agreed to the court to ratify the blood feud," Doge called out.
She saw the power in Harry's eyes and felt her attraction to him. Lady Esmond saw it too and sat back down.
"It brings me no pleasure in this, but House Potter was not the one to declare this blood feud," Harry said in a voice that wasn't loud, but it carried throughout the room. Merlin, he was going to be powerful someday, she thought to herself. "May I continue, Chief Warlock?"
"If there are any other outbursts, I will fine the House," Doge commanded. "Please continue, Scion Potter."
"Thank you. House Potter is claiming all moneys, properties, lands and titles of Parkinson. House Potter is electing not to carry on the Lordship of Parkinson and announces its dissolution in the Wizengamot," Harry clearly stated. There were strangled sounds from some, but no one interrupted. "As for the disposition of all Parkinson holdings, a deal has been agreed upon with the remaining House members. The House of Potter will allow the House of Parkinson to keep selected family heirlooms and enough money to keep their stations. All other heirlooms and properties shall be liquidated and put into a trust managed by House Potter. The first philanthropy works to come out of the trust shall be donations to Hogwarts School of Witchcraft and Wizardry, St. Mungo's Hospital for Magical Maladies and various organizations and families that have accepted in orphans and to prepare future families to accept orphans."
Harry finished and looked up, waiting for any challenges. When none came, he stepped back, and Madam Bones stepped forward.
"House Potter has no claims over any allies of House Parkinson since they did not acknowledge the blood feud and House Potter allies have had no impact on this decision since there was no contest. House Potter considers this blood feud paid," she stated.
Her father didn't look as pleased, but it wasn't his place to say anything. Daphne was pleased she would not have to carry on the name.
Daphne moved her hand to move the bracelet on her wrist. She ran her hand over the crests of the Potters, then the Greengrasses. Did Harry really mean he wanted to join their houses? Would he accept the Greengrass name? That would mean all their children would be of both Houses. That was a thought she very much liked.
"With the dissolution of the Lordship of Parkinson, the Wizengamot will refer the sentencing of Mr. Parkinson back to the lower court. Next, the House of Nott," the Chief Warlock spoke up.
Daphne didn't have anything against Theodore Nott. Blaise and Theodore had been friends for years, and he never seemed that pleased to be with Malfoy and that lot, but she was not as forgiving to know his father had been part of the conspiracy to kill her. He had also been found guilty in ending the lines of Banker and Devlin in the last war.
As expected, the house was stripped of its Lordship. The now ex-Lord Nott was sentenced to the veil. She suspected Parkinson would soon be joining him.

  -oOo-


  A little later...


  London, England

Harry was happy to have Daphne take his arm when they walked out of the Wizengamot. "You did well," she said quietly as they walked towards the elevators.
"I was afraid I wouldn't," he said back equally as soft.
Madam Bones was in a conversation with her father before them.
"As upset father is with the loss of two Lordships today, he is happy that the family names will go on," she told him.
"I was hoping Malfoy would lose," Harry told her.
"The Malfoy's power has just about been destroyed for now. Draco won't be able to petition to take up his Lordship until he is twenty-one," she comforted him.
"Yeah," he replied. "I let Pansy keep the courtship with Draco, if they want."
"I knew you would," she said.
"Come along, you two. We need to meet the others for lunch and then get back to start debates on the next Minister," Anders called to them as her father and Madam Bones got into the lift.
"Where is Sirius," Harry asked as they joined them.
"He is talking with Lord Brown and Lord Patil. He will join us if he can," Amelia answered.
Maybe only half the Wizengamot was leaving the Ministry right now. Many were staying and politicking for the Minister. Many with young heirs, like themselves, were going to lunch. Harry had Daphne go through the Floo fire before him. After she did, Amelia came in close to him. "Be careful and don't leave Daphne's side once we are in Diagon Alley."
He looked up to her a little concerned. "Are you afraid we will be attacked?"
"I prefer to be prepared. There are Aurors around the alley, but you never know what might happen," she warned him.
Harry nodded and then went through the Floo himself. Daphne was waiting for them, and they made their way to the Wand's End and a small private room today. They were joined by Lady Abbott and most of the other children of the alliance. Most of the others on the Wizengamot had stayed to politic today.
"Neville, I thought your gran was not going to run for Minister?" Blaise asked.
"After all the revelations in the trials the last few months, she only trusts our direct alliance and none of our parents or guardians are running," Neville replied to Blaise.
"I think she's done a good job the last few months," Hermione pipped up.
"Lady Carrow is not going to get enough votes," Susan said with finality.
"Neither is Lord Brown," Daphne declared. "Neither the Conservatives or Progressives have enough votes without the Moderates or Neutrals."
"Good thing we have just about all the Moderates and Neutrals then," Blaise said cheekily.
"Madam Longbottom has my vote," Harry added.
"I would like Madam Bones to vote my vote for her as well," Hermione said.
"You are all taking this rather seriously," Lady Abbott noted from behind them.
"You and my father have taken us all out of school to attend this meet today and tomorrow. Why should we not, Lady Abbott?" Daphne enquired.
"I think you should, but you should also be children," Lady Abbott replied.
"Does that mean we should talk about quidditch? The second round of inter-school matches are over Easter," Ernie spoke up.
"Hogwarts will win," Daphne said in a confident tone.
"You are only saying that because of Harry," Susan said with a smirk.
"Roger and the others are no slouches," Neville put in.
"But they aren't Harry. I bet he catches both snitches this time," Hermione said.
"I thought there were three," Blaise whispered to Ernie, who laughed.
Harry narrowed his eyes at the boys. He hoped they weren't saying what he thought they were. Daphne and him had started to roam their hands more, but he didn't like anyone talking about her like that.
Daphne must have heard them with the glare she gave them. "I will be happy to add another snitch to my collection."
Blaise must have caught her look because he gave her a cheeky grin. Hermione hit his arm. "Behave," she chastised.
Ernie and Harry laughed at Blaise and received looks from Daphne and Susan for it.
They were still joking around as they entered the restaurant. The waitress saw them to a private room. As the others went in, Harry said, "I’ll be right in. I have to go to the boy’s room," he told Daphne and Neville.
"We'll see you in a few," Daphne replied.
Harry nodded and went down the hall and back down the stairs. An Auror escorted him and checked the bathroom before Harry was allowed to step in. He hoped someday he could go somewhere without an escort. Looking around, the bath was modeled in marble and expensive looking light woods. There were three stalls to the right, a large, fancy double sink and a bench along the far wall. Harry thought it odd to see a wicker basket with towels and other items in between the sinks.
After relieving himself, he stepped up to the sink. Behind him, one of the stalls opened. Harry didn't pay attention as he made sure he didn't get his sleeves wet. He was just about done when the man next to him commented, "You have grown and look much better than the last time I saw you, Harry."
Harry's eyes widened. He slowly lifted his head. The man had a long, white beard, nighttime blue robes with silver embroidery, half-moon wire spectacles, piercing blue eyes... and a turban...
More than seeing a man that was supposed to be on the run, it was the turban on his head that brought up the fear response in him. Harry had faced a man once before that had worn a turban. That had not ended well.
The man's eyes met his own. The immense pressure on his head was immediate. Harry hissed as he made sure his mindscape was in order and the mountains so high that Dumbledore couldn't get over them without considerable effort.
Harry jumped back, reaching for his wand. Dumbledore seemed to be expecting it as Harry's left arm was suddenly yanked. Harry was pulled forward, his arm feeling like it was going be pulled out of its socket. On reflex, Harry went with the motion, charging Dumbledore instead.
For his age, Dumbledore was fast. His wand flicked. Harry only dodged the red spell by ducking and ramming his shoulder into Dumbledore's stomach. The man let out a grunt. Harry pushed past him, rolling and coming to his feet. He tried for his wand again and found himself pulled forward. Where he was already a little unbalanced, Harry was yanked off his feet and pulled into the air. He rolled again when he hit the floor. Two spells splashed next to him as he rolled.
He rolled again and as he came over, he saw Dumbledore's wand pointing towards him. He kicked out. Harry's foot connected with Dumbledore's knee as a spell left the man's wand. The old man cried out and Harry felt a pain in his shoulder as a cutting curse just clipped his shoulder. Gritting his teeth, he finally grabbed his wand as he rolled into a crouch. Before he was even fully up, he spat out, "Expelliarmus! Stupefy! Glacius! BOMBARDA!" 
Harry roared the last spell because the old man had his wand up and deflected the first two spells, cast something that turned his ice spell into water and then he shielded the blasting hex. That was about all the initiative Harry was going to have as the man's wand was already moving in an intricate pattern before the blasting hex hit the man's shield and crashed into the floor.
Harry made the smallest circle he ever had with the tip of his wand. "Protego!"
"We are not trying to kill him," Dumbledore chided as a nasty purple spell left his wand, followed by several spears of ice.
"The boy is just as useful maimed as he is whole," a high-pitched voice came from inside the turban.
Harry jumped to the side. The purple spell shattered his shield and the ice spears slammed into the wall behind him when he stepped out of the way just in time. Harry tried to get off a few cutting spells but was forced to shield after the second one as a cutting spell was returned to him. "I will refuse if you force me to hurt him," Dumbledore stated.
There was a sound of aggravation from the turban. Harry fought down the revulsion. The last time he had faced someone like this he had almost died... and he had killed Quirrell. That still bothered him. "Confodio!" Harry yelled a few times. Small jets of white light left his wand. He was hoping the piercing spell could get past the old man. Dumbledore brought his wand up and a shield came before him again. The man looked to be breathing a little heavier already.
"End this," the voice of Voldemort called out.
Dumbledore's arm moved, but he suddenly seemed to fight something. Harry took the split second hold up to yell, "Deprimo!"
At the same time, he reached for the knife inside his robes. It looked more out of reflex than anything else that Dumbledore shifted his wand just a fraction of an inch. It was all it took to send Harry's spell back at him. He tried to get a shield up, but the floor blew up at his feet.
An involuntary cry left his throat as he suddenly sailed through the air. He hit the wall with a solid crunch. His cut shoulder burst into pain. The knife clattered to the floor when his head hit the wall. He collapsed to the base of the wall. It was only the adrenaline of the battle that kept him from passing out. He caught an orange spell that he didn't recognize. "Protego!"
The shield caught the spell, but it shattered. He was hit with the white disarming spell before he could do anything else. His wand went sailing across the room towards the door. In the sudden silence, he could hear someone either banging on the door or trying to blast through it.
"You saved him, you idiot. Now, get us out of here," the disembodied voice snarled.
Dumbledore looked to be breathing heavier now, with small sweat beads on his brow. "I will not let you harm him. Not before it is time," Dumbledore shot back.
Harry groaned as he tried to breathe, and it felt labored.
There was a large blast against the door.
"Just get us out of here," Voldemort's voice commanded.
Dumbledore shook his head before ambling over, almost tripping on the hole that Harry's deflected spell had made. Once he reached Harry, the man took a shoe out of his pocket. "I really did want you to have a nice childhood before you died. You have forced my hand," the man said.
"Go fudder yourself," Harry managed to get out before he felt the hook behind his navel of a portkey.





  
    Chapter End Notes

    Harry Potter and his world belongs to J.K. Rowling, Warner Brothers and anyone that has received licensing rights. I am grateful she gives us the privilege of playing in her world.


  


      

  











The Dark Lords Downfall



    Chapter Notes

      
        See the end of the chapter for notes
      






  
  March 20, 1995


  London, England

"How is Nott going to take what happened with his House today," Ernie asked towards Blaise as they sat.
"Not really sure. He hates his father but was hoping to maybe move the family towards the Neutral side. Of course, his older brother would have to step aside to do that," Blaise replied.
Daphne got the implication but doubted the others did. Theodore would have to 'make' his brother step aside.
"Unfortunately, that is not an option anymore," her father said towards them. "I see you were all paying attention this morning?"
"Yes, father," she replied for them.
"I found it rather interesting," Hermione spoke up. "Is it always required to read out a bill or decree before voting on it? Madam Bulstrode didn't really say either way."
"That was just Lady Carrow being obstinate. She is not a supporter of the bill and probably hoped to bore everyone enough to just vote it off the docket for tomorrow," her father answered.
"I see," Hermione said, a clearly thoughtful look on her face.
Susan looked about ready to say something when the building suddenly shook. Except for the creak of the wood around them, there was no other indication something had just happened. It was like a small earthquake. While most in the room looked confused for a second, Madam Bones was knocking her chair over as she shot up.
Daphne was just starting to realize something was going wrong when three Aurors burst into the room. "Emergency! Blue one!" Madam Bones ordered as she fled the room.
"What is going on?" Lady Abbott demanded.
"I'm sorry, ma'am, but we must ask you all to take a bit of these ropes. You will be transported to a safe house," one of the Aurors demanded.
Daphne was up, as where most of the others. "Harry! He's in the bathroom," she cried out.
"Scion Potter will be along shortly. Now, please take the ropes," the man pressed.
Hermione was moving towards the door. They all were after a second. They would not abandon her intended.
"Daphne, stop!" her father barked out.
"I'm getting Harry," she said with a determination she never would have used against her father before. There was another violent shake to the building. It was enough she stumbled and had to steady herself against the wall.
"You must leave, now," the Auror ordered.
She was about to protest when a length of rope wrapped around her wrist. It did that to Hermione and Ernie before the Auror snapped out, "Safety!"
"Har..." The pull of a portkey behind her navel was all she got out before they were pulled out of the restaurant.

  -oOo-


  Downstairs...

"Get me into the room," Amelia snapped at the two Aurors outside the bathroom door. The building shook for a third time. Whatever was going on in there was violent. There were screams and the sound of people leaving the restaurant behind them. She had to trust that the other three Aurors would protect their backs.
"We can't," Auror Reece said, her wand coming up and trying a different unlock charm.
She growled. Her Hit Wizards would have already been through this ward. She was going to have to seriously look at the way Scrimgeour was training them. In the last few months, just about every major incident had occurred while they were on duty.
"Just blast the bleeding wall," she told them, her wand flicking at the wall. Her blasting hex smashed through, making a hole large enough for them to walk through. She didn't wait, charging through the hole. With another flick of her wand, all the plaster and dust in the air was blown away.
The bathroom was destroyed. There were two large holes in the floor. The sink was smashed. Two of the stalls were in splinters. What made her heart sink was that there was no sign of Harry.
The two Aurors followed her in, their wands up and looking for trouble. Her nostrils flared in her anger and worry. "Find him," she snapped at them. She lifted her wand and cast a homeo revelio. It was only her and the two idiots with her.
"There is no one here," Auror Williams said after a moment.
"I found a wand," Reece replied.
She turned to see the Auror picking it up.
"What the bloody hell are you doing picking that up," she snapped at the young Auror.
"I just thought..." the young woman started.
"It is evidence at a crime scene that you just potentially contaminated. Get the bloody fuck out of here and send in a Senior Auror," she admonished the woman. Reece dropped the wand and scurried out through the wall.
Amelia stormed over to the wand, the pit that was forming in her stomach hardened and she felt like it was rocketing to her toes. She recognized Harry's holly wand.
"Boss, there is a knife over here," Williams said, pointing to a dagger on the floor. It was one Harry had picked out from the Bones armoury at the end of last summer.
"I need a magical reversal squad here immediately," she yelled out through the door. "Williams, what the hell happened! You and Reece were supposed to be watching my nephew."
"We did, boss. I even checked the bathroom before he came in," the man said, looking at her with concern.
She had to take in a deep breath so that she didn't snap at the man again. She focused on her occlumency to calm herself. She had to be able to think clearly. Given the fact that Harry had not exited through the door and the rest of the walls were intact, she could only assume that he had been portkeyed away. Unless someone had figured out how to get through the apparition wards around Diagon Alley?
"Boss," a shaken Reece said from the hole in the wall.
She turned to the woman, her eyes hard and unforgiving at the moment. They had managed to eliminate most of the core of the die hard Blood Purists, but there were still more around. Harry could have been kidnapped by any of a dozen people that would love to get back at her right now.
"The others were taken to Safehouse three. The a Magical Reversal squad should be here in about two minutes," the woman informed her.
She just stood in the middle of the broken room, turning around to look for any clues she could. The only thing that caught her eye was a mound of cloth under the sink. It looked to have been protected under the half that had not been damaged.
She walked over, curious about this. It was out of place. Crouching down, it took her a moment to realize it was a partially unraveled turban. She couldn't understand why it would worry her so much, besides the fact it was so out of place...

  -oOo-


  Sometime...


  Somewhere along the Irish Sea...

Harry woke with a headache. The back of his head kept throbbing with his pulse. It took a few minutes to realize there was soft talking coming from nearby. Harry tried to focus on it and soon found he wished he hadn't.
"Run the scan again," a voice hissed in obvious anger.
"I have. Three times. I am telling you there is no trace of dark magic in his scar or anywhere else on his body," Dumbledore replied.
"Without the boy being a horcrux, I need to get one," the higher pitch voice of Voldemort hissed in anger.
"Tom, I think we need to rethink our plan," Dumbledore countered.
"That is clear, and don't call me Tom!"
Harry was able to open his eyes some. He was in a bedroom that was half the size of the one he had at Grace Hall, but bigger than the one he had at Privet Drive. The bed he was in was relatively comfortable. Except when he tried to move, he found he was bound to the bed with ropes. As he moved, he felt the hilt of the sword that was inside his robes. He was sure that he didn't have his wand or knife.
Dumbledore sighed and continued his conversation as Harry tried to look around the room. "Do we have to go over this again? I refuse to call you by some childish moniker. Why would you call yourself literally 'flight from death'?"
Voldemort hissed in annoyance. "I am immortal."
"No one is immortal. The whole reason we are working together is to reunite your soul."
"An impossibility if the one you suspected to be in the boy gone," Voldemort retorted.
Harry was surprised they were so engrossed in each other that they hadn't noticed him moving yet. He pulled at the ropes, hoping he could find a loose spot, but hadn't been able to yet.
"Yes, that was rather unexpected. Neither of us knew that a soul fragment could be removed without destroying the container it was in," Dumbledore commented as though it was a rather interesting academic problem.
There was a snarl. "I hated your musings when you were my transfiguration professor, and they are most annoying now."
Dumbledore chuckled. "You never could understand why the theory and speculation was so important. You only sought the knowledge and how to use it."
"What other use is knowledge for? Power is the only thing others respect," Voldemort countered.
"Yes, I do not disagree, but there is a difference in power and fear. You gained power through fear and missed how it destroyed you and all those around you," Dumbledore instructed.
Harry's head was starting to feel clearer. He wasn't sure that neither of them had gone round the twist and Harry didn't want to find out. The sword hilt was above his waist, but his hands were bound at his sides. He tried to struggle more.
"Enough of this inane prattle. What are we to do to get me a body again?" Voldemort demanded.
They both fell silent. Harry took this as a sign to stop struggling for the moment. He didn't want them to notice him yet. Not until Harry could free himself.
It was a few minutes before Dumbledore said in a very thoughtful voice, "I am unsure. I am inclined to believe that the prophesy truly has been fulfilled and the marking you gave him is gone."
"But he still burned you when you touched him," Voldemort reminded Dumbledore.
Harry saw the old man lift his hand and it looked like two fingers were missing. The revulsion Harry had felt when Quirrell had turned to ash because of him churned his stomach.
"Yes. That was surprising. I had assumed that once he was removed from the Dursley's and they were removed from Privet Drive that his mother's protection would have faded," Dumbledore commented.
"It hasn't, and I will not be some wraith again. Uphold your end of the bargain and unite my soul with a body," Voldemort hissed.
"In due course. First, we need to figure out what to do with Mr. Potter. It has already been a day and I have great faith that Amelia Bones will not give up until she finds him," Dumbledore remarked.
"Kill him," Voldemort hissed.
"As part of our deal, Harry is to remain unharmed unless strictly necessary to sacrifice him," Dumbledore said, more steel to his voice.
"Well, then we must move," Voldemort told him.
Dumbledore sighed. "I have no other safe houses and no allies. Last I saw in the papers, none of your most trusted associates are available. There is also the fact that you and I are probably the most wanted people in Britain, possibly Europe. Where would you have us go?"
There was an aggravated sound.
Harry tried loosening the ropes as they argued about where to go.
A creaking of the chair alerted Harry that he might have been seen.
Harry turned his head, looking towards the thing in the corner chair. Harry swallowed, not liking the look in the man's electric blue eyes.
"Nice to see you up. I was concerned you may have hit your head a little hard," Dumbledore said, getting up. “I have been hoping to talk to you," Dumbledore said conversationally.
"Let me go," Harry told him.
There was a chuckle from the back of Dumbledore's head. "We meet again, Harry Potter." This voice was menacing.
"Will you please refrain from scaring the boy, Tom? It really isn't necessary," Dumbledore chided.
"I want him dead, Dumbledore."
A rather annoyed look came over the older man's face. "That is how this whole mess began. Can you not think of a different way? Harry has proven he can better you. Would you give him a fourth chance to do so?"
"He is just a boy," Voldemort hissed.
It was like watching an old married couple on the tellie, only this one wasn't funny at all.
"You are right. He is just a boy," Dumbledore said.
"A boy that is going to kick your arse again," Harry yelled as he struggled against the ropes. He wasn't going to be killed by these insane wankers. He wanted to get back to Hogwarts. He wanted to get back to his family: Auntie Amelia, Sirius and Susan. He wanted to get back to his friends: Neville, Tracey and Hermione being top of that list. Most of all he wanted to get back to Daphne. He feared more what would happen to her if he was not able to escape.
"You will not get out of those ropes. I admit my spells are not as powerful without my old wand, but I am still a powerful wizard," Dumbledore told him.
"You are not as powerful as you think, squib," Voldemort hissed in parseltongue.
"I really don't like it when you do that. Please speak so I can understand what you say," Dumbledore requested.
"He called you a squib," Harry retorted before using his own parselmouth. "Who is the squib if you have to live off this old bastard!"
Voldemort's return hiss promised a painful death to Harry.
Dumbledore looked at Harry very disappointedly. "I had thought once the taint of Tom had left you, you would lose these dark powers."
Harry snorted. "Dark powers? You do realize that Voldemort and I descend from the same family? I am Scion Peverell, but the Gaunts also came from the Peverells," Harry replied.
Voldemort just about growled. "You steal my birthright!"
A wand came to Dumbledore’s hand, and the old man yanked his body as the thing on the back of his head yelled out "Avada Kedavra!"
The green spell left the wand and it hit a post of the bed. There was an explosion and Harry was tilted, the bed cocked and crooked. Harry felt the ropes loosen some.
"I said we will not kill the boy," Dumbledore said angrily. Harry looked to them. Dumbledore was breathing heavily. Harry could see the face in the back of Dumbledore's head for the first time. It was just as disgusting and malformed as it had been on Quirrell.
"The boy must die!"
"No," Dumbledore said determinately.
"Are you two old people done?" Harry goaded them. Perhaps he could get them to hit the bed again. The ropes weren't loose enough for him to free his hands yet, but he could move his arms some.
"There is no need to be so crude, Harry. I know you are much better cultured boy now," Dumbledore sounded disappointed in him.
Voldemort's red eyes landed on him. A shiver ran through Harry. They were cold and calculating. "He shares my blood?"
"Harry is not wrong. As far as I know, the Potters are descendants of Ignotius Peverell, while the Gaunts were descendants of Cadmus Peverell. There are old documents that many of the Peverell family were parselmouths," Dumbledore informed them as though teaching children.
Harry didn't like the look from the red eyes and started to struggle more.
He felt his right hand suddenly come loose. He went to reach for the button on his robes to try to get his sword when Dumbledore's wand suddenly shot up. "NO!" Dumbledore shouted as Voldemort screamed, "Legilimens!"
Harry was caught off guard, not expecting it and suddenly his mind crashed into his dream scape...

  -oOo-


  Inside Harry's mind...

Voldemort found himself surprised to be standing at the edge of a field of yellowing grass. Before him was a range of mountains, the height and sheer size of which he had never imagined before. the grass ran maybe a thousand feet up the sides before they became craggy, and snow covered. The shadow cast by them spanned miles behind him.
Voldemort looked side to side. It was apparent they slowly curved.
"I must say, I have never seen such a sight," Dumbledore said from besides him.
"What are you doing here? I didn't think you could join me," Voldemort accused venomously.
"It would appear that Harry is more powerful than I expected. I was pulled in and find I lack the power to exit at the moment," Dumbledore admitted.
"Squib," Voldemort snarked. "How were you ever named the most powerful wizard of our time?"
Dumbledore sighed. "I was very powerful. Since I lost the Elder Wand and spent time in Azkaban, I find my power and life waning. As my time approaches, I am starting to wonder what pain and destruction I wrought in the name of protecting those that I hurt. Many of them to protect them from you and Gellert."
"I am not some old, simpering nanny looking at the end of his life. Once I get what I want, I will be in my prime, and will forever stay that way," Voldemort assured the elderly man.
Dumbledore sighed again. It was getting rather annoying how much he seemed to do that over the last few weeks. "We all must face our mortality."
"Not me," Voldemort stated. "Now, how do we get over this. I can't seem to fly here."
Dumbledore concentrated for a moment. "How odd. I cannot either."
Voldemort pursed his lips. He had been able to leach some magic off his old nemesis. It wasn't enough though. It was like the man's magical stores were failing. Perhaps Dumbledore really was close to the end of his life. Now, Harry Potter, that was a much different story. Voldemort could feel the power pulsing through the mind scape they found themselves in. Between the boys magic and a rather unexpected iron will, he found it impossible to affect the surrounding environment. In his prime, Voldemort would have been able to bash through this. Once he had the power the boy possessed, he would again.
That was it though. He needed the boys power. That would be the only way for him to find his other horcruxes and bring himself back to power.
"Are you ready to leave? There are other ways to rejoin your soul," Dumbledore queried.
Voldemort understood the old man wanted his soul whole again so that he could banish Voldemort to the next world. That was not what was going to happen. Voldemort would regain his soul, then his body, and then the world.
"I shall get over this."
Dumbledore frowned. "The boy has been well trained. This is not common for someone with only a years’ experience to construct," the old fool warned him.
"Stay here. I am going on."
Scaling the mountains before him was going to be an impossibility without being able to climb or use his magic. Voldemort also felt a little unnerved. It felt like thousands of eyes were watching them, but he couldn't see or sense anything. The boy was far more accomplished than he would expect for his age. "There must be another way."
After searching around and finding nothing, Voldemort took off towards the base of the mountain, then turned right to walk around them. The annoying old man followed. "I must say, I have not seen a defense quiet like this. How do you think he is suppressing our magic?"
Voldemort snarled. "I will rip that from him once we find him."
They walked for a long time. It was the sound of water that pulled them to a cave. Dumbledore looked at it curiously while Voldemort looked at it critically. The cave was big. A waterfall was falling from the ceiling about a hundred feet in. Glowing mushrooms could be seen here and there.
"Shall we go through?"
"Are you fool?" Voldemort snapped. "There is magic here. The mountains don't feel it, but there is no mistaking it once we cross that threshold."
"Ah, yes. I did sense that, but there is no malicious feel to it. You yourself should know how a trap feels," Dumbledore said as though instructing him.
Voldemort's patience was wearing rather thin. He needed this boy's magic. Without the horcrux, he needed to leach it off. He couldn't do that without controlling the boy.
When they walked into the cave, Voldemort could feel the little power he had been able to steal from Dumbledore return to him. "Very interesting," the fool said, looking around in wonder.
He didn't have the time to figure this out. Using his magic to just check for traps, he lifted himself off the ground when he felt confident there was none. Taking off, Voldemort flew through the water. The chill of the water soon sank to be a bone-deep chill. Dumbledore followed at a more sedate pace.
As he shook the water off, Voldemort noticed that his magic reserves seemed less. He was getting impatient enough that he didn't think that a trap. He had the thought if the boy had gotten the idea from the goblins before heading into the semi darkness of the cave.
Eight more waterfalls met them in the long tunnel. He used a mind shield to prevent the sapping of his strength those times. If this had been real life, the mountains overhead would have been miles thick. Even at his prime, Voldemort was doubting he would have been able to just break through a mind barrier with such power. The mere thought of how strong this boy might be had him salivating. To capture this much magic would see him returned to his full form.
When he finally made it through, he was surprised. Voldemort had expected a castle or a fortress. He was expecting defenses that would shoot arrows, or ballistae or even modern muggle guns. What he did not expect was miles of rolling hills with flowers, grass, birds and he thought he caught a glimpse of a snake. Voldemort smiled at that. Even in another's dreamscape he should be able to control serpents.
"My, this is not what I expected," Dumbledore said from besides him as he regarded the surrounding area. "The boy is rather skilled, but still learning."
"Once I have his power, we will finish our deal."
Dumbledore frowned. "Tom, I think you are getting in over your head here. I wanted your soul to be combined. Without the fragment in Harry, I do not wish for his death anymore."
"You made a deal, Dumbledore. You sealed it with an oath. Shall I name you oath breaker?" Voldemort hissed. He hated his father's name.
"My oath was to see you whole again, and if that meant the death of this boy, then that was the price. I did not promise that would be the only price," Dumbledore said a little harshly.
Voldemort snarled. In his haste to get back to power, he had not listened to the oily man's words. The man should have been a Slytherin.
Another snake went across the path. Stop, he demanded of the creature. It did stop, and once it saw them, it started to move away as fast as it could towards the center of the meadows. You will stop! You will tell me where Harry Potter is!
The snake hissed back as it made its escape. Master is waiting in the middle.
When it didn't stop, a small worry went through him. Voldemort had never been denied by any snake. Never. Not even in his enemies heads.
Feeling more concerned, he imagined a snake and his magic flowed from his hand. A black mamba came out, hissing angrily and rolling over like it was in mortal pain. HURT! Master... the call of the other master... hurt!
This shook him. He had never seen such a reaction.
"Having issues, Tom?" Dumbledore asked rather serenely.
"Nothing that will not be solved once I get Potter," he said confidently. He had to banish the snake.
With a set determination, Voldemort lifted his feet again, and flew through the air. All around him he could feel memories. He wasn't sure where they were though. Most would keep such precious things in safely guarded area. He thought he saw a bubble float out into the field and when it landed on the grass, a flower took shape.
"Rather ingenious," Dumbledore muttered.
"What is?" he found himself asking.
"Harry's memories. They are all around us, but I can't tell you how to exactly see them. They appear to be in the flowers, and some of the birds, but if you touch them, it is just a flower," Dumbledore said, touching a flower. "A dissociation of the central memory system is a rather advanced technique. I wouldn't even know where to start to find what I am looking for."
Voldemort stopped. Dumbledore was looking around. Why hadn't he seen that? Next to him was a set of flowers that where such a dark purple they looked almost black. "Impossible. He is only thirteen. It takes years to get to a point like this."
"Harry is fourteen, getting closer to fifteen. I agree. This is rather advanced for one so young," Dumbledore said, leaning down to study the flower he was looking at.
Out of frustration, Voldemort grabbed one of the flowers, tore it off the stem and as he went to crush it, the memory assaulted him. It was so strong that his own mind barriers were stripped away as the scene unfolded...

  A boy, perhaps seven or so, was standing in the middle of a very clean muggle kitchen. He was shivering as a walrus of a man stood over him. As he did, the man was unbuckling his belt.


  "I didn't say anything, Uncle Vernon. I just went to school and came home, just like you told me," the boy said.


  The man’s belt came off. “I got a call from a bobby saying a teacher thought you might be a little small and skittish around adults. They just wanted to check in on you.”


  “I didn’t do anything,” the boy said, fear clearly in his eyes before his screams came after every clap of the belt on his back...

Voldemort didn't think he could really feel anymore, but the pure fear the boy felt as he begged that he didn't do it, and then the sting of the belt across the boys back had him stagger out of the path and fall onto the grass.
As the memory faded, he found himself retching. Even as an abandoned orphan living in an orphanage, he had never felt such despair and fear. He was the one that was feared.
When he looked up, a black-tinted bubble, about three inches wide, was floating over him. Dumbledore was looking at him curiously. "I take it that was not a pleasant memory?"
Voldemort looked up at him, his lip curling into a snarl. "I may enjoy torturing and killing, but I have rarely felt what my victims felt. Who is that man? He could be one of my greatest followers."
Dumbledore stepped over to the bubble and looked into its surface. "That is Vernon Dursley. Harry's uncle. He is a muggle..." The man watched the scene and after a moment his lips pursed. "I didn't believe Amelia that the boy had been treated this way."
Voldemort sneered. "A muggle can instill that type of fear? You must be wrong. A magical child would never allow that to happen to him. The man must be at least a squib."
"I am afraid not," the aged wizard said, his face looking longer the longer he watched the memory. "Not all wizards are like you, Tom. As much as you may not have like the orphanage, you were fed, you were clothed, the matron and the staff tried to make your life bearable and give you all the love they could. Surely, this must be one of the worst memories that Harry has?"
Voldemort looked around. He needed this boy, but if his spirit was already damaged, then he might not be able to get as much magic out of him as he would like. "If all the black flowers are indications, I would think there is a fair number. What did you do with the boy?"
Dumbledore stood up and followed his gaze. There were patches of all types of flowers, but there were more of the black ones than should be for someone so young. Dumbledore didn't say anything.
After a moment, Voldemort turned and floated to the top of the hill. When he got there, he saw a small town in the distance that was reminiscent of Hogsmeade. It was dominated by a Quidditch stadium in the center. In the town were a few houses and a cobbled path linking them all together. Beyond it, miles away, he could just make out a large forest on the far side.
After snakes not listening to him and seeing that memory, Voldemort felt cautious when there was no apparent defences around the town. He made his way down, looking around. As he got closer, there were more birds, and caught sight of a runespore and a few simple grass snakes, who all took off towards the town, no matter what he commanded of them.
When they got to the town, there were bubbles of all sorts of colours. They floated in the air. Some just aimlessly moving about. Others were coming of going from the stadium. As he looked around, trying to determine where the boy could be, a voice echoed through the town.
"I haven't finished coming to terms or cataloging everything yet, so it's still a bit messy around here," the voice of Harry Potter came to them.
Voldemort watched as a large pink bubble came by. He hissed in pain as it felt like a spike was jamming into his head. In it, he could see a rather randy session of Potter snogging a girl. Luckily, they had clothes on, but their hands were wondering. The rather strong emotional feelings the boy was feeling towards her seemed to be causing the pain. He lashed his hand out, his hand burning at the touch before the bubble floated away. When it was twenty feet or more, the pain lessened.
"Interesting," Potter commented.
"Yes, it has been my long belief that love is a powerful magic. I take it you and Ms. Greengrass are rather close?" Dumbledore enquired.
"I don't see that as your business," Harry replied. "I don't see anything in my head as your business."
"Yet, you display it so easily," Voldemort replied.
"I let you in, that doesn't mean it was easy," Potter replied.
Voldemort looked around, trying to figure out where Potter was. He could feel the consciousness of the boy, but he couldn't pinpoint it.
"Here, if you really want more memories, take a look,” Potter offered.
Voldemort felt the pain, his face contorting with it as dozens of pink bubbles raced towards him. Dumbledore stepped back, looking on in mild curiosity.
The pain started as a feeling in his gut. Then it spread across his skin. As the bubbles came closer, it started to creep into his bones. They were mostly filled with the girl Dumbledore called Greengrass.
Imagining a shield around him, it did nothing to shield him from this boy. The feelings he had for Greengrass were strong and deep. They felt like they were roots of his true self. The feelings of caring, adoration, wonder... love... ripped through his magic. Voldemort thought he would be strong enough to take on this boy after how easily had been able to get a foothold in Dumbledore.
The pain in his body had him scream as he fell to the ground.
"Harry, I think that enough," Dumbledore said.
The boy snorted. "Why? You two kidnap me, invade my mind and casually talk about taking over my magic or kill me and I should just give up? I was told that this man was the greatest Legilimancer in the world, and all it takes is some of my lesser memories of Daphne to make him a slobbering idiot on the ground?"
Voldemort could feel the boys anger at him, but he wasn't wrong. The pain of the memories had dropped him to the floor, and he was drooling as the memories were backed off. How had the boy become so strong? They needed to get out of here, but he wasn't sure how to do that without incapacitating the boy.
"You don't understand what I am trying to achieve, Harry. I need Tom's soul whole to redeem him. If you keep causing him such pain, then I fear you may break his magic," Dumbledore said.
"Ha," Potter let out.
Voldemort rolled over and got to his feet, his joints popping as he did so.
"You don't know, do you?" Potter asked.
"That you are no longer a horcrux or a child of prophecy? I admit I did not realize that when I took you from Diagon Alley. Now that you are not, we need not do this, and you need not kill Tom."
"Will you stop calling me that," Voldemort spat at the man. "Enough. Where are you Potter! Come out and face me before I start tearing your mind up. It would be better if I don't, but I can use you either way."
"Dumbledore, you still think I don't need to kill him?" Potter's voice was hard.
Voldemort looked up to see a large black bubble floating down towards them.
"You would sunder your soul like that?" Dumbledore asked, looking up. Voldemort looked past the bubble and finally saw the boy on the top of one of the quidditch towers. A swarm of golden birds around him. Dumbledore went on, "Your mother didn’t sacrifice herself for you to become a killer, Harry. If you just let us out, I can convince Tom to let you go and we will never need to see each other again."
"How do I know what my mother wanted for me? I don't want to look over my shoulder for the rest of my life. I won't let you hurt my friends or family. I see what is in that things head. He will never have Daphne! Do you realize that this thing is the last piece of Tom Riddle?" Potter yelled at them.
Voldemort's eyes widened. He had just been thinking that once he had Potter's body, he would use the girl to give him a child. A child of his own blood would be the best way to be reborn.
Dumbledore frowned. "Harry, that will not happen."
"Enough. You are mine," Voldemort yelled out, black strands streaking out of his fingertips.
They streaked towards the boy, who blinked. A dozen of the golden birds shot out, intercepting his strike. Where they hit, he had a jolt of pain shoot through him, and then snakes rained down from the sky. Ashwinders, cobras and runespore fell not far from him.
Attack the boy! he ordered, putting all the power he could into his parselmouth.
The snakes hissed at him, promising death before advancing. It was only then that he noticed the dozens of snakes around him. He tried to order them to attack Potter again, but soon was forced to attack the snakes. There was a feel to them that they meant to kill him. He had never felt that from a snake, not even when he had met Nagini or Ssssahassa in the Chamber of Secrets.
As his black strands of magic lashed out and cut them to pieces, more snakes came in.
"Harry, that is enough! You do not need to do this," Dumbledore demanded.
The boy sounded frightening as he said, "The two men that just about ruined my life are in my head. I think I rather do. Do you not remember why you sent me to my relatives?"
Voldemort had just enough to see the large black bubble suddenly charge Dumbledore. The old man tried to get a mind shield up but was forced to raise his arm as the entire upper half of his body was consumed by the bubble.
The distraction allowed an ashwinder to get through his defences and suddenly he felt the pain of the bite in his leg.
Voldemort stumbled back, his magic wildly flinging out. There was the sound of shattering glass and the screams of snakes before he felt another bite. "NO!" he screamed, sending out a ball of black magic. Every snake within twenty feet was suddenly vaporized.
He fell to this knees, panting at the magic exertion.
STOP, the boy hissed out. The remaining snakes stopped and backed away.
Voldemort looked up the tower. "How? How have you done this? I am the greatest Legilimencer in the world."
In a blink of an eye, Potter was suddenly standing a few meters away. "I actually have you to thank for some of this. Andi found that my core is more mature and stronger because of the years I had to fight off your little present. She showed me how to channel that into this," the boy told him, indicating his mind scape. "I know I am not an expert yet, but you are a lot weaker than I expected, and with no real imagination."
He snarled at the boy. His body was feeling beat up and in more pain than any other time except that night he had been defeated the first time by this boy. "Listen, boy. Once I get my powers back, I will be coming for you."
Potter shook his head. "I am afraid you won't. I really never wanted to kill anyone, that was until I realized the only people, I ever really killed were you or those you possessed, Tom."
"DON'T USE THAT NAME," he bellowed.
"Tom. Tom. Tom," the boy repeated as though he was a child. “Have I told you how I hate being called ‘boy’, Tom?”
"STOP!" Voldemort screamed in anger.
He tried to lash out at the boy with his magic. It shot out and then dissipated a few feet from him. His eyes widened to realize that his magic was failing. It refused to obey him. "What have you done!"
For the first time in many years, he had the sudden fear that he might actually die...
"I have been determined that my mind is my own. I have been demeaned, abused, violated..." the boy looked to the prone form of Dumbledore, still stuck in the bubble, "...tortured, threatened and feared for my life enough. I have people that I do not want to see hurt. People that I love..." The boy snorted. "I never thought I would really say that. No thanks to you and Dumbledork over there."
"What did you do?" he demanded. He felt like parts of him were starting to go missing. Looking down, he could see small bits, like ash in the wind, starting to peel off his robes.
"Andi taught me how to use my magic to attack others. To use my magic to eat away at theirs. It's a Black family secret, apparently. One Andi taught me since I do have Black blood in me. Usually, it will just weaken a person, but they can recover, with time. Since you have no body and no real soul, Andi wondered what might happen. I think it is eating up your magic. If I was to guess, you are dying Tom," Harry told him. The boy looked a little disturbed by what he was saying but was resolute in his actions.
"This can not be! I am immortal!"
Potter shrugged. "Maybe, but wouldn't you need a horcrux for that? Last I was told, they are all destroyed."
Voldemort's eyes went as wide as they could. Flakes of soot were now falling from his hands. It was like when Quirrell burned up and turned to ash. The difference this time was that Voldemort could feel it. He could feel his magic failing and the void of the beyond starting to take him. "No. No. No. No. This isn't possible."
Potter shrugged again. "Doesn't seem impossible."
"NO!"

  -oOo-


  Harry's Mind

Harry watched the man turn to dust and float away. He didn't want any part of that in his mind, so he imagined it to be carried beyond the mountains and dropped into a pit that would throw it out of his mind.
His stomach churned to see the man dissolve, but he wouldn't let Voldemort hurt him or anyone he cared for again. If the prophesy hadn't been fulfilled before, it was now.
When the last of the man floated away, Harry couldn't keep his roiling stomach down anymore and he threw up. He wasn't sure if that was only in his mind or not, but the smell was unmistakable.
After taking a few to recover, he turned to Dumbledore. The man was still stuck in the worst memory Harry had. The flash of green light every few minutes was indicative of that. After seeing the flash for a second time, he willed the memory to return to its spot in the tower of the Quidditch Stadium. He still hadn't come to terms with that memory or what it had led to.
Once the old man was totally out of the memory, he fell to his knees, only catching himself on his hands before falling face first into the grass. The man looked very pale and his arms shaky.
Harry walked near him and sat on the grass next to the cobbled street. It was a few moments before Dumbledore looked up. Harry felt no compassion for the man. "Do you understand now why had to get rid of Tom?"
"What do you mean, get rid of Tom? Harry, my boy, how do you remember something so far back?" Dumbledore asked with a quivering voice.
"Tom will not be bothering me again. As for remembering, I have no idea. My next closest memory I can find was when I was about three. A slap to the face for crying because you are hungry is not what I bet most three-year-olds remember."
Harry took a grim satisfaction to see the man wince.
Dumbledore swallowed. "You really don't remember the love of your parents? I never believed that your relatives did that to you."
Harry snorted. "The only love I can ever remember before this past year is that memory you just saw. My mother gave her life for me. Andi says it was an act of love in its purest form. An act that activated the wards Lily Potter had put up to protect me. We are pretty sure the magic of her love is what gave the wards enough power to save me."
Dumbledore breathed out and moved to sitting in the grass. He looked to still be breathing a little hard. "How did you not turn out like Tom then? You have suffered far worse and seem a better man than I."
"No clue."
Dumbledore just looked at him for a long moment. "I have been such a fool for such a long time."
"No argument here," Harry replied cheekily.
"No, you don't understand, Harry."
"I think I do, sir. I heard you and Tom as you came in. You thought I would have to die. I think I may get it now and why I haven't been able to accept this memory. Amelia hasn't told me everything yet, but I have overheard a few things between her and Sirius. You set my family up to satisfy a prophesy that wasn't even active yet. I survived, marked by Voldemort. Everyone thought I was the boy who lived," Harry explained.
Dumbledore frown, his hand starting to rub his chest.
"Because I survived, the prophesy wasn't resolved, meaning one of us had to die. The fact the way I was marked, but a part of Voldemort's soul was in me, meant neither of us could live while the other survives. I was really scared when Andi and Auntie Amelia explained that the soul bit was slowly killing me. When they were able to get it out of me, the prophesy was satisfied."
Dumbledore closed his eyes, as though in pain. "I always thought that meant you would destroy Tom fully, not that it just meant the small piece that was in you."
"Prophesy is fickle and only really known in hindsight, from what Sirius told me."
"I am afraid you are right my boy. If you will let me out, I will release you. I think it time for me to fully retire," Dumbledore said, rubbing his chest harder.
"Yes, sir," Harry replied, forcibly throwing Dumbledork out of his mind...

  -oOo-


  Somewhere along the Irish sea...

Harry woke with a groan. When he realized that Dumbledore was laying on the floor, the face of Voldemort gone from the back of his head, he let out a sigh. His magic felt strained, and he was tired. As weak as Voldemort and Dumbledore were, holding onto their magic like that and weakening them had drained him. He would have to buy Andi something special for teaching him some of the special Black magics.
It took some minutes for Harry to work a hand loose and then pull his sword. When he cut himself loose, he stumbled over to Dumbledore. The man was laying down face to the floor. A large patch of the man's hair was burned off around a blackened patch of skin on the back of his head where Voldemort had been. He was afraid he had killed him until he found a week pulse on Dumbledore's neck.
Looking around, Harry wasn't sure where they were, and he didn't have a wand. Looking at the one Dumbledore had been using, he cringed. He really didn't like the man and was not looking forward to using his wand. Picking it up, he felt the wrongness of it. It was not his holly wand, and his magic did not like it.
"Expecto Patronum," Harry commanded of the wand. It resisted him for a moment before his magic overpowered it and suddenly it hummed in his hand, like the wand had a new master. Prongs came out, but not as bright or as solid as normal.
"Find Sirius or Auntie Amelia. Whoever can get here first. Lead them here if you can," he told Prongs.
With a nod, Prongs ran through the side of the house. Harry fell to the floor and leaned against a wall. His magic really felt drained...





  
    Chapter End Notes
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  March 21, 1995


  Elephantine, Egypt

Severus had lost count of the time he had been in this prison. The three rooms that had been given to him were not overly large. The walls were thick and looked to be mud covered. Furnished with good quality, utilitarian furniture that was the vogue in probably 3000 B.C., he found himself frustrated beyond belief.
Moving from the cool interior to the unrelenting sun, he looked out over the city from the balcony of his prison.
The City of the Dead spread out before him. The streets were empty, except for the obsidian servants of the three 'Gods' that ruled over the city. He yearned to go beyond the walls, but without his wand, his last two escape attempts had landed him back here. Each time he was denied access to the only thing that was occupying his mind: a library of scrolls and books that held more than five-thousand years of history and magical knowledge.
Reading them was nice.
Not being able to brew or use his wand to use that knowledge was not.
He put his only hand onto the balustrade to hold his weight up. His missing arm still send out ghost pains and he found himself at times trying to use it before he realized it was missing.
The door to his room opened.
"You come to mock me again?" he probed with a sneer.
The 'god' Neferkare replied, "You do not need to be so unkind."
"How should I act? Thankful you separated me from that man by taking my arm and wand?" Snape retorted.
The god let out a soft hiss. "You are trying my patience, young one. I have been very gracious to you because I see potential. Do not press me."
Snape kept his mouth shut. Since that day Severus had not been hurt. Instead, he had been healed, well-kept and fed.
"Have you thought of my offer?"
Snape snorted. "You free me from one Lord and ask that I serve another? Unless you are going to kill me if I say no, give me my wand and let me go."
There was a silence for a few minutes. While he waited for Neferkare to answer, he felt a little twinge at his magic. It wasn't unpleasant, but it was irksome. It lasted a few minutes and then was done. When it was, Severus found himself leaning heavily against the balustrade and sweating profusely.
"Interesting. I thought I had removed all the taint," Neferkare commented as though he hadn’t seen anything so interesting in a long time.
Severus panted, "What was that?" He had never felt anything like it.
"I would say that was the toll you gave to my old student, Tom. He claimed the magic that was so freely given. Though, with your separation already, I would say you paid a very small price. I wonder how much others paid?" The old obsidian, snake-headed, demon sounded pensive.
Severus looked up at him alarm. "My wand! I must have my wand!"
The 'god' tilted his head to look down at him. "I told you, you no longer need such a crude implement. If you pledge yourself to me, then I will reward you with powers that will be beyond that stick."
"And be an undead abomination like your other servants?" Severus snarled. He did not desire to live forever, but he was not ready to die.
"They are not abominations, young one. Those that serve me, and my siblings, are honoured and revered above all others. You could be high in their order. There is much potential in you to advance our knowledge of potions," Neferkare told him.
Severus looked at the thing with contempt, finally feeling the strength to stand. This was it. He was finally free of the Dark Lord. With that, his vows to Albus were fulfilled. His vow to see the devil spawn of Potter survive until Albus told him it was time to die were over. For the first time since he was sixteen, Severus Snape was the master of his own life.
To be free was something he had contemplated. Those contemplations had included fleeing England. They had not included the mess he was in right now. As honeyed the voice of this god were, he knew he was approaching the end of the deity’s patience. How much longer before he would be killed? Or forced to have his soul put into one of those statues for all eternity?
He did not like the odds. Would he be able to attempt one more escape?
He looked out over the city, detesting it. He wanted to find a nice quiet place where he would be his own master. Looking down, he was a good ninety feet or more from the sandstone clad plaza below.
"I will give you one last sunrise to make your decision, Severus Snape."
Severus didn't look back and the door closed a moment later.
He seriously considered his options.
If he stayed, he would be able to practice his trade, but would never be able to hold a wand again. He would never be able to really do magic again. That was what separated him from his father and the other filthy mudbloods.
Severus really did have a loathing for most muggles.
To lose the ability to use magic would put him on the same level as those he hated.
He looked back at the door, then the plaza again.
He really didn't want to die, but there could be worse fates and he saw the life of living as a soul stuck in those lifeless bodies, and unable to do what set him above those he loathed, as the worst fate he could imagine.
Looking around, he confirmed there was no way off this balcony except to go back into his room or jump. The wall was a good twenty feet or more above him. Being perfectly smooth, and him not having any way to make a rope, the only thing he could think of was the one way he hadn't wanted.
Climbing up onto the balustrade, his last thoughts were that he would not be a servant again and he would not be a muggle like his father.
Tipping himself over, the last thing he saw was the ground racing to meet his face...

  -oOo-


  The same day...


  Rotherham, England

Daphne stood at the window of the family tearoom. Her mother was keeping an eye on her, as were the two Hit Wizards that Madam Bones had assigned to her.
Her stomach was a knot of worry as she just looked out the window. All she had going through her head was 'Where is he?'.
That was often followed by 'I'll kill the bastards that took him'. 
Of course, that was if Harry didn't do that himself. As much as the boy was sweet, sometimes unsure of himself and not prone to violence, she couldn't help but notice that when confronted by danger, he didn't hesitate.
As she thought about it, her right hand went to the wand up her sleeve, her fingertips rubbing the polished wood, while her left hand touched the handle of the knife she always carried on her in the other sleeve.
"Daphne, come and have some tea and a snack," her mother offered.
"Harry is still missing," she told her mother, as though that would explain everything.
"It will do him no good if you don't eat or drink," her mother tried to press on her.
Since Harry was taken yesterday, she hadn't been able to keep anything solid down. Her nerves were too frayed. "I should be out there looking for him."
Her mother sighed. "Daphne, you are only fifteen. What would you be able to do that Amelia and the Aurors are not?"
She huffed. "I don't know! Something! I can't just sit here."
Her mother got up. When she got to Daphne, her mother did something that she hadn't for a long time. She wrapped her arms around Daphne's middle. Daphne felt a little comforted but didn't relax.
It was a cloudy day outside Greencross. Something that fit her mood well.
"Mother, there has to be something I can do," she told her mother, leaning her head against her mothers, that was now resting on her shoulder.
"We can wait and be there when your Scion is back. He may need you," her mother told her.
She huffed and straightened up. "He needs me now. There aren’t any tracking charms on him? Madam Bones or Sirius can't use any house magic? I know you and father have some of Astoria and mine blood in case anything like this happens. There has to be something!" she demanded.
Her mother squeezed her midsection before letting her go. "I am sure they are doing everything they can." Daphne's stomach gurgled. She was feeling a little hungry, but still wasn't sure she could keep anything down. "You really should eat something, even if it is just toast. Ginger?"
Her mother's elf came scurrying into the room a moment later. Daphne sniffed, the emotions starting to get to her.
"Can you get some fresh toast and marmalade? Also, do you know where Anders is?" her mother asked.
Daphne stiffened even more.
"Lord Greengrass is in his study, Mistress," the small elf replied.
"How do you know that?" Daphne asked, turning on the elf.
Ginger and her mother looked at her. "Sorry, Missy Daphne, how does Ginger know what?"
"Where my father is?" she demanded, the gears in her head starting to whirl.
"Mistress asks and Lord Greengrass is being family," Ginger answered as though confused why this would even be a question.
Her mother looked at her, the same thoughts echoing in her eyes.
"DOBBY!" Daphne yelled out.
A second later, a green-eyed elf in a nice suit with the Potter crest on it popped in. "Mistress Daphne call Dobby?"
Daphne didn't stop to think of the implications that she could call Harry's elf, or that he was able to come through their wards. "Dobby, can you find Harry?"
Dobby looked at her and grabbed an ear. After a moment, Dobby used his other hand to point in a north-westerly direction. "The Great Harry is that way."
Daphne dropped to her feet and hugged the surprised elf. "Take me to him," she demanded.
Dobby didn't hesitate at the command, his hand raising and fingers snapping as her mother cried out, "Daphne, wait!"
A second later, Dobby dropped them into a room. She blinked for a second to take things in. Her eyes fell onto Harry, who was propped against a wall. His eyes were wide open, a sword and a wand pointing right at them. "HARRY!" she yelled out, forgetting all the training they had been through this year. She scrambled across the floor to the relief of Harry. His arms fell heavily to his side, the sword clattering as it landed and the wand rattling as it rolled away.
She hugged him tight before backing off and looking him over. There was a rip along his robes on the left shoulder. He looked tired. "Daph, what are you doing here?"
"I am getting you out of here. What happened?"
He nodded over her shoulder. When she looked, she saw the crumpled form of Albus Dumbledore. She caught the burnt skin on the back of his head. It was all she registered before she pulled her wand. "Stupefy!"
The red light impacted, and Dumbledore rolled over.
Harry gave a weak chuckle. "You should have done that first."
She whirled on him. "Don't you get cheeky with me, Harry James Potter!"
"Of course not, luv," he replied with a wan smile.
Her anger wasn't at him. She leaned down again, looking him over. "Are you hurt?"
"Just a little tired. My shoulder has been bothering me since I leaned against the wall," he told her.
She looked in the ripped robes, eventually just severing the rest of the material to look at a poorly healed gash. Dried blood was all over his shoulder and arm. "We need to get you to St. Mungo's."
"Help is on the way," he assured her. As though prophesizing it, many pops sounded from outside the building.
Daphne shouted out, "We are in here!"
It wasn't long before the sounds of a door being blasted off its hinges sounded below them. They could hear the Aurors stomping through the house, shouting out, "Clear" or other phrases.
A group came charging up the stairs. She was surprised to see Madam Bones was leading a group of four hit wizards. The second she stepped into the room; her wand was shooting off a stunner at Dumbledore while the other four raised wands at them.
Daphne still had her wand at her side. "Drop the wand!" one of them ordered.
"Holster that wand," Madam Bones commanded. "Daphne, why are you here?"
"Dobby took me here," she said, indicating the elf that was wringing his ears. Madam Bones looked at the elf. "Dobby, you took her here?"
"Mistress commanded it. Dobby is a good elf, and the Great Harry needed his Daphne and Dobby," the elf said, speaking in a stronger tone and standing up as he spoke.
"Boss, the downstairs is clear," an Auror yelled running into the room.
"Right. Harry, are you alright?" Madam Bones demanded.
"Been better. I think Andi needs to make sure Dumbledore and Tom didn't leave anything in my mind. Thanks for coming, Auntie Amelia," Harry said.
She whipped her head to Harry. His eyes were dropping, as though he was exhausted.
"Jones and Heschel, get them to St. Mungo's. I want four hit wizards on them. Only Andromeda Tonks, myself, Sirius Black or Lord or Lady Greengrass as to be allowed near them until I get there," she barked.
One man and one woman stepped away from her. "Yes, boss. Now, if you two don't mind, you can take hold of this necklace," the man said, pulling a tarnished silver necklace from his pocket.
"Bind that old fool. I want him under triple guard. Only Scrimgeour and I are allowed to be near Dumbledore. If anyone besides the guards or us even enters the cell block, I'll have all your badges," she said, whirling on the three Aurors that had come into the room. All three of them flinched at the stormy look on her face.
Harry chuckled. "Auntie is a little scary when she wants to be," Harry said, sounding as though he was a little punch drunk.
Daphne blinked at him. Harry could be just as bad when he was going.
"Please, take this."
Daphne took his hand and threaded her fingers into his as she took the portkey. "We are having a talk about your humour later."
Harry gave her a smile as the familiar tug of a hook behind her navel took them away.

  -oOo-


  March 23, 1995


  London, England

Amelia was tired. She hadn't really slept in three days now. When she was younger, she could do this and still go out for a date. Now, she was starting to feel the fifty-nine years she had lived.
Thus, Andromeda found the woman leaning against the door jamb of the open door.
Amelia was looking into the room. In the corner, Sirius was in a chair, his head back and mouth open. He had been out with the search parties the last two days. He refused to walk away from Harry until he was safely back at Grace Hall.
Next to him were Harry and Daphne. The dark hair girl had refused to leave his side since he had come here yesterday. Even now, she had her hand in his and had her head on his pillow as she leaned over the bed from her chair. It was a cute scene that showed how much the teens cared for each other, Amelia just wished it had occurred after a long day of fun, not like this.
"Daphne won't leave his side until I release him," Andi said, taking up the other side of the door jamb.
"I never noticed," Amelia said tiredly.
Andi chuckled. "As much as I hate the courting rituals, you and Anders better have that betrothal agreement ironed out when they both turn sixteen. I don't see them fizzling out like most relationships do at that age."
"It’s already done. Anders insisted on it when we signed the courtship. I just need to go over it with Harry next year to see if he wants to change anything," Amelia replied, then sighed. "I don't think Susan and Ernie will last though. She already seems to be getting bored with him."
"Good. They shouldn't limit their choices at that age," Andi said.
Amelia shook her head. "Charles and I met and started a courtship when I was fourteen and he fifteen. He was the love of my life," she told her.
"And I was forced into almost marrying Lucius Malfoy at the age of sixteen. We were to marry the summer after I graduated Hogwarts. He only wanted me to be a trophy wife. Seen, not heard. No career. I know it wasn't the best way to get pregnant with Nymphadora just before graduation, but it saved me. I really love Ted. It was Sissy that really wanted Lucius, and look how that turned out," Andi said, sounding forlorn.
Amelia frowned. "I think magic has decided them a good pair and I won't stop it."
Andi smiled. "I won't either."
"Dobby came to her call and is looking at her as his mistress," Amelia added.
"I'm not surprised," Andi remarked.
Amelia looked to the other woman and rose an eyebrow. "Why do you say that? They are only in a courtship. They are not betrothed or married yet."
Andi nodded her head towards Harry. "Harry let me into his mind and showed me what happened. It wasn't Lily's love that protected him from Voldemort. Not like it had in the past. It was Daphne."
"Are you saying they are truly in love? Even I admit that seems unlikely at their age. I didn't feel that way for Charles until I was closer to sixteen, and we didn't really acknowledge it until we were seventeen," Amelia admitted.
Andi nodded her head towards the teens. "You know, as well as I, that Harry has not had an easy life. He looks at you and Susan as his family. His true family. Sirius and Remus are his uncles. Daphne though, he is already dedicating his life to her. He desperately wants a family of his own when he gets older. He wants everything he was denied. Daphne is it. If she was ever to do anything to reject him, I don't know if we will ever be able to pick up the pieces."
Amelia looked a little concerned. "He's only fourteen. I know what his life was like."
"I don't think you or anyone else really do. I only know because he has allowed me into his deepest thoughts and feelings. Except for Hermione, and that other one, Ronald Weasley, Harry had no one in his life that he felt safe with or even would stand up for him. No adults. No family. Nothing, Amelia. What you have done for him is a small miracle. Only Hermione is viewed higher than you and Susan. Well, that is until Daphne. What that girl means to him is his life. Luckily, Daphne appears to feel the same." Andi smiled at the young couple. Daphne had shifted and Harry rolled over so that their faces were just a few inches apart.
Amelia regarded them, looking closer. She very much liked and approved of Daphne. It was very apparent the change they were both making in each other, and it was because of each other. She was pretty sure Anders had originally viewed this relationship as a political and necessary move. He firmly believes that magic needs new blood, but he was still unwilling to give up the old ways. Amelia was not as set in her ways and would never force anyone together.
Daphne and Harry, as unlikely they may have seemed to some, were not forced and were already making a strong bond.
With a heavy sigh, Amelia rubbed her face. "Is he going to be alright?"
Andi took her time to respond. "In the long run, I have no doubt. He may be jumpy for a while and will most definitely be rather protective of his family. He is unwilling to lose any of you. That being said, I want him to stay for another day, maybe two."
"I thought you said he is healed?"
"His body, yes. His mind will take a little bit but having Daphne and his family around will help that along. I am more concerned with his magic. Amelia, Dumbledore may be weaker than he once was, but his strength still rivals my own, and I am not a weak witch. You-Know-Who had leached off of Dumbledore for weeks and had gained enough strength to match any seventh-year. With both of them inside his head, Harry was able to control how things went. He blocked their magic for a bit. Then used some Black family magic I taught him as a last resort that relies heavily on being of equal, if not stronger, strength of the invading wizard. He was magically exhausted yesterday. It has come back, but I feel he is still a little unstable," the Healer in Andi told her.
Amelia nodded. "Just let me know when he will be ready to leave. I am thinking of keeping him at Grace Hall until after Easter."
"I think Harry will want to return to Hogwarts. The routine and his friends will be good for him," Andi disagreed.
"Are you sure?" Amelia questioned.
"Yes," Andi simply answered.
"Fine. I am going to go back to the office, finish some paperwork and then find a cot to crash on," she told Andi.
"Go home. Sleep until you wake in the morning, and then come back here in the afternoon," Andi ordered her. "Sirius is here and won't let anything happen to them."
"I can't. We are rushing Dumbledore's trial for Monday. I want to walk him into the Veil myself." Her bitterness and anger were not hidden in her statement.
"If you don't, I will," Andi replied with a fire of her own.
Amelia gave a wicked smile. "I'm afraid we may both have to wait in line. I will see the man put into the veil though."
Andi nodded. Harry said something in his sleep that sounded a lot like, "...you don't need a shirt..."
Both woman shared an amused smile. As young they were, Amelia and Andi both knew how hormones worked in young witches and wizards. They could be as raging as their magic at that age, and when you threw in the attraction that magic could have, it made it worse.
Amelia was hoping they could keep them from going too far until they were sixteen.
Andi, changing the subject, asked, "I have heard a rumor. Is it true about those at Azkaban?"
Amelia pursed her lips. She had a good idea what Andi wanted to know, and Amelia wanted to tell her that all those marked had gone through something that had broken their magics. Most were barely above squibs now, probably only capable of doing first year spells with a wand, and it happened about the same time Harry said he defeated Voldemort. "You know I can't deny or confirm anything until it is official."
Andi looked at her for a long moment. "I can't deny or confirm that eight others were admitted with a strange illness that shatter their magical cores two days ago."
Now this was news. Amelia had not heard about that. She had been convinced they had finally got all those with Dark Marks, but apparently not. "I see. I will contact Rufus to investigate this strange illness."
"I would recommend a warrant. Patient confidentiality and all that," Andi replied.
Amelia nodded. They watched the teens for a few more minutes before she took her leave. Tomorrow she would have to let Susan and Hermione know. It was late enough they should both be sleeping now. She was sure they would be worrying about Harry.

  -oOo-


  March 24, 1995


  London, England

Harry was walking down the hallway with the Hit Wizards trailing him. He had to get out of his room for a few and Daphne had to leave with her parents. They would see each other again tomorrow when they got back to school. In the meantime, he needed to stretch his legs.
Wandering down the hallway, he heard a baby crying. He was wondering if it was a newborn or if something was wrong with the child when the door next to him slammed open. He went to grab his wand as a small blonde girl burst out. "LINNIS!" someone shouted out.
"Stop her," one of the hit wizards yelled.
It was too late. The bouncy, excited girl gave out a short scream before she bowled into him. Harry was just able to brace himself enough to not get knocked over. The girl instead landed on her bottom. She looked so shocked.
The Hit Wizards were moving to get the girl away when Harry held up a hand. "Are you alright?" he asked as the door closed behind her. She looked up, bright green eyes under her golden locks. When her eyes took him in, her face went an impressive shade of red.
"I... iiiiii... I'm sorry," she squeaked out. The door burst open again and the Hit Wizards had their wands up.
"Linnis, I told you not..." a man said before coming up short. Seeing two wands of two men in black leather robes had him throwing his hands up.
"Who are you!" one of his guards demanded.
"Caradoc Crabtree," the man answered.
"What are you doing here?"
The man swallowed, his eyes going cross-eyed to look down the wand in his face. The man looked much like the girl that was still on the floor. "My wife. She just gave birth. I am taking my daughter to see her and my new son."
Harry looked down and saw that the girl was still in Hogwarts robes with Hufflepuff colours on the collar of her jumper and the ties in her hair. "I didn't mean too," the girl said.
After a second, the Hit Wizards calmed and put their wands away. "Our apologies, Mr. Crabtree. We are responsible for Scion Potter and were unsure what was going on."
The man relaxed. "Understandable."
Harry reached a hand down. "Linnis, was it?" Harry asked.
The girl nodded, looking like she couldn't say anything. After a moment, she took his hand and allowed him to pull her up. Her eyes were huge, and she grabbed his hand very tightly. After a moment, Harry looked to her father, who was looking at him.
"Is it Harry Potter?" her father asked.
"Yes, sir," Harry said. He would shake hands with the man, but Linnis was still holding his.
The man nodded. "It is a pleasure to meet you. Linnis, you can say hi."
Her face was still bright as she seemed to shake herself out of her stupor. "I see you all the time sitting at our table and around the hall. You are always with Susan Bones and Hannah Abbott. They are really nice and have said you are too. Is it true that Susan is your cousin? What about Daphne Greengrass? Is she your intended? She is really pretty. I hope I can be pretty like her someday. I can't believe you beat that basilisk. Were you scared? How did you do it? Some say you died. Well, obviously you didn't. I mean you are here. But, Harry Potter! Rose will never believe this."
Harry chuckled at her.
Her father put a hand on her shoulder. "That's enough, Linnis. Maybe you can talk to Mr. Potter when you get back to school?"
"Oh, that would be wonderful," Linnis said. "Can I sit with you some day? My friends would love to meet you."
Harry dumbly nodded, unsure what to do with this fireball. She was more hyper than Luna. "Sure. Is that your baby brother crying?"
"Oh, mum! I'll see you at school," she said excitedly, rushing down the hall and disappearing into the room.
Her father chuckled. "Excuse Linnis. She can be excitable and has always loved the stories of the Boy-Who-Lived."
Harry made a face. "Please don't call me that, Mr. Crabtree. I am just Harry Potter. Calling me that name just brings up bad memories."
"Excuse me. I didn't mean to do that. I'll talk to Linnis to calm down. If you will excuse me, I would like to get to my wife?" the man said, moving past them.
Harry shook his head. The Hit Wizard that had talked with the man asked, "Your life is never dull, is it, Scion Potter?"
Harry gave a wry smile. "You don't know the half of it."
As he walked past the room, he saw the family. Linnis was happily telling her mother about meeting Harry Potter as she looked at a small bundle. Harry was afraid he had just made a new fan and hoped Daphne didn't mind.

  -oOo-


  March 28, 1995


  Daily Prophet


  -Special Edition-


  Albus Dumbledore: The liar, manipulator and Dark Lord?


  By Peter Daily


  Yesterday was the first day of the Trial of Albus Wulfric Brian Dumbledore, former Headmaster of Hogwarts School of Witchcraft and Wizardry, former Chief Warlock of the Wizengamot, former Head Mugwump of the International Confederation of Wizards and the former guardian of the Boy-Who-Lived.


  One may wonder why all these venerable positions might be mentioned. Well, they are at the center of the case presented yesterday.


  When the day started, a rather meek figure was escorted into Courtroom ten by three Hit Wizards and four Aurors. This once venerable man that most will remember as full of life and having a commanding presence was nothing the like from my days at Hogwarts. His eyes were sunken, his skin aged with many lines and slightly yellowish. The long beard and hair that was synonymous with the word wizard was now shaved and bald. It is unknown what has occurred to bring this man to such lows, but it was almost pitiable to see him bound by the black chains of the accused until the charges were read.


  It took over thirty minutes to go through a litany of crimes that a dozen Death Eaters couldn't match, never mind this once revered man. The charges included eight line theft, four line denial, two line ending charges and the abuse or neglect of no less than eight heirs of important houses. The charges span an eighty-year period, two wars and other smaller conflicts.


  In the opening speeches, the old man tried to explain many of them as actions for the 'Greater Good of all Wizards'. That was a line often used by the Dark Lord Gellert Grindelwald during the Great Wizard Wars of the 1930's and 1940's.


  Needless to say, the mood of the courtroom grew darker with his opening statement in the case. It soon became apparent the old man should have taken on a solicitor as he bumbled and incriminated himself in more crimes. At one point, the Chief Warlock called a recess to convince the man to take on a solicitor, only for all parties to come back fifteen minutes later and Albus Dumbledore being led back to his chair without a solicitor.


  By the end of the day, the fate of the first fifteen charges were looking to not be in Dumbledore's favor. Tomorrow the charges of child abuse will be discussed and the potential line theft of Harry Potter and Sirius Black...


  
    -oOo-
  

Hermione stopped at the mention of Harry. He had come back on Friday. Daphne had only left his side when required. He was shadowed at all times by two Hit Wizards and none of them let him go off alone. She figured this would settle once the trial was over, but for now none of them were going to let anything happen to him.
He sat rather rigidly, acting more like the society peers that they used to balk against. His eyes were moving back and forth as he read through a charms text. Daphne had her hand in his, as though afraid if she let go he wouldn't be there.
Tracey sat next to her, with Neville reading the paper on Tracey’s other side.
Blaise leaned over her shoulder. "I hope he is kissed then left out for the werewolves," Blaise commented as he read the article.
Harry just pursed his lips.
She wasn't sure if he was regretting not killing the man or not. She hoped that wasn't the case. Harry was a good person that didn't need his soul broken by falling to Dumbledore's level.
"He deserves to suffer like all his victims," Tracey said a little darkly from across the table.
Harry's hold on Daphne's hand seemed to tighten. She winced a little, but let Harry be. It was Susan that helped their friend. "Harry, I think you are hurting Daphne," she said gently.
Harry looked up, startled and then gave Daphne a guilty look. "I'm so sorry, Daph."
She gave him a small smile. "It's alright. What time is Madam Bones going to be here?"
Harry sighed. "Sirius and Remus should pick me up about nine. The trial starts at ten today. If things go well, the barrister should call be early and I will be back by noon."
Hermione frowned. He was going to be called as one of the witnesses today.
As a sign of how out of sorts both her friends were, Daphne lifted his hand and kissed the back of it. Harry and her liked to show their feelings when it was just their friends, but not usually in the middle of the great hall. Harry gave her a small smile that showed his thanks.
"We'll be here when you get back. Daphne and I will get you any notes you need," Hermione assured him.
"So, he gets to play hooky and you will cover for him, but you won't let me skip one History of Magic class?" Blaise put to her.
Harry gave her boyfriend a smirk. "You are talking to the girl that would rather die than be expelled."
"Hey!" she protested. "I've changed since then."
"What? You'd rather snog Blaise than be expelled now?" Susan said with a big smirk.
Most of them laughed at her bright face. "I was twelve and thought studying was rather important."
Blaise leaned in and whispered, "Snogging does sound better."
This made her face burn even more. "Only if you behave," she said out of the side of her mouth.
Blaise just winked when she caught sight of his face. This brought out more laughter and good-natured ribbing. The fact Harry was smiling when they left the great hall had Hermione counting the joking at her expense was worth it.
Blaise took her hand. "I'm going to escort you to Transfiguration."
"Blaise, you have History of Magic. That’s a floor down," she protested. She would be safe with Neville and the other Gryffindors.
"I want to see you there safe. Until this trial is over, I don't want any chance that you will be taken," he told her. Even if it was a bit of an old-fashioned idea, she found herself holding his hand just a little tighter.
When they got to the door, she noticed that Theodore Nott was nearby. Blaise hadn't introduced them yet, but she knew the two boys were back on good terms since his father had been sent to Azkaban. When Nott noticed that she saw him, he went to turn away.
"Mr. Nott," she called out. She wanted to call him Scion, but their house was not on the Wizengamot anymore, so he didn't deserve that title.
Blaise turned and saw the boy. "Theo, it's fine to come over."
Theodore Nott was about the same height at Blaise, but broader of shoulder and looked like he would be a big man when he was fully grown. Nott gave her a bow when he came over. "Heiress Granger, I am sorry to have disturbed you."
"You didn't," she said. "I know you and Blaise are friends. You don't need to stay away."
"Hermione, are you sure? You are an Heiress to a house aligned with some of the most powerful houses in the Wizengamot. I don't want your reputation affected," Blaise said.
She gave him a rather unimpressed look. "It is sentiments like that that I thought we were against, Blaise Zabini, Scion of House Thatcher. You have told me how close you and Nott were. If he is your friend, then he is mine. Do you have any ill intentions to us?" she put to Nott.
The boy looked like he was trying not to smirk. "No. I have no ill intentions, Heiress Granger. I am actually rather grateful that my father is where he is. You weren't kidding that she is opinionated."
"Theo," Blaise said in a harsh whisper.
Hermione gave her boyfriend the stink eye. "Rather opinionated?"
Blaise gave her a roguish smirk. "You are. I never said in a bad way. The prat is just trying to get me into trouble."
Nott gave a mischievous grin. "Just doing what you would do."
She let out a breath before the bell tolled. She moved in, huffed and then gave him a peck on the lips. "Go before you are late. Nott, if you want, you can join us for lunch."
Nott gave her another bow. "I will consider your offer."
Blaise cuffed Nott off the top of the head. "Don't insult her. You'll be there."
Nott rubbed the top of his head. "Do you have to be so abusive?"
She sniggered as they walked away. Neville was walking towards her after taking Tracey to her class. He gave the boys a look and then her a questioning one when he got closer. "What was that?"
"A new friend, I think," she told him.
Neville looked back as the boys turned down a corridor to head down a floor. After a moment, he shrugged. "He's never bothered us. I'll give him a chance. Daphne has said he isn't bad."
She nodded. "The only way to change is to work with everyone."
Neville gave her a raised brow. "What are you thinking?"
She gave a small smile to think about some of the deep conversations with Blaise. "Revolution," she simply replied before walking into the Transfiguration room just before the nine-thirty bell.
Neville looked at her rather dubiously.

  -oOo-


  That night...


  Hogwarts, Scotland

Daphne had Harry's hand in hers as they lazily strolled in the upper corridors. He had been pretty quiet for the last few days. Since meeting back up with him at dinner, he hadn't really said anything.
She didn't like him quiet like this, so she stopped by a window. The lights of Hogsmeade could be seen in the distance, and stars littered the night sky. The moon was just a sliver in the sky. None of that mattered though as she leaned against the sill and pulled Harry to her.
He stepped in, his eyes not really meeting hers. Taking his face gently in her hands, she looked up at him. "Harry, do you need to talk?"
It took a minute or two before his emerald orbs met hers. He looked to be in pain. Out of instinct, she pulled him down just a little to kiss his forehead. He had had that look since last week. "Tell me."
He let out a long breath before meeting her eyes again. They didn't say anything for a few as it looked like he was trying to find the words to put to his thoughts. When he spoke, it was a soft whisper. "Daph, I love you."
She froze. Her breath caught and her heart thudded against her ribs.
His eyes did not waiver and he didn't pull away. By the way his eyes filled with power and grew brighter, she knew he was telling her that he really loved her. Harry Potter… her intended… her boyfriend… really loved her.
"I love you too," she found herself saying back.
Some of the sadness in his eyes faded away. He leaned in and gave her a long, lingering, sweet kiss that sent shockwaves through her. It was like when they had their heavy snogging sessions and she let his hands wander over her. This time though, it was just his magic, flowing through a kiss that was meant to show how he felt. She shuttered at the feel.
When he pulled back, all she wanted to do was go find a broom closet. Harry took in a long breath. "I love you, Daphne Greengrass. It was you that saved me last week," he told her. He hadn't talked with her about what happened, and she had been told not to press him.
Her mouth opened, closed and then she asked, "How?"
He let his breath out and moved to sit next to her. His wand came out and he muttered, "Mufliato."
"What is that?"
"A privacy spell that Sirius taught me the other day. He said it would be useful when I wanted to talk with you," Harry told her, a serious look on his face.
"Can you teach me?"
"Later."
She nodded. "How did I save you?"
He took both her hands in his. "The night my mother died, her love for me activated some old magic she had put on the house. It is what saved me and why Dumbledore sent me to my relatives. The protection of her love kept me save from Voldemort or his followers from finding me."
She blinked. "When did you find that out?"
"I knew about the wards, but not why. It came out in the trial today," Harry answered.
"I don't understand how this means I saved you," she said confused.
Harry gave her a shy smile and her insides did flips. "I love you, Daph, and you appear to love me. Andi thinks that Voldemort was so corrupt, his soul so fractured, that he couldn’t understand love and the power of those that have sacrificed themselves for me, and love me now, was part of why I was able to defeat him last week."
She clutched his hands hard. "What do you mean you defeated him last week?"
Harry sighed. "What was left of Voldemort had partially possessed Dumbledore. They used Legilimency on me. When my thoughts of you got close to Voldemort, it caused him pain. It looked like the Cruciatus curse had been cast on him."
"That's horrible. They were inside your head? Are you alright? Is that why Healer Tonks was working with you and asked if she could test my own shields? What happened?" Daphne needed to know.
He held her hands tight as he told her what happened. When he was done, Daphne had her arms around him, hugging him tight. "Merlin, Harry. I love you," she whispered.
He just held her equally as tight. "I love you too."
It was the clearing of a throat that disturbed them. Professor Flitwick was standing there with Chang and Bell. Harry flicked his wand to get rid of the spell they were under. "Evening, Professor," Harry said.
"Evening, Mr. Potter, Ms. Greengrass. I think it time you went back to your dorms for the night," the man said, not sounding angry they had been caught after curfew.
Harry got up and extended a hand to her. "I'm sorry, sir. I will see Ms. Greengrass back to Slytherin and then get straight back to Gryffindor."
The man nodded. "I expect we will be patrolling that route in about fifteen minutes. I don't want to find you," Professor Flitwick ordered. Chang and Bell looked like they wanted to laugh at them.
"Yes, sir."
Daphne was more than happy to wrap both her arms around his left arm as he walked her down. They didn't say anything until they stood outside the Slytherin common room. She hugged him tight, before giving him a long, languid kiss.
He waited outside the door until it closed.
When she came into her dorm, Tracey and Millie were playing snaps while Pansy read the newest Witch Weekly magazine. Tracey looked up and gave her a questioning look. Daphne just gave a sort of confused smile. "You alright, Daph?" Tracey asked.
This naturally had the other two looking at her.
"I don't know," she answered honestly. Part of her was elated, the other scared for her Harry.
Tracey put her smoking cards onto the bed. "You look... odd."
"Harry told me he loved me," she said, a smile full of wonder starting to creep onto her face.
"OH MY GODS! He did not!" Tracey squealed. She jumped up and rushed to hug her. Daphne, caught up in her friend’s excitement at her own fortune, started to jump with her. When she stopped, Pansy had gone back to her magazine, it was pulled up to her face. Millie was smiling at her. "Congratulations," Millie told her.
Daphne was very happy. Tracey, her deplorable... adorable friend, stopped bouncing. She gave Daphne and appraising look. "There is something else. What?"
Daphne sighed. "Not tonight, Trace. I don't think this is really something I should share. He said he loves me though." A slight smile came back on her face.
Tracey looked torn before saying, "You have to tell me how. Did he say he wanted to go straight to a betrothal? How can I get Neville to tell me he loved me? You love him, don't you?"
"Of course," she answered the last question. Tonight was going to be a long night...

  -oOo-


  March 30, 1995


  
    DAILY PROPHET
  


  
    GUILTY! Albus Dumbledore found guilty on 82 of 106 charges!
  


  By Barnabas Cuff


  Never in all my years of reporting have I ever witnessed such a trial! Even at the height of the Death Eater trials there wasn't as many revolting revelations or the realization that who we thought to be our biggest hero, next to Harry Potter, was actually one of our most vial villains!


  Yesterday afternoon, Albus Percival Wulfric Brian Dumbledore was convicted of murder, attempted murder, line theft, line blockage and line denial. Three of those convictions carry the death penalty by Veil, Dementor or beheading, depending on which law the court decides to give to the full Wizengamot on Monday.


  Reactions vary from disbelief to those wanting him to walk through the Veil at this moment.


  What is irrefutable is that the twenty-eight-member board voted almost unanimously on those crimes that could be proven. This included members from all three factions, including eight Houses from the Light faction, which Dumbledore led for more than thirty years, until February of last year.


  For more details, see The Lies and Manipulations of Albus Dumbledore on page 3 and 4.


  The list of all charges and the verdict are available on page 2.

The Daily Prophet will bring you more on the sentencing hearing on Monday.

  
    -oOo-
  


  April 3, 1995


  London, England

Amelia stood in the first row of stone benches. Two hit wizards and five Aurors stood on the large, raised platform in the center of the room. A large stone archway with a fluttering black veil stood before the guards and the hunched figure of a man that most thought near a god not but a year ago.
The blue robes he had on looked to be hanging off a narrow frame. His wire rim glasses did little to hide the way the man's once vibrant eyes were now a dull blue. He looked older than anyone she could ever remember seeing.
"Albus Wulfric Percival Brian Dumbledore, you are hereby presented before the Veil of Death to be judged for your crimes as prescribed by a court of your peers and of the Wizengamot. As prescribed, sentence to be carried out before sunset, the third of April, Nineteen-hundred and ninety-five. Do you wish to have any last words?" the executioner asked. No one knew who the person was as they wore black robes, gloves and a hood to hide any identifying markers.
Albus lifted his head, his eyes taking on a little of the sparkle they once held. "I would like to give my apologies to those that I hurt. I was so consumed with what was the Greater Good for our society, I never noticed the irreparable harm I had done." He turned to scan the crowd. In attendance was most of the Wizengamot. He stopped at a few people, a sad expression and what felt like empty platitudes given. When he saw her, he looked truly sad. "Please tell Harry that I thought I was doing what was best."
She sniffed and didn't say a word. She wanted to rant and rave against the man for what he had done to her nephew. Only her need for justice and to see it done as soon as possible kept her from saying anything.
Albus' shoulders slumped a little when she didn't respond. After another moment, the manacles were removed from his wrists and ankles. "You won't need those wands. I will go," Albus said to the quiet room. With this head held high, he took the two long strides it would take him to reach the veil. As he put his first foot in, his last words came to them. "I am truly sorry."
Then he was through the veil that separates this world from the next. There was a collective holding of their breaths, and when he didn't emerge from the other side, the room let the breaths out.
"Thus, the sentence of death by Veil is carried out. Magic has taken him, body and soul. May the gods show him pity if he is thus deserving," the executioner said, and it was done.
Anders turned to her. "Shouldn't Harry had been here?"
"He didn't want to be. I think he just wants a quiet life," she told Anders.
He shook his head. "I doubt it will be that quiet should he marry Daphne."
She gave him a wan smile. "Perhaps not, but I think it will make him happy. I am going to go to Hogwarts to let him, Susan and Hermione know of this. Would you care to accompany me?"
Anders nodded. "I am sure Daphne and Astoria would like to know."
She nodded and turned towards the door that would take them out of the Department of Mysteries.

  -oOo-


  -oOo-


  OMAKE


  A recent reviewer asked about Hermione when Madam Bulstrode suggested she be tested. In all my machinations, I forgot to follow up on that. This is a small omake to fix that.


  
    Over the summer of 1994
  


  
    London, England
  

Her parents were with her as Madam Bones escorted them to a teller. It had been recommended that she do that, since blood tests were usually only for those with known magical blood and enough money to make it worth the goblin's time.
They walked up to a counter when indicated. The grizzled looking teller looked down at them. "May I help you today?"
"Yes, Teller Rotgut. I would like to see the Bones family agent," Madam Bones said in a rather regal fashion.
"Why aren't we just requesting it out here?" her mother asked when they were let to a set of doors at the end of the teller booths.
"It is better that we talk with one that is used to these things," Madam Bones told them, still holding stiff. Hermione copied her, thinking of the lessons.
They were shown into a small room for all of them, perhaps eight-feet on the side. Behind a desk sat a goblin that didn't look much older than the teller that had just shown them in but had three gold earrings on his right ear. The one that had shown them in only had two silver ones. She wondered if that was a show of rank to the goblins.
"How may Gringotts help you today, Regent Bones?" the goblin asked.
"Hello, account manager. May your enemies blood flow and your coffers grow," Madam Bones said.
Her parents shifted uncomfortably at the toothy grin the goblin gave her. "The same to you, Madam Bones. Now, if we are done with pleasantries, I am being paid fifteen galleons an hour."
"Yes. I am the magical guardian to Ms. Hermione Granger, and these are her parents. It has been recommended that she get a test to determine if she is related to any other magical families," Madam Bones said.
It was so hard to keep her mouth shut.
"Yes, I am rather curious," her father admitted.
The goblin's eyes looked greedy. "That can be done. Preferred terms are fifty galleons per generation and twenty-percent to the goblins and ten to the Ministry of any vaults or other money's she may be eligible to receive."
"Twenty-percent!" her mother and her exclaimed.
"Fifty galleons is two-hundred and fifty quid," her father said.
"Done," Madam Bones intoned.
The goblin looked between them.
"Amelia, you can't be serious?" her mother complained. "That is highway robbery!"
The goblin raised an eyebrow. "I could charge you our standard rates."
"And what are those," her father asked before Madam Bones could say anything.
The feral grin had Hermione looking a little dubiously at the goblin. "Seventy-galleons and twenty-eight percent to the goblins."
Her father spluttered and Madam Bones gave them a look. "Your original terms are acceptable. Funds are to be removed from my accounts for the test."
"What are you doing, Amelia?" her mother questioned.
"We can talk of it later. Now, please," she said to the account manager, who nodded.
Hermione watched in interest as a small pestle was taken out of a draw. What looked like sulfur and some leaves were put in and ground up. Within a moment, he took out a knife and handed it to Hermione. "Please cut your hand and I will tell you when to stop."
She swallowed. "How much blood will be required?"
"No one said anything about blood," her mother said in a hushed tone.
"You will know when the powder stops reacting. The more magic, the less you need," the goblins said, looking please she was going to have to cut herself. She knew this would happen, but it didn't mean she didn't have to force herself to not shake as she held her hand over the pestle before she cut it.
It stung and she had to clamp her jaw to not let out a sound of pain. The blood hit the powder and it was like watching baking soda and vinegar react. It took a few seconds to stop. Once it did, she clamped her hand shut.
The goblin raised an eyebrow. "I thought that would take longer," he commented. "How many generations?"
"If nothing shows within ten, we will stop. If she is shown to link to a magical relative before then, I will let you know to stop," Madam Bones demanded.
The goblin took out four quills and dipped them into the solution before putting them onto a parchment. He then used one of his long fingernails to take out some of her bloody slurry and draw two runes on the paper. Once done, the runes shown a bright red and the quills all stood up. "What runes are those?" she asked, not recognizing them.
"That will cost fifteen-hundred galleons," the goblin said.
Hermione's eyes went wide, and she shut her mouth, watching the feathers starting to write. She watched in fascination. The tree that started with her expanded out. Her parents. Her grandparents. She saw the three brothers of one of her grandparents, but it didn't go any further in that direction. It went to her great-great-great-great grandparents when one of the feathers stopped.
The others went for two more generations before Amelia called a halt.
Looking at the paper, Hermione asked, "Penhurst? Who are the Penhursts?"
"Well, the last Penhurst I knew married Xenophilius Lovegood," Amelia told them.
"Who?" her father asked.
"The Penhursts are an old family, rumored to trace their line back to Rowena Ravenclaw. I am disappointed to tell you that there will be no vaults to claim since the family is still extant." The goblin sounded disappointed. Hermione realized he may have lost out on money. "Is there any other business today, Regent Bones?"
"No, that will do. I am sure you can ask Madam Bulstrode if you want to know more, but with that many separations you are not part of that family anymore," Madam Bones told them.
Hermione was too busy thinking about what the goblin said. "Did you say Rowena Ravenclaw?"

  -oOo-


  I hope that satisfies people and it wouldn't have changed anything in the story...


  Lastly, the character Linnis Crabtree is in homage of a young girl that passed at the age of twelve. My heart goes out to my reader that lost his daughter at such a young age. I don't know how I would handle it if I lost one of my kids. I hope they enjoy this homage.
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  April 8, 1995


  Hogwarts, Scotland

They had all decided to sleep in today, meaning Harry was awake by six-thirty, instead of six, on a Saturday. By seven-thirty he was feeling restless. He figured Neville and Hermione wouldn't be up for another hour or so. Daphne and Tracey would probably be around closer to ten. Susan, Hannah and Ernie would probably be closer to eleven. Blaise was usually the only other one up as early as him on days they had off.
Not wanting to wait in the dorms or the common room, and not really feeling much like studying, Harry took out a hard cover journal and a fountain pen that Andi had given him. She had told him sometimes it was better to just get things out than hold them in. Today felt like one of those days. Even with most of his tormentors dead or in Azkaban, he still felt a little jumpy. No one had heard from Snape yet, so, there was still one person he was wary of.
As he walked out the portrait hole, a single Hit Wizard fell in behind him. "You don't need to be so far back, Jameson," Harry told the woman.
"I am supposed to be respectful of your space and not interfere," she responded.
Harry rolled his eyes. "I don't bite."
He thought he caught the hint of a smile on her voice. "I have my orders, Scion Potter."
"Can you at least call me Harry?" he requested.
"That would be unprofessional," she told him.
He shook his head. "Can I duel you later to see what I need to learn?"
"Not while I am on duty," she replied.
Harry looked back at her. She was a good fifteen feet back. All of them had an escort for now, meaning there were eight Hit Wizards in the school. Amelia said she wanted them to have them through Easter, just make sure that there were no more threats out there. "When you are off duty?"
"I am not supposed to get that close to someone I am guarding," she told him, her face impassive.
Harry huffed. "Fine."
He turned and started to walk again. They were quiet until they almost got to the hall. "Do you want to become a Hit Wizard?"
Harry stopped and turned back to her. Harry regarded her for a bit. Did he? Harry wasn't sure what he fully wanted to do. He would fight when he had too, but Harry was starting to think he really didn't like that on a daily basis. "I don't know. Probably not."
"Then why do you and your friends still train so hard and why would you want to duel with me?" Jameson queried.
"I won't let anyone hurt my family and friends," Harry answered simply.
There was a loud crack from nearby. Harry whirled, his wand and knife coming to his hands. He immediately took up a fighting stance. When he stopped, he saw Filch. The man had knocked over the mop that was next to him as he tried to wash something off the wall. Filch turned to him and scowled. "No wands in the hall, boy. Not unless you want me to report you."
Harry let out a huff. He had been a little jumpy lately.
Jameson came to his side and rose an eyebrow when he glanced towards her. "You should put those away."
Harry nodded, letting out a long breath and slid his wand up his right sleeve and the knife up his left. "It's a reflex."
She nodded. As they walked by Filch, he noticed that she had her wand out and it casually flicked towards the man. The stain on the wall faded and the crotchety old man turned to her. His face wasn't quiet as hostile as before.
His guard took up a place just inside the doors of the Great Hall. There was another Hit Wizard just inside the doors already.
Inside the hall it was still mostly empty. There were some platters of food, but only around the dozen or so that were here. Harry was going to go sit at the Gryffindor table until he noticed Linnis sitting with two other girls. The blonde girl was giggling about something with the other two.
He also saw Blaise at the Slytherin table.
Nodding to Blaise, he made his way over to him.
"Couldn't sleep in?" Blaise asked as Harry sat across from him.
"I have never really been able to sleep in," Harry told Blaise. His relatives had seen to that. Only when he was bone-weary tired did he sleep in.
Blaise nodded. "My mother always said if you aren't up by seven, you waste half the day."
"Yeah, it was something like that," Harry told him.
Blaise regarded him for a few before going back to his breakfast. They ate in companionable silence.
"I wanted to ask you something," Blaise said after a bit.
"What's that?"
"Does Hermione have any interest in a courtship agreement?" Blaise put to him.
Harry looked at him curiously. "Honestly, I don't know. She hates all that stuff, but she likes you. Maybe you should ask her."
Blaise looked to be thinking. "She is an heiress to a new house and is allied with you and Daphne. I would be surprised if Madam Bones hasn't already been receiving offers. I don't want to push her. I know she hates anything related to slavery or selling people off, but I think it would protect her."
"Not to mention you like her," Harry said with a teasing smirk.
Blaise gave a lop-sided grin. "Yeah, there is that. The more I get to know her, I am trying to understand why she wasn't a Slytherin." He said that in a way that let Harry know he was impressed with her.
"Besides the fact she is a Muggleborn?"
"Technically she is from a squib," Blaise commented.
Harry thought of that for a moment. Hermione had told him about her trip to Gringotts last summer. "But we didn't know that at the time, and have you ever heard of a Muggleborn going to Slytherin? She would have run out of the school in the first month."
Blaise frowned. "In recent memory, no. There have been Muggleborn though. I have read through some of the history books in Slytherin common room. I don't think Lord Slytherin was as biased as everyone thought. He wanted talent, resourcefulness and ambition. There are a few that went through our house that were Muggleborn that became quite successful or famous."
Harry was intrigued. "Like who?"
"Carwyn Carrow, the first of the Carrows in the fourteen-hundreds. He was a charms master that made the enchanted ceiling," Blaise indicated the ceiling above them. "He founded the Charms Guild and came up with the first program to certify charm masters."
Harry snorted. "Do the Carrows know about that?"
"I doubt it. The Carrow twins don't seem interested in knowing anything about their family that far back. They have been purebloods for over three hundred years and that is all they care about. Most of the purebloods have roots back to a Muggleborn," Blaise told him.
"What about Daphne?"
"The first Greengrass that was in the books was from around 1250, if I remember correctly. I don't think Daphne's line really came into prominence until the late seventeen hundreds though, when they found a way to grow some exotic plants from Africa that are important to most modern potions. Her entire families' fortune and magics were developed around plants. Sort of like the Longbottoms, though they have a history of being battle mages as well. Much like the Potters and Peverells. Mother did some digging into the Titengasts. They were related to the Pendragons," Blaise told him.
Harry blinked. "You mean like in Arthur Pendragon?"
Blaise shrugged. "Maybe. Records aren't as succinct before the thirteenth century, when the Wizard's council was formed. He probably has some family history on it. Mother also found some information that Avalon and Camelot may still exist as well."
Harry was wrapping his head around this information. "Wait, are you saying that all those old tales are true, and that Neville may be the heir to the Pendragons and Camelot?"
Blaise shrugged again, a playful light coming to his eyes. "Perhaps. There are rumors that the Peverells can trace their heritage back to Merlin."
Harry's mouth dropped open. "I...I... you have to be bloody mental!"
Blaise's smile was mischievous. "There are also rumors that the Greengrasses are related to the LeFays."
Harry's eyes went wide. "Alright, now I know you are barking mad."
"Harry, the Thatchers were historians. When I turned fifteen, I was able to get into my stepfathers’ vaults. Mother has been pouring over all the old tomes and scrolls. She truly believes that knowledge is power, and I agree. It could be important to understand all the links of the old families if Hermione and I are going to change things. I expect you and Daphne will help," Blaise told him.
Harry shook his head. They sat for a few as Harry thought about it all. "Blaise, can I look at any of the books and stuff you have?"
"I'll ask mother. Like I said, she really believes that knowledge is power and may not want to give it up," Blaise told him.
Harry pondered that before making a decision. The hat said he could have been a Slytherin, and he thought Daphne might be proud of him for this strategy. Harry leaned over. "What would you say if I told you the Peverell's still have a keep?"
Blaise's brow rose before he became very intent on Harry. "I would say that would be very interesting."
Harry nodded. "I have not been inside it, but Auntie Amelia has said the goblins have checked it over and say it is safe for me to go."
"That would be very interesting."
"Interesting enough that if I find any good 'knowledge' that I am willing to share, that you might share some of yours?" Harry queried.
Blaise held Harry's eyes for a moment. "That might be doable."
Harry nodded. "I know I am busy over Easter with the last of the Quidditch tournament, but Auntie and Sirius said they will take me soon after we get back for the summer."
"Wicked," Blaise replied. The boy had been spending too much time with them to be using more Muggle saying.
Theodore Nott chose that time to join them. "Morning, gents."
"Dick," Blaise greeted his friend.
Nott just shrugged. He had started to sit wherever they were over the last week or so. Harry didn't mind him too much. "No Quidditch practice today?"
"This afternoon," Harry responded. Roger was starting to get stressed about his NEWT's and was reducing their practices. That still meant they were practicing three times a week.
"Well, you better win. I have a good-sized bet on you over Krum," Nott told him.
Harry looked to Blaise, who looked a little uncomfortable. "And you?"
"Not so sizable. Hermione doesn't care for my habits that way," Blaise said.
Nott laughed. "How whipped are you?"
“Not as whipped as Harry,” Blaise countered.
Harry laughed at that, and the three boys had a fun conversation about Quidditch for a while.

  -oOo-


  April 15, 1995


  Hogwarts, Scotland

"It is a beautiful day in the highlands of Scotland for Hogwarts and Durmstrang to face off for the second time in our tournament of Schools," Harry heard Bagman announce as he flew up to his position above his Chasers.
Lining up across from Krum, they shared a look that said they there would be no quarter. After a moment, Harry crossed the no man's land since Madam Hooch hadn't called them to line up yet. "Good luck," Harry said, reaching out his hand.
"I vill not give you snitch this time," Krum said, a smile cracking his face. Harry was sure Krum liked that magic could fix his teeth.
"Maybe I'll give you the snitch," Harry commented. The smile on the Bulgarian's face was bigger.
Hooch blew her whistle and called for everyone to line up.
Harry flew back and waited for the quaffle to be thrown.
Last time Durmstrang had given them a hard fight. This time Hogwarts was going to play for keeps.
Hooch blew her whistle and threw the quaffle in the air. Krum took off to his right. Harry, instead, dove down and kicked the quaffle back to Roger and just barely missed two Durmstrang Chasers. He heard some not polite words in other languages.
On the off chance that the snitch was flying low, Harry raced around the pitch. Krum, seemingly confused by this tactic, shot through a run up the pitch by Roger, Katie and Evalyn. Harry saw Krum charging down and he press his broom hard.
They did two laps, Krum catching up to him, before Harry suddenly veered to his left. Krum followed and Harry heard Krum swearing as a bludger just missed Harry, followed by the other. Fred and George had thought this might be a good way to get Krum early.
When they leveled out over the field, Krum was giving him an evil eye. Harry was pretty sure the boy had never seen anything like that. "I see you are serious today?"
Harry gave him a cheeky grin. "Sirius is my godfather. I'm here to play."
Krum looked a little confused before they settled into a seekers pattern.
In the time Harry had run Krum on a merry chase, Rogers new plan had put Hogwarts up thirty to ten. Roger and Harry didn't think this odd playing around would last for long, so Harry was hoping for an early catch.
A few minutes later, Krum took off the other way. Harry wanted to stay on the search pattern he was in, but he couldn't afford to let Krum get too large of a lead. Harry was good, but he knew Krum was better.
For over an hour, the two played cat and mouse. Krum took a dive twice. Harry followed but didn't fall for it. Harry did the around the field again and when he came up, he hit one of the Durmstrang Beaters. The boy was a troll, but almost fell off when he was trying to avoid Harry and got clipped.
When they came up again, he thought Krum might have a small smirk on his face. Harry was more interested in where the boys’ eyes might be. That was when he saw a glint. It was another forty or so feet above them and almost eighty feet above the Durmstrang goal posts. All this time they had been looking down, not towards the limit of where the snitch could go up.
Snapping his head to the side, as though he had just seen something, Krum followed his movement and took off, just after Harry. Harry started to dive towards his goal posts, waiting for Krum to come level with him. Krum knocked him hard, and Harry used it. Pulling hard on his broom, he turned and was fifteen broom lengths away before Krum realized he had been had.
Harry leveled himself against the broom, and inched forward, willing the broom to top speed. The wind whistled against his helmet, and he almost took a bludger to his handle, but was going too fast.
Harry wasn't sure he had ever gone this fast before. The Firebolt, usually really smooth at top speed, was shaking a little. He chanced a glance over his shoulder. Krum was still far behind. Looking up, he caught the glint about thirty feet to the right of where it had been before. Harry shifted, allowing Krum to close the gap by a few broom lengths.
The snitch, sensing it had been seen, took off towards the ground. Harry followed it. When it took a sharp turn to the left, just over the goal posts, Harry followed. This sudden movement allowed Krum to close another broom length. Harry ignored the larger boy and focused on the snitch.
Harry closed to within a broom length of the snitch before it shot towards the ground.
Harry followed, picking up as much speed as he could. He heard the roar of the crowd as he approached the grass. He didn't slow down, praying he could level out in time. He watched as the snitch leveled out just at the top of the grass. Harry desperately pulled up, his speed slowing, but not enough.
His hand shot out and he grabbed the snitch as his broom hit the ground. By now, he had slowed considerably, and his twigs hit first. This had him slam into the ground and he bounced twice before landing in a heap.
There was pain in his body, but he forced his hand up, the snitch held defiantly in his hand as it still seemed to want to get away. Krum landed next to him as Hooch's whistle blew.
Harry gave a smile before wincing as the boy took his other hand to lift him up. "That is my first loss in eighteen games. I look forward to playing again," Krum said, shaking his hand.
Harry returned the hard shake, forcing himself to stand. He was going to be sore later. "I hope we can play again. Fair is fair," Harry said, offering the snitch to him.
Krum shook his head. "I think your girl like it more."
Harry didn't get to say anything else as his team descended on him, and later the school.
It wasn't until later, while laying in the hospital bed, that he finally had a moment alone with Daphne. Luckily, he was just bruised and should be better by the morning. Daphne was giving him a hard look. Until now, she had been celebrating like the others.
"I am putting you into a bubble charm next time," she told him.
"I got you the snitch though," he said, touching the golden ball in her hand.
She gave him a soft smile. "I love Quidditch, and I love watching you play, but do you have to be so reckless? You and Krum almost planted the ground a few times."
Harry gave her a shy smile. "I will try, but my first captain told me to catch the snitch or die trying. Guess I take that too literally."
"You guess?" she asked, an eyebrow raising.
His smile was a little cheekier, hoping to lessen her ire. "I guess."
She huffed before leaning over and kissing him. "Harry, I need you to survive. If you do that again, I will go find Wood and kill him, then I will come looking for you."
The look she gave him had him feeling a little apprehensive. He didn't want to know what would happen to him once she got done with Wood. "Alright, I will tone it down."
"Please do," she said, the caring for him coming out. "There is a party in the Slytherin common room tonight. I should go down and show off my new prize."
"You just want to show off your intended," he teased.
Her smile was pleased. "That too. I'll see you in the morning," she told him, giving him a longer kiss before leaving the hospital wing.

  -oOo-


  April 29, 1995


  Hogwarts, Scotland

Hermione walked into the potion master's private rooms with Blaise. Harry and Daphne were before them. Behind them was Neville with Tracey and Roger with Wendy. Susan and Ernie were trailing everyone, having some type of argument. Hannah and Luna were with the group today.
Inside, there was the large round table and several smaller ones, just like many of the other teas or other events they had attended this year.
Slughorn immediately turned to Harry and Daphne. "Ah, the alliance of the hour," Slughorn said with some joviality. Harry stiffened a little, but Daphne took it in stride. After a few words with them, he turned to Blaise and her. "And how are you today, Heiress Granger and Scion Thatcher? I assume we will have another rousing discussion on how the Wizengamot works?"
"I am sure, sir," Blaise replied.
"We are doing well, Professor. I do look forward to hearing more about the history and the deeper magic you say was involved in making the Wizengamot and Ministry," Hermione told him. She was starting to push past her Runes and government classes with Madam Bulstrode. She hadn't understood how the Houses in the Wizengamot actually give some of their magic to maintain the Ministry and the country.
Slughorn smiled. "I think you will enjoy one of our guests today. Scion Longbottom, I think you know who it will be."
She turned to Neville who looked clueless. "Is my gran coming today?"
"No. The Minister is not coming today, but I have been told you have a connection in the Department of Mysteries. Someone who specializes in the deeper magics that rule our land," Slughorn said with a grin.
"Uncle Algie?" Neville asked, not looking quiet as pleased.
"Did I hear my name?" a man in a grey cloak seemed to just come out of nowhere.
"Ah, lovely to see you here, Algernon," Slughorn said.
"More like blackmailed," Algernon said.
Hermione regarded the interaction as Slughorn gave and easy chuckle. "Enticement, Algernon. This is the girl that I was telling you about, Heiress Hermione Granger. Heiress Granger, Algernon Longbottom. Algie, she had been asking me some very pointed questions on the magic around the Wizengamot and how the Ministry enforces covenants and jinxes."
The old man rose and eyebrow. "Really? That is unusual."
Hermione saw her chance. "Yes, Mr. Longbottom..."
"You can call me Croaker," the man said.
She didn't miss Neville's brow going up. It took Hermione a second to realize he had just given her his Unspeakable name. "Ah, yes, Mr. Croaker."
"Just Croaker is fine, Heiress Granger."
"Yes, sir. I have been doing some research on how the Wizengamot was founded and that it was a series of covenants that bound everything to it. It seems like most countries that claim defined borders have done this. I can't find any real information of what they are, how the magic works and is it binding? If so, what are the covenants and what are the repercussions if they are not followed? What about how far they reach? I've never heard of magic that can really go farther than a hundred miles or so if you are talking detection or other wards. Even the Ministry detection on underage wizardry requires amplification stones every fifty miles or so," she said in a rush.
Professor Slughorn chuckled. "How about I leave you to it. There are more of my guests coming in."
He shuffled her and Croaker off to the side. The man was looking at her curiously as she peppered him with more questions. Finally, he held his hand up and Hermione stopped, suddenly becoming aware of what she was doing.
"I see you have found out more about this than most," he said to her.
She frowned. "There really isn't that much information in the Hogwarts' library," she said as though her favorite pony had kicked her. "Harry isn't sure if there might be more in the Bones or Black libraries. He was hoping to get all the Potter books out this summer, but they all say they need to look at things before I can. Blaise said I can come over this summer and talk with his mother. I hope I can find more. Can you help with any of this?"
The man smiled at her. "I think you are asking deep questions that most never want to know. I do not know why you would be diving in this deep. Only the Unspeakables and some of the older families on the Wizengamot really care about this anymore. Can I ask why you are so interested?"
Hermione was trying to decide if she should say. She spared a look to Blaise, who was talking with Roger now, and then Harry and Daphne. Daphne was looking at her curiously. Harry just met her eyes, then turned back to the man they were talking with now. After biting her lip, she looked back to Croaker. Eventually, she decided on the truth. "I want to change things."
The man had been patiently waiting for her response. After a moment, he put to her, "Like what?"
"Creature rights for one. There must be something we can do to help House Elves. I mean they are bound to serve a wizard to maintain their magic. Was it always that way? Or muggle rights. I know Madam Bones and Lord Greengrass are working to lessen the muggle restrictions and make things more equitable, but that will probably take years and I don't think they really understand how bad it is for someone that is Muggleborn or raised," she told him.
The man regarded her seriously. "That isn't all, is it?"
"I don't like how the Wizengamot is. It's not right for only the very old houses or those granted the right to rule over all of us. How much of the bigotry in our world is from that mentality and privilege?"
"And yet you have been elevated to a peerage house. Is that not a position you seek?” Croaker put to her.
"On my own merits, yes. As a hereditary seat, no." She met the man's gaze.
After a moment, the man chuckled. "Heiress Granger, how do you feel about an internship this summer?"
"Doing what and where?" she asked.
"With the Unspeakables. As to what, I can't say, and you will be required to make oaths to not as well. Are you willing to accept?" Croaker asked her.
"I really would like to know what I am doing," she told the man.
"Not until you accept and take the oaths at the start of your internship. Four days a week, eight to four," he informed her.
She eyed the man. It was eating at her not to know, but she was being offered a possible once-in-a-lifetime opportunity. "When do I start?"
The man smiled. "I'll be in touch. Now, I smell some tea. Would you care to sit? I would like to talk with my great-nephew. I get to spend too little time with him. My sister-in-law is not always the easiest woman to be around."

  -oOo-


  July 1, 1995


  London, England

Susan hugged her Auntie, glad to see her. Tears were leaking from her eyes. "What is wrong, Susie?" she asked.
"Ernie broke up with me," she said. The poor girl looked heart broken. Amelia didn't think it would last, but she had seen how young teens could be when a relationship had ended.
She patted Susan on her back "I'm sorry, Susie."
Susan wiped her eyes before turning to Hannah to hug her. It was heartbreaking to see the first real heartbreak in her niece, but she wasn't that surprised. Susan was still only fourteen. She had a long time before she needed to settle.
Harry was standing just a few feet behind Susan, giving Sirius a handshake and a one-arm hug. Sirius had come with them today, mostly just to see Harry, but as a little extra security. After that, Harry turned to the Greengrasses. They said a proper goodbye, then Daphne pecked Harry on the lips. They would see each other again soon.
After getting home, Susan locked herself in her room. Wandering up the stairs, she figured she would find a way to comfort Susan, doubting she would be up to the traditional returning dinner. As she walked by Harry's room, she looked in.
He was sitting at his desk, a book open, and writing in it. She figured she would give Susie a few more minutes to wallow. Knocking on his door, Harry turned. He was taller than he had been last summer, looking to have added a good two inches, making him about 5' 8". He also looked to have added some muscle to the lean frame he had had after the regime to help him recover from the malnutrition and neglect he had suffered in his pre-teen years. His scar was barely visible through the fringe of hair that never seemed to want to be tamed.
He was handsome, soon to be fifteen at the end of the month. Daphne and him would make a good couple and she was sure their children would be very good looking as well.
More importantly, she could see in his eyes he was doing much better than he had been back the end of March. Harry had been wound as tight as a spring, ready to pounce at the slightest provocation. His eyes had constantly looked around for danger.
Here, in his room, in a place he considered home, he looked relaxed. His green eyes didn't look as haunted. He didn't scan the room or jump when she had knocked on the door. With a small smile, Harry greeted her. "Hey, Auntie Amelia. Did you want something?"
She smiled back. A year ago, she doubted he would look at her this way. Andi was right, he looked at Susie and her as family. "I just wanted to see how you are. How was the end of the year?"
Harry smiled. "I was just putting into my journal that Victor invited me to Bulgaria for a week. I was going to talk to you and Sirius about it later. He wants me to spend some time with him and maybe practice with the Bulgarian team."
Her eyebrow rose. "I wasn't aware you were that friendly with Victor Krum."
He shrugged. A habit they hadn’t been able to break him of yet. "Before they left, Victor told me that he really didn't have other competition and thought it would be nice to practice against me. It was fun playing against him. No one else at Hogwarts is as good."
She smiled. Harry had played very well. Durmstrang had won the tournament based on points alone. Both Harry and Krum had caught the snitches three of four times. She hadn't told him that the English team had sent her a request to have him join a youth camp this summer.
"I think we can work something out. Probably in August. Did you get a copy of your grades before leaving? Or do I need to wait for the owls to show?" she asked him.
Harry reached for the bookbag that was leaning against the leg of his desk. After fishing out a sheet, she walked over to take it out of his hand. She opened it, nodding as she looked at his grades. Straight outstandings except for History of Magic, which was an exceeds expectations.
"The class rankings had me at third," he said rather proudly.
She agreed that he should feel proud of this. "Did Daphne or Hermione get top spot?"
"They tied," Harry said.
She chuckled. "And how far off were you?"
"If I had been able to get my history grade up higher, I may have been in the running. Michael Corner is not happy that I beat him out by less than a point," Harry told her.
She nodded. "Keep up the good work. I'm going to check on Susie."
Harry frowned. "She's really upset. He broke up with her yesterday and she was still crying this morning. All the girls were trying to help her."
"I'm sure it hurts now, but she'll get over it. We may just need to let her have some time," she assured him. "Dinner will be in about thirty minutes."
Harry nodded. "I'll be down."
Leaving his room, Harry returned to his journal. She walked over to Susan's door and knocked. After the second time, she pushed open the door. "Susie?"
She heard a sniff.
After a moment, she entered and closed the door behind her. The room was dark, with only light filtering around the closed shade. Susan had thrown herself on the bed, her face buried in her pillow and her long auburn hair splayed across the duvet. She wasn't crying.
Amelia walked over and sat on the edge of the bed, her hand moving to Susan's back and rubbing it. "You want to talk about it?"
Whatever the response was, Amelia couldn't make it out as her niece talked into the pillow.
"I didn't quite make that out."
Susan shifted so her face was pointed away from her. "The arse was already sitting with Lilith Moon on the ride back," Susan told her.
Susan didn't usually swear that much. "Are they friends?"
"If you think sucking on each other's tongues as friends," Susan said bitterly.
"Ah, I see. I had the impression that you two were already having issues?"
Susan sniffed. "He thought we had broken up last month after that fight I wrote you about. I thought we had made up. He kissed me just last week." Susan sniffed again. "Why are boys such arses?"
She continued to rub Susan's back. How could she explain that the hormones that they were all going through could wreak havoc on relationships at this age? If your magic didn't really get along well, these breakups and quick rebounds could be common.
"Not all boys are arses," she said, internally laughing as Susan turned to give her a wary eye. Amelia had always had a policy of not using crass language around her niece, but with her getting older, Amelia figured she could start treating Susie as more of an adult. "You know a lot of this has do with your magic?"
Susan flopped back down on her bed. "I know what you have told us. I just really liked him, Auntie."
"I know, Susie. I am sure you will find someone that you like again. Do you feel up to dinner tonight?"
"I don't know," Susan replied, sounding morose.
"If you feel like joining us, dinner will be ready soon. If not, Minsy can bring you something up here. Tomorrow, I want you eating in the kitchen or dining room again," she told Susan.
Susan just sighed again.
"It will get better, Susie. I'm sorry he was such an arse," she said. Susie gave a weak chuckle.
"Thanks, Auntie. I think I am going to stay in my room tonight," Susan told her.
She patted Susan's back. "Just for tonight."
She left Susan, figuring she could ask her tomorrow how the end of the year went.
Going downstairs, she met Sirius in the dining room. "Have you decided when you are moving out?"
"The old cottage in Cornwall is all ready to move in now. I have rooms for Harry and Susan there. I figure I'd tell them tonight," Sirius said, pouring some wine for the two of them. She expected that Harry would be down in another five or ten minutes. It was going to be nice to have the two of them in the house for the summer. She was thinking she might miss having Sirius around. It had been nice to have someone else here many nights.
"Minsy is going to keep your room ready if you need it," she told the man.
Sirius nodded his head in thanks. "I appreciate it, but I think I'm at a point I should live on my own and get back out there. After getting to know Harry, Susan, Daphne and all the others, I am finding I want my own kids now. I am the last of the Blacks and should carry on my line. Harry and Daphne are already going to be busy enough. They will have four lines between the two of them to try for." The man wagged his eyebrows.
She shook her head, taking her wine to hide her chortle. "I think you are trying to wed them too early."
Sirius laughed. "Are you kidding? James knew Lily was the one by end of first year. They may have married right out of Hogwarts because of the war, but I doubt they would have waited much longer if there hadn't been one. Harry came eleven months later. Those two wanted a big family. I wish they could have had it."
"Harry wants a family when he is old enough. I hope he can have as big a family as he wants," she told him.
Sirius raised his glass. "If it cost me my life, I will ensure that all the kids have that chance."
She shared in his toast.

  -oOo-


  July 5, 1995


  Mosedale, England

They apparated to a field just outside an old castle. there was a mountain in the background, and a town in the distance. Looking at the place, most of the outer walls and what looked to have once been a large castle lay half in ruins. At the far side of the courtyard was all that was left of the place. A square keep that was perhaps forty feet on a side with an addition that rose over the ruins.
Amelia, Sirius and Remus were with him, mostly if he needed any help.
"This is it?" Harry asked, looking to Amelia.
"The is Peverell Keep. You own all the fields and that mountain around the castle. We can't go in with you until you allow it," she told him.
"James never knew of this," Sirius said. "Otherwise, he would have come to see what was here."
"Why not?" Harry asked.
"At the time, your great uncle was the acting Regent Peverell. He had married Dorea Black and was Lord Potter. It was tradition for the more prestigious titles to remain with the eldest, thus your grandfather was Lord Glamorgon. Charlus died about a month before Fleamont. Your father inherited everything, but with the war, us trying to finish Hogwarts and then going straight into the Aurors, I don't think he really paid attention to what he got. Not with the loss of Potter Manor, where he grew up. Charlus and Dorea had let Fleamont and Euphemia live there because Dorea like the city, and I think my great-aunt didn’t want such a large house after she lost her son, so they lived in a townhouse in London," Sirius explained.
Harry looked up. "Why wouldn't my great-uncle come here? The goblins said it’s been sealed for about two hundred years," Harry asked.
Sirius shrugged.
Remus sniffed. "It smells old. You are sure it is safe for Harry to enter alone?"
"The goblins checked all the wards. Harry has the blood of the Peverells. It is safe for him to enter, then he can let us in once he gets control of the wards," Amelia assured them.
With a resolute nod, Harry started to walk towards the large set of double doors on the addition to the keep. The other three stood back. When Harry was at the doors, he looked up. The doors were a good twelve feet high and made of some aged, dark wood and reinforced with iron. Amelia and Sirius had told him that he needed to press his scion ring against the coat of arms on the knocker.
Letting out a breath, he did so. It sounded like a series of locks were turning and sliding. When it stopped, Harry pushed on the door. It opened easily.
Inside, there was a layer of dust everywhere. He looked into a high ceiling entry hall. A faded tapestry was on the wall directly before him. Two suits of armour on either side of it. It had the feel that it was made to inspire or awe anyone first stepping in.
"Dobby," Harry called.
A second later, his excitable house elf was at his side. "The great Harry calls Dobby?"
He gave the elf a smile. "Yes. Can you enter?"
Dobby turned to the entry hall before nodding. "This is a place that belongs to the great Harry. Dobby can enter."
"Can you light the torches and show me where the primary ward stone is?"
Dobby nodded, snapping a finger. Torches lit all over the place. "Dobby can do."
"Great, Dobby."
They stepped in. Harry stopped before the giant tapestry. It was a tapestry like Sirius had said was in the house he grew up in. A giant tree sprouted from the bottom and spread up. Generations of Peverells started at Ignotius Peverell. The line died out in the late fourteen hundred, to be replaced with the Potters. Harry followed it. Most branches were dead ends, but three towards the top had grown over the others.
Looking around, Harry found an old chair, and moved to look at the top of the tree, which was a good eight feet off the floor. The main branch, thicker than the others, ended with him. The one to the right ended with Neville. To the left though, was another branch. One that split four generations back. It followed three squibs to end at two spots. He could tell the difference because the ones below the top names didn't have wands next to their names. The ones at the top did have wands.
 One was labeled: Theresa Danforth, 1989 - 
Harry looked at that. She would be old enough to go to Hogwarts in another six years.
The name next her had his brow raise. It said, Danielle Danforth, 1984 -
Harry had another relative. He would have another relative at Hogwarts this fall. Just the fact that he had other relatives had him smile.
"Harry, we are waiting," Sirius called out.
"Oh, right," Harry started, jumping down from the chair. Dobby was waiting. He had vanished the dust on the floor around them. "Can you find the ward stone?"
"Dobby knows where it is," the green-eyed elf said.
They went through one of two doors off the entry way. This one was a set of double doors, but only about eight feet high. Behind them they walked into what looked like a receiving chamber. it must have taken up much of the first floor of the keep.
And old table, obviously meant for meetings or feasts, dominated the room. Twelve seats were set around it. There were more old tapestries, weapons on display, things Harry didn't know about and four doors.
Dobby let him over to a set of open stairs. They spiraled up and down. They headed down. The first level down led to a hallway with rooms off it. As they continued, the stairs wound down and ended in a low cavern.
It was a dry cavern lit by some gems spaced equally around a carved granite cross. It was an old Celtic cross with patterns and lots of runes on it. "That is the primary stone. Dobby cannot approach."
Harry nodded and made his way over. Amelia had said he would need to touch it and let the stone know he was the new master of the keep by channeling his magic into it. Hesitating only a second, Harry did as instructed.
The second he started to channel his magic, the magic of the keep came surging into his hand. It was so strong he almost took his hand off. Instead, Harry pushed back. His nature was not to run. It felt like hours, but was probably only a minute or more, before he felt the wards give, then they enveloped him in warmth. Harry slumped to the floor, breathing hard. He had been allowed into the keep as a blood heir to the Peverells. By challenging this ward stone, he felt like he was more now. There was something else. Something like hard scales sliding across a stone floor.
Harry perked up.
"A new master?" a snake spoke from the dark recesses of the cave.
Harry turned to it, then heard another. "Does he have the tongue? Only the true heir has the tongue."
"Who is there?" Harry hissed in parseltongue.
He looked around to see two yellow eyes in the dark. "The master speaks," the snake said. Harry had a sinking feeling. He had only met one other snake before with yellow eyes.
"The master is the heir," the other snake said.
Harry sat stock still, eyes transfixed by the yellow eyes. A part of him was wondering why he wasn't dead, while another part of him was just curious. As he looked at the eyes, a green head came into the light of the gemstones. The basilisk was much smaller than the last one he met, but it was still a huge snake. As it came into the light, Harry was pretty positive it was close to twenty feet long. Looking to his left had him staring at another that was close to the same size.
The first came closer and lifted its head. Harry stayed as still as he could. Its tongue flicked the air around him before it pulled back. "It has been a long time since there was a master. Are we to protect you and kill those seeking entry?"
"No," Harry commanded. "They are my family."
Both of the basilisks pulled back. "Forgive, master. It has been long, and we have carried out our last requests."
"What were those requests?" Harry asked.
The one to his left answered. "Only allow those of your blood in unless a new master says otherwise."
"Kill all those that wish to seek entry," the other said.
"But not if they don't," to his left.
"Honour all those you call family and protect your mate at all costs," the first one stated.
Harry looked at them. "How am I not dead if I can see your eyes?"
"We do not wish it. It is a little cloudy to see, but we have closed some of our eyes," the one to the left said.
Harry nodded, now starting to believe he would survive.
"Do you wish us to carry out those requests?" the first one said.
"Ah, only if someone really tries to get in and I don't want them too," he told them. They both nodded their heads. What in Merlin's saggy pants was he to do with two basilisks! Was this why his relatives had never tried to enter the keep again? He was the first parselmouth of the Ignotius line in the last few hundred years?
"As the master wishes," the first said.
"Do you have names?"
"I am Sasshassa. My mate is Harssess," the one to his right said.
Harry nodded. "Do you need food or anything?"
"We hunt in the surrounding lands. No one has seen us," Sasshassa said. As Harry really looked at him, he noticed that Sasshassa had a blue streak down the center of his snout.
"Uhm. Okay. I need to go let my family in. You will not attack them or my elf?"
"Only if they try to harm you or enter when you say no," Harssess answered.
Harry nodded.
"You will return, master?"
"I am Harry. I will return. I don't know if it will be today, but I promise," Harry told them. They both made satisfied sounds and Harry was able to make his way up the stairs, out the doors and to Amelia, Sirius and Remus. Dobby had joined him and looked at Harry concerned. Harry hadn't been able to say anything.
All three of them looked really concerned. "Harry, what happened?" Amelia demanded rushing to his side.
"Did you get hit with something?" Sirius asked.
"I smell something different on you. Harry, what was in there?"
Harry looked at them, his hands shaking a little. "I know why no one else has entered here," Harry said.
"Why?"
He looked to Sirius. "Do you know the last parselmouth in the Potter line?"
Sirius shook his head. "Not the foggiest, pup. Why?"
Harry gave an unsettling laugh. How many nights had visions of that giant snake given him nightmares that summer after this second year? "Basilisks. There are two basilisks guarding the keep."
He had never seen the colour drain from three adults as quickly as he did now. "Where?" Amelia asked.
"In the ward stone room, two levels down in a cave. I talked with them," Harry told them, the shock of the situation starting to wear off. "Merlin, I saw their eyes."
"How are you not dead?" Remus asked after a moment.
Harry laughed. "They said their eyes were not open all the way. I think they had a second lid that they can see through."
"They weren't as big as the one at Hogwarts?" Amelia asked, a badge coming out of her pocket.
Harry shook his head. "Maybe twenty feet long. They have been here for a long time, but not as long as the one at Hogwarts. I bet Charlus and my dad never wanted to enter here if they knew."
Sirius pursed his lips. "We should contact the goblins and have them removed."
"No," Harry said, shaking his head. "They won't hurt anyone as long as no one tries to harm me, my family or my mate."
All three of them looked at him incredulously. "Bloody hell!" Sirius exclaimed and started to pace around.
"Harry, you are sure you are not hurt and that they will not harm anyone?" Amelia asked.
He nodded. As his brain kicked in, he gave her a smile. "Auntie Amelia, there are two basilisks in my basement." He laughed. "There are two basilisks in my basement. They were actually really nice."
Remus gave an uncertain smile and rubbed the back of his neck. "Merlin, pup, you never do things by half?"
Harry laughed. "Do you want to come in? There's a family tapestry in the entry hall and I've only seen the room with the big table."
All three looked a little apprehensive. "You are sure we will not be attacked?"
"I am a parselmouth. They said I was the master. I think we are safe, Auntie Amelia. I think I should be the only one to go into the ward stone room though," Harry told her, turning back. "If the tapestry is right, I have some other relatives."
Sirius stopped pacing and looked at him. After running a hand over his mouth, and sharing a look with Amelia and Remus, Sirius motioned towards the keep. "I think we should go with you to see if there is anything else bad in there."
Harry grinned. He was finally going to learn some real family history. They followed him in, wands in hand and looking warily around as he showed them the big tapestry. As Harry regarded it more, he noticed the thick branch he was on and it only grew thicker the closer you got to Ignotius Peverell. "Well, if there was any doubt, I don't see there being any anymore," Amelia said, looking at the tapestry.
"I hate the one in my parent's old house. My mother used to go on and on about it," Sirius said.
"Did you get rid of it when you sold Grimmauld Place?" Remus asked.
Sirius sighed. "No. I had it moved to a new room in the cottage. As much as I hate it, I can't deny that it is priceless to really know my family. This goes back almost twelve hundred years," Sirius remarked as he looked at Harry’s tapestry.
"I see a few other branches with extant relations, but they stop after eight generations off the main line," Amelia remarked.
"Extraordinary. Harry, you are related to half the major houses in the Wizengamot," Remus said.
Harry's eyes had been following some of that. He saw Avery, Orrington, Wintergreen, MacNair, Flammel, Dumbledore, Bones, Black, Longbottom, Mulciber and Carrow. Most were more than two hundred years ago, but he could still follow the family links. "Most of the Purebloods really are related, aren't they?" Harry put to them.
"You can only marry off between so many people if you only stick to the same crowds," Sirius replied.
"Shall we go see what else is in here?" Remus asked, looking at the big double doors.
"Dobby has found some old storerooms in the basement. There is a study with several hundred tomes and scrolls. A lady’s room, three bedrooms, the lord’s chambers on the top and an old astrolabe on the roof," Dobby told them.
"Well, let’s go see," Harry said, feeling excited again. His eyes lingered on his family tree. It was his family. The family he should have known. A family that he wanted to see Daphne on some day, and hopefully, they could add to this tapestry. Harry had a feeling he would value this as one of the most prized heirlooms he had. Harry needed to find Danielle Danforth. Maybe over the summer Harry could find them. He really didn't want them to go through this alone, like he had. Harry had a feeling that the Danforths probably had no clue about the magical world.





  
    Chapter End Notes

    Harry Potter and his world belongs to J.K. Rowling, Warner Brothers and anyone that has received licensing rights. I am grateful she gives us the privilege of playing in her world. 
Alright, so many have expressed interest in seeing more of how the group grows and works to change things. I will bow to my readers’ requests and have had to go back and work out a new plot line to extend this a few more chapters. This has required an extensive rewrite and new content, making the update period prolonged.
I am unsure how many new chapters it will be now to meet my new end goal...
I hope you all enjoy.
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    Chapter Notes

      My readers are AWESOME!
If anyone is interested, I picture Peverell Keep to be like Brough Castle, in England, or Dunlace Castle in Scotland. Nothing huge but defensible and large for a Lord at the time it was built.







  
  July 25, 1995


  Mosedale, England

Dobby popped in, Daphne holding his hand. Harry didn't miss her legs below the skirt she was wearing. Daphne looked around, her eyes taking in everything as she turned. When she saw Harry, her smile grew. "Where am I?"
"Peverell Keep, though I think it needs a better name," he told her.
She looked around again. "Where is this?"
"The Lakes District. That down there is the hamlet of Mosedale. It was once part of the Peverell lands. Do you like it?"
She spun around again. "Why not call it Greenfield? It looks like they were used at one time."
"I found a record saying that it was mostly sheep and cattle. The soil was poor for farming," Harry told her.
She nodded. "That can be fixed."
She turned back to the castle and took the few steps to him. "Thank you, Dobby."
"The mistress just needs to call," Dobby said and popped away.
"He's in a good mood today," she commented.
"He's got work to do. Tipsy should have her elflings soon and he wants to restore the kitchens here before she does," Harry said, taking her hand.
"Is it that bad inside the keep?" she asked, nodding to the four-story tall square tower.
"No. Besides some dust and dirt, a little age showing on some things, the preservation wards are working really well. The parts were the ward stones failed, well, you can see it didn't go well." He indicated the walls and the old gate house before them. “Sirius found the other wards weren’t tied into the main wards of the keep.”
"The kitchens were where the wards failed?"
"Yeah. Auntie is asking if I want to have the goblins rebuild the castle, but I'm not sure. What am I going to do with a whole castle if I don't live here?" he asked her.
She looked around again. "You could add a few greenhouses, maybe some trees around the edges of the fields. That would allow you to set up new wards. How much land is there here?"
"All the muggle repelling, and distraction wards are still active. There are old Celtic posts at the edge of the lower fields and up to the peak of the mountain. Sirius said the place could hide Hogsmeade and still have half the fields available," he told her. She was looking like the gears in her head were whirling. "What are you thinking?"
Daphne didn't say anything for a moment. "Just thinking," she replied.
Harry figured she would tell him when she wanted. "Do you want to come in and see what it’s like, or go for a walk? Dobby was going to have lunch on the lawn for us later. It's supposed to be sunny most of the day. Remus is here today trying to figure out a few heirlooms. Auntie doesn't want me here on my own until we are sure everything is safe. He's not sure if they are safe or not yet and we don't want the goblins inside the keep."
"Why not?" she questioned.
Harry wasn't sure what to say. Only Amelia, Remus and Sirius knew about the guardians. "You promise to not freak out and not tell anyone else?"
Daphne looked deep into his eyes for a few. "What aren't you telling me, Harry James Potter?"
"Family secrets," he said a little coyly.
"Should I know them yet? We are not tied to be family just yet," she told him.
Harry gave her a smile. "I wasn't thinking of getting rid of you, if that is what you are thinking."
She was quiet for a few. "You know we can't until we are both sixteen," she reminded him.
"I know," he said simply.
After a moment, her curiosity got the better of her. "What do you need to tell me?"
"I know why the keep was sealed and none of my relatives kept it up or came here," he said.
"Why?"
"I'm a parselmouth," he answered.
"I know that. Is that supposed to impress me? Did you have to use some parselmouth magic or something to open the keep?" she asked.
He chuckled. "Daphne, how did we all find out I was a parselmouth?"
She didn't look impressed. "You talked with a snake." He didn't say anything as she pieced it out. "There is a snake that you have to talk to?"
"Right in one. Well, two actually," he told her.
She looked at him, as though waiting for him to go on. When he didn't, she asked. "Harry, what type of snakes?"
He wasn't sure he should tell her, but he felt she should know, especially with the look she had given the area around here. As young as they were, Harry had a vision of them walking the hills and mountains as they grew older. "Basilisks," Harry said, his voice much steadier now than it had been that first day.
Her eyes widened. Her hand gripped his as tight as she could, which hurt with how they were still doing their workouts and physical training. "How did you talk to them?"
"They guard this place and the lands. Even the hamlet down there. The last Potter that could enter here asked them too and they have remained loyal. I have talked to them a few times now," he told her.
She was looking a little pale. "Right," she said, slowly. She took in a long breath, then let it out. Harry got slightly distracted how her chest pushed against the shirt she was wearing. "Right. You have two basilisks that live here... where exactly? Do I need to hold my eyes closed?" She was looking on the edge of panicking.
"No. They won't hurt you or anyone that doesn't mean me harm or try to get in without my permission. They know to let you in, but they would like to know your scent," Harry told her. "I have brought them items from Remus, Auntie and Sirius to smell, but they wanted to meet you. They said it was important."
She started to shake a little. "Meet me?" she said in a higher pitch voice.
"You don't have too, but I promise they will never hurt you," Harry told her.
She looked into his eyes. He saw fear, real fear, in her eyes. He didn't like that look and the fact he had caused it. "Daph, just forget about it for now. Let's go for a walk down to the stream."
She didn't move. "You really talked to them?"
Harry nodded. "Their names are Sasshassa and Harssess. I've talked with them a few times. They've been here about three hundred years."
Daphne took in a long breath before letting it out. "How big are they?"
"A little under twenty-feet and about a foot and a half in diameter," he answered honestly.
Her hand was shaking. "How didn't you die?"
"It turns out they have an extra lid over their eyes. It makes it a little hard for them to see, but it won't kill anyone."
She took in a few deep breaths to calm herself. He waited as she went through whatever she was thinking in her head. "Sahassa and Harsse?"
"Sasshassa and Harssess. Sasshassa is the female, Harssess is the male. He's a little bit smaller and Sasshassa has a blue streak down her snout. I like them, Daph, and I never thought I would like a basilisk," he told her.
Her eyes looked a little watery. Harry, looking like Daphne needed a hug, pulled her in. "Daph, you don't have too."
She buried her head in his chest for a moment before saying, "Show me."
"You sure?"
Daphne pulled back and pecked him. "If I will be Lady of the Peverell line someday, I should be able to do as my intended."
There was still fear in her eyes, but the fierce determination that made him love her. Harry took her hand and led her down into the tower. In the few weeks it had been open, Dobby had done a bang-up job. His family tapestry had been restored. The colours were vibrant and the little bit where the stitching had come loose along one edge had been repaired.
Daphne stopped to look at it. "Mother is set to inherit the one my grandmother has. Her family tapestry only goes back about three hundred years," she told him.
"Do the Greengrasses have one? I've never seen one in your house," Harry said.
"I think I am going to ask father to commission one. The goblins work with a house elf to make them because of the blood magic required, and they are not cheap," she replied.
"I could pay for it," Harry told her, looking up at the tapestry. It really meant a lot to him to have this. "Maybe I will have two commissioned. One for your house, one to put up here when we are married one day? It will go right next to this one, that way we will always know our roots."
The fear that had been in her eyes lessened. "Harry, do you understand how much that is? You are talking something like a dowery gift. That would become a priceless family heirloom."
Harry smiled, looking up to his family tree. "Like this one?"
After a moment she said, "Like this one. You really mean you would do that, wouldn't you?"
"Do you want one? I'm not sure if they trace you back or not, but it would be neat," he replied.
"Merlin, Harry," she said, moving in and capturing his lips. It was a long, sweet kiss. "Maybe when we get married. That is too lavish a gift right now."
He shrugged. "If you say so."
Her narrowed eyes let him know that she was guessing at what he was thinking. Harry wondered how much they really were and if it would be something the Greengrasses would like? Maybe Hermione or Susan? Or Neville?
"Take me to see Sasshassa and Harssess?" She was obviously trying to distract him, and a little of the fear came back to her eyes.
Harry led her into the dining hall and down the stairs. As they descended towards the cave, Harry told her, "Never come down here without me."
She nodded.
When they entered the cave, she took in a breath. "Is that a blessed stone with harmonic crystals?"
"Is that what it's called," he said. She looked at him curiously. "I've been the only one down here. I described it, but Sirius and Remus didn't seem to understand it."
"Don't you remember Binns talking about some of the goblin rebellions? Wizards couldn't get into some of their strongholds due to those arrays. They link into a lay line and use the crystals as power reserves. I don't know if there is a stronger ward array," she told him.
"I must have missed that. He didn't tell us that this year," he commented.
"Second year. Some of the early rebellions in the twelve and thirteen hundreds. Goblins haven't made those for wizards in hundreds of years," she added before squeaking when a grinding sound came. She took his arm and pressed her front into his back. He felt her shiver a little as she pressed her head against his shoulder.
Master brings his mate, Sasshassa said.
Harry watched the basilisks as they came into the light of the crystals. Daphne was shaking now as they came near. Master's mate will not be hurt, Sasshassa stated.
You are creatures to be feared by many, Harry replied.
Harssess came closer. Yes, we are feared by our enemies. Not by our masters or their family.
Daphne only knows you as an enemy. Harry looked the smaller Harssess in his eyes.
Then let her look at us and not fear, Sasshassa replied.
"What are they saying?" she whispered.
"They are saying you don't need to fear them. They, ah, protect my family," Harry said. "They would like you to look at them."
Daphne kept her face buried as Sasshassa came and lifted her head, her tongue flicking out around Daphne and him. Master's Daphne should not fear us.
"Daphne, if you want to look, I promise you will be safe. If not, we can leave."
"Why did I have to fall in love with a bloody Gryffindor," she muttered.
Harry chuckled. "It was you that came to me."
"Mental. I was completely mental," she said as he felt her lift her head. He strained his neck to see her face. Her eyes were still closed as Sasshassa lifted her head to be level with Daphne’s.
He didn't say anything. Even now Harry still felt a little apprehensive, but he had faith the basilisks would not hurt him or Daphne. As a parselmouth he had found he could tell a snake's intent when they talked.
When she opened her eyes, he saw them go huge to see Sasshassa only a few feet from her. Sasshassa flicked her tongue out. She is a good mate. She smells fertile.
Harry's face reddened. Harry didn't want to think of Daphne being fertile for a while yet.
Daphne said in a voice he just barely heard, "She is beautiful."
A smile spread on his face. Harssess came up to look at Daphne. "They won't kill us?"
Harry shook his head. "They protect me... protect us."
Daphne still clung to him as she looked at the two basilisks. "Merlin, I'm still shaking."
"It's alright, Daph. They just wanted to meet you," Harry assured her.
The Lady is always welcome. We will never harm her or your progeny. Sasshassa hissed before lowering down and slowly moving back into the shadows. Harssess stayed for a moment.
The blessing of our old masters lay heavy on you. It will pass to this mate once you claim her and will be in your blood as long as it goes. Our parents served the great Peverells. As did their parents before them, and the ones before them. It was a traitor to the family that stole one of a clutch many generations ago. I smell the taint of that one in you, but it does not rule you. My mate and I will pass within the next few tens of years, and we will leave new protectors. Your gift will allow your progeny to speak and command them. May our blessing see you to a long age, Harssess said before suddenly darting forward. Its tongue got Daphne's cheek.
She screamed and Harry went to protect her, but Harssess was already moving away. When Harry turned to her, he saw her touching her cheek. "It tried to bite me," she said, looking white as a sheet.
"It gave you it's blessing," Harry said, wrapping her into his hug. Her body was shaking so hard he wasn't sure if she would be alright or not.
"It didn't poison me?" she asked.
Harry shook his head. "You would already be dying if it did. They will never hurt us."
She wrapped her arms around him. "Can we go back outside for a bit?"
"Sure."

  -oOo-


  Same day...


  London, England

Hermione loved to read. She loved to learn. It was a love and need that was so ingrained to her that when she met Croaker three weeks ago for her first day of her 'apprenticeship', she was excited. The man had chuckled at her exuberance, then took her to this room.
And that is where she had been, four days a week, from eight until four PM. In this room.
Oh, she could go to the bathroom, three rooms down, but she couldn't go anywhere else. At noon, Croaker would come and pick her up, then they would apparate to a place for lunch. She would get an hour with him to go over what she was reading, with him mostly listening, as they ate.
As much as she loved to learn and loved to read, after three weeks she admitted to herself that this was the most boring thing she had ever done.
Over two hundred years of Ministry rule and regulations as to how an Unspeakable is to act, what they can say, who they can say it too and the having to remember the various oaths, both those that were now 'off the books', and the ones that were still in the current rule book.
When she had been offered this opportunity, she thought it would be very interesting, and give her and Blaise more information on how the Wizengamot was formed.
Thus, when Croaker showed at noon, she flopped the latest revision of the Unspeakables 'manual' onto the table.
"Have you made any progress?" Croaker asked.
She had to bite down her retort. "I have read the current manual three times now this week."
"Excellent," the man said with a smile. Only because his grey hood was thrown back could she see his face today. Many times, he came in with it up and she could never tell if it was Croaker or not.
Hermione fought not to roll her eyes.
"Then you now know that everything I have had you learn about what we are supposed to do is very important and you are ready to make your vows to join us," the man said. He chuckled as her eyes went wide.
"Join you?" she squeaked.
"Heiress Granger, one of the things about the Unspeakables is that we like to take the top talent early enough they are not stuck in their ways. Your ideas about revolution have intrigued a few people and you will be apprenticed to us, if you so choose," Croaker said.
Hermione blinked. "You mean as in a real apprentice? Seven years of servitude to get a Mastery and all that?"
He chuckled again, before taking on a serious face. "I have talk with your Regent and your parents. I have explained that if you wish to take this opportunity, the Unspeakables will require you to work every summer and be assigned special tasks during the school year that you will have to report out on periodically to whomever your senior is at the time. Until you earn a senior level, you shall be an apprentice. No matter how long that takes."
Her eyes were wide now. "But... but, what about me working for creature rights and trying to change the Wizengamot?"
The man's smile was genuine, but a little predatory. For the first time she got a real feeling that the Unspeakables may not all be as kind as they appear. Stories of this man doing things to Neville to have an accidental magic reaction were now coming to his head.
"Not all Unspeakables are tied down to a desk or a research position in these walls. What is your true impression of what all these rule books say about us?" He swept his hand to the multitude of pamphlets, scrolls and volumes.
She looked around, going through everything she had read in the last three weeks. As she went through the catalog of items in it, she started to realize something. The secrecy. The oaths to protect. The oaths to cause no harm unless necessary. The oaths to maintain their traditions. The traditions of keeping up to date on current Muggle technology, society, governments...
She looked up to Croaker, some pieces all of a sudden fitting together. "The Unspeakables protect our world."
"A little simpler than our true goals, but it is a start," Croaker said. "I will admit that the goals shift some depending on who is in charge, but you will find me rather forward thinking, compared to our previous Head. Are you ready to take the oaths, then I can really explain why you caught my eye and what we are willing to do to help you. In return, we will ask for your time."
"Uhm..." she said, rather stupidly. She hadn't been expecting to sign up for life, by the way he made it sound.
"I assure you that Regent Bones and your parents have agreed. I explained as best I could and made magical oaths that I will not willingly put you at bodily harm until you are of age, and even then, only when absolutely necessary," he informed her.
She thought about it for a long moment. So many of the oaths focused on guiding wizarding world while protecting it. But everything was about protecting in the end. When she pulled her wand out, the man gave her a broad smile.
"Now, if you would, Heiress Granger, we are going to walk through all the oaths and I will explain what they mean, all the loopholes we know about, and what it will mean for you before I ask you to take them" Croaker said.
She may not have gotten to lunch, but when she left, her spirits were way up...

  -oOo-


  August 19, 1995


  Longmarche, England

It was the first time in over twenty years that the Longbottom house, Longmarche, had been decked out and prepared for a major society event. Lady Abbot and Davis had been all over the house after his gran had offered to use it for the cotillion this year to allow people to forget what happened last year.
His gran was busy at the ministry and happy to let the other woman plan most everything.
Now that the night was on them, Neville found he liked that the huge house felt like it had come alive again. He had spent so many years here with it being so empty.
His gran was acting the Grand Duchess, as was her right and role here, instead of the Minister tonight. She was in a grand gown and pleased to have him next to her. She was even more pleased when his intended showed.
Tracey came with her family by a house elf into the large atrium. Others were arriving by  elf, Floo, and even a few by old carriages. Neville didn't really care when he saw Tracey in the pale pink dress that was worn by those waiting to be presented. Next year would be her year and he would walk her down the stairs that were next to the fireplace.
Tracey had grown over the last year. The dress filled out more. Her curves were more womanly. He liked the way her hair was up and exposed her long neck. The brilliant smile before she schooled her features was even better. He did find it rather nice, but odd, that the bottom two inches of her blonde hair matched the colour of her dress. That was a lot more daring than would normally be allowed at formal balls like this.
"Perhaps you should ask Miss Davis to join us," his gran said before she turned to someone else to share a few words with.
Neville walked over and bowed to Tracey and her parents. "Lord Davis. Lady Davis. Scion Davis," Neville greeted each in turn. When he got to Tracey, he took her hand and brought her knuckles to his mouth. "Miss Davis."
Tracey's eyes danced with mirth. "My Scion Longbottom," she replied.
Lord Davis nodded his head. "It is nice to be back at Longmarche. I remember being here many years ago."
"Yes, sir. Gran is very thankful to Lady Davis and Lady Abbott for their time in preparing this. If you would, you and your family are welcomed to join the Dowager and myself this evening," Neville offered.
The man gave Neville a smile. "I think my daughter would be enough to satisfy our presence. I would like to find Lady Zabini first. Roger, do you see miss Wendyl either?"
Tracey tried to hide a smile. "Yes, father. I will not do anything to embarrass you."
Her mother chuckled. "I would be careful, Scion Longbottom, she has been up to something."
Neville raised an eyebrow and she looked totally innocent. He wasn't sure yet if he should be more worried when she looked up to trouble, or when she was acting as though she wasn't. "I promise to keep an eye my intended, Lady Davis."
"I wish you luck in that endeavor, but fear you will fail," her mother teased.
Tracey still looked innocent. "I promise to be good," Tracey said, then said something under her breath.
Her mother eyed her daughter. "Act the lady I know you are until after the first few dances."
"Yes, mother," Tracey said.
"What are you up to?" Neville asked.
She gave him a bright smile as they wove their way through the gathering crowds. "Nothing... tonight," she told him.
He eyed her. "What are you up too?"
"It wasn't me that gave me these pink highlights," she told him.
He raised an eyebrow. "Fred and George?"
"Somehow. I haven't seen them all summer and I woke with this yesterday," she said, touching the pink tips. "We haven't found a way to get rid of them yet."
"You don't seem that upset," he commented.
She smirked. "It's bloody bril, if you ask me. I kind of like it, after I got over the shock."
"I like it too." Neville touched some of her hair and got his hand slapped.
"Don't mess up my hair. You can wait until later," she told him.
By now, they were at his Gran's side, and she turned from the man she had been talking with. "Ah, Neville, and your intended, Tracey. Arron, this is my grandson."
The man was tall, maybe in his later sixties with a white streak down the center of his dark hair. "Ah, the son of Frank and Alice. It is nice to finally meet you. And you, beautiful young lady, I have not had the pleasure of seeing you before."
"Tracey Davis, sir," she said, doing a small curtsy.
The man returned a low bow. "Mr. Arron Haversine. I am the nephew of Madam Longbottom."
Neville's eyes widened. His gran never talked about that side of his family. He looked to her. As an explanation she said, "I recently reached out to my sister, who moved to the United States during the war."
The man looked a little sad. "Yes. Unfortunately, my mother died a few years ago, but I agreed to come and see this lost side of my family. She has also agreed to support my daughter this year. My youngest daughter, Madelyn, will be coming here for a job end of September and I thought she should have all the advantages she could."
They talked for another five minutes before they were called away to open the event. Neville went to stand beside the small step that had been set up for his Gran to stand on and was mildly surprised when she asked Tracey to join them. They were not betrothed yet, but his gran was saying Tracey was as good as family.
She took up next to him, standing tall an acting the lady.
"Thank you all for coming to this fun night for our children and to introduce those coming of age in our society," his gran started. There was some applause. "It has been many years since the Longbottoms have hosted this event, and after tonight, I do hope it will not be many more. Myself, the Lord and Lady Abbot, and the Lord and Lady Davis have come to the agreement that the next few cotillions will cycle between our houses."
There was more applause.
"Now, tonight is supposed to be about fun and teaching these young people how it is to act as a society peer. I do hope you will all help in this endeavor. Now, I am not one for long speeches, so I will ask for the debutantes and their escorts to be introduced. Lord Abbott, would you do the honour?"
Hannah's father gave a half bow. "It would be my pleasure, Madam Longbottom."
When she stepped down, his gran gave them a big smile. "One day this will be your responsibility, my dear. Please pay attention," she said to Tracey. Tracey's eyes widened, as though she had never thought of that. Neville hadn't either. He liked her. Neville was even starting to think he might love her, but Tracey and him had until they were both seventeen to decide that.
Tracey answered in as steady a voice as she could, "Thank you, Madam Longbottom."
"Please, dear, you can call me gran," the woman said, making Neville's eyes grow as large as Tracey's.

  -oOo-


  A few hours later...


  Longmarche, England

Blaise had finally gotten Hermione alone in the back gardens. It had been harder than he thought to dodge the Auror patrols and their friends. They were still inside the outer patrol, but in a quiet, slightly dark area.
Hermione was looking at him with and amused smirk. "If you just wanted to find a place to snog, Neville said we could explore the house," she told him.
Blaise rubbed his palms on his trousers, while giving her a cheeky smirk. His hands were sweaty with his nervousness, and he was trying not to show it. "I wouldn't mind a snog, but I wanted to talk to you about something first."
Hermione looked at him questioningly.
Blaise went on. "So, I talked with my mother and Madam Bones," he started.
"Blaise..."
He held up a hand and she stopped. "Just, hear me out, then you can get all opinionated on me." He chuckled as she rolled her eyes. "Hermione, I want you to know I really like you. I like you enough that I want to do this properly."
"You know that I still find all this backwards," she told him.
"Maybe, but you are an heiress now. You are going to be a very important person, even if we can pull off this revolution we want," he told her. She went to open her mouth and he put his hand over it. "I want to change things. I want to change things with you. Even as I say that, I find that I want to keep some traditions."
Her eyes showed her surprise. He had talked about burning them all down just as much as she had, but apparently some of his mother's views had sunk in. "Until we can change things, there are ways to gain respect and power that most will recognize. We are both allied to who will probably be the most powerful figures in the Wizengamot within the next ten years. Harry, Neville, and Daphne have decided to follow the old customs. I think we should as well," Blaise tried to reason.
Hermione kept her mouth shut as he took his hand away. She was looking very thoughtful. When he went to interrupt her again, afraid she would say no and rant at him, she put her hand over his mouth this time. "Can I speak now?"
She didn't seem angry, so he nodded. She took her hand off his mouth and took his hand. After a deep breath, she said, "You want a courtship, don't you?"
"Very much," he replied, being far more serious than he usually was, well, for anyone but Hermione. She evoked a different side than he showed most people, a side he liked.
Hermione nodded. "Have you talked to my parents?"
"Not yet. Madam Bones said I should talk to you first, and then she would help us talk to your parents," he said.
"They already know about all this. I've told them it would be a possibility, and I don't think they will disagree," Hermione told him.
Blaise looked a little surprised now. "You aren't upset I would want this?"
Her smile was soft. "Maybe last year. Madam Bulstrode has been a very good teacher... and I have learned things. I would agree to a courtship if you want," she told him.
A big smile came across his face, before he looked at her dubiously. "I may not have known you as long as Harry, but that seemed too easy."
Hermione laughed and pecked him. "I like you too. You are right. I am Heiress Granger. You are Scion Thatcher. My closest friend, well, he is more like my brother, is going to be head of a very powerful house. I think that holds more importance than I thought." She put a finger to his mouth as he went to ask. "I can't tell you."
"The Unspeakables?" he asked around his finger.
She didn't say anything or move. After a moment, his suspicion was confirmed, and he was very curious. "I won't agree to a betrothal before we are out of Hogwarts. Maybe even a year or two later. I have things I want to do before I give you children."
He knew that was what this would lead to, but he hadn't really thought about that as a real thing. "You know..."
"Shhh. Let me finish." He nodded and she went on. "Blaise, I really want to make changes, but I think there are things, deeper things, that I don't understand. I need that time before we convince Harry and the others."
He nodded again and kissed her finger before taking her hand in his. "I will wait," he assured her.
She smiled, before her eyes took on that intense look she always got before dragging him into a broom closet. "That doesn't mean we can't kiss or anything."
His cheeky grin returned. "As my lady wishes."
It was a good half-hour before they tried to straighten themselves out enough to return to the cotillion. They didn't notice the two Hit Wizards that were not trying to look at the teens as they enjoyed themselves...

  -oOo-


  September 1, 1996


  London, England

It had been a fun summer. They had been to three amusement parks, kept up their training three days a week, Madam Bulstrode said that they didn't really need her anymore, and Daphne wasn't shaking when she went to visit Sasshassa or Harssess. She had wanted to see them again about two weeks after the first time. Out of all their friends, she was the only one to know that secret. Harry felt a little guilty about keeping it from Hermione, but he didn't want them to be endangered. Not that he didn’t trust Hermione, but as much as he considered her family, she just wasn’t. Over the summer, he had become very fond of his new familiars. They weren't Hedwig, but they were part of his legacy, his family.
On the platform, Harry noticed that there seemed to be more first years as they walked towards the front. Most looked at them and the smiles and waves were rather nice. It felt more like they were looking at him more because he was Harry Potter, the future Lord Potter, than the hero, The-Boy-Who-Lived.
They found a compartment where the six of them could sit: Neville, Tracey, Hermione, Blaise, Daphne and himself. Four of them had to leave quickly though, since they all had new Prefect badges.
Harry opened the door to let the others go before him. Daphne gave him a little smile and he sat in the seat next to her. Susan was sitting away from Ernie. Trevor Brook, a Ravenclaw, was the head boy. Across from him was A Hufflepuff that Harry really didn't know with the Head girl badge.
Harry sat with Daphne, Susan before them, with Neville, and Hermione and Blaise behind them.
The train was on its way before Brook called for everyone's attention. "Right, boys and girls, let’s get this going. I'm Trevor Brook and this is Maggie Mason. We are the head boy and girl for the year."
"Thank you, Trevor. It's good to see all those that were prefects have come back, and to see the new faces. I am going to assume that you read the handbook, because you will be expected to follow the rules, and enforce them. If you haven't read it, I expect you to by next weekend," Maggie told them.
As they were going over what was expected of them, and the schedules, Harry didn't miss the look between Daphne and Hermione when the headships were mentioned. It was a position decided as much by academics as it was popularity and the proven ability to be mature and fair.
Harry was hoping he would not be caught between the two most important people in his life. He knew Daphne wanted to be at the top, with her ambition starting to really take off that way as they talked about their future. Hermione had been responding to the competition to her dream since the first day she had walked into Hogwarts.
When they walked out, Hermione took his arm. "Daphne, do you mind if I do this first patrol with Harry?"
"Of course. I'll see you in a short bit," Daphne said, giving him a peck.
They waited for the other prefects to walk by before Harry asked, "What's up?"
Hermione looked around and pulled him into the stairwell before casting, "Mufliato."
Harry waited for her to speak. "Harry, I want you to take this book. I only have permission for you, Daphne and Neville to read it," she said, looking around like she was doing something she wasn't supposed too.
Harry looked down at the aged book. It looked delicate and not that large.
"What is it?"
"A diary that digs into the creation of some old magical places in Britain and the politics of about a thousand years ago. It's been enchanted so that it won't fall apart or be damaged, but I think you should read it. Once you are done, I need to let Neville borrow it. I have to return it by the beginning of October," she told him, finally meeting his eyes.
"Why is this so secretive?" Harry asked her.
"Once you read it, you'll know," she told him.
Harry took the book and could feel the familiar magic that he had grown accustomed to over the summer. "Hermione, where did you get this?"
"I can't say. It's important Harry," she told him. “I can’t talk with you about it until you read the book.”
"Hermione, I can feel the magic in this. It is part of my family’s legacy. I think I should be the one giving permission to use it," he told her.
She looked a little shocked. "I can't feel anything," she told him, taking the book back and looking at it for a moment.
"Hermione, I need to know where this came from. There are things I have found this summer that should not be given out without my permission," Harry told her.
She frowned. "I will have a talk with the one who gave it to me."
"Was it Blaise? We have shared a few things, but not a whole book," Harry put to her.
"It's not Blaise," she said.
"Then the Unspeakables? If they have other stuff that belongs to my family, I really need to know," Harry told her.
"I can't say. Please don't ask again. Just read it," Hermione begged.
Harry frowned before taking the book back. "I am not giving this back," he told her. "I will let Daphne and Neville read it if I think it’s appropriate, but I need to talk with whomever gave this to you before I consider anyone else."
She frowned. "I have to give it back."
"Hermione, if this still has my families magic on it, then it was not given freely. Amelia and Sirius have explained that to me this summer. That means this was stolen." He opened the cover and could see a bunch of runes on the inside of it. He recognized a few of them, and two of the rune chains. He traced a few others. "I've never seen runes lain out like this before."
Hermione cocked her head. "Harry, there aren't any runes there. I have read this twice in the last week."
Harry looked up. The only explanation he could think of was 'family magic'.
"If the Unspeakables gave this to you, I need to talk with them. When I went through the study at Peverell Keep, there were spots where a few books seemed to have been missing. This is a journal from Eros Peverell. He was a grandson to Ignotius and one of my direct ancestors. There were two or three journals missing, or so it looked from the gaps and dust spots. They are the oldest ones I could find. If the Unspeakables have the others, then they have stolen family secrets that they have no right too."
Hermione looked really concerned now. "I didn't know. I don't see any runes," she told him.
Harry pinched his nose. Remus had insisted on cataloging everything, and Harry had read two of the other volumes from Eros because the rune work in it. One of the journals had entailed some of the rune schemes for his cloak and what had been used on the tower when it was constructed around one-thousand AD.
"Get me in touch with your mentor, please," Harry asked her. He really shouldn't be blaming Hermione.
She nodded and they just stood there for a few. "Harry?"
"Yeah?"
"Can I read some of the other journals?"
"I don't know. There is some really strong magic in the few I have read, and I feel like it’s really important. I don't want just anyone to know it yet," he told her.
Hermione didn't look pleased, but she accepted it. When she spoke next, she was very cautious about her word choice. "You really should read that soon. It will be important if we want to change the Wizengamot, and for how we might be able to counter some new Muggle technology that the Unspeakables are concerned about."
Thinking to the undetectable rune chains that Eros said were used on the cloak, Harry bet that what was here could be very important. He didn't want to hold back any information that could help people, but so much had been stolen from him that he got a little upset when he found something else.
"Hermione?" he said as she went to cancel the charm.
"Yes, Harry?"
"I'm not upset with you. You didn't know," he told her.
She gave him a small smile. "I will send an owl to Croaker tomorrow," she assured him.

  -oOo-


  September 2, 1995


  Hogwarts, Scotland

Daphne sat in the common room waiting for Astoria, her friends and Pansy, who had asked to sit with them this year.
Tracey was busy writing a letter as they waited.
Daphne watched as various groups or single housemates came out of the dorms. Most went straight out the door, but as they passed, she saw one of three reactions. Those who had always supported more of the neutrals or moderate houses nodded or offered them some type of greeting. Those that were more traditionalists on the conservative sides, and those that didn't fully support You-Know-Who, would mostly meet her eyes, but not much else. The last group, which was reduced now, mostly because they had either graduated or they were not going to other schools, avoided her. Their eyes were usually down cast or looked elsewhere.
The change in the power dynamics of the house over the last year was dramatic. Daphne and her friends and allies were now the dominant power. She recognized it. She would use it if she needed too, but she wouldn't lord it over others. Hermione and Blaise had good points that the more they could 'get along' with others, the more they would make the changes permanent.
Blaise came up with Theodore, who were the only fifth-year boys in the house. When they sat, those that wanted to avoid them moved through quicker.
Blaise gave a sly smile. "If I didn't know better, I would say you are the top snake now," Blaise commented.
"She is," Tracey said. "No one wants to mess with her because of her father and Madam Bones, not to mention Harry."
Daphne gave a small smile. "I won't use them like that."
"You mean you don't want to be like Malfoy?" Theo asked.
She gave him a level look. "I will not go complaining to my father. I can handle my own fights. I will only bring in my intended if absolutely needed."
Blaise chuckled as two seventh-year girls looked like they were going to say hello, then turned away. "I think you scared them away."
Daphne watched the girls go. "I'll talk with them later."
When Astoria and Amanda came up, Daphne got up. Astoria was only a third year, but with how much things had changed, and the fact that Daphne now understood her new position, it was important to keep an eye on her sister.
Astoria rolled her eyes. "I don't need an escort," she told Daphne.
"No, but I want it known we represent a united front. After today, you can do what you want," she told her sister.
"You know I don't care for all these politics. Besides, it's you and Harry that really need to worry about this," Astoria said.
Tracey shook her head. "Was I that naive?"
"Still are," Blaise told her in a serious voice.
"Bint," Tracey said with a scowl, which had Blaise and Theo laughing. Astoria and Amanda smirked. "Don't forget about Neville. His gran is Minister and Neville is really starting to pay attention to what is going on."
"I didn't," Blaise said. "How could I anyways, you bring him up three or four times an hour."
Tracey smirked. "What can I say? I'm smitten with him."
"More like in love," Astoria snarked. Tracey just shrugged her shoulders.
"I still owe you for Harry, don't forget," Daphne told her now thirteen-year-old sister.
Astoria just gave her a winning smile. "Maybe."
When they made it to the great hall, Harry was already at the Gryffindor table. They had decided to sit at their house tables today. Looking at the Slytherin table, they were one of the last groups. She would have to make sure Astoria was on time for now on.
The surprising thing was that the center of the table was empty except for their allies. Daphne knew where her place needed to be and took up just about dead center. Essentially, she was the queen of the house now. Not a position she had expected to attain by the start of her fifth year. Looking down the table, she didn't see anyone looking to challenge her.
Tracey and Blaise looked a little shocked. "I knew things had changed, but like this?" Tracey whispered.
Daphne did a small raise to her left shoulder. It was as much of a shrug as she would give. Looking across the hall, she could see Harry in much the same position, with Hermione, Neville, Luna and all the others he liked in the center of the table. She knew he was probably a little uncomfortable with the position, but he was taking up the position he now understood he had.
Susan, Ernie and Hannah were towards the center as well. The Hufflepuffs didn't really believe in a pecking order, but Susan was obviously considered high up. Her Prefects badge didn't hurt either.
The only house that they didn't have a large presence in was Ravenclaw. Luna had snubbed them today, and without Roger, they didn't have many she would consider part of their alliance. Between Ravenclaw and Hufflepuff, she decided they would have to branch out more into those houses over the next few years.
Tracey nudged her. "Are you going to eat or keep staring at Harry?"
Daphne cracked a smile. "He is rather handsome."
"Neville is better."
Daphne just gave Tracey a knowing smile.
"Ms. Greengrass, your schedule," Professor Slughorn said, coming up to her.
"Thank you, professor," she said, turning to take the slip.
"I would like to invite you and Mr. Potter to a dinner Friday night. Would you be able to attend?" the man asked.
"We will be there, professor."
"Excellent. Ms. Davis, you and Mr. Longbottom have the same invitation. Here is your schedule."
"I will make sure we are there, professor," Tracey replied.
"Marvelous. Now, Mr. Zabini," Slughorn turned to their dark skin friend.
Daphne looked back to Harry. She had a feeling finding time alone with him over the next few years might be tough.
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  September 23, 1995


  Hogsmeade, Scotland

Harry opened the door. He was going into a private room in the Three Broomsticks. Daphne and the others were going to eat lunch while they waited for them to have this meeting. Inside the door he found Amelia and a man in grey robes. Harry recognized the man from one of Slughorn's parties last year.
The man stood up and held out a hand, "Good morning, Scion Potter. It is nice to see you again."
"Yes, good morning," Harry replied before sitting.
"So, you requested this meeting?" Croaker asked.
Harry looked to Amelia, who just nodded. Harry took the journal out of a pocket. "I wanted to know why the Unspeakables have a journal from one of my ancestors, and if you have more."
Croaker's brow rose. "Is it really? How do you know?"
Harry opened the cover and pointed to the runes. "I know these runes and can feel the magic."
"Interesting," Croaker said, looking at the book. Amelia did too.
"Harry, I don't see any runes," she said.
"Neither does Hermione. They are family magic, from what I can tell," Harry told her.
"The Peverells? Have you found more? Where? We have known there is other magic in this, but have never been able to identify it," Croaker said, reaching for the book. Harry pulled it back towards him.
"Mr. Croaker, I don't know how you have this, but there is information in this book that I know is my legacy. Why do you have it?" Harry asked. Over the summer Sirius and Remus had helped him make sure everything in the tower was safe, but they hadn't looked into anything Harry didn't allow them too. Amelia had the opinion that they were family, but she said this was his legacy, and someday to be Daphne's.
Croaker leaned back, regarding Harry.
"Can you tell me what those rune chains do?"
"I want to know why you have this first," Harry pressed. Amelia frowned at him, but Harry needed to know. After reading the journal, he realized this was the initial research on how to setup large fields of concealment, like his cloak.
"From what I was told, these were taken from a cache of books found in Hogwarts in a place known as Slytherin's Quarters around seventeen-ninety. Headmaster Oliver Everland was friends with the head of the Unspeakables at the time and thought the knowledge too great to keep in the Hogwarts library. A copy of most books and scrolls were made and are in the headmaster’s private library. This book, of unknown origin, and twenty-three others, were not able to be copied, even to this day. We have been able to detect a magic in it, but no one has ever said there were runes," the man said, looking back towards the inside cover.
Harry pursed his lips. "I think there are only seven books missing from my library. Three from Eros Peverell, the author of this journal. I can tell you there is magic on this to mask the magic of my family, probably to keep it from being copied as well. I don't understand why it would be in something belonging to Slytherin. It was the Cadmus line of the Peverells that married into the Slytherins," Harry told him.
The man regarded him. "I was unaware of some of that history."
"And I ask you to remain so," Amelia said. "We have found this out, but I must ask, why is this so important and why did you use Heiress Granger to get at it?"
The man held up a hand. "Hermione said Harry and her friends were very bright. I underestimated how much. Scion Potter, Hermione is my apprentice. As I said, this book and others were given to us by a Headmaster at Hogwarts. As I am sure you are aware, Hermione would like to change things about the Wizengamot, but I fear she will fail, as others before her have, without the knowledge of how the Wizengamot was formed. That book is the start of the theory I have had for many years. I am not sure if any of the others I have are your families, but if you could give me a copy of those runes, that might set me and your friend in the right direction."
Harry looked at the man, then Amelia again. "No," Harry said.
Croaker didn't look that put out. "Why not?"
"Until this summer, I never really understood what family magic was. I still don't know much about what the Potters were known for, as it seems much of their knowledge has been destroyed or pilfered. I can learn about the Peverells, and what I have seen so far leads me to think that it is knowledge not many others have. I want any other books or stuff you may have of mine," Harry told him.
"Croaker, I agree. If you have any other Peverell heirlooms or books, they need to be returned to Harry. Also, did you find anything in the Chamber of Secrets? I have not heard about that yet and Harry has claim over it," Amelia said.
The man didn't give anything away. "I told you then that we would not pass along any information that was dangerous or deemed state secrets," he said in an even tone.
The two of them held an uneasy stare.
After a moment, the man said, "I can see we are at an impasse. I would like to work with you, Scion Potter, but I can't release information that has been deemed state secrets, and your friend did promise to return the book by the end of the month," Croaker told him.
"This is my property," Harry stated and a light tingling passed up his arm.
Croaker frowned. "It would appear so, but your friend has made certain oaths..."
"Croaker, tell me right now that you didn’t require Heiress Granger to make oaths that would harm her?" Amelia said in an icy tone. "I did not give her leave to make any such oaths, only for you to apprentice her. I am her magical guardian and if you had her make those oaths without my permission or sanction, you know that will violate my vows as her regent."
The man met Amelia's eyes. "You gave me permission to accept her as an apprentice of the Unspeakables. There are ways that is done."
"But no vow to the Unspeakables is to violate family vows or sanctity. Did you forget that clause in your mandate? Scion Potter claimed Heiress Granger as his vassal before she was raised. You have now forced her to go against the house that has claim over her," Amelia stated.
Croaker didn't say anything for a few. "I will have to talk with the council to see what we can do to release her and have her take different vows. I would not like to lose her as my apprentice."
Harry was boiling on the inside. "You forced my best friend to make oaths that would hurt her? You have information belonging to my family and maybe other stuff that should be mine? Amelia, what can we do to get it back?"
"First, we need to get Hermione released from her oaths. If not, I fear that she and I will be in trouble come October first. Croaker, we are good friends, but how could you not think about this?"
The man didn't show any emotion. "In my exuberance to solve an issue that has plagued me for decades, I may have overlooked these complications thinking she was a Muggleborn that had been granted a peerage seat."
"So, you used her!" Harry accused.
"No less than she plans to use me," Croaker responded. "That girl is very bright and has ideas and convictions that I think the Magical World needs. I have the knowledge to lead her in her crusades, and she has the contacts that I could never gather in all my years. You, Heiress Greengrass, my great-nephew, Amelia and others that you and your alliance have gathered are the best chance at reform our world has seen in nearly two hundred years. I really don't mean Hermione any harm. I mean that."
Amelia and him glared at Croaker for a few before Harry said, "Hermione is very bright. Does she know about your intentions though? Sometimes she can be blinded by her crusades."
"I was very straight forward with her when she took the oaths," Croaker said.
Amelia snorted. "I don't always find you straight forwards and we have been friends for years."
"That's because I find it amusing to see how far I will go before you snap at me at times," the man said, a small smile coming to his face. "That and I have secrets that can not just be brandied about at will."
"Why is this so important? Why do you need Hermione, and not ask me or the others directly?" Harry questioned.
"Hermione sees things I do not. There is a deep magic in play here, and even at fifteen, she sees things or asks questions that others have not. I need her as much as you need me," Croaker told him.
"This isn't one of your games or experiments, is it?" Amelia asked.
"Life is an experiment," Croaker replied.
"You still didn't answer me. Why is this so important?" Harry asked.
Croaker regarded him for a few. "As I said, there is deep magic here. The Peverells, and more importantly, their ancestor is one of the keys to understanding myths and mysteries more than fifteen hundred years old. Those mysteries lead directly to our current government and the importance of blood and hereditary seats. That book pertains to some of it. What might be in the library it is from could be even more important. I can count on my hand how many other families in Britain are that important."
Harry regarded him for a moment. "You mean the rumor that the Peverells are related to Merlin?"
Amelia pursed her lips. "Where did you hear that?" she questioned.
"Can I tell you later, auntie?"
She nodded.
Croaker's face was emotionless again. Harry turned his attention back to the man. "They aren't rumors," Croaker said after a moment.
Harry raised his eyebrow.
Amelia took in a sharp breath.
"The Peverells are not the direct line to Merlin, but they are the last extant branch and inherited much of his knowledge. Knowledge that is key to my research," Croaker told him.
"What knowledge?" Harry was getting annoyed how the man answered him but didn't.

  -oOo-


  November 4, 1995


  Criccieth, Wales

Harry wasn't sure he would ever get used to side-a-long apparation. They were in a small copse of trees just off a road. Harry had wanted to do this months ago, but there were rules and laws about how Muggle raised or Muggleborn were supposed to be introduced to the Magical World. Amelia was working to reverse those laws.
Thus, Amelia and him had convinced the Headmistress to allow him to accompany her today. Amelia had offered to come with them, but Harry wanted to meet his cousins before he really told them they were related. Susan, Neville and Amelia were all people he viewed as family, but there was still a slight fear these people could be like the Dursley’s, and he would not expose them to that if he could help it.
Headmistress McGonagall made sure her robes were straightened out. Harry was wearing his school robes. "Are you ready, Mr. Potter?"
"Yes, professor," Harry replied.
"Remember what I said. This is their first introduction to the magical world, and some do not take it that well at first," she instructed him.
Harry tried not to snort. "I think I understand, professor. I did grow up with muggles."
She nodded. "Sometimes it is easy to forget with how you have developed over the last few years."
"I like how I live now," Harry assured her.
"I am sure you do. You are only here because Madam Bones has asked for this and you have expressed interest in paying for their education," McGonagall said as they walked onto a path in the trees.
"I am also claiming them as part of my House. I think it responsible for the scion to be present when they are told that," Harry reminded her.
McGonagall gave him a rare smile. "Yes. That will most likely be a surprise as well."
They walked in silence for a few minutes, making the road and then walking about six houses down. The neighborhood was nice, obviously inhabited by average medium income families. Bikes, toys and signs of children could be seen on a few lawns, including the house McGonagall led them up the walk to the front door.
"Danielle, get your nice shoes on. The professor will be here any moment," a woman's voice could be heard. Harry had a hard time not to smile, especially when McGonagall rose an eyebrow, as though she was amused as well.
"I will give them another moment," the elderly witch said.
"I think that best," Harry agreed.
There was the sound of trampling feet on the stairs. "Mum, I can't find my favorite hair tie," a girl called out.
"Did you check your room?" the woman yelled back. "Gary, can you make sure Terry has her shoes on?"
Harry did smile this time. McGonagall turned back to the door, a smirk on her face.
"I found it," the girl called back.
There was the sound of some commotion. "I have always known Potters to be rather rambunctious, I can see the Danforths have inherited that."
Harry gave a short laugh, before straightening out his face. "I like to consider myself active."
"Indeed," she commented, a definite smile on her face this time.
A motion caught Harry's eye. He looked to the window next to the door. A small girl of about six was looking at them. She had very curious eyes, and a head of black hair that looked half wild. She didn't do anything but look at them. When Harry gave her a smile, she returned it with a small wave. Harry did a small wave back.
"Perhaps it's time?" McGonagall said, knocking on the door. The girl disappeared.
A moment later, a man opened the door. He looked slightly fat, with a welcoming face and dirty blonde hair. He looked them up and down, a slight look of surprise on his face. "Ah, welcome. Professor McGonagall?"
"Good afternoon. I am Professor McGonagall," she confirmed. "I hope you don't mind, but I have brought one of my students today to help explain what it is like at the school."
"Of course. Of course, please come in. You will have to excuse us, the girls and I just got back from a football game just a little while ago. Last game of the season. Dani's team did really well this season, 8-2," the man said, sounding quite proud of his daughter.
Harry caught sight of the small girl again around the corner of a doorway. "Terry, get over here," the woman said with a whisper. McGonagall smiled.
"It is quite understandable," she replied.
They were shown into a nice sitting room that had the feel of just recently been cleaned. Having cleaned the Dursley's for so many years, he recognized the smell of the cleaners, saw a vacuum in a corner and a few toys under the couch. Just seeing how they lived, he knew they were nothing like his other relatives and he found he already liked them.
He was introduced to Garry and Reba Danforth. Harry knew she had been the last on this side of the family to have the name Potter. When he was introduced as Harry Potter, Reba looked a little more interested. "Potter? My maiden name is Potter. Where did you grow up? My mum said she knew of some very distant relatives, but I can't remember where. God's Hall or something like that."
Harry nodded. "I grew up in Surrey, but I was born in Godric's Hollow, out in the West Country."
Her eyes lit up. "That was it, Godric's Hollow. She remembered meeting them a few times, but I never got to."
"Well, this may be fortuitous. Mr. Potter had gotten word of this meeting and that is why he volunteered to attend," McGonagall said.
"Yes, we are both very interested in knowing why you are here," Mr. Danforth told them. "Reba and I don't remember putting in for Danielle to go to a private school."
Harry regarded the family as McGonagall explained their visit. Mrs. Danforth looked like her younger daughter. Raven hair that looked a little hard to tame with light brown eyes and an easy smile. Danielle had more of her father's look, with a darker dirty-blonde hair and more grey eyes. While Harry looked at them, Terry kept looking at him.
"Hogwarts is a special school, Mr. Danforth."
"Gary, please. When you say special school, what do you mean? Dani is at the top of her class."
Mrs. Danforth said, "This has to do with her outbursts, doesn't it?"
Her husband had a pursed lip and the happy looking girl looked down.
"I am to assume that there are events that some would call odd? Please don't feel bad about it. I have an explanation why," McGonagall said in a sympathetic voice. This was so different than when Hagrid had met him.
"I never meant to turn William’s hair green," Dani said.
"Was he bothering you? You felt angry or embarrassed?" McGonagall asked in an understanding tone.
Dani nodded.
Her parents looked between relieved and worried.
McGonagall took her wand out of her sleeve. "I have a secret, Dani. So does Mr. Potter. Would you like to see it?"
Dani looked up, hope in her eyes. "Gary and Reba, what I am about to do is a secret. It is so secret that only those capable of performing a feat like this, and her family, can know about it."
Gary looked at the length of wood dubiously. Reba blinked, as though she was trying to remember something.
When the family didn't say anything, McGonagall swished her wand. A small bird came out the tip and started to fly around her head. He thought Mr. Danforth was going to choke with the surprise he showed. Dani's eyes lit up. Reba gasped. It was Terry that caught Harry's attention. "Mummy. Why does colours follow the bird?"
McGonagall looked at the small girl surprised.
"Wicked," Dani said with some wonder.
"Was that magic?" Mrs. Danforth asked.
"It was," McGonagall confirmed. "Children that have the talent often experience accidental bouts of magic, like colouring William’s hair."
Harry didn't take his eyes off Terry. When she caught him looking at him while McGonagall explained about magic and Hogwarts, the small girl left her mother's arms. She walked over to him. "Can you see colours around things?" he asked, his mind going to Luna.
Terry gave a small smile. "You can too? I can always tell when there is someone special around. They always have bright colors. You look surrounded by green," Terry said. “Dani is a light purple.” Mrs. Danforth looked to them as Dani and Mr. Danforth were talking.
Harry chuckled. "I wish I could see colours like that. I tend to feel magic," he told her.
"What does it feel like?"
"Depends. I can feel you and Dani. You both feel weak right now, but there is like this tingling," he replied.
"You are a wizard?" Mrs. Danforth queried.
Harry looked up to meet Mrs. Danforth's eyes. "I am. My parents were magical. Your great-grandparents were my great-great-grandparents. They had a son that wasn't magical. Your mum probably knew my grandparents, maybe my father," Harry told her.
The woman nodded.
Terry leaned in. "Why do I see blue cat ears on the lady?" she whispered to him. "When you have orange dog looking ears."
Harry let out a large laugh, which had everyone looking at him. "I'm sorry, professor. I think Terry can see auras and was asking why you have cat ears."
Professor McGonagall looked back to the small girl. "You can see that?"
Terry nodded. "Like Harry has some type of dog ears."
McGonagall gave him a look. He had found his form, but he hadn't started the transformation yet. McGonagall leaned over towards the girl. "Would you like to see why I have cat ears?"
Terry nodded her head.
Looking to the others, who were all looking at McGonagall now, she turned into her tabby form. Terry's face lit with joy and Dani said, "I want to be a cat."
Harry was impressed with how accepting they were. Mrs. Danforth looked to her husband. "What do you think?"
"Waiting for next September is going to be a long wait. I'm going to miss her too," Mr. Danforth said, rubbing his hand into his daughter’s hair.
"Dad," Dani whinged, trying to get away.
McGonagall transformed back. "Ms. Danforth, what I just did was called an Animagus transformation. It is not an easy transformation to master, and few do. Mr. Potter has been on the path for about ten months. I can only assume that he has recently discovered his form, since he had not told me about the dog ears the last time we met."
"They are fox ears," Harry told her.
Her brow rose. "Really?" Harry nodded. "Yes, so now that Mr. Potter has found his form, he can start learning how to change. The Potters are usually quick studies, so there is a chance he will master his form by the summer."
"That's a year and a half before I can learn," Dani complained.
"I am afraid it will be a bit longer than that. I will not train you until you are old enough and show the proper skill. Once you start, many find it between five or six months before they find their form, and up to two years after that to complete the training. It is a significant amount of time and effort. If you are determined, then you can probably start in your fourth year as well," McGonagall told Dani.
"Can I be a squirrel?" Terry asked. McGonagall rose an eyebrow. "I like to climb trees."
Harry chuckled. "You don't really get to pick what you want to be," Harry told her. "Finding your form is more like finding your spirit and its guide. It depends a lot on your personality and your family magic."
"Do I have family magic?" Dani asked him.
"Harry was just telling me we are very distant cousins. You may have some," Mrs. Danforth said.
"My father wrote a journal on becoming an Animagus. I will give you a copy when Professor McGonagall or our transfiguration professor says you are ready. But the Potters tend to be mammals, and they tend towards hunters or powerful herbivores. Doesn't mean that you may not be a squirrel," Harry said to Terry's dropping face.
"Wicked," Dani said.
"Yes," McGonagall agreed. "Now, Mr. Potter has offered to pay for both Dani and Terry when they go. He has also offered to accept them as family."
"I think we can pay for it. How much is it?" Mr. Danforth asked.
"I have a schedule of fees and tuition. It is about fifteen-thousand galleons a year. Hogwarts can offer a fifty percent match if that is a burden."
Mr. Danforth whistled. "How can you offer such a fee, Harry?"
"The Potters are a very old family and I have money to match it. If it is too lavish a gift, I would just like to know you and Mrs. Danforth and your children. I don't have much family and would like to know those I can," Harry told him honestly.
"Gary and I don't have much either. Maybe you and your parents can come over next weekend? I would like to learn more about magic and what Dani would be going through," Mrs. Danforth requested.
"I would like to see where my daughter will be going to for almost ten months of the year," Mr. Danforth added.
Harry smiled. "I would like that, but it will probably have to wait for Christmas. We do not usually leave Hogwarts. I will have my Auntie Amelia contact you. You want to know how we talk to others?"
Terry nodded.
"Well, we don't have telephones, so we send letter on owls," Harry told her.
"Oh, can I see an owl?" Dani asked excitedly.
"I'll send you a letter with my snowy owl, Hedwig, tomorrow," he promised the girls.
Terry gave him a huge smile.
"Can I get an owl?" Dani asked.
"When I take you to Diagon Alley, you can ask your parents. For now, here is your acceptance letter. Please return it either by Muggle post or owl," McGonagall told them, handing a parchment envelope to Dani. "Another letter will come over the summer and I will come to escort you in August to get your supplies."
Dani looked a little crest fallen. "I have to wait until August?"
"If your mum and my auntie agree, we can probably take you over Christmas," Harry told her.
"Yes, if you work that out, that is your business. Before I make my leave today, I do need to talk to you about the Statute of Secrecy and under-age magic use," McGonagall told them.
It was about a half-hour later that they were being shown out. "Harry, before you go, can I have your address?"
"Of course, Mrs. Danforth. It's Grace Hall, Reverend St., London. You can address anything to me or my auntie, Amelia Bones. If you send any muggle post, it will find its way to my auntie's. If you send it by owl, you just need to tell them to find the person you want it to go to," Harry told her.
Mrs. Danforth looked up from the paper she was writing on. She looked like she wanted to ask something but didn't.
When they left, Harry kept pace with McGonagall. "Professor, thank you."
The woman gave him a sad smile. "Your parents would be very proud of you, Harry. You acted more mature than many seventh-years, and I am glad I can get you in contact with family."
Harry smiled. "I wish I knew them. Do you think my dad would be happy I am going to be a fox?"
"I think he would be very proud of you, no matter what you do. If it makes you feel any better, your grandfather was a fox as well," she told him.
Harry blinked. "Really?" No one had told him that before.
She chuckled. "He was hoping to be a hippogriff or a gryphon. Something big and strong. James didn't learn his cunning from his mother. Euphemia was a strong woman, a straightforward woman, a crack at charms, but she was not cunning. Your grandfather, Fleamont, and his brother, Charlus, they were raised to be politicians and were very good at what they did. I think Fleamont was a Gryffindor over a Slytherin because he would always stand up for what was right. Charlus was a Hufflepuff. He got along with everyone. But if you made him upset, well, there are reasons they call Hufflepuffs badgers. We are here, take hold of my arm," she instructed.
Harry hadn't heard this before. "Professor, can you tell me more about my grandparents?"
"How about a tea tomorrow? I have stories about them that would make your father envious with the antics we got up too," she said, giving out a small laugh at his smirk before they apparated back towards Hogwarts.

  -oOo-


  November 19, 1996


  Hogwarts, Scotland

Daphne got up, as did the seventh-year prefect, Nancy Wright, to see what had a group of second years being so upset. They were arguing about something, and she was trying to study. Nancy made it to the table first.
"What is going on over here? I don't mind you being a little loud, but you are yelling and disturbing everyone," Nancy chastised them.
A boy, she was pretty sure was a Selwyn, and a girl, someone she didn't recognize, had been arguing, while the few others around them looked to be trying to stay neutral. "She accused my dad of being a Death Eater, and all the Death Eaters were now squibs," the boy said angrily.
"Well, they are. My mum said so and said that we would not support any blood supremacists," the girl shot back.
"That is enough! We are not accusing people of anything, and we are definitely not accusing anyone of being a Death Eater. You-know-who is dead and anyone that went free was proven innocent," Nancy replied.
Daphne wasn't having this line of reasoning. "Ms. Wright, you do know that anyone marked by Voldemort..." she said, feeling the swooping feeling the name brought in herself, but if Harry could say the now dead Dark Lords name, then she could too. This brought hissing and a myriad of reactions. Out of the corner of her eye, she saw Blaise, Tracey and Nott draw their wands.
Daphne went on, ignoring the sudden silence in the room. "We know anyone marked by Voldemort had their magic broken last June. It was documented in the Daily Prophet. Now, as for Mr. Selwyn, I believe it was your uncle that was arrested and tried, not your father. Your father has actually been in talks with mine. Miss?" she put to the girl.
"Bonnie Cartwright," the girl replied.
"Ms. Cartwright, I don't think we need to make baseless accusations. We are all Slytherin. Most of us have family ties, current or past, that cast us in a not so pleasant way. That does not mean we cannot change," Daphne told her, knowing her own families dark past. "I am willing to extend a hand of friendship to anyone that would like to change their ways."
When she looked around, she saw most of the common room looking at her. She knew she had their attention and may not get a chance like this again. "I would like it to be known, the House of Greengrass was once dark. We supported or directly fought with forces that wanted to rule our world and saw others as inferior. My grandfather broke us of that. We now stand Neutral, willing to work with anyone that would support a more equal society and help those that wish to leave their pasts behind."
"You would have Muggleborns take over our rightful places!" a boy accused. She turned to see a fourth year, Malcolm Pucey, looking at her. "My father is one of those that was affected by the illness. He has had to step down from the Wizengamot until my older brother can take it. He said Potter was to blame, and you are too. Muggle and dirt loving whore."
She stiffened, but before she could react, Blaise was already moving. The boy’s wand flew out of his hand as he brought it to bear on Daphne. There was a commotion and she stood there, an anger she was unable to hide on her face.
Into the yelling, she rose her wand and made a sound like a cannon. When it quieted, the boy stood in the center of a circle. Some looking ready to fight, on either side, and those just curious around the edges. Daphne took a step into the circle. "Scion Thatcher, give him back his wand."
"Are you sure?" Blaise asked, looking cautious.
"We are not the same house we were last year. If we have a dispute, we should work it out. Wands are a last resort, not a first. We resolve these issues inside Slytherin. I promise you that if you start cursing, here or in the halls, the Headmistress will get involved and you will find yourself in trouble. Now, will you discuss this like a civilized heir to a most noble house, or will you act the way Death Eaters are known to act? They attack without honour. They attack from the back, or in groups, when they are certain they can win. How is that cunning, ambitious or worthy of anyone that claims to have honour?"
"You claim yourself to be above the Mudbloods and halflings. That your heritage and blood is worthy and theirs is not. I see just the opposite. Magic is punishing us for those ideals and the actions that come from it. How many of the old houses are dead or will be soon? How many died at the Dark Lords hand? Of Grindelwald? Or others in the last hundred years? In their place, how many new bloods have come to Hogwarts? Some claim they steal magic. I see it as magic gifting those that are worthy," she said, looking around the circle. This was the point Madam Bones and her father were trying to make in the Wizengamot.
"If you wish to prove my point, raise that wand, Secondary Heir Pucey. Cast a hex at me. I promise you, your family will be ruined, and I will not do it by stabbing you when you are not looking. I will ensure everyone knows it was Daphne Greengrass, Heiress of my House, that did it. It will be public. It will be done in the honourable way. I will be cunning about how I expose and bring you down. My ambition is to see those that are worthy of magic remain so. Be that those of pureblood, half-blood or Muggle decent. You all know my intended. I will not involve him in this, but I will not be able to stop him if he decides you and others are a threat. Do you wish to use that wand? Or do you wish to find a way to work together?"
Daphne stared down the boy. Most knew the Greengrasses. They knew their past. This swing towards Bones and Potter and others was probably perceived as a master ploy to grab power. They would be wrong, and Daphne would dissuade anyone that thought so. She wanted change. She wanted people like Hermione to have a chance without using the influence of others or being rewarded.
Pucey's face was red with anger. Looking around, he could see the support waning for him.
Daphne understood it may take a few generations for these views to die, but it had to start somewhere, as her mother and father had said.
When he lowered his wand, she had a feeling this wouldn't be the last time. "My family is more honourable and deserving than any mudblood. If you weren't with Potter, I would make you heel under my boot."
Daphne took a step forward. "Should I call for Professor Slughorn? We are allowed to duel in the old chambers."
The boys cocky attitude fell some. Everyone knew that Daphne ran, worked out and trained with Harry. Seeing Harry in Defence the last year, only a few seventh-years could probably beat him.
The boy huffed and then walked away. It was a few minutes before the rest of the common room started to disburse. She turned back to the reason that started all this. Nancy was looking at her with narrowed eyes. "I won't cause any trouble, Greengrass, but I would be careful about how you throw your power around."
Daphne just glared at the girl. "I said nothing I don't believe or will back up."
Nancy gave her a nod after a moment. The second-years were all looking at her, their eyes a little wide. Those below fourth-year were not supposed to be dragged into confrontations like this. That was a rule of Slytherin house that was so old none of them couldn’t be sure that Salazar Slytherin hadn’t implemented it himself. "Are you two settled now?"
They both nodded their heads and went back to the work they were doing.
When Daphne sat back down at her own table, her three friends were all eyeing her. "What?" Daphne asked.
"You know Harry and you are made for each other, right?" Blaise commented.
"Merlin, Daph, you could feel the power coming off you," Tracey added.
Nott shrugged. "Serves the git right. You want Blaise and I to take care of him?"
Daphne' cool expression had Theo lean back. "I meant it. I won't use the tactics of those bastards. Inside this house, I will make it public and ensure that no one questions that we are not the top of the food chain. We are equal with those around us."
Blaise snorted. "You hang out with my intended to much."
Tracey smirked. "I think it’s that Potter blood that she is inheriting."
Daphne coloured a little at Tracey's innuendo. Theo chuckled. "Harry would have had his wand moving before Blaise even had a chance at disarming him," Daphne replied.
"That is why he is a Gryffindor," Blaise commented.
Tracey shook her head. "He is a Gryffindor because he doesn't let his fear rule him. Much like Neville. Though, Harry has been becoming more cunning lately."
Daphne smiled.
"He still has a temper at times," Blaise noted.
Theo nodded.
"Harry is a Gryffindor because he met Draco Malfoy," Daphne told them. Harry had confessed that the hat had considered it.
Blaise rose an eyebrow. "This house would have eaten him up his first year."
Daphne stuck her head up. "I think he would have made changes. Harry is not one to give up when faced with a challenge."
Tracey snorted. "Gryffindor."
Theo chuckled. "She's got you there."
Daphne let out a short breath through her nose. "I want to get this potions essay done, and then we talk."
Tracey gave her a smirk, while the boys did the right thing and buckled down. Daphne let her eyes roam to the group that had started it all. They were talking, but it didn't look heated or upset. Other groups were doing the same. Some were casting them glances. Daphne was not above proving her spot in Slytherin was not from her father or her intended.

  -oOo-


  December 9, 1995


  Hogsmeade, Scotland

Hermione had invited Harry and Neville to join her today. She was meeting with Croaker again. Harry was hoping to finally get back the remaining books the Unspeakables have. They belong to his family.
"Hermione, why are we meeting with my great-uncle?" Neville asked.
"I was asked to bring you both," Hermione told them. She looked a little furtive, making Harry suspicious.
When they entered the private room at the Three Broomsticks, Aunt Amelia and Minister Longbottom were in the room with Croaker. There was a pile of books, a knife and a few pieces of jewelry on the table. A look to auntie had her giving him a slight nod. "Hello, Madam Minister, Mr. Croaker and Auntie Amelia."
"Good morning, Scion Potter," Minister Bones greeted. "Neville, I hope you are well today. You as well, Heiress Granger."
"Yes, gran. We are fine," Neville said.
Harry made sure Hermione was sitting before taking a seat. "Is that all Peverell property?" he asked directly to Croaker.
"Mostly," Croaker said. He slid the books over and two rings. "Thanks to some of the family history you have provided, we have been able to identify these are from the line of Ignotius Peverell or were passed to that line.  I am returning them due to negotiations and some changes in the mandate to the Unspeakables that require me to hand these over."
Harry met the man's gaze. He had known auntie and others had been pushing for this, wanting to understand how much the Unspeakables had and to ensure that items were returned back to the appropriate families, if they could be found.
Harry reached for the six books and the rings. One of the rings was a thick gold with a black stone. The stone was cracked, but he could see the crest of the Peverells etched on the back. There was a power to the stone that pulled at him. Reaching out, he touched the ring. There was a resounding crack and a flash of light. Harry felt something rush through him.
"HARRY!" Hermione screamed.
Neville and her moved to steady him. The adults all had their wands drawn, looking ready to act.
Harry shook his head. "Bloody hell, what was that?"
"Harry, are you alright?" his auntie asked. The door to the room burst open and two Aurors were suddenly brandishing their wands. "Stand down," Amelia ordered. "Harry?"
"Fine. It was just... I don't know. It felt like it drew on my magic, but at the same time I felt something... else. Like it was reaching for me," Harry said.
Croakers’ wand disappeared. "Very interesting," the man said. "We thought all the magic had been stripped from it."
Amelia didn't look please. "You told me it was."
"What is so important about that ring?" Hermione asked, leaning down to look at it now that it seemed Harry was alright.
"Hermione, don't touch it," Harry told her. The magic, or presence, he felt hadn't felt malevolent or anything, but he had a feeling he should be the only one touching it for now.
"Algie, you promised that nothing bad would happen," Minister Longbottom said. The Aurors left the room.
"I was certain nothing would," Croaker said. "Scion Potter, what do you feel?"
Harry looked at the ring. It was like something kept pressing on his occlumency shields. His mountains were too strong though. As he focused on it, he said, "It's like whispers. As though something is calling me, but they don't want to be called."
Everyone looked at him. "Mate, hearing voices is not a good thing," Neville told him.
Harry chuckled, remembering a certain redhead that had said that years ago. "Won't be the first time."
"Harry, I don't hear anything," Hermione told him.
"And I doubt you will, Heiress Granger. Only the owner of that ring would be able too," Croaker said.
Auntie looked to Croaker. "What do you mean?"
Croaker looked to her. "This is a secret that I think only Scion Potter should know."
Harry frowned. "What secret? I trust everyone in this room."
"Family secrets that I assume you are not aware of. You have been very adamant about keeping those," Croaker told him. "I do have some information I would like to talk about before I ask for your time."
"Spit it out then," Minister Longbottom demanded.
He slid the knife and the other jewelry towards Neville. "These belong to the Longbottoms. I will tell you about them later if you want, but I think it time I pass them down to you. My son is not worthy, and you are the main line of our family."
Neville took them. "Thank you, Uncle Algie. We will talk later."
"Croaker, you wanted me to take them here to talk about our latest research. You didn't say anything about this," Hermione indicated.
"Hermione, this is all important to what we have discussed," Croaker told her.
"And what is that? You are not endangering the Heiress Granger again, are you?" Amelia demanded.
Croaker held up his hand. "Perhaps Hermione would like to explain?"
Hermione straightened as they all looked to her. "The books that belong to Harry have the keys to a mystery that Croaker has been working on. He has had me go through them, before we knew they were yours," she said quickly to Harry. "I have been researching the origins of the magic that make up the Wizengamot. Harry and Neville are the direct links to the magic, from the family lines that are known."
She looked to Croaker, and he nodded. Hermione went on. "The notes that Croaker has pulled together are really astounding. Did you know Merlin was the first one to enact covenants that covered an entire country? Not even the Egyptians or the ancient Han could do that. I mean it is astounding to be able to establish a magically binding law that encompasses more than a fifty-mile area..."
"Hermione, I think you are getting off topic," Croaker said with a smirk. Harry had a sense that the man was very indulgent to Hermione's insatiable thirst for knowledge. Her exemplary schoolwork had not changed, but Harry had noticed that she had not taken up any new crusades or projects this year. The time she didn't spend with them, or Blaise was spent in a private classroom that had been worked out between Croaker and the Headmistress. Harry was starting to get an idea of what her new passion was.
"Sorry," she said. "What I am trying to get at is that the revolution that Blaise and I want isn't any easy thing and may not even be feasible."
Both auntie and the Minister looked at her a little curiously. "Revolution, Heiress Granger?" Minister Longbottom asked.
Hermione looked to the woman, her cheeks heating, but not backing down. "Yes, Minister. I grew up as a Muggle. The type of government in our world is more open, representatives elected by the people make the laws and help to govern. The Queen is the titular head of state, but she has no real power. If the Muggle minister were to make a degree, it would be challenge and possibly start a revolution because people would lose their freedoms. Unless you have connections or are a pureblood, there isn't much in our world that allows the others to really be heard, and many of their chances to make high positions, or even own a business, are nonexistent. I know that you and Madam Bones and others are working to fix that, but I want to change it. I want to change everything."
She took a breath but went on before anyone else could speak up. Nothing she said was really new to Neville or him, nor Croaker either, looking at his reaction, but Hermione had not really voiced this to others. "I want to break the house elves enslavement. I don't want betrothals or magically binding contracts that could effectively make someone an indentured servant. It is not right, and no one should be controlled like that."
There was a silence as Auntie Amelia rose her hand. The woman looked to Croaker. "This is what you have been doing? Planning a revolution?"
"No. Maybe if Hermione explains what I have had her looking into, you might understand better," Croaker said, indicating Hermione to go on.
"I have looked at the covenants and jinxes that make the Wizengamot and the Ministry. The Minister does have a great amount of power. They can almost be a dictator, as proven in the past, but they can only be so if the Wizengamot allows it. The Wizengamot. The Wizards Council. The Druid and Covens before that. They all link back to old, deeper magic. Merlin, with the help of the Druids and Covens, bound the wild magic of Britain. They took the more raw magics and forced them to be channeled. A magic focus is the only way to really access that now, like using a wand."
"You are drifting again," Croaker said with a smirk.
"In binding the wild magic, Merlin created a governing council. One that was to protect Muggle and Wizards. It made magic more controllable and available to more people. It also made things safer. Demons can only roam the lands now when they have permission. Dragons are smaller and less magical than the old drakes, who could wield magic like wizards and had been a true terror across the lands. It bound werewolves to only turn once a month. This magic was spread across Europe, and then it took root elsewhere around the world."
"Hermione, what are you trying to say?" Harry asked her.
She took in a breath. "Harry, you are a descendent of Merlin. You are someone whose blood helps to keep the old magics at bay. You really do help to control and rule the land. Three wizards were the original foci. Myrddin Wyllt, Morgana Le Fay and Arthur Pendragon made the original triumvirate."
There was a hissing, "Sweet Merlin," from Minister Longbottom. Neville's eyes widened.
Hermione went on. "They were the foci. Myrddin, or Merlin, represented the Druids, the curators of the earth, records and creatures. Morgana was that of the covens. Those witches that would heal, protect against the dark and curators of the fire and air. Arthur was a battlemage, the protector of Muggles and those that could not defend themselves from magic. He had thirteen knights, some battlemages like him, others Muggles of great skill. Between them, they made the first of the great magical nations to thrive in Britain under the new ways. It is what led to the downfall of Rome. By binding the wild magics they used in battle, the Legions could no longer rely on the power that made them so fearsome."
"Diverging again," Croaker told her like a teacher would to a student.
Hermione huffed. "What I am saying Harry is that the Wizengamot, and the three lines from the original triumvirate are important. The families were bound as blood defenders, as where their descendants, to the land and the covenants. The power of the families maintains the original bonds and keep magic contained the way we know it. The thirteen that originally served with Arthur became the Council, and when the strain on the families, who were growing less numerous, became too great, the Wizengamot was founded, and the power needed to maintain the covenants was spread across more."
"So, you are saying that the most ancient houses are descended from the court of Camelot and are needed to survive?" Auntie Amelia asked.
"On the whole, Amelia" Croaker said. "Given Hermione's sharp mind, I have asked for her to go through old records to find who is left of the original sixteen. This is where part of the knowledge in the books I gave to Harry has been so important. We have been able to discover that the Peverell's descended from Merlin. The Titengasts were a cadet branch of the Pendragons. Two of the original three have been found. Six of the original thirteen knights also have extant lines. I am sorry to say that it appears Le Fay may have died out."
Harry looked at them. Apparently, Blaise and Hermione hadn't really talked about this, and he needed to know why all this was important before he may enlighten the others. "Why is all this important?"
"I would like to know as well," Minister Longbottom said. "In all these years, you couldn't have told me any of this?"
"Augusta, you are not the heir to the Longbottoms. Neville is. I only know most of this from my father. He wanted both our sons to know our history, and Frank would have told this to Neville when he came of age. I still have knowledge to pass to him, but this is important because the revolution that Hermione would like is not possible it the way she wants," Croaker said.
"I am really related to Arthur Pendragon?" Neville asked in some wonder.
"You are, Neville. To answer your question, the Unspeakables are concerned. We would like to see change in our society. Frankly, it is needed, more because of threats from the Muggles than of us dying out. I know the research that you and Anders have done, Amelia. It is brilliant and the Unspeakables had not even considered some of what you found. But it stresses that the blood lines of those that rule our world need to be strong and reinforced. More Muggleborn are being born each year as magic tries to even out the numbers because many of the old blood lines are dying out due to inbreeding and magic's dissatisfaction with them," Croaker said.
"I still find it hard to believe that magic is that sentient," Hermione told him, sounding like this was a discussion that they had had a few times.
"It is more sentient than you think," Auntie Amelia replied. "Croaker, why is this so important?"
Croaker looked at her, then the Minister, then them. "The Muggles, Amelia. They pose a threat greater than You-Know-Who did and are slowly encroaching in on us. There are secret places that only the heirs of the triumvirate can access. Places that could prove essential in providing safe havens for the future of witches and wizards if Muggles are not as accepting of our talents when the Statute of Secrecy is broken."
"You can't be serious, Algie? We have magic. Wards. Obliviators and Magical Reversal squads. Everyone is raised to protect our enclaves and abilities," Minister Longbottom said.
"It won't be enough. Even as our numbers may grow, we are far behind the population and technology of the Muggles. It is a certainty that they will discover us at some point. It may be a year from now, maybe ten or a hundred, but their science is getting close to understanding some of the deeper mysteries of the universe. It will happen," Croaker said.
Hermione had a frown. Harry looked to her. He knew what the Muggles could do, but he had no clue how advanced some of the sciences were. It was Neville that spoke first.
Neville frowned. "Gran, I've seen some of what they can do. They have planes that hold hundreds of people and have thousands of them. Millions of people live in Britain, never mind the rest of the world. How many witches and wizards are there? Mr. Bovier showed us ships longer than two Quidditch pitches. Some of them hold weapons. Weapons that could destroy a city in seconds. What can we do against that?"
Harry still wasn't sure what the man was asking of them, but he had an inkling.
Croaker saw his look and returned it. "First, we need to see if we can find any more of the Camelot Court. Second, I really must talk with Scion Potter. As the descendent of Merlin and the Peverells, I think he has information on how to construct wards and rune chains that can mask magic. It becomes undetectable, even to magic. That is some of the other secrets I have looked for, but those books are incomplete, and he has shown there is hidden magic that only he can see. Third, the Unspeakables wish to give your alliance any help it can to push the idea of new magic being introduced to the old lines, especially those that hold Wizengamot seats and the foundations of our country."
Croaker had finally told him what he wanted. Harry pursed his lips. The magic the man was asking for was a family secret. He had been able to determine that. If it would help people, Harry would share it, but he had a feeling that it could be used for as much good as bad. What could Tom and his minions have done with magic that could hide them so that no one could find them?
Hermione looked at him expectantly. She knew it was his family magic, but she was insatiable in her need to know at times. Neville looked rather pensive. Auntie Amelia caught his eye. She very slightly shook her head. Minister Longbottom had pursed lips.
"I need to talk to my auntie and family," Harry told Croaker cautiously. He also wouldn't let out secrets that might be Daphne's. She was too important to him. "Hermione, have you talked to Blaise?"
She nodded. "I have promised to keep his secrets. Croaker and I are meeting with his mother later today."
"Yes. I will be at that meeting as well," his auntie said.
Hermione looked at him curiously. He shook his head at her.
"Uncle Algie, I need to know all this," Neville told his great uncle.
"Over the Christmas hols I will start to go over everything. I would like to meet with you as well, Harry. I would like to talk about that ring. Please don't take too long to make your decision about what Merlin and the Peverells may have left you. I think this will be very important in the not-so-distant future," Croaker said.
"Harry, I think it is really important. You know what it is like for some of the Muggles. I don't want my parents or any of us in danger," she told him.
Harry took her hand and squeezed. "They won't be, Hermione. Let me talk with auntie and Sirius."
She nodded.
"Harry, would you like me to take all those back to Grace Hall or your vaults?" Auntie Amelia asked when the meeting broke up. Hermione got into a conversation with Croaker, while Neville and his Gran left. Harry looked down at the books and rings. He took three of the books and the ring with the black stone. She looked a little apprehensively at him when he made to put it on. "Are you sure of that?"
"I can feel it. The voices are there. I'm really not crazy," he told her.
"That is what worries me," she told him.
He felt the magic in it. It was Peverell magic, but not the same he knew. "This is from one of the other lines, but it calls to me auntie."
"I won't keep you from what is yours, I just caution you," she told him.
Harry took in a breath, then put the ring on. The voices calmed and the uneasiness from them lessened. It was like they knew he heard them but didn't need them. It was going to take some getting used too. He would have to talk with Daphne about it later. When he saw the concern in Auntie Amelia's eyes, Harry gave her a smile. "I'm fine. The voices have all stopped and it feels warm. It's not bad."
She pursed her lips. "Just be careful. I'll check in with you later to see if you are still doing well."
"Thanks, auntie. Hermione, you coming?" Harry asked.
She made her goodbyes to Croaker, and they made their way out of the Three Broomsticks. Once out, Harry asked. "Is Croaker being honest with us?"
"Yes," Hermione answered.
"Is he telling us everything?"
She was quiet for a few. "I don't know. What we talked about is the extent of what he asked of me so far. I've talked with Blaise. I know what he told you, but I promised I wouldn't say. I was able to find references for you and Neville. Harry, from hints Croaker has dropped, I think Camelot may still exist. The information he is asking of you is important."
Harry stopped as they made their way towards Honeydukes. She stopped to look to him. "Bloody hell, you are serious?"
"Yes," she told him.
Harry stood there for a moment, very silent as he thought. Daphne, Blaise, Nott, Susan and Hannah were supposed to meet them ad Honeydukes but were coming up the street. "Let's talk later. I am going to tell her," Harry said as they came up.
Hermione let out a breath and nodded.
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  December 23, 1996


  London, England

Harry felt at home to be back at Grace Hall. Susan and Hannah were giggling at something as he left his room and closed the door. Later today they would go to the Greengrasses to celebrate Yule. The Bones would host Christmas this year. All the Greengrasses, the Grangers, the Longbottoms, the Danforths, Sirius and Remus would be joining them as well. Harry was looking forward to it.
The house had been decked out for Christmas. Dobby and Tipsy were overjoyed to do so. There twin elflings were attached to one of their backs almost all the time in some type of carrier made out of twisted cloth. Mopsy and Wiggles -Harry was still trying to figure out why they named their son Wiggles - were cute. They were also part of the discussions that were going to happen with Auntie Amelia and Sirius today.
They sat in Amelia's study. Sirius was lounging in a high back chair. The man looked relaxed and happy for once. He wasn't sure if it was because they didn't need fear the likes of Dumbledore and Voldemort, or the new woman he was going to be taking to Christmas dinner. She had not been able to attend the Yule Celebration.
Auntie Amelia poured a small amount of amber liquid into two tumblers and offered one to Sirius. Harry got a butterbeer and was more than happy with that.
Auntie Amelia sat behind her desk. They had put this off for the last few days, but Harry didn't want to wait on this anymore. "Auntie Amelia, I don't want to give the Unspeakables any of the magic that is in Peverell Keep," he started with.
"I quite agree," she replied.
"What exactly is this all about? I know you two have been talking with the Unspeakables," Sirius said.
Harry made a face. "Croaker is using Hermione to get at my library. I have told Harssess and Sahassa that only you, Auntie Amelia, Remus and Daphne are allowed in the tower without me, and none of you are to use any of the artifacts or look in any of the books behind the desk," Harry told them. He had visited yesterday and talk to the basilisks. The two basilisks were very pleased to see him. They had also talked about the use of their shed skins and possibly some harvest of their venom. Very powerful anti-venom and poison potions could be made from their venom. Harry just wasn't sure he trusted anyone to only use their venom for that.
Sirius held up a hand. "You know we won't violate your trust, pup. Remus only made sure there wasn't any bad magic on anything."
Harry let out a huff. "I know. I'm more worried about Hermione. She can't let it go that there is something really important in those books."
"Yes, Croaker came by again the other day. While dropping off a few books from the Chamber of Secrets, he stated again he is very intrigued to find out what you know. I am getting a little worried. The Unspeakables are tasked with protection of the Wizengamot and our world, not to mention research and even intelligence gathering. To do that, they will push our laws at times to get what they think important," she told them.
Sirius nodded in agreement. "Yes, they do have a reputation for being mysterious and not forth coming."
"Indeed," Auntie Amelia said.
Harry, having thought about this for a bit, said, "I am going to tell Daphne." Auntie rose an eyebrow. "Listen. I have been thinking about what Croaker said last time we met. Hermione and I have actually talked about it. I don't think Croaker is wrong."
"About what, Harry?" Sirius asked.
"About the Statute of Secrecy being shredded?" auntie asked.
Harry nodded. "I don't know everything, but I do know that cameras are starting to be used everywhere. With how many Muggles are out there, there are less magical places to hide than a hundred years ago. The books from the Peverells, I think they may hold secrets on how to really hide us. Wizards that is. I think that is how my cloak was made. I don't want those secrets to get out, but I think it would be bad to keep them hidden if it really could protect everyone."
Sirius looked pensive as auntie mulled over her glass. After a few, it was Sirius to ask, "What are you thinking?"
Harry took in a deep breath before releasing it. "We get our OWL's this year. Next year, I am thinking of only doing four NEWT classes," he told them. Auntie looked to want to say something when Harry held up his hand. "Please, let me finish. I think I will pull off an outstanding in runes, astronomy, charms and transfiguration. They are the basis for the magics in the Peverell library. I don't see the need to go onto a NEWT in Astronomy, so I want to take Advanced Runes, Ancient Magics, Charms and Transfiguration. In my spare time, I want to really get into my family magic and keep up our training on the side so I can take a NEWT in Defence also, then look to use my family magic to set up areas that could hide all magic from the Muggles to make protected enclaves. We should still learn how to live in the Muggle world, and I think anyone should live in it that wants to, but if the Muggles do find out about us, I don't think they will be that accepting."
"Harry, if this is about your relatives," Auntie started.
Harry shook his head. "Auntie, I love both worlds, but since I have lived here, I find that I don't want to hide what I am all the time. I want a place where I, where everyone, can just be who they are. If we want to use magic, and allow those underage to practice freely, we need safe areas. Wards can also be tailored to allow electricity, so we could look at integrating Muggle technology. I really love living in both worlds."
Auntie leaned back in her chair, thinking over what he had said. Sirius nodded at something none of them knew.
It was Auntie who queried, "What do you want to do?"
"Make a few places like Hogsmeade and the Forbidden Forest. I want to go to Gringotts before we go back and look at buying all the lands around Peverell Keep, and maybe a few other places, especially if there are forests. After that, I want to see about protecting them," Harry told her. "What use is my fortune if I don't use it. Then I could always sell the land to magical families or rent it."
"You should make a guild," Sirius suggested.
They both looked at Sirius, who looked up from his thoughts. "If this works the way you want, and you want to protect your family magic, you will need more help. A guild will allow you to do both. There are still several in existence and I think there are still laws on the books to protect anyone in one. You don't have much family right now, so you could take in others that will be sworn to keep your secrets, that way it stays 'in the family', so to say."
"Would that really work?" Harry questioned him.
"That is not a bad idea," Auntie Amelia said. "Harry, it means that you could bind people to work for you or a council. They would learn what secrets you wanted, and then could be contracted to ward or whatever it is your magic does."
"Oh, brilliant," he said. "And they couldn't tell anyone?"
"No. A guild is different than magical vows. There is nothing that can break a bonded guildsman of his guild secrets. They also wouldn't be a risk of the person losing their magic for breaking a magical oath," Sirius told him. "The secrets are bound to the guild, so they can only talk about the secrets with other guildsmen. No exceptions."
Harry nodded. "Auntie, I want to talk to Daphne about all this. If she is going to be my betrothed, I think she should know what is going on."
Auntie Amelia nodded. "I would caution how many you tell or talk to, but if that is what you want, it is your secrets for you to tell."
"I may not be a crack at runes, but I can provide monetary and guard support," Sirius offered. "I could put some of the Black moneys behind this, especially to get charters from the Wizengamot for more protected lands."
"Maybe. I need to know more about guilds and my magic. Auntie, are you alright if I don't do more NEWTs?" Harry asked.
"Harry, if this is what you want to do, I will support it. It seems a solid plan and I feel Croaker is correct. We can go see the goblins Wednesday to talk about finances and how much it may cost to get more land around Peverell Keep. Are you looking to contract them to rebuild the castle?" she put to him.
"Yeah. Daphne also mentioned some greenhouses. I thought making it so that the lands were worked again, it might be nice," he replied.
Sirius gave him a grin while auntie jotted something down in a book.
"Do you have anything else?" auntie asked.
“Do we need to separate Wiggles and Mopsy? I know Dobby and Tipsy are from separate houses, but I don’t want to see them separated,” Harry told her.
“It is a few years before we have to worry about them being old enough. Are you planning to leave soon or forbid Dobby from coming here?” she asked.
Harry looked horrified. “Merlin, no! Dobby is free to come and go as he needs. If he wants to stay here, I won’t stop him.”
Auntie nodded. “Tipsy is free to travel between here and where Dobby is when she needs. I think the elflings should be allowed to decide what they would like to do when they are old enough. They need to be at least six to bond, and can live without one until they are about ten.”
Harry thought about it, then nodded. “I like that path.”
“I do too. Anything else?”
"I don't think so for now," Harry told her.
"Good. Now, go get ready. The Greengrasses have invited us to celebrate a late Yule this afternoon," she told him.
"I'll meet you there later. I am going to take Erica over tonight," Sirius said in a conversational tone.
"Erica?" Harry asked. “Is that her name?”
Sirius gave him a cheeky grin and winked. "You aren't the only one that can have a pretty girl."

  -oOo-


  December 24, 1995


  London, England

Harry was playing snaps with Daphne and Susan in his room. She had come over for the day and they were enjoying just hanging out.
"So, what did you think about Erica last night?" Harry asked Daphne
"I liked her. I didn't think you could tell a Muggle about us though, unless you were engaged or married," Daphne commented.
Harry stopped midway putting the card down. "I didn't think about that," Harry said.
"She did have a nice ring on, but it was in the position to be in a courtship. Do you think she is a squib?" Susan put to them. "Are you going to play that?"
Susan was starting to look worried as her hand was starting to give off small wisps of smoke.
"Oh, right. I didn't think that would matter to any of us?" Harry asked.
"I don't care," Susan commented, playing the card that was smoking the most.
"I never said I did, but there are laws. I will admit, I don't know what an engagement ring on your left hand would mean," Daphne remarked, quickly placing a card.
Harry looked at the stack a little apprehensively. He quickly played the only card he could, leaving three cards in his hand that were also starting to heat up. "Madam Bulstrode never went over that, and I didn't read anything in our etiquette books."
Susan was playing a card before he even stopped talking. Daphne was almost as quick. Harry swore under his breath as he had to draw a card.
"It's not. It could be an old form or something the Blacks do," Susan speculated.
"Maybe," Daphne agreed.
Harry was anxiously looking at them, as Susan looked to be regarding her hand. Meanwhile, Harry's hand of cards was starting to smoke more, and he felt the heat rising. He was about to goad her into going when a voice came from the door. "Or I just put the ring on the wrong finger, and she finds it so funny that she keeps it there," Sirius said with a grin.
The girls started and Harry had his wand pointing at the man quicker than anything. Sometimes he still acted that way when startled. "Bloody hell, Sirius!"
Sirius chuckled at them. Susan giggled as she processed what Sirius had said. "You didn't?"
A chuckling Remus stepped to the other side of the door. "Oh, he did."
Daphne laughed.
The cards in Harry's hand suddenly exploded and he swore as he shook his hand. They all laughed at him. "Oh, yeah, that was really funny," Harry groused.
"It was, actually," Susan said, giving a scream and then laughing harder as he grabbed for the pillow he had behind his back.
Daphne laughed. "I'm not saving you if you start it," she told his cousin.
Susan was still laughing. "Harry is a push over. He would never hurt us."
Harry just glared at her.
"His father was that way too. Big old softy when there were girls around," Sirius said, putting a hand up to block the pillow that was still in reach.
"I like him that way," Daphne said with a grin.
Harry gave her an exasperated look. "What are you buttering me up for?"
This brought another round of laughs and teasing. When they settled down, Sirius took on a more serious look. "Pup, Moony and I are going to go to Godric's Hollow. You want to join us?"
The mood in the room turned.
"It was something your dad and mum did every Christmas Eve. They would go visit their parents and grandparents’ graves to put flowers on them," Remus said.
"Yeah, I would like that," Harry said.
"Susan, if you want, Amelia said she would take you to your parents’, brother’s and sister’s graves, if you want," Sirius offered. "We'll all go if you want."
Susan looked to them. "Would you come with me?" she asked.
"Of course," Harry replied.
Daphne shifted to give him a kiss on the cheek, "I'll see you tomorrow."
"Or you can come too?" Harry offered.
Daphne looked at him for a moment.
"Daph, I wouldn't mind if you came also. I haven’t been to their graves in a while and I could use to be around Harry and you," Susan said.
Daphne gave them both a sad smile. "Let me just go Floo my parents so they know."
Harry nodded.
"Why don't you all get ready, and we'll leave in about ten minutes," Remus told them.
"Sure," Harry replied.
It was a short time later that six people popped into existence behind a large crypt. The late December day was brisk, with a pale winter sun. Shivering at the sudden cold, Harry moved from Remus to Daphne and put an arm around her shoulders. She took the hand over her shoulder. Amelia was holding Susan's hand. "It’s been about two years since we last came," Amelia told them.
Susan looked rather subdued to her usual character. "Will my heiress ring open the crypt?"
Amelia nodded and Susan moved to the large circular building. A marble angel was on the top and a marble door was just before them. Susan took in a breath and then pressed her ring against the door. It lit in an array of runes before noiselessly opening. They followed Amelia and Susan in, keeping their quiet.
Inside, Amelia moved around the sides, slowly tracing her hands over marble stones covering the dead. In the center of the room was a raised basin that looked like it had held fires in the past. Harry was amazed at how many there were. "Eight generations of Bones are buried in here. My father used to take me here once a year so that we could pay homage to our ancestors. I shouldn't have forgotten that," Amelia said.
Susan had moved to four slots off to the left. Daphne shucked out of his arms and went over to Susan. Looking around, Harry asked, "Does my family have anything like this?"
"Outside of Nottingham is an old church. There is a crypt similar to this. I remember seeing Uncle Fleamont and Aunt Euphemia buried there. James had made a comment it was the most sacred place to the Potters," Sirius said. “The Potters originally came from Nottingham.”
"Why weren't my parents put there?" Harry asked.
"I don't know, Harry," Sirius remarked. “How could I forget that?”
"Dumbledore," Remus replied and they both looked to him. "Dumbledore thought it was more significant to bury them at Godric's Hollow, where they made their last stand so everyone could come and pay their respects. I forgot that was his reasoning."
Looking around again, Harry came to a decision. "They should be moved to where my ancestors are," Harry told him.
"What about the Peverells in Godric's Hollow," Sirius enquired.
"I may be a Peverell, but it's not right if my father isn't buried with his parents and our ancestors," Harry said. He thought he was done being angry with Dumbledore, but apparently the man could be an arse even from the grave.
"We'll get it done," Sirius assured Harry, looking upset himself. "I really should have thought about that."
"Sirius, you know, as I do, how much Dumbledore messed with us and we were told we may never remember everything," Remus reminded his godfather.
Sirius ran a hand through his hair. "I know, but I should know how important it is to be interned with your family."
Remus put a hand on Sirius shoulder. "We can do it now and have the proper rights done."
Harry turned to see Amelia hugging Susan as Daphne stepped back.
"I have the offering. Would you like the honours this time?" auntie asked Susan after a moment.
Susan was sniffing. "I can't use my wand outside of school or the manor," she said.
"Family rights are an exception. You know this, Susie," auntie said softly.
Susan took in a deep breath, then nodded.
Harry watched as flowers, some herbs and a wooden talisman was placed in the basin. Daphne came over, her wand in her hand. Harry noticed that Sirius and Remus had drawn their wands as well. Following their lead, Harry did the same.
"We honour my parents, Edgar Romulus Bones and Ophelia Roberta Bones. May they rest in peace and watch over us," Susan said. She twirled her wand over the basin as she talked. "We honour my brother, Tiberius Edgar, and my sister..." Susan's voice cracked before she went on. "... my sister, Janet Eloise."
As she spun her wand, silvery wisps started to come out. Susan took in a deep breath. "We honour all those that have come before us. May they all rest in peace as they watch over the House of Bones and let us honour them by our actions, our words and our magic."
As she said the last, a tear ran down her cheek. "Accept our blessing to the dead and living," everyone else said, holding up their wands. Silver wisps came from their tips. Harry copied them, a few seconds behind them. All the wisps collected above the basin, collecting into a cloud. When the cloud lowered in the basin, the items caught fire in silver flames, before it turned red and orange. Harry felt the magic the simple
Daphne took his hand. "When this is done, we will do the same at your family’s crypt," Daphne told him.
They wouldn't be able to do this today, but they would soon.

  -oOo-


  December 25, 1995


  London, England

Daphne walked through the emerald fire to see the emerald eyes she liked so much. Today was not a day to worry about pomp, thus, she went straight to him and wrapped him in a hug. Harry hugged her back and kissed her temple. She felt silly for missing him so much after seeing just yesterday. The fire flared behind her. Astoria stepped out and made a retching sound.
Daphne gave her sister a glare as she still hugged Harry.
"Did you get some soot or something in your mouth? I can get you some water," Harry offered, pulling his wand.
Astoria's eyes widened as her father walked through the fire. "You wouldn't! Daphne!"
She just shrugged, pulling away from Harry. "He is only trying to help. You did sound sick."
Their father just rose an eyebrow. "I would prefer to still have you all look presentable. Has your other company already arrived?" Anders asked, extending a hand. Harry's wand slipped back up his sleeve before he shook her father's hand.
Her mother was last today.
"Happy Christmas, Anders. The Danforths are already up in the family room. If you and Iliana want to head up there. Remus was playing with some bubbles. Perhaps Astoria would have some fun with that," Harry said. Daphne tried to hide her smile as her sister stuck her tongue out. Harry was becoming like family so her whole family acted more normal around him.
"Perhaps she would like the bubbles. She still acts quite young," her mother commented.
"I'm not that young! I'm thirteen," Astoria whinged.
"And you act six. At least Harry tries to be witty," her mother said.
"See, I'm witty," Harry teased, earning another display of Astoria's age.
Her father chuckled. "Perhaps you should take us up and introduce us?"
"We can go up, Anders. Hermione and her parents should be joining us in about an hour, and the Abbots and Longbottoms were planning to join us for dinner about four. Dobby offered to take them here today," Harry told him. His excitement at the day was unmistakable.
Laughter floated down to them from upstairs. Daphne was a little anxious to meet Harry's new relatives. They sounded like good people, but she was not very forgiving to anyone that might cause her Harry any harm.
When they were all done greeting each other, they went up the stairs. The laughter coming from the room was not only from the children. Hermione was smiling. "Sounds like a party," she commented.
"It's a day of fun," Harry told her.
"Are they good people," Daphne enquired, just to make sure.
"Yes. They are nothing like the Dursleys, Daph," Harry assured her.
When they walked into the room, a small girl with messy black hair was jumping around, trying to catch a dragon made of bubbles. She was laughing as it kept slipping out of her hands. Another girl, who looked to be around eleven with dark brown hair, was talking with two people that looked like her parents and Madam Bones. Daphne smiled to see the huge smile on Harry's face.
"HARRY!" the little girl yelled happily when she noticed him. "Uncle Sirius and Uncle Remus made all these."
A few more bubble animals flew by.
Her mother laughed behind them. "Some never really grow up, do they?"
"Apparently not," Anders replied.
Terry's yell had everyone turning to them. Harry pulled her into the room and the Greengrasses followed. Terry ran after the bubble dragon as it charged him and Daphne. Daphne laughed as it turned just before them and Terry stumbled into Harry, who caught her by one arm. When she stood up, the girl looked up to Daphne. The laugh on her face became pensive. Harry had told Daphne about Terry's abilities, so she just seemed to wait.
"I like your colour. It's a nice blue and looks like the sea where it meets Harry's. Why don't most others mix like that?" Terry commented to Daphne.
Harry had not told Iliana or Anders. "What do you mean their colours mix?" Iliana asked, crouching down to the girl.
Terry looked to Iliana. "You look more purple, like Dani. Do you want to be a cat too?"
"A cat?"
"Oh, Dani talks about it all the time since the Professor Kitty came to tell us we had magic. I really want to be a squirrel. Do you want to be a cat since you have a purple colour? Dani and the Professor Kitty both have that colour," the girl said without any fear.
Iliana laughed. "I'm sorry, but I have never tried to become an Animagus. Daphne will be the first in our family in many generations."
"I want to be a hawk," Astoria said.
By now, the Danforths and most of the others had come over for greetings. "Please excuse Theresa. She has no fear of talking to strangers. Gary Danforth."
The man held out his hand and Anders took it easily. "It is nice to meet you, Mr. Danforth. Anders Greengrass. We have heard some about you from Harry."
"It's just Gary. This is my wife, Reba, and our eldest, Danielle, though most just call her Dani," Gary said. “This other ball of energy is Theresa, or Terry.”
"It is a pleasure to meet you, Reba," Anders said, taking her hand and pulling it to kiss it instead of shaking it. He did the same with Dani.
"I didn't know this was going to be such a formal affair," Reba commented with a little laugh. "That is the third time my hand as been kissed today."
"I just wanted everyone to have a nice day," Harry said a little self-consciously. As much as he had grown and gained confidence, he was still a little unsure about gatherings like this.
"There is no pomp and show today," Iliana said, standing up.
"If you would, this is my wife, Iliana. Daphne is our eldest and intended to Harry. Where is Astoria?" he said, turning around. Astoria was already in a corner talking with Susan. Anders frowned.
"Let it go today, Anders," Iliana said.
"Intended?" Reba asked.
Aunt Amelia, Sirius, a dark hair woman and Remus came over. They had not told the Danforths about this yet and Harry wasn't sure how they would take it. Before Madam Bulstrode's lessons, he knew he didn't have a good opinion of the relationship he was now in. Hermione had thought it slavery. Now that they knew, Harry was actually happy with the protections it afforded Daphne.
"Happy Christmas, Anders," Sirius said, as though knowing this was a conversation for later.
"Happy Christmas, Sirius," the man replied. Harry knew the Greengrasses celebrated Yule over Christmas, but the man was just as cordial as usual.
Terry moved a little closer to Harry as the adults started to talk. "She is pretty. Is that why her name is Daphne? I like those flowers."
Harry chuckled. "I think she is pretty like the flower too," Harry replied.
Daphne took on a pleasant smile. "You are pretty too."
"I like that my hair looks like Harry's," Terry said in a small voice. "It's like mummy's, but sometimes Eugene at school is not so nice. When he isn't, I just think of Harry."
Harry wasn't sure that his little cousin didn't have a small crush on him. Daphne leaned down though. "I like how messy his hair is too."
Terry giggled. "You have white ears. But Harry has more reddish ears."
Harry laughed at his cousin while Daphne looked a little confused. "So, I finally find out her form."
Daphne suddenly realized what was said and gave him a baleful look. "I wanted to surprise you later," Daphne told him.
Harry was a little surprised. "You completed the transformation?"
Daphne gave a slightly smug smile. If she had, she would be the first in their group. Harry was getting close but couldn't get the shrinking down yet. "Wouldn't you like to know," Daphne teased.
Harry, knowing today was a fun day, moved fast and started to tickle her side. "You said you wanted to surprise me?"
As he talked, Daphne gave a squawk, before laughing and trying to pull away. "HARRY!"
Sirius chuckled. "I see the games are about to start."
At Sirius’ side was a woman almost as tall as he was, with thick brown hair, dark brown eyes and with an attractive form. She commented, “Do we get to play to?”
“Later, luv,” Sirius said with a wag of his brow.
Anders shook his head. "It’s good it is a day to just relax."
Reba stepped up to them. "What is this about intended and do I need to worry about Dani and Terry?"
By now, Dani had drifted back and was talking with Astoria and Susan.
Dobby showed the Grangers in a little while later. When the Abbotts showed about one, with the Longbottoms, that was a surprise they were so early, but Harry thought the more the merrier. For the second Christmas in a row, he was surrounded by family and friends.
A little after dinner, Harry and Daphne snuck into the ballroom. Daphne dragged him into the middle of the room. "You have to close your eyes," she told him.
"Why?" Harry asked her.
Daphne's cheeks took on an uncharacteristic blush. "I can't change my clothes yet," she admitted.
Harry raised an eyebrow. He had seen Daphne in some forms of undress, but never fully nude or without underclothes. Well, there was one time... He tried to calm his beating heart at the thought, and he couldn't keep the typical fifteen-year-old boy response from coming out. "Really?"
Her cheeks became even brighter. Daphne would be sixteen in three days and had told Harry she wouldn’t go further until they were betrothed. Harry found his hormones pushing more lately, but was being as respectful of her as he could. "Just turn around," she ordered.
Harry at least looked contrite as he turned around.
"No peaking," she told him.
"I'll be good," he promised.
He closed his eyes. A moment later there was a yipping bark. Not able to help himself, he turned to see a screen and a snow-white arctic fox bounded out. Harry laughed to see her. She ran around him for a moment. "Your adorable," Harry said.
She barked at him. Harry knelt down to pet her, and she jumped up on his knees, licking his face before hopping back and running around the room. He noticed that her front paws were darker. He had to admit he was a little jealous of his intended, but she had been able to find her form two months before him. Daphne's occlumency was better than his and she was able to find her true character before he could. He didn't miss that they were both foxes. Daphne being a cute smaller arctic fox while he was a larger red fox.
"What is going on in here," Auntie asked opening a door. "Is there a dog in here?"
Daphne yipped and ran behind the screen again as Harry twirled around. "Auntie!"
"Amelia, what was that noise?" he heard Iliana.
Auntie met his eyes. "Is that Daphne?"
Harry nodded. "She wanted to show me her Animagus form."
Amelia opened the door and was followed by Iliana. "Did I hear Daphne had achieved the transformation?" her mother enquired.
There was a small call from behind the screen before a fluffy head of white fur stuck out from behind it. "Oh, aren't you precious," Iliana said, looking at her daughter
Auntie nodded her approval. "Very nice, Daphne. Why the screen though?"
This time Harry's cheeks blushed a little as Daphne started to run around the room again before going to her mother. "Daphne can't transfigure her clothes yet," Harry said a little sheepishly.
Iliana looked at him while Amelia rose an eyebrow.
"I was a gentleman. I swear!" Harry said quickly, his face heating more. "She even had me turn and close my eyes."
Auntie shook her head, a small smile on her face. "You know my rules."
"And mine," Iliana said next. Daphne did something that sounded like laughter. Harry glared at his girlfriend. He would get her back later.
"Do you want to show everyone else?" her mother asked the cute fox she was petting. The shake that Daphne did made it clear that she wasn't comfortable with it yet. "I will keep your secret for now, but you know your father will be proud of you for this?"
Daphne licked her mother's face and then took off towards the screen. Harry followed her. Just as she got behind it, Harry watched as she grew and morphed back into a girl. His eyes widened to see that the screen showed a shadow outline that left little doubt to her curves.
"Ahem," someone cleared their throat.
Harry turned, his face burning now. "I'll, ah, just be in the dining room."
"I think that best at the moment," her mother said. Harry didn't see the smirk the woman had as he closed the door.

  -o-

Iliana turned to Amelia and whispered, "Do you think they need the talk again?"
"No, but I think if we keep them away from each other like that for much longer we may not like it when they finally decide they can't wait," Amelia replied as Daphne got dressed far enough away to not hear them.
Iliana sighed. "I just want them to wait until they are betrothed."
"Then we should make that clear. They were following my rules, but I walked by Harry's room yesterday after we got back and they were being heated with each other, with enough clothes on to not get into trouble," Amelia confessed.
"You didn't stop it?" Iliana asked.
"I figure if they blow off enough of their hormones that way, we won't have to worry about children too soon," Amelia commented. "I have the same rules with Susan. I won't be naive about what their magic and hormones are doing. I heard Terry comment about how their magic is mixing. They are already bonding."
Iliana gave a small smile. "I am going to enjoy having him for a son-in-law someday."
"It will be nice to have another niece," Amelia agreed.
When Daphne stepped out and vanished the screen, she looked at them. Her face looked a little flushed. “Are you going to tell father and Astoria?"
"I think this is your achievement to tell them. Why don't you want to tell them now?" Iliana asked.
"I want to show you all when I can do the transformation with my clothes on," Daphne told her.
Amelia gave a knowing smile. "I will not tell anyone."
"Nor shall I."
"I should go see how Harry is," Daphne said, looking a little more red. Iliana had a suspicion that having Harry see her change like that may not have been an accident.
"He's in there," Amelia said. It sounded like she was trying to keep a laugh down.
As Daphne passed them, she quietly said, "I find I can hear more than I used too. You will not have grandchildren before we are ready. I don't want any for a few years. I don't know if I will be able to hold long to give myself to Harry after we are betrothed. It's hard not to go too far already," she told them, the girls neck heating as she talked. After a moment she looked up to look in her mother's eyes. "I love him."
Iliana met her daughter's eyes for a moment. She was starting to really understand that Daphne was growing up. She was on the verge of becoming a young woman in the next year or two. To stand up to her, and Amelia, like this, she knew Daphne was really in love with the green-eyed boy that was becoming family. Harry's elf was already listening to Daphne as though she was Harry's family. "When you decide, let me know. I will handle your father."
Daphne nodded. "Thank you. I hope I do not offend you, Madam Bones."
The woman gave her a smile. "You are getting to an age that you both can make your own choices. Just understand the consequences of your actions."
Daphne nodded.
"I also think you can either call me Auntie or Amelia. I have the feeling we will be family in a few years," Amelia told Daphne.
Daphne gave a smile. "Yes, Auntie Amelia."
The two woman watched Daphne walk away. The girl was always confident, but there was a different way she held herself now, even if she still did look a little flush. Iliana leaned over towards Amelia. "I would never have told my mother what my daughter just told me at her age."
"I would never have even dreamed of it. I have noticed how much Daphne has influence Harry, you think she has taken some of his Gryffindor courage?" Amelia put to her with a laugh.
Iliana laughed some as well. "I think it is just Harry. I should go find my husband and daughter. It's about time for us to leave."
"I'll go flush them out of the dining room and meet you upstairs. The Danforths, Hannah and Hermione are staying over tonight," Amelia told her.
"I am going to invite Reba over next week. She has many questions about her daughters and our world," Iliana informed Amelia.
Amelia sighed. "Yes, she is not as understanding about Harry and Daphne or Hermione and Blaise."
"Yes, I do forget at times how different our world is from the Muggle," Iliana replied.
"With how well Harry is adapted now, I do myself. I'll have them up in a few," Amelia promised. Iliana nodded, a small smirk on her face as she thought about her daughter.
Daphne was growing up into a beautiful woman that would have a good partner in life and would be strong enough to reach the goals she knew her daughter had. Now, she just had to figure out how to handle her husband. He knew the possibilities of what could happen, but he still had a very rosy view that Daphne would hold herself for their wedding night. She might have to remind Anders of what they did before they were married...

  -oOo-


  December 28, 1995


  Rotherham, England

Everyone was singing as the cake was levitated to the table by Ginger. The little elf looked very pleased to have so many around and to have had to make such a large cake for Daphne. Yes, Ginger was a happy elf.
She loved her family.
She loved her mistress, Lady Iliana.
She loved the misses, Daphne and Astoria.
She loved the masters, Lord Anders and Harry.
Yes, she loved her family, and it was growing. She could see the way Missy Daphne looked and felt for Master Harry.
Putting the cake on the table, Ginger stepped back to watch the Missy Daphne blow out her candles. Her Harry helped, earning him an admonishment for the Missy. The master laughed and she huffed while many others showed mirth at them.
Ginger was pleased to see how the Missy Daphne laughed more and didn't hide herself with the Master Harry around.
"Get off," Daphne laughed as the master tried to steal some frosting. Many in the room laughed.
"Ginger, please cut the cake," the mistress requested.
"Yes, Mistress Iliana," Ginger said in her calm voice, as a good house elf should.
While she cut and served the cake, she listened to voices.
"Are we going to the Ministry ball again on New Year’s?" the missy's friend Tracey asked.
"Do you really want to go to something that stuffy? We got an invite to the Longbottoms," Lord Black said to the girl.
"It is not stuffy," Master Anders said in his proper tone.
"It is stuffy," the Madam Bones said. "I'd rather go to Longmarche. The Longbottoms used to through marvelous New Year’s balls."
"I would think so. Benjamin loved people and loved to have all our friends and allies around," the Minister Longbottom stated.
Daphne leaned over to her Harry, "What are you planning to do?"
"Go to Neville's. You?" he asked.
"If that is where my intended is going, I don't think father will have a say," the missy said in a sly way.
The master Harry laughed. "I get the feeling I am being used."
"Oh, definitely, but I will make it up to you," she said in a slightly sultry way.
Ginger would not say anything. Their magic and nature said they were meant for each other. She would uphold her master’s word though, to keep them separated in the way that could make babies until they are betrothed. It would be only proper. Ginger put a plate of cake and ice cream before Missy Daphne. "Thank you, Ginger," Daphne said with a smile.
Yes. Ginger was happy with her family and the people that now filled the house.

  -oOo-


  December 29, 1995


  Redhill, England

Hermione was looking out the window, a book and notebook in her lap. She was twirling her heiress ring on her finger as she thought about the research that Croaker and her were doing. Blaise had told her the other day that she was becoming obsessed when she had tried to convince him to let her tell Croaker about the two families that were related to Le Fay. It was the last piece that her mentor was missing.
She had pressed too hard and Blaise had actually become upset with her. She understood it was family secrets of the Zabini's... well, really the Thatchers, but the Thatchers were going to be absorbed into the Zabinis when Blaise came of age.
All she was trying to do was see the revolution they needed come to life, but it couldn't happen in the way that she wanted. There were seals, covenants and pacts between wizards and other magical races that required magic to hold. The way that was done was to bind magical families to the roots of the Wizengamot, which led back to the roots of magical Britain, first established by Merlin Aurelius, Arthur Pendragon and Morgan le Fay.
By the way she interpreted some of the research that Croaker had shown her, the families bound to the Wizengamot acted like batteries, or small generators. As the nation grew, and the magics required to keep things from the Muggles that the Ministry maintained, it took more power, and thus more people. It was why the Wizard Council went from twelve families to almost three hundred when the Wizengamot had been founded.
By seventeen-oh-seven, many of the families on the Council had gone from multigenerational, multi-children per generation to much less. The magic was spread across hundreds of people, but when the Council was disbanded, it had shrunk to less than thirty people, and the Muggles had started to encroach on lands that once were just magical.
The encroachment, the witch trials, and sometime outright war had forced the strengthening of the protections around places like Diagon Alley and Hogsmeade. Thus, the Wizengamot was founded, and two-hundred and eighty-three houses were bound to the seal of the Ministry, and thus the magic that protected them all was reinforced and grew. That was until about thirty years ago.
The Grindelwald wars really hurt Europe, reducing, or even eliminating, hereditary governments that were set up like Brittan. If war hadn't been so rampant at the time, then some of the major breaches of the Statute of Secrecy would have been found.
How could you miss dragons fighting alongside wizards on a large battlefield?
Convince Muggles they were new tanks with flamethrowers. It would make perfect sense to soldiers.
When Diagon Alley remained intact when most of London that stood around it was turned to rubble by the Germans, what did the wizards do?
They repaired the buildings around it and claimed that the bombs all just missed it. That seemed sort of reasonable with the small pockets around the city that were all similarly untouched... all of them around wizarding residence. Liberal use of confundus and obliviate charms by Aurors and Obliviators also helped.
There were dozens of instances like that, but there were enough wizards and the general wards maintained by the Ministry were strong enough because more than two thousand people, all linked to Wizengamot seats, where charging them.
Then came along Voldemort. In his hubris, he killed many, many of them on the Wizengamot or linked to those houses. Where more than three-thousand three hundred were known to be linked to the Ministry wards in nineteen-sixty, there were only eighteen-hundred and five by nineteen-seventy-five, and only a little over nine hundred by nineteen eighty-one. Voldemort and his followers had killed far more than the Ministry reported.
Most of those killed were half-bloods. It was a true culling to get down to only purebloods related to the Wizengamot, with those that gave real descent against Voldemort, or those that supported the half-bloods and Muggleborn eliminated.
It was horrific as she understood the magnitude of what happened.
This was why Blaise and her wanted a revolution, but it couldn't happen in the way they wanted. They couldn't get rid of the Wizengamot houses with how their magic was bound to the Ministry.
Thus, she rolled her ring around her finger.
She was now part of that oligarchy that was required to maintain their world.
This was where Harry's family magic and Blaise's family knowledge came in. There was a way between them that could lead to a change in their world. She knew Croaker was using her to try to get at this link between her intended and her best friend. She was trying to use him for all the knowledge she needed to chart her revolution through magic that was deeper than she ever could imagine.
"What are you thinking about, princess?" her father asked.
Hermione shook herself out of her thoughts, putting a hand to her chest in shock. "Dad, I didn't hear you coming."
He chuckled. He was holding two mugs in his hands. "I figured. Hot cocoa?"
She smiled at him. "Please," she said, taking the mug held out to her.
"You look to be burning the gears in your head with how hard you are thinking," he pointed out, taking a seat at the other end of the couch. She pulled her feet in closer to make room for him.
"I'm just thinking," she said, unsure if she should talk with him about this.
"So, I noticed. Is this about why you were upset when you got back from your boyfriend's place yesterday?" he enquired.
She frowned. "It's related."
"I may not be your mum, but I can listen and try to help," he offered.
She gave him a smile. "It's not a boy or girl only thing, dad."
He let out a breath. "Oh, good. I am not good at that type of talk."
She laughed at him. "No. This has to do with my apprenticeship."
"Care to explain? I did like my government courses back in Uni," he told her.
She bit her lip for a bit, thinking about it. As she did, she started to spin her heiress ring again. The House of Granger would come into a full Wizengamot house when she turned seventeen next fall. In a little under nine-months, she could claim her seat and be Lady Granger. Until she was twenty-one though, Amelia would still need to be her regent, but Hermione could sit on the floor and vote with her regent’s permission. She wasn't sure how she still felt about it, but with what was in her notebook, it was a significant thing to be a hereditary house of their government.
"Dad, you know how I have told you and mum that I want to change things in the Wizengamot?" she put to him.
He looked to her for a moment, his eyes moving to her playing with her ring. "Does this have to do with you becoming an heiress? Amelia has been really good at explaining everything and we've read all the books you have both given us. I still don't feel comfortable signing that contract between you and Blaise."
"It's an agreement, dad. Either of us can break it," she reminded him.
"I know, but you are only sixteen. I feel like I sold my daughter," he said with a little frown.
"You didn't sell me. I am doing this of my own accord. We don't have to decide on anything until we are nineteen," Hermione remarked.
"I know, but that is still young," he countered.
She didn't want to talk about this again. It had taken her weeks to convince them to sign the agreement last summer. She was happy with Blaise and the agreement had no penalties if either of them decided to walk away. She had to agree though with their training from Madam Bulstrode, the agreement gave them both protections, especially with her being a brand-new House on the Wizengamot. There were those that would try to snag her before she understood everything. "Dad, I am happy with it. Do you need anything else to make you happy?"
After a moment, he gave her a small smile. "I guess not. You just seem to be growing up so much between each visit home. Sometimes I still see you as the six-year-old that loved to chase bubbles around the yard."
Hermione gave him a smile. "I'm not that young anymore, but I still love being around you and mum."
"I know. I got us off topic though. What is so important about the Wizengamot and that ring you keep playing with?" He looked ready to have a serious conversation.
Hermione looked at her notebook. Finally deciding to dive in, she said, "Blaise and I want to change the Wizengamot, but we can't."
"Change is not easy for anyone, but you seem to be surrounded by friends and people who want to change things. It can't be that impossible, can it?"
She shook her head. "You don't understand, dad. We can't change the Wizengamot like we wanted." She bit her lip again before saying, "Dad, we want to get rid of the Wizengamot and go to an elected system. But we can't."
He looked at her for a long moment. "I see. Jane has really done a number on you."
"Dad! Mum has done nothing to me," Hermione said a little angrily.
Her father laughed. "When we met at Uni, do you know how we really met?"
Hermione rose an eyebrow. "Mum said you met at a rally."
He chuckled. "Oh, we did. But your mother wasn't just there to protest, she was with a group of people that wanted to overthrow the government. She got into it real deep for about two years, before I told her I was going to leave her. I wasn't trying to give her an ultimatum, but I just couldn't follow her. I really wanted to be a dentist and just find a quiet life. I saw what the war did to my father and uncles and didn't want another war."
Hermione's eyes had gone huge.
"Three weeks later, she showed up on the door to my flat, saying she didn't really want war, just change. So, she settled some, started the activism you have seen her do at times, and became my wife," he said.
"Mum did that because she wanted too?" Hermione asked. Her mum had gone off on the government and other things at times, but on the whole, she seemed like a happy woman that liked her life with her father.
"I don't think your mum regrets her decision, if that is what you mean. I would never keep her from doing what she wants. I think Jane is happy with me and she still adores you, and all the friends you have. Personally, I think she sees the same spirit in you, and that is why she likes Blaise so much. He has the same spark," he told her.
Hermione gave a small smile. "I like him quite a bit too."
"I can tell. So, you and your boyfriend want to start a revolution?"
Hermione sighed. "Maybe not something so bloody, but a change. The problem is, the magic that protects more magical places requires it to be connected to someone. Any ward will fail within a few years if it is not connected to a witch or wizard. Most bind it to bloodlines, that way there is always someone, or many people, to power it. The Wizengamot is the largest body of magicals that are linked to the very magical foundations of our country. This ring," she said, taking it off and holding it up for her father to see. "It represents my commitment to lending my magic, and that of all my family members, to protect all of the wizarding world. Dad, it's not just a commitment while I wear that, or live in the Wizarding world, it binds me, you, mum and any children I have, even their children, until either the Wizengamot disowns my blood or there are no members of our family. Croaker thinks most have forgotten that and its damaging many of the wards, seals and covenants that keep us mostly separated from the Muggles when we use magic or live on protected lands."
"The magic used to protect everyone is what also gives the Wizengamot power to govern everyone. The magic of the families will bind the laws. It doesn't always mean they are enforceable if they contradict other laws or treaties if they are not canceled, but with this ring, I am recognized as one of the rulers of the British magical world."
She put the ring in his hand when he held it out. Her father regarded it for a moment. "This ring binds you to all that? That is a heavy responsibility."
"It is," she said rather solemnly.
"Why is this causing issues with Blaise, and even Harry? I noticed you two having a heated conversation when we picked you up from the train," he put to her.
Hermione sighed. "Most magical families develop traits or become extremely adept in some aspects of magic. If Blaise and I want to change how things are, I need information from Harry. The problem is, its family magic and he doesn't want to tell me."
Her father gave her a rather penetrating stare. "Princess, tell me you are not pressing him for that information?"
"Dad, you don't understand..." she started.
A hard look from him had her clamp her mouth closed. "Hermione, I just told you a very personal detail, a detail that could still get your mother into trouble if it was known. Would you consider telling anyone else?"
Hermione frowned for a bit. "It's mum. Why would I tell anyone?" she said, squirming, despite being sixteen. She could see where her father was going with this and didn't like it. She didn't like not knowing something.
"And if the bobbies or MI5 came looking for her because of her past associates or associations?" he pressed.
"What was mum involved in?" Hermione asked, suddenly feeling a little alarmed.
"That is a secret that you can't be trusted with if you want to go tell everyone," he told her.
Hermione scrunched her eyes. "I've been a prat, haven't I?"
Her father chuckled. "Only you can decide if you have been or not and then apologize to your friends. I know how much Harry and Blaise mean to you."
She huffed. "But what they know is really important," she said.
"Have you explained that to them? Have you had a conversation like this and put everything out there, so they understand?" he asked, finally reaching for his hot cocoa again.
Hermione scrunched her nose. "I’ve talked with them quite a bit,” she stated.
“Hermione, have you really talked to them or demand and lecture? I love you, but I see how you get when you want something. Have you really explained why you want the information and what you will do with it? Could that be why they are so resistant?”
She sat in thought for a moment. After a few, she said in a slow candor, “I don't think I have. Croaker says not everyone needs to know everything."
"Then why try to explain to me? I know we are not done going over everything in that head of yours, but I feel you haven't really told them what is going on," he commented.
Hermione gave her father a thoughtful look. "No. I don't think I have."
"Oh, and if Croaker tries to keep you going down this path of trying to get information from people without telling them why, we are going to rethink your apprenticeship. Do you understand?" he told her.
"Yes, dad," she said, shifting so she could put her head on his shoulder. She really loved her parents and missed them when at school. He shifted to put an arm around her shoulders. She may be sixteen, but she still liked spending time with her father.
Her father had made her think though. Why did Croaker really want this information? He was very keen to know all the lines that led back to the Court of Camelot, and the magics around it. Being able to hide from Muggles, as much as she loved living in the world she grew up in, was important. She could see the argument that if magic was known, they would be looked at to solve many problems that were just beyond their power, or governments would want to take them, or many Muggles would just be so scared that a new round of witch hunts would occur.
That being said, could knowing and uniting the old Camelot court be that important? Was there a way to change the Wizengamot with that knowledge?
With a sigh, she took up her hot cocoa and they started to talk about her upcoming OWLs, which she had to admit she had fallen off her study schedule due to her newest obsession. That would have to change.





  
    Chapter End Notes

    Someone brought up the fact that Harry didn't get 27 books back. Croaker never said all those books belonged to the Peverell's. I also don't claim that Harry won the house of Gaunt or Slytherin, only the items in the Chamber of Secrets by conquest. 
You can also find me on Discord in the Emerald Library: https://discord.gg/rabgNGQs58
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    Chapter Notes

      My readers are AWESOME! Thank you for waiting for this next installment. Like before, updates are just moving slowly as life is just busy. In the meantime, you can join me and other at the Emerald Library on Discord.







  
  January 3, 1996


  London, England

Hermione entered the Ministry of Magic through the old phone booth. Typically, she would take her portkey to Diagon Alley and then take the Floo from the Leaky Cauldron. Today she had taken the Knight Bus, having sent in her resignation as Croaker's apprentice yesterday, so she couldn’t take the Floo to the employee fireplaces. She was supposed to go over to see Blaise this morning but had gotten a request from Amelia to come see her in her office. When this meeting was over, she would go meet with Blaise, then go find Harry. He had been off with Sirius the last few days, so she had not been able to talk with him.
As the large atrium came into view, she managed to keep her cringe off her face at the fountain. What self-respecting goblin or centaur would look at a witch that way? The house elves were a mix. Some worshiped their masters like that. Others were more 'normal', like the Bones, Zabinis, Greengrasses and Harry's house elves.
As she approached the security counter, she didn't miss how different it was since the first time she had come. Last year there had been a single guard off to the side. Now, there was a wide counter that blocked the atrium from the lifts and the doors to the offices that overlooked the atrium. Two wide gates split the counter guarded by two Aurors each, with two more by the lifts and doors. If this had been established a year ago, then many of the issues last spring could have been avoided.
Walking up to the left gate, she held out her wand. The Auror looked at her wand, and then caught the ring on her finger. "You don't need a scan today, Heiress Granger," the man said.
"Thank you, Mr. Robards, but I am no longer an apprentice," she informed the man. Robards had been nice to her for the last few months and was almost always at the checkpoint on the weekdays.
With a curious look, he took her wand, scanned it, and then a woman stepped up and ran a dark detector over her. A man in brown work robes came up, showed his workers badge, and was waived through. A moment later, she was passed and went to the lifts.
Walking into the DMLE offices, Hermione made her way down the hall to the right. To the left was the large area with the Auror Department. Just inside the hall was a decent sized area with a few secretaries or other workers and two offices. Walking up to the woman to the left, Hermione waited until the woman looked up to her. Hermione had been in here enough that recognition crossed the secretary’s eyes. "You can go right in, Heiress Granger. She's been waiting for you."
"Thank you, Ms. Dewar."
The woman gave her a smile as Hermione walked up to the door and knocked. "Come in," came Amelia's commanding voice.
Opening the door, Hermione was immediately wary. Amelia was behind her desk with a frown on her face. In the chair directly across from her was Croaker. Amelia pointed to a seat two over from Croaker. Hermione didn't say a word as she sat.
Croaker was looking at her with a very flat and unreadable expression.
"Thank you for coming, Heiress Granger," Madam Bones greeted her.
"Thank you, Madam Bones," she said, getting that this was a formal meeting.
"Can we drop the formalities?" Croaker suggested. "Hermione, why did I receive a six-page resignation letter yesterday?"
"I have already told you, Croaker. Heiress Granger approached me about the appropriate way to retract her support for the apprenticeship she was in. As her Regent, I advised her to write a resignation letter and require you or anyone from your department to go through her regent for now," Amelia said in a cool voice.
Croaker's eyes bored into her. "You can't just quit. Do you have any idea how much this research has advanced in the last six months? More than it has in the last two decades, I can tell you that," the man said, his tone the only thing showing his emotion.
Hermione was about to talk when Amelia beat her to it. "Croaker, I don't bloody care about your research. We had to already have her vows to the Unspeakable redone because you encroached on her liege house. You have asked her to push her friends, her intended even, to giving information that is not yours and that I and Lady Zabini had already refused. Do you forget that I am also regent to the Potters and the Bones? All houses that are in alliance with Heiress Granger. You are playing a game that I will not allow any of my charges to be involved in."
Hermione looked to Amelia questioningly.
"Amelia, you don't understand. I am not trying to use Hermione, Harry or anyone else in your alliance. I have not done, or asked Hermione, to do anything illegal..."
"You have used a sixteen-year-old girl that is eager to learn and see change. You have manipulated her, Croaker. Not to mention what you asked her to push Scion Thatcher, who she is in an official courtship with, to give up family secrets. That is interference in a courtship between not one, but two Wizengamot houses. I can bring you up on charges for that alone, never mind that you have been pushing Heiress Granger to work against Scion Potter. Do you understand that if magic thinks we are working against our vows to him that it could cause real harm to Hermione or myself!" Amelia's voice was raised to a level just below a yell.
Croaker stared at her. "I never tried to manipulate Hermione into getting that information."
"Bloody hell, you didn't Croaker! I know how Harry and everyone has talked about how she seeks out knowledge. You give Heiress Granger a puzzle and even I know that she will do anything she can to try and solve it," Amelia shot back. "You make an oath right now that you did not understand that and use it as a lever to get her to go after her friends. Damn it! Croaker! Harry looks at her as a sister and you have put a strain on that relationship. Harry and Susan have had so few friends and family in their lives that I will not see them broken up."
There was a silence for a moment. Hermione could feel tears biting at her eyes. Looking at Croaker, she was trying to work out her feelings at the moment. She knew they were using each other. Croaker had given her volumes on Wizengamot law, theory, House lineage and arithmantic calculations that she believed proves a lot of her theories. After the talk with her father last week, she had grown increasingly uncomfortable though with how much Croaker had been pushing her. Both for how much time she was spending on this instead of focusing on her OWLs, and how she was pushing Harry and Blaise. After thinking about it, she had talked with her parents and Amelia, and they had all decided that she should only focus on school until she was out of Hogwarts.
In all that time, she had not thought she had been manipulated. Her friendship with Harry was on rocky ground right now. Not to mention that Blaise was getting annoyed. All because of a man had manipulated her? Like Dumbledore?
"Did you really manipulate me to go after Blaise and Harry?" she questioned Croaker, a man she had come to respect.
Both adults looked to her. Amelia was very upset, but it turned to disappointment and then concern. Croaker just looked at her, his face expressionless, his eyes colder than she had ever seen. She met her mentor’s eyes and saw nothing.
After a moment, Croaker stood up. The tears in Hermione's eyes threatened to fall as she realized this man had really used her. He had used her thirst for knowledge and her connections. She had thought it a mutual relationship between mentor and student, both of them wanting something the other didn't have, but it was never that? Was it?
Croaker spoke in a monotone voice. "Thank you for explaining why my apprentice resigned. Until next time. Good day, Heiress Granger. Head Bones."
Neither of them said a word until the door was closed. Amelia shut her eyes, pinching her nose as tears started to fall down Hermione's cheeks.
"How much does Harry hate me?" she asked, realizing that Christmas and the New Year's Ball at Longmarche were the only really positive memories that Harry probably had from her since September.
Amelia looked up. "He doesn't hate you, Hermione. He is upset. I think you need to have a long talk with him."
Hermione nodded, tears liberally streaming out of her eyes.
The hard taskmaster that Head Bones was, dropped. Her face took on a sympathetic look. "I'm sorry, Hermione. I really thought this was a good opportunity for you."
Hermione tried to wipe the tears from her cheeks. "I thought I was really helping and that I could see real change in the Wizengamot."
Amelia got up and Hermione soon found herself in the older woman's arms. "It's alright. I've worked with Croaker for years and he fooled me too on this one. I think he did give you very accurate information on what you wanted, but he was trying to manipulate you into getting himself something he appears to desperately want."
"Harry really doesn't hate me?"
"No. I think he has been worried about you," she assured Hermione.
Hermione pulled away, getting hold of herself. "I need to go see Blaise. Can I come over after dinner tonight?"
"Come over for dinner. Blaise and Phoenicia, your parents if you want, are all invited," Madam Bones offered. "Harry and Sirius should be back before noon."
She made sure her cheeks were dry. "I’ll be there,” Hermione confirmed.
After being allowed to use the Floo in the Aurors office, she stepped out into the small entry hall of Blackwood Manor. It was a small manor in the middle of a wood in the West Country. Blaise had told her it had belonged to his father and his mother had kept it through all her husbands. It had perhaps six rooms on the base floor, all pretty much for entertaining company. Blaise and Lady Zabini lived on the first floor. There were three bedrooms, a solar, a study and a sitting room. Around her on the ground floor were two parlours, a large dining room, a salon that could be used for small dances, kitchens and a library.
Upon coming out of the floo, a rather tall female house elf greeted her. "Good day, Ms. Granger."
"Hello Bindy," she replied. "Is Blaise here?"
"The master is being in the sitting room revising," Bindy replied.
"Is it alright if I just go up?"
"The Ms. Granger is always welcome. Bindy shall bring up refreshments."
"Thank you, Bindy," Hermione said earnestly.
She went up the stairs. At the top, the study door was open. Lady Zabini was working at the desk, her quill going as books were open. She knew that Lady Zabini managed all their monies and holdings, as well as spend much of her time actually cultivating contacts and work for the Wizengamot. The dark skin woman looked up, her dark eyes meeting Hermione's.
"Hello, Lady Zabini. I came to talk with Blaise," she said.
Lady Zabini nodded. "I think he wants to talk to you as well."
Hermione nodded.
At the end of the hall, the sitting room went the width of the house and was about twelve feet wide. To her left, in the far corner, sat Blaise at a round table. Cards and chips were stacked neatly in the center of the table on a round holder. Blaise had a deck of cards in his hands, shuffling them and doing various tricks as he read a book. A few pages of parchment and a quill were next to the book. She just watched him for a few. Hermione really hated his betting habits, but he had gotten better, and she couldn't deny the skills he had in handling the cards in his hands.
After a moment, Blaise looked up. He gave her a discerning look. "How did it go?"
She let out a breath. "You were right. He was using me."
He didn't change his impression. "I thought you were using each other?"
She felt tears bite at her eyes again. She knew Blaise was upset with her, but she didn't like this. "I thought so too. He was manipulating me to go after you and Harry."
"Is he still?"
She shook her head, the tears really welling now. "Blaise, I'm so sorry. I really didn't mean to hurt you. I know that you have told the information is your families secrets. I promise I never told Croaker anything you told me not too."
He played with the cards in his hands for a moment. "Are you going to keep pressing me for information?"
She shook her head more fervently. "Never. If you don't want to be in a courtship, I understand," she said, tears leaking down her cheeks.
Blaise sighed before getting up. He put the cards on his book. "I want to court you, but you have to understand that families protect their secrets for a reason, luv. I know that most of the family secrets that I have is information and history, but it is also secrets of what is going on. Hermione, I need you to understand. My mother would have been a Slytherin if she had gone to school at Hogwarts. I may not act like I care about all the politics, but you have no idea what I know about many of our classmates and their families. I want to trust you with all this one day if we choose to get married, but not if you are going to push and then run off to tell your mentor."
Hermione collapsed into the chair next to the door, putting her face into her hands. "I would never do that," she said, the very issue causing her half the consternation she had in the last few months. Blaise had started to open up to her, but she had told him she would not tell Croaker or others, and she hadn't. It had killed her to keep those secrets and not betray his trust. Gathering and sharing knowledge was such a core part of her and instilled
She started to cry again.
Blaise walked over and knelt before her. After a few, he gently took her hands in his and pulled them apart so that her bleary vision could see him. "You don't have to cry, luv," he said, moving in and kissing her head.
"I resigned," she told him, just barely getting the words out between gasps of breath. "I really don't... want to... break up... but..."
Blaise kissed the palm of one of her tear-stained hands. "I am not breaking our contract, not unless you really want too. When you are not being mental, I like being around you."
She gave a watery laugh. "I am not mental."
Blaise gave her that smile that he was up to no good. "Oh, you have been mental the last few months."
She weakly tried to hit him, but he held her hands firm enough she couldn't. "I am not mental," she reiterated.
"Fine, barking mad. Better?"
"Blaise Zabini!" she said, her tears drying up.
He chuckled. "There is the girl I like. So, did you learn anything that would really help us?"
She smiled. "You don't want to break the contract?"
"Only if you didn't gain anything from your apprenticeship," he said with a teasing tone.
"I have tons of notes," she told him. "I don't think we can have the revolt we really want."
"Then we find another way," he assured her. "You can't tell me that that brilliant mind of yours can't think of other ways?"
She sniffed, still feeling out of sorts. She thought that after Dumbledore was gone that things would be better. She really hadn't thought that she would be used to go after two people she loved.
As she thought about that, she blinked a few times.
As she pondered it for a moment, she realized she really did love Blaise. To answer him, she leant over, Blaise meeting her lips. They shared a sweet kiss, then she leaned over more, and he flicked his tongue out. The sweet kiss soon turned into a snog. Then she groaned as his hands slid inside the cloak she had worn and rested on the bare skin of her legs, just above her knees and below her skirt. She grabbed his face with both her hands as his moved under her clothes. Her body heated up and she found she was enjoying Blaise's exploration.
It was only a clearing of a throat that had her suddenly coming to her senses and realizing how far his hands had wandered up her skirt. It had felt really good until she started, hopping back and slamming her back into the chair.
"We were just talking," Blaise said quickly, pulling his hands out from under her skirt. She tried hard not to blush or let out the frustration of feeling his skin lose contact with hers.
"I heard. Then you weren't for almost twenty minutes," Lady Zabini said with a lifted brow. "Bindy has made lunch. Would you like to join me, or should I have her send it up here?"
She couldn't keep the colour coming from her face as Blaise sat up. "I think Hermione and I still have some items to discuss," Blaise told his mother.
"I expect you to discuss them. This door stays open and hands where I can see them. Do you both understand?"
"Yes, ma'am," Hermione said in a little squeak. Her chest was still rising and falling rather quickly as she felt a little winded.
"Yes, mother," Blaise agreed.
With a nod, Lady Zabini left them with the door open. Blaise peeked out into the hall before turning back to her. "I think we have about a half-hour before she comes back up."
"Thank Merlin," she said, leaning down and guiding his hands back towards where they had been as she kissed down his neck.
Midafternoon, Hermione had let Bindy take her home. She changed out of her robes and more formal skirt and blouse to change into jeans and a jumper. Going into the bathroom, she winces to see a large bruise on her neck. It had been very nice to have Blaise sucking on her neck, but she hadn’t realized the bruise it would leave.
Rushing back to her room, she found a turtleneck that just about covered the whole bruise. She would have to hope that her hair covered the rest.
She left a note on the kitchen counter for her parents before going out to summon the Knight Bus. Harry had told her she could use Dobby at any time, but she still felt like that treating them like slaves.
Tipsy met her at the door when she knocked. Wiggles was on her back and gave her a happy gurgle. She had been told that by summer they would be walking around. “Missy Hermione,” Tipsy said with some joy. “The madam has said supper will be served in about an hour. Master Harry is in the library and miss Susan is up in the greenhouse on the roof.”
“Thank you, Tipsy. I’m here to see Harry. I’ll just head on up,” she told the house elf.
Tipsy nodded and went back towards the kitchens as she went up the stairs. The door to the library was open. When she peered in, Harry was sitting at one of the desks. He had a few books open, two piles of parchment and was writing on a third before going back to review the book. She knocked on the door and turned after a moment, putting his fountain pen down.
There was a brief smile. “Auntie said you were coming over. You alright?”
She gave him a weak smile. “What are you working on? You looked really intent.”
Harry sighed, rubbing his face. “Accounting and planning,” he told her. “Auntie has me working with Madam Bulstrode again so I can learn how to manage my estates. It’s dry, but I really need it.”
Looking curious, she made her way over. “Anything I might be able to help you with?”
“Not really,” he said, his hand moving to close a book with a green cover and the crest of the Potter’s on it. She had a similar one that Madam Bones had gotten her so she could learn how to manage her own accounts, which were worth over a hundred thousand galleons now. It was far more money than she ever thought she would have. “Auntie said you wanted to talk to me?”
Hermione took in a deep breath. “I need to apologize to you,” she remarked. “Harry, I’m so sorry that I tried to push you to get at your ancestors notes and knowledge. Croaker was using me. He was using me to get at you and Blaise. Harry, you are my brother, and I would never want to hurt you.”
By now, the tears had come back. Harry stood up and opened his arms. She moved to him and was happy he would hug her so tight. “I can forgive you, Hermione. You are the sister I never had. Don’t ever push me like that again though.”
She heard his honest forgiveness, but also the steel in his voice he had come to adopt when he really meant business. She could hear the threat of what might happen if she crossed that line again. The fear of what would happen if she lost Harry was worse than any threat he might give her. Yes, Harry had changed, but she loved him all the more for it.
“I promise I will never do that again,” she told him.
“I love you, Hermione, and I don’t want to lose you,” he said.
She hugged him as tight as she could. “I love you too, Harry.”
They stood like that for a few. When she pulled back, she had to wipe tears off her face. She had done that too much today.
“Croaker didn’t do anything to you to make you do that?” he asked, obviously thinking of Dumbledore.
“No. At least I don’t think so. We can ask Madam Bones later. He just used me and I fell for it,” she replied.
Harry gave a sigh. “Thank Merlin for that. You staying for dinner?” Harry asked her.
“I was planning too,” she replied.
“You are sure you aren’t working for him anymore?” Harry pressed.
“I promise, Harry. I turned in my resignation. I just want to pass my OWLs before I think about changing things again,” she promised.
“Hermione, you know we will help you, but you really need to respect it when any of us tell you to stop,” Harry pressed one last time.
“It won’t happen again,” she told him.
“Good. I could really use you next year to help me with something. In the meantime, I could use you to finally beat Susan. Apparently a Muggleborn in Hufflepuff took a few Muggle games to Hogwarts last term and she has become hooked on Risk. I could use that mind of yours to out think her strategies,” Harry told her.
Hermione looked perplexed. “Why would Susan like something like Risk when she can’t stand chess?”
“Bloody hell if I know, but she has beaten me three times since we’ve been on holiday,” Harry gripped.

  -oOo-


  January 5, 1996


  London, England

Today was their last day of holidays. Harry had wanted to go out on a date with Daphne, since they hadn't really done that in a while, so he had Sirius take them to a theater. Daphne was in a nice pair of jeans and a Muggle winter coat. It was unzipped and open as they waited in line in the theater, showing the knit jumper that fell a little low over her clavicle.
Over the last year, his intended had developed some nicer curves that he had a hard time not to admire. Luckily, she didn't seem to mind, as he found her looking at him as much as he was her. With her arms wrapped around his, it was hard not to notice the woman she was growing into.
"What are we watching today?" she asked him as they got into line.
Erica and Sirius were right behind them. Auntie and Iliana trusted him to take Daphne out, but they still liked to have someone be available, thus Sirius and the woman that Harry had come to like over the last two weeks.
"We are going to see 12 Monkeys. You two can see Balto," Sirius said as he pulled out a wallet.
"I am not going to see some talking dog," Harry gripped.
"Is it that bad of a movie?" Daphne asked curious.
"I'm sure it's cute," Erica said.
"Harry just wants to see an action movie," Sirius said. "Fine, if you promise to be nice little children, I'll let you come with us."
Daphne gave him a level glare. "I am not a child, Lord Black."
Erica laughed. "I don't think you should upset this one, Siri."
Sirius just shrugged. "I can handle a little girl," he replied cheekily. "Two for 12 Monkeys and two for Balto," he told the woman in the booth.
"I am not seeing Balto," Harry grumbled.
"Fine. If you have nightmares, I don't want to hear it. Four for 12 Monkeys," Sirius said.
The woman looked at them and then gave the tickets to Sirius as he slid the muggle quid under the glass.
"Is this movie really bad?" Daphne asked, sounding a little dubious. The last movie Harry had taken her to over the summer that was an action flick she had not liked. Braveheart had not been her type of movie.
"I hear it’s a really good thriller and sci-fi flick," Erica told her. "You can still see Balto."
The smirk the brunette gave them had Harry rolling his eyes. The woman could be as bad as Sirius at times. But she would know better, being a squib that lived in the Muggle world. Daphne pulled closer to Harry. "I am using your shoulder if I don't like it."
"If you want," he said, not disliking the idea.
By the time they sat down, Harry was playfully batting Daphne's hand away from his popcorn. "You have your gummies," he told her.
"But I like the popcorn too,” she told him. They sat a row ahead of Sirius and Erica.
"Eat your wine gummies," he laughed as she tried to steal more of his popcorn.
"I will, don't you worry," she told him managing to steal some and flash him a bright smile as she popped it into her mouth.
"And you call me incorrigible," he teased.
"That is because you are," she told him. Leaning over, she gave him a peck before they settled into the previews.
When it was done, Daphne's hand was squeezing his tightly. "Do Muggles really think the world will end like that?"
Harry shrugged. "No clue. That movie was..."
"Odd," Erica supplied. "I liked it though."
Sirius looked even more disturbed than Daphne. "Tell me that Muggles have a way to cure diseases before it gets that bad?"
"I doubt that a single disease will wipe us all out," Erica said.
Daphne's hand became tighter. "It's like the great plagues that took out Egypt."
"Oh, yeah," Sirius said in a knowing way.
Harry looked confused, as did Erica. "Care to enlighten me?"
The wizard raised looked to him. "Harry, haven't you ever heard of the Pharaohs curse?”
"Obviously not," he shot back.
Daphne rolled her eyes. “I know Binns only talks about the Statute of Secrecy and goblin rebellions, but the books we have been required to buy have much more than that in them. Professor Davis started to get into that this year too.”
“You know I hate Magical History,” he retorted.
“Yet you got an outstanding last year and the last term,” she reminded him.
“Professor Davis is interesting, and she has only covered more recent stuff. She hasn’t really gone further back than Grindelwald yet,” he countered.
"Before you two get into it, where do you want to eat?" Sirius spoke over them.
"There is a delightful Thai place a few blocks over, or I could do something greasy, like a good fish fry," Erica spoke up.
"I don't have a preference," Harry said.
"You haven't taken me to a fish fry yet," Daphne replied.
There was a light snow that was starting to fall around them.
"This way," Erica directed them.
Daphne pulled up close to him. "You going to tell me about that curse?"
"Later. I just want to have a nice evening with my boyfriend. We haven't done this since last summer," she told him.
He let go of her hand to wrap an arm around her shoulder. "We should do this more," he agreed.
It wasn't a long walk to find them in a narrow restaurant that seemed to be popular with the locals. They found a counter to eat at after getting their food. Daphne looked interested at the fried fish before her. "It smells good," she said.
"It's great," Erica said, reaching for the vinegar on the table. Harry reached for another one a short distance down.
"I just like it with salt and pepper," Sirius said to Daphne as Harry put a good amount of vinegar on his.
"Harry has the right of it," Erica said before taking a bite of hers.
"I'll try a little," Daphne agreed. They talked about the movie as they ate. About the time they were done, and the restaurant was getting a little less busy, Daphne asked, "So, you never told me where you were earlier this week."
"Can we talk about it in a little bit?" Harry asked.
Daphne gave him a discerning look. "I'm about done. We can go back to Greencross, unless you need to be back?"
"Auntie said ten," Harry told her, pushing the sleeve of his jumper up to look at his watch. It was a little past eight.
"I can pop you over to the Leaky if you promise to go straight to Greencross and them home before you are out late," Sirius offered.
"I'll meet you at home?" Erica asked. She lived not far away, and Sirius had spent many nights over there, from what Harry could tell.
"If you wait here, I'll be back in five minutes and then I'll walk you back," Sirius said, giving Erica a peck on her lips.
"Don't take too long," she said, kissing him back.
It wasn't long before they were standing in the atrium of Greencross. Daphne took her jacket off and handed it to Ginger before dragging him up towards her room. Harry had a smirk on his face. "Are you anxious for something?"
"My intended just took me out for a lovely evening, even if that movie was not to my liking, and I haven't really kissed you for days now," she told him.
Harry had a feeling he was going to like this. As they passed by the family room, there was talking and some laughing. He recognized Astoria. "Mother, father, we are back."
They stopped by the door for a moment, all three in the room turning to them. "Good evening, Harry," Anders greeted him. "Did you two enjoy yourselves?"
"We had a good time, though I don't recommend watching 12 Monkeys," Daphne said.
"It's growing on me the more I think about it," Harry commented.
The two elder Greengrasses gave them curious looks. "Why was it called 12 monkeys?"
"Because it was twelve monkeys that escaped from a lab that cause the disease that destroyed the world," Harry said, knowing the reaction it might get.
Astoria looked concerned. "Monkeys are that dangerous."
Daphne hit his arm. "Don't make it sound so bad. It was just a story, Astoria."
"You will have to tell us more about it," Iliana said, indicating them to sit.
"If you don't mind, mother, I was hoping to take Harry to my room. I wanted to have him look over my runes revision," Daphne said.
It was obvious that neither of the elder Greengrasses bought that, but her father just said, "Remember to keep your door open."
"Yes, father," she said, pulling on his hand again.
He gave them a wave and a grin. Yes, he was definitely being regarded as family as they didn't look at him reproachfully. Astoria leaned over to her mother, saying rather loudly, "You really believe they are going to revise?"
"I think I will be as blind when you finally have an intended, unless you would rather me not," her father said.
Daphne giggled. She whispered, "I love it when things backfire on Astoria."
Harry gave a little bit of a louder laugh than he meant. Inside her room, Daphne pulled him to her bed. Daphne's room was a little larger than his own, with a large canopy bed, a window with a built-in seat directly across from the door, several bookshelves, a desk and vanity. Harry had seen it before and was more interested in exploring Daphne's mouth for a while, than her room.
When they broke apart, Daphne's hand had drifted up his shirt, trailing her hand over his chest and abs. His was up hers as well. She closed her eyes as she enjoyed his touches. "I missed you," she told him.
He pecked her lips. "I missed you too, Daph."
The breath she let out had Harry knowing he was doing something she liked. "Where were you?"
"Visiting some properties. We found that I still own two from my parents. One is in Portugal, the other in Wales. I also wanted to see the old Peverel holdings in Guernsey," he told her. Her hand started to play with his chest, making his breath catch.
She gave a small smile. "I can get you too."
"Cheeky witch," he replied, his hands doing more, eliciting a long moan from her before she spoke again.
"I prefer to think of myself as sly. What were you doing on Guernsey?"
Harry kissed her and Daphne responded. When they broke apart, he leaned his forehead on hers. "Daph, do you really want to marry me someday?"
Her green flecked brown eyes met his. They were so close; it was all he could see. "I have no intention of letting you go, if that is what you are asking."
"Family secrets," he said.
She stopped the movement of her hands. Her eyes bored into his for a few. "Harry, until we are betrothed, you really shouldn't."
"I think you need to know this, Daph. Has Blaise or Hermione talked to you about what she was working on with the Unspeakables?"
There was a pause. "No, and you said you didn't want to tell me either," Daphne replied.
He took in a long breath, slowly taking his hand out from under her shirt. "Daphne, is your family really descended from Morgan Le Fay?"
She took in a sharp breath, yanking her hand out. She sat up, her hair mussed and her eyes wide. She looked towards the door, as though afraid. She put a finger to her lips as she got up and closed her door. Harry sat up, feeling a little apprehensive. "Dobby?" Daphne called.
When Dobby popped in, he looked very pleased. "Mistress Daphne call Dobby?"
"Dobby, can you take Harry and I to Grace Hall?"
Harry was starting to feel concerned. "Daph?"
She put a finger to her mouth again. Dobby seemed to catch on to the gravity of the situation. "Dobby can do as miss and the Great Harry wants."
"Please take us to Harry's room," she asked.
Dobby nodded and extended a hand to Harry.
When they entered his room, Daphne looked to the closed door. "Harry, can Auntie Amelia hear us in here?"
"Uhm, not that I know of. Daph, what is going on?" Harry asked.
She looked around the room. "Thank you, Dobby, but can you give us some time alone? Please let my parents know that I came over here for a little bit."
"Yes, miss," Dobby said, before snapping his fingers.
"Where did you find that out?" Daphne asked him.
"Blaise. Why?" Harry asked.
Daphne let out a long breath, some tension leaving her body. "Harry, family secrets. I know you have some you have found. I know they are most likely related to Peverel Keep. What you just asked is one of our largest secrets. Tori and I only found out a little over a year ago. You cannot tell anyone about this," she told him. "There are reasons that the Greengrasses and some of our ancestors were aligned with Houses considered dark or were dark. Many think Le Fay was a dark witch. If this got out, all the work my family has done over the last few decades would be ruined. We might be ruined."
She looked angry and scared. Harry moved towards her, and she stepped into him when he opened his arms. "Daph, I know you aren't dark. Your parents are nice people. I also know that Morgan Le Fey was not dark. She may have practiced magic that some consider dark, but so did my ancestors."
She snuggled her head into his chest, wrapping her arms around his waist. "I find that hard to believe," she told him.
"I am a descendent of Merlin," Harry told her.
She pulled back quickly to look up at him. "Are you serious?"
Harry gave her a grin. "I am now," he told her. "That was part of what Sirius and I were doing. The ruins at Guernsey were part of the Peverell's holdings. The buildings were all destroyed years ago, but there was a vault."
"Harry, should you be telling me this?" Daphne asked.
"I don't see getting rid of you," he replied. Her cheeks took on a cute hue. It only seemed when it was just them, she would do that. She never rose her mask or shields around him anymore. "It was full of scrolls and some artifacts. I found evidence that the Peverells were an offshoot of the Merlin line. I haven't been able to understand most of the scrolls so far because it is all in Latin or old Futhark, but the few things I have been able to find was a few references to our families and Neville's."
Daphne took a moment to take that in. "Do you know?"
It was such a simple question, but one with so many meanings. "I know that it wasn't Le Fey that betrayed the original triumvirate. It was Gawain Tintengast, brother to Kay Tintengast, Neville's relative and many time great grandfather to his line. A daughter of Arthur Pendragon married into the Tintengasts, who was a knight of the Round Table. I don't know how or why the betrayal happened, but it was what led to legends of Lancelot, Arthur and Guinevere. That isn't the important part though," Harry said.
Daphne's eyes were a little wide. "You believe that my family wasn't the betrayer, and you accept the magic that is my legacy?"
"I know it wasn't Le Fey and my magic has just as much darkness in it as yours," he told her. "Daph, we are part of the original people to protect magic. I think I am starting to understand why I run into trouble and always feel like I have to help."
Daphne seemed to get it. "It’s part of your magic, isn't it?"
"Yeah, I think so. Potters have always been known to fight for what is right, but the few books I have from my Potter vaults are not all light magic. One of them has curses that are almost worse than the Cruciatus. The Peverells, even darker. But in all of it, I see the need to protect our world. Protect the innocent. I want to keep doing that."
"Even if it means using 'dark' magic?" she questioned.
"I won't hurt anyone that doesn't mean us real harm, but if I have too," he said. "What I am thinking of, though, won't do that."
"What are you thinking? Why would our heritage matter that much?" Daphne pressed.
Harry put a hand behind his neck. He then explained everything that Hermione and Croaker had told him about how the original Triumvirate was formed. How the Knights of the Round Table were added. Then about councils before the Wizarding Council, and finally the Wizengamot.
They were sitting on his bed by now, Daphne being mostly silent. "So, even if Hermione and Blaise wanted to do away with the Wizengamot, they couldn't?" she finally asked.
"I don't think so. There is still something very important about Neville, you and me, but she hasn't told me, or she doesn't know yet. We had a long conversation yesterday and she apologized for what she had been doing. Croaker was using her just like Dumbledore did to people."
Daphne frowned. "She was trying to steal family secrets," Daphne said.
"Daph, she is practically family, but what else I know about all this I am not going to tell her. We came to an agreement, and she won't ever ask me again," Harry told her.
"You forgave her?"
"Hermione is my best friend. My oldest friend. I know she wasn't doing it to be mean, and like I said, she apologized, and I know she won't do that again," he said.
Daphne took in a deep breath. "What aren't you telling me?"
"Secrets. Secrets I want to tell you, but Auntie and Sirius are telling me to be cautious. I don't want to be with you though. Daph, Camelot still exists. I think I have found out why, but the runes and the magics are complicated and some in languages I don't know. I have already talked with Auntie. Once we get done with our OWL's this year, I am only going to do four classes next year and get a few tutors to learn Latin and possibly a few others. I want to start a guild that specializes in warding and protection from the Muggle world so that we can have places, other villages like Hogsmeade, to just be who we are and not worry about new Muggle technologies from finding us, as well as bringing those technologies to our world," he said in a rush.
Daphne blinked for a moment. "Merlin, Harry. Why the hell did you convince the hat not to put you in Slytherin with ambition like that."
Harry gave her an unsure smile. "For one, I didn't have this grand scheme six months ago. Second, have you met Draco Malfoy?"
She waved him off. "A ponce that is no longer here. Is this really what you want to do?"
"Yes."
"Do I fit into all that?" Daphne queried.
"I hope so. I think your family holds some of the secret used in the Mists of Avalon, if some of the texts in Peverell keep are anything to go by," he told her.
"Family secrets," she stated.
"Family secrets," Harry agreed. "You don't think I'm barmy?"
She smiled and moved over a little, giving him a soft, lingering kiss. "I think you're the most attractive I have ever felt for you. I only ever wanted to be able to stand equal to my husband someday, lead our alliance and not be some trophy housewife, which is far more than many girls in my circle could hope for. I just wanted to break that mold."
"I want you to stand by my side," he told her, earning him another kiss. "I've also contracted with the goblins. They are going to have plans drafted by Easter to rebuild Peverell Keep and buy up most of the abandoned farms and lands around it. I want to have a new village. I want to rename it when they rebuild it and was hoping you might help me decide."
The light in Daphne's eyes sent a hot shiver down his spine. "Merlin! I love you, Harry," she said, before throwing herself at him. She didn't wait to grab his face and pull him in, her tongue seeking out his and their kissing and petting, got very heavy before there was a knock on his door.
Daphne pulled back, her forehead on his as they both put their hands into places that were more appropriate. "Yes?" he called out after a moment.
"Harry, is Daphne here? I just got a Floo call from Iliana and it’s close to ten thirty now," Auntie Amelia's voice came through the door. As she spoke, they both tried to put their clothes back to rights.
"She is. We'll be right out and Daphne will go home," Harry called out.
"You have a moment before I come in," auntie called back.
Daphne had a huge smile on her face. "I will do you proud," she told him in no uncertain terms.
"I just want you to be by my side," he told her.
"Forever," Daphne replied.
Harry's smile grew wider. "Forever."

  -oOo-


  February 10, 1996


  Hogwarts, Scotland

Tracey had a large smile on her face as Neville met her outside of the Slytherin common room. He was holding a small corsage. "Happy early Valentines," Neville said. She beamed at him, not missing how his eyes slipped up her body in the red Muggle dress that she thought rather flattering on her. His eyes didn't disappoint.
"Thank you, Neville," she said, letting him pin the flowers just above her left breast.
Daphne was just behind her, and she smiled to see Harry doing the same. They were going to a party for Slughorn tonight, who had decided to celebrate Valentine’s Day early, since it was going to be midweek this year.
Neville reached up and touched her hair. "That green is growing on me," he said with a chuckle. The Weasley's had done something that left green streaks in her blonde hair for the last few days.
"I am going to get them back," she vowed.
"Leave me out of it this time," Daphne said.
Tracey just gave her best friend a huge smile. "But that streak of Gryffindor red looks so cute," she said cheekily.
Daphne huffed. "I kind of like it," Harry told her and Daphne's irritation lessened.
"Oh, hush," Daphne told her intended.
Tracey laughed. "We are keeping you around, Harry."
Neville chuckled and they started off towards the party.
"Did Blaise meet Hermione at Gryffindor?" she asked.
"Yeah. It was him and Sparkford waiting out there," Harry replied.
"Sparkford? As in Grant Sparkford?" Daphne queried.
"Pretty sure that is his name," Harry answered.
"Yes. It was Grant Sparkford. Slughorn probably invited him because his mother just became the lead Healer at St. Mungo's," Neville put in.
"Really? I hadn't heard that," Tracey said curiously. "How did you find that out?"
"Gran told me over the Yule hols," Neville replied.
"And you didn't tell me?" Tracey asked with a raised brow.
"Do you expect him to tell you everything?" Daphne enquired.
"Well, yes," Tracey said as though that was self-evident.
Harry chuckled and she cast him a look. He laughed. "Daphne scares me more than you," he said.
"As it should be," Daphne replied with her nose up.
This time she giggled. "You two are so cute," Tracey teased.
"And you two are sickening when you get going," Daphne retorted.
Tracey stuck her tongue out. As they made it to the main hall, they calmed some as they heard most people in the great hall for dinner. When they made it to Slughorns, they found they were not the first. Perhaps a dozen people, all older, were already here.
"Ah, welcome. Welcome," Slughorn said, greeting them as they entered into his quarters. "It is always a pleasure to see you four. Excellent work on that essay, I must say, Ms. Greengrass."
"Thank you, Professor. I found it quite interesting how the preparation of fire salamander spittle could change the properties so much," Daphne replied.
"Yes, it is rather intriguing. Is Ms. Granger with you? I have someone that you both may like to meet," the man said jovially.
"I am just here, professor," Hermione said from behind them.
"Ah, excellent. If you would come with me, I have two members from the Northern Potioneers Guild that would like to meet you. Mr. Longbottom, I have someone you might like to meet later, but they aren't here yet," Slughorn commented before steering her other friends away.
Tracey took Neville's arm and wandered towards a table full of finger foods, deserts and drinks. "Let's eat a little something before this all gets going."
"Sure," Neville said. They each made a small plate, took a glass of some fruity smelling elven wine, then found a corner to eat in as others arrived. Her eyes grew wide when she saw the afore mentioned Sparkford walk in with a girl that had a head of fiery red hair.
"No way!" Tracey exclaimed. "Do you see that?"
Neville looked over towards the door. "Ah, I knew she broke up with that Ravenclaw. I think she's moved up."
Tracey giggled. "Yes, a Gryffindor dating a Slytherin is moving up."
Neville shook his head. "I’m not complaining."
She gave him a kiss on his cheek. "And that is why I love you."
They had finally said those words to each other over the hols. She liked how Neville still took on a little colour at that statement. "And here I thought it was all the flowers."
She gave him another peck on the cheeks. "That's just a perk."
"Ah, it is always good to see such young love," a woman said.
Tracey tried to hide her blush some. She wasn't usually this affectionate in such a large group. Yes, she liked being more free, but she knew when to act the young lady. "Excuse us, ma'am," Tracey said.
The woman held up her hands. When she did, Tracey noticed the woman was older, her skin starting to get wrinkly. But it wasn't that that caught her eye. There was dirt under her nails, and it looked like some of the wrinkles were darkened by permanent dirt stains. Her hair was still auburn, but hints of white were streaking it. Her green eyes were kind and there was an obvious mirth to see her and Neville being a little flustered, even if it had been rather innocent what she had done.
"No ma'am here. I'm not that old yet. Horace indicated that you are Neville Longbottom and Tracey Davis?" the woman asked.
"I am, ma'... ah, Misses?" Neville said, straightening up and taking on his scion airs.
The woman laughed. It was a hearty laugh. "No need for formalities. I really don't like them, Doris Hawthorne," the woman said, sticking out a hand.
Neville blinked. "Really?" he asked, forgetting all his manners.
The woman laughed again while Tracey was a little confused.
"Really," the woman replied.
"It is nice to meet you, Miss Hawthorne," Tracey said. Her instincts were to curtsy, but she doubted this woman would appreciate it, so she took her hand. "Mind telling me why my oaf an intended is so smitten?"
"Oh, I like you," the woman said, laughing again.
"Hey! I'm not an oaf," Neville complained, coming out of his stupor. She just raised an eyebrow at him.
"Your oaf of an intended must recognize who I am," the woman said, pushing to make the situation worse. Tracey already liked this woman.
"I am not an oaf," Neville said more defensively. "Doris Hawthorne is the lead Magibotanist for the Royal Gardens in London. You have discovered more herbs and plants thought to be extinct than anyone ever. How did you get yellow raddish plants and the gumbering tubulars? My grandfather has notes on them but said no one has been able to grow them outside of the high Himalayas where they were last seen."
Tracey had no clue what Neville was talking about, but she always loved his passion.
The woman's eyes looked even more mirthful. "Yes, Garret wondered the same. I worked with your grandfather when I was still getting my mastery. I remember quite a few rare or extinct plants in his collection. A collection I have heard you have taken back from the brink of dying?"
Neville stood tall this time, but it wasn't because he was acting proper, but because he was proud. "I have a few rare plants and stuff that I was able to recuperate from my grandfather's notes. You really knew him?"
"Knew him? Garrett Longbottom was on the committee that gave me my final test. A committee that I am on now and have heard a rumor you may be looking for a mastery in a few years, if Horace is correct?" she said.
She thought Neville stopped breathing for a few. "I do plan on it," he said.
Tracey was happy to see the two of them talking and the woman seemed more impressed with Neville the longer they talked. She really wished she understood half of it, but her talents were not in herbology. She knew she was better at charms, astronomy and arithmancy. Astronomy was the only thing that she really excelled at on her own.
In the midst of Neville and Doris talking, Professor Slughorn appeared at her side. "I see that they are getting along swimmingly."
Tracey gave her professor a smile. "Very."
"I suppose you might like to meet who I thought you might?" the man said with a sly grin. She knew she was being played, and it was obvious that he knew she knew, but she would play along anyways. Especially since this would be the first time he had ever singled her out.
"May I ask whom?"
"You are very lucky tonight, my dear," he said, holding out his arm. She wasn't thrilled to take his arm like she would Neville, but she was intrigued. "I have heard that Professor Sinistra has been rather impressed with you lately. Something about asking how the planets and stars increase or decrease ambient magic?"
"It was just an assignment to look at star alignments for ritual use," Tracey said, not thinking it was anything special.
"Ah, I think you sell yourself short, Ms. Davis. I have seen how you apply some of those lessons to your essays when you recognize ingredients that are affected by moon phases or the time of day. It is something many don't usually see and that doesn't usually make a large difference in most potions, but it can," he said, weaving through the crowd of people.
She felt a little taken aback. Slughorn or Sinistra hadn't mentioned anything about this before. She just thought she was doing what was asked. "Professor, I didn't really think about it."
"Intuition is half of what makes genius," the man replied, stopping before a man in the prime of his life. Tracey loved Neville. He was the most handsome man in the world. That being said, she couldn't deny how handsome the man was before her.
"Ms. Davis, I would like to introduce you to Gentilhomme Guillaume Reynaud. He is a renowned Astronomer from the French Conservatory in Saint Martin de Belleville. Guillaume, this is Ms. Tracey Davis, intended to Scion Neville Longbottom and one of the top Astronomy students in Hogwarts," Slughorn introduced them.
Tracey's eyes went wide, her mouth opening a little and acting just as stupidly as Neville had not long ago.
"Good evening, Ms. Davis," the man said in good English, but with a French accent.
"You're Guillaume Raynaud?" she stammered.
The man didn't give her an impressed look. "Oui, mademoiselle."
"Holy Merlin," she breathed.
Slughorn chuckled. "I promise that Ms. Davis is usually very eloquent, Guillaume. Maybe I would suggest asking a few questions on your latest paper about the effects of Mars on peace rituals and calming charms?"
"That was bloody brilliant," she said, suddenly realizing that she was not acting the proper young lady and felt her face heat a little. "I'm sorry, Gentilhomme Reynaud. Can I start over?" she asked embarrassed.
The man waived for her to go on. Tracey did a very proper curtsy, realizing that the dress she had on was a little short to be proper as it rode halfway up her calf. If she had known who might be at the party, she might have worn a more traditional witch’s robe. "Miss Tracey Davis, by your leave."
The man, seeming satisfied at the greeting this time, did a low bow. She was sure it was her status as Neville's betrothed that earned her that, but it was still flattering. "Gentilhomme Guillaume Reynaud, Mademoiselle Davis. It is a pleasure to meet you."
"Well, if you two have this handled, I must see to my other guests," Slughorn said.
"So, Mademoiselle Davis, I take it you read my last paper?"
Her smile was wide. "Professor Sinistra always has the most recent papers available in her office. I read all of them. The Muggle and magical. I love how you linked the more modern studies of the light spectrums to determine the elements that Muggles are concerned with to the amount of the same in some sacred places, theorizing that some may actually be magical, and those concentrations could lead to us having the magic we do. I never thought Astronomy would lead down that path," she said in a rush.
"But your latest paper, about how the magic generated by something on Mars, which many theorize is actually generated by life, means there might be life on the planet and how that life interacts with that here and when they grow closer, the arithmancy shows an increase in the strength of certain rituals and spells. I may have a hard time understanding some other stuff about arithmancy, but your treatment of how the alignment works and how to track it are brilliant."
The man looked blindsided as she went on.
It was about an hour later that Gentilhomme Reynaud offered to start up a correspondence and she went off to find Neville. He was still talking with Doris, but when he saw her, a smile came over his face.
She knew she was smiling broadly after her conversation and was surprised when Neville excused himself and came to her. "Have a good time?" she asked Neville.
"Brilliant, actually. Where did you disappear too?" he enquired, taking her hand.
"Slughorn introduced me to one of the most popular Astronomers on the continent," she said happily.
"So, it was a good time?"
"Brilliant," she said, echoing Neville's comment.
"I'm glad. I know something else that would make the night brilliant," he said to her.
She cocked her head, not sure what would top the conversation she just had. "And that is?"
"Dancing?" he put to her. That was when she realized that there was music in the background and a dozen or more couples were dancing around the center of the room, with others wandering on and off the dance floor. She caught her friends out there and smiled at Neville. "That would be brilliant," she said.
He escorted her out to the floor, taking her into his arms. He was not the same clumsy and shy boy she had originally met two years ago. He was growing very handsome, his baby fat all but gone, replaced with muscles from their workouts and the greenhouses. He was also tall. Nearly a full head over her now. She rather liked it, and instead of lining up to do a waltz, like others were, she pulled in close and put her head on his broad chest. With a sigh, she started to sway with him. Neville put a kiss onto her hair. "I love you, Trace," he softly said.
"I love you too," she replied, just enjoying his smell and the way their bodies rocked back and forth.
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  April 6, 1996


  Rotherham, England

Daphne was glad to be home for two weeks. As their OWL's grew closer, she found that there was less time to spend with Harry, Tracey, Hermione and their other friends. She put her bag down and flopped rather unceremoniously face-first onto her bed. Harry and the others were being bad influences on her this way, but she found she didn't care when she was in her own house and in her own bedroom.
A few minutes later, there was a clucking from her doorway. "Feeling a little tired?"
She shifted her head so she could see her mother in the doorway. "Hermione already has us studying hard for the OWL's and I am determined to do better," Daphne told her mother.
Her mother smiled, walking over to sit on the edge of the bed. "Just wait until your NEWTs. I near had a mental breakdown about a month before."
Daphne groaned. "I haven't had five minutes alone with Harry for almost a month, and it won't be much better when we go back," she complained.
"There is a solution to that," her mother said.
"Drag him to an alcove and snog him senseless," the annoying tones of her fourteen-year-old sister suggested, coming into her room.
"I wish," Daphne said in a whisper.
Their mother laughed. "Astoria, is there something you are not telling me? You are still a little young."
Astoria gave a huge smile. "No, mother."
She didn't waiver under the stare that their mother gave her, or the glare that Daphne did. Daphne had a feeling she would need to pay closer attention to Astoria.
"Dragging her intended off to places unwatched was not going to be my suggestion. I was going to say you could stop competing with your friend for top spot," their mother suggested.
Daphne rolled over and sat up straight. "I will be top of the class," Daphne said resolutely. That was a goal she had set first year and one she would fight for until they graduated. If she did lose out to Hermione, she would know she had done her best and gladly congratulate her friend. Until then, though, she wouldn't give up.
"I'm sure you will be. How was the winter term?"
"It was great," Astoria said. "Amanda and I were able to get onto the practice squad now. I am getting outstandings in most of my classes and Eric Higgs asked me to meet him at Fortescue’s on Wednesday."
Daphne rose an eyebrow. She was definitely going to have to keep an eye on her, especially since Astoria had started to really develop and looked like she was going to have a body like their mother and Daphne.
"Where you going to ask your father and I about this date?" their mother asked.
"Eric sent a missive to father this morning," Astoria beamed.
"I see. And who is going to escort you? Is Eric Higgs in your year?"
"He is a fourth year. Usually he is with Young, West and Broderick," Daphne said. "He hasn't caused any issues and is aligned with Bulstrode's intended. He is the heir-secondary to the Higgs."
Their mother looked amused. "Are you paying more attention to your house politics? And as for an outing with Mr. Higgs, your father and I will talk about it tonight and figure out who will escort you."
"Daphne and Harry will," Astoria said definitively.
"I don't remember being asked," Daphne stated.
"You were just saying that you wanted to spend more time with Harry," Astoria countered.
"I think my exact words were I haven't spent much alone time with Harry. Watching my sister flirt with another boy is not my idea of fun," Daphne replied.
"I don't think it that bad of an idea. I doubt Harry would let things go too far," their mother said.
As she did, Daphne's fatigued mind caught up with what her mother was implying. A mischievous grin snaked across her face. "Oh, I am sure Harry wouldn't mind at all."
Astoria's smile dropped. "Daph, Harry would be a gentleman, right?"
"Oh, I'm sure he will be. I think he learned a bit from you on how to treat someone that is courting someone," Daphne said, her grin turning eviller, thinking of all the times they owed Astoria for what she had done.
"You wouldn't!" Astoria whinged.
Their mother laughed. "I'm sure Harry would be the gentleman."
"And what of Daph?" Astoria demanded, giving a worried look to her.
"I'm sure that Daphne wouldn't do anything to embarrass her intended," their mother said with a knowing tone.
"But not her sister? Bloody hell," Astoria muttered. "Daph, I'm sorry about everything I did."
"Are you afraid I would do something to embarrass Harry?" Daphne asked, liking the way Astoria was squirming.
"I know that there is much that won't," Astoria stated.
Daphne shrugged, a bad habit she was picking up from Harry. "I'll be mostly good."
"If that is settled, then I think your father and I could allow it," their mother said.
"I want someone else to escort us," Astoria worriedly stated.
"Your sister and her intended will be enough," their mother said, shutting down the conversation. Astoria groaned.
"I'll send a letter to Harry to make sure Wednesday is good. I am going to go with him to Gringotts on Thursday," Daphne told them.
Her mother turned her head and regarded Daphne. "Why would you need to go to Gringotts with Harry? Are you two thinking of making the courtship into a betrothal over the summer? You know that your father, myself and Madam Bones should be present."
Daphne sat up tall. "We are in agreement to that, but this is not related to our future betrothal," Daphne stated.
Astoria's apprehensive mood changed. "So, I will have a brother soon?"
"Not that soon," Daphne said. "We are graduating before we think about a wedding."
Their mother looked pleased at that before enquiring, "Then why are you going to Gringotts with Harry?"
"Harry is going to have the goblins rebuild the old castle at Mosedale and look into other possibilities. He has been able to obtain most of the Muggle lands around the old Peverell Keep. We were thinking of renaming it Potter's Green," Daphne informed them. "The meeting at Gringotts is to talk about the plans for the castle."
"I see. It sounds that you and Harry are more serious about each other than I think you let on," their mother commented.
Daphne finally felt her cheeks heat a little. "I love him," she replied.
"I can see that. I feel there is something else going on though. I know you, dear daughter, and this sounds like the start of a much larger plan that you probably dragged Harry into," their mother said.
Daphne's smile was wide. "Actually, I think I am being dragged along this time. I do need to talk with you and father."
Astoria laughed. "Since when do you not lead whatever plan you have?"
"Since Harry has one that is far beyond what I originally wanted and I can make sure he succeeds," she snapped back at Astoria.
"That is enough, Astoria. Why don't you go get ready for dinner?" their mother suggested.
"I want to know," Astoria complained.
"This is between me and Harry," Daphne countered.
"And your father and I?"
"Yes, mother. Some of it. Auntie Amelia and Sirius know as well, but Harry doesn't want me talking about this with just anyone." Daphne gave Astoria a pointed look. "Not yet."
Their mother nodded. "Astoria, go. Dinner is at seven-thirty tonight. You can get a snack from Ginger if you need."
Astoria huffed. When she left, the door closed a little hard. Her mother gave Daphne a look. "What are you and your beau up too?"
"Nothing bad, but I need to ask you and father for permission to share some family magic and knowledge," she put to her mother.
Her mother pursed her lips. "This can't wait until you are married in a few years? You know some of what we know, and I know your father is reluctant to do so before our houses are joined."
Daphne took in a deep breath. She knew what she was asking. It was something that she had debated with herself over the last few months. Harry had not pushed, and hadn't really brought it up again, but she knew he might really need it for his plans over the next few years. Plans she wanted to be involved with.
"Harry has shared some secrets with me. Did you know that the Peverells and Potters are the last extant line of the Aurelius line?" Daphne started with.
Her mother's eyes widen some. "You mean there really is a scion of the House of Merlin?"
Daphne shook her head. "No. Like us, his family line was too far removed by the time the main line died. The Peverells have some of Merlin's old works and other magics. Magics that Harry says were worked out with the Le Feys. Harry wants to make more magical settlements and integrate Muggle technologies into our world. I want to help him."
Her mother sat there for a few. Daphne could see her mind turning. "Daphne, what is Harry really looking for? What magic could we have that would help him and what magic from Merlin does he know?"
"We haven't exactly shared those details yet. I told him I wanted to talk to you and father first and we have been just too busy getting ready for our OWL's and now that Hermione is not apprenticing anymore with the Unspeakables, I can hardly keep up with her," she said a little aggravated.
"I don't know everything about the old Le Fey scrolls. We should talk with your father and decide where we want to go with this," her mother told her.
"Mother, if it works out, the Potters and Greengrasses could become the most important families in our world. I know Harry doesn't want that, but I can't deny that I don't think about it," she admitted.
"It is that ambition in you that the hat saw. Get ready for dinner. Your father should be back about seven." Her mother patted her knee and got up.
"I'll be down," Daphne assured her, flopping back on the bed. She still had about forty-five minutes and just wanted to lie still for a bit. It had been a very busy term.

  -oOo-


  April 10, 1996


  London, England

Harry was having a good time. He had offered to meet the Danforths today. It wouldn't be their first trip, but now that it was getting close enough to Dani going to school in a few months, she could finally get her wand. Harry was excited to see them, having shared letters for the last few months.
Susan and Hannah were here today, meeting Dean and Terrance Rogers, a sixth-year Hufflepuff that Susan had taken a liking too. They would sit near enough to Astoria to watch her while Harry and Daphne showed the Danforths around.
Sirius, Remus and Iliana would be around also. Astoria hadn't looked as pleased, but it meant Harry wouldn't be close enough to bother her most of the day. Something Astoria thought worth it to deal with her mother.
They met the Danforths outside the Leaky Cauldron, Terry running up to him. "Harry!" she exclaimed excitedly on the busy street. Daphne laughed, "If she wasn't your cousin, I might be jealous," his dark hair girl teased him just before Terry jumped into his arms to give him a hug.
"It's nice to see you too," he said happily, picking her up as he stood, and she refused to let her hands go from around his neck.
"You really are a squirrel," her father said, shaking Harry’s hand as Terry laughed.
"It's really nice to see you again, Daphne," Reba said, moving to hug Daphne. She moved to him when Gary tickled Terry, forcing her to let him go. "I think you grew another inch."
"I'm told that would happen," Harry replied cheekily.
Reba laughed and he shook Dani's hand, who seemed a little shy to come closer. "I know you don't have your supply list yet, but we thought we would go with you to Ollivander’s and then wherever else you want. Maybe get some ice cream after?"
Dani's face lit up. "I can get a wand?"
Gary chuckled as Dani bounced. "We hadn't told her yet."
"I didn't mean to ruin the surprise," he said.
Terry was looking at him. "Your ears are brighter," she told him.
Harry gave her a big grin. "That was a surprise I was hoping to show you later."
Daphne was smiling. "I can show you mine as well."
"Really? I thought Minerva didn't think you would be ready until the end of the year?" Reba asked.
"Daphne got it around Christmas and I was able to finally get my clothes to change with me a few weeks ago," Harry said rather proudly about himself.
"I want to see," Dani said as they started to walk back down Charring Cross Road to the Leaky Cauldron.
"In a little bit. We can't change here, and I don't really want everyone knowing what we look like," Daphne explained. Terry took his hand before they entered the tavern and made it through the bar room.
"How do I get my wand?" Dani asked.
"You have to beat a troll," Harry said rather serious.
Dani squeaked and Daphne gave him a glare. "Don't listen to him, Dani. You don't have to beat a troll."
"Well, that one was easier than the dragon," he countered.
"Mum!" Dani squeaked, moving to her side.
"I think your cousin is just teasing you, Dani. Amelia said the man at the shop would just match you," Reba said.
"I'm sorry. Someone told me something similar when I first went to Hogwarts. There are no creatures to beat, but there will be a core to your wand from a creature," Harry informed her.
"You are horrid," Daphne told him, taking his free hand. "I can see I will need to keep an eye on you today."
He was about to give a cheeky retort when they entered the back alley and found two people in purple Wizengamot robes coming through. He immediately straightened up, Daphne doing the same, dropping his hand. When the two men looked up, they looked to their clothes before recognizing Daphne and him.
"Good day, Lord Abbot and Lord Westford," Harry said rather formally, giving them a quarter bow. Daphne did a small curtsey in her long Muggle style dress. Terry hadn't let his hand go but looked up to them curiously.
The two men bowed, with Lord Abbot going about half-way and Lord Westford doing a three-quarter bow. "Good day, Scion Potter and Heiress Greengrass. How is your day?"
"Very well, sir. I am just escorting my relatives so that one of my cousins can get her wand," Harry replied. He was being formal because they were acting Wizengamot members right now.
Lord Abbot smiled. "Ah, yes, a very important day for any wizard... or a young witch? It is a pleasure to see you again, Miss Danforth," Lord Abbot said with a smile.
"How do I reply?" Dani whispered to Daphne.
Daphne turned to her. "Being protected by the Potters, you are given the honourary rank of his House. You would curtsey like this," Daphne said, doing a very shallow curtsey. Reba and Garry looked on rather interestedly. Dani and Terry tried to copy her. "You can thank him and use Lord Abbotts and Lord Westford's proper titles when they are in Wizengamot robes."
"Thank you, Lord Abbott. I am very excited to get my wand," Dani enthused.
"Very good, Ms. Danforth. I hope that you find a wand that accepts you easily. If you would excuse us, we need to be back to the Ministry," Mr. Abbot said.
"Scion Potter. Heiress Greengrass. Mister, Misses and Misses Danforth," Lord Westford said with a bow.
When they left, Reba moved between them. "What was that all about?"
"Is this about your government that Amelia has told us about?" Garry asked.
"Harry and I are heirs to Houses with hereditary seats on the Wizengamot. Lord Abbot and Lord Westford were dressed in judges’ robes today, but even then, if they are in formal dress, we should meet and talk to each other formally when in public," Daphne explained.
"Why wasn't it that stuffy at Christmas or when I visited your home?" Reba asked. Harry started them into the alley.
"You are family to Harry. We are all friends and allies. The formalities are dropped when we are in intimate sessions or out in the Muggle world," Daphne answered.
"I think it’s all a bit much, but it is what is expected of Daphne and me," Harry added.
"Will I have to do that all the time when I get to Hogwarts?" Dani asked.
"No. Hogwarts has its formalities, but nothing like that, Dani," Harry replied.
"It is nice at Hogwarts. It will be up to you if you want to spend time with us or be tutored in the proper societal ways," Daphne informed her.
"Yes, Iliana and Amelia have explained much about what might be expected of Dani and Terry. Do you really want to accept the responsibility of these two belonging to your house?" Reba enquired.
Harry gave her a big smile. "I would like to do nothing more. I really don't care if they want to learn formal society manners or not. I just like having family."
Gary put a hand on his shoulder. "I can say, it is nice having you. We would have been lost trying to figure all this out."
"Can I get a wand today too?" Terry asked.
"Not until you are eleven and it is within six months of you going to Hogwarts," Daphne told her.
"But I'm only seven now!" Terry complained.
Outside Ollivander’s Reba looked at the fading sign a little dubiously. Dani was back to bouncing with joy. "Why do most wizarding places look to be two centuries behind current architecture, and look like they are two centuries old?" Reba queried.
"Because most wizarding places are, or are older," Harry replied.
"Your cousin isn't wrong. After being in the Muggle world, you would think we could take better care of our buildings," Daphne said in a low voice.
Harry shrugged. He agreed.
The bell behind the door announced their arrival. They all stepped in, Dani looking around wide eyed, taking it all in while Terry stayed by his side. A second later, Mr. Ollivander peered out between two stacks of wand boxes.
"Ah, Mr. Potter... and Ms. Greengrass, curious to see you in here today," the man said, his large eyes showing through his glasses. The man's white hair was just as unruly as the first time Harry had come.
"Mr. Potter, holly wand with a phoenix feather core. Eleven inches. Quite subtle if I remember correctly. And Ms. Greengrass, Apple with a hart string of an Opaleye. A little rigid, ten- and one-half inches with a rather rare lacquer made with dragon tears. A strong wand with someone of strong convictions. A good match to someone of holly, who might need those strong convictions to steer them right," Ollivander said.
A shiver went down Harry's spine. How could this man do that? He wasn't sure he liked it.
Without blinking, he turned to regard Dani. "A new witch seeking a new partner for her journey?"
Terry pulled him down. "He has strange colours," she said.
Ollivander turned towards Terry. His eyes regarding her for a moment, Terry leaning into his side. "I see, young one. I will look forward to pairing you when your time comes," Ollivander said with some excitement. "Your cousin here was rather hard to find a companion. I see a challenge in you as well."
Gary cleared his throat. "Ah, Mr. Ollivander? Harry said this is the best place to get a wand?"
Ollivander looked up. He looked surprised, as though he hadn't seen Reba or Gary yet. "Yes, you have come to the right place. I take it this young witch is your daughter?"
"This is Danielle. Could you help us? We have other stops today," Gary said.
"Of course. Ollivander's has been in business for many years and my family has helped most witches and wizards in Britain. Shall we see, young lady, which one of my wands will choose you?" the man asked Dani.
"Please," Dani said excitedly.
"Just a few measurements then," Ollivander said, drawing his wand and the tape measure that Harry remembered well. Dani giggled as it started to wrap around her, lengthen and then take all sorts of measurement. Reba looked on interestedly while Gary was a little dubious.
After a moment, Ollivander wandered off between the shelves without saying a word. "Terry, are you alright?" Harry asked, realizing she was still pressing into his side.
"He has strange colours. They keep changing," she told him.
"Is it scaring you?" he asked. Daphne seemed to catch on as the Danforths were watching Dani try a wand that did nothing in her hand.
Terry shook her head. "He isn't mean. He isn’t a man."
Harry held her hand a little tighter, having felt put off by this man before. "Is everything alright?" Daphne asked. Terry reached up for her hand too.
"It'll be fine," Harry said, giving Daphne a look that they could talk later. Daphne understood and they watch in silence as a fifth wand was put into Dani's hand. Grey sparks flew out. "No. No. Getting closer, but not right. I think pear is the right wood, but unicorn hair is not right," the man said distractedly.
It was two wands later that Dani gave out a squeal of delight as fat red and green sparks flew out this time. Terry lightened up. "Oh, I want one," the girl stated.
"When you turn eleven, Harry and I will come with you," Daphne promised.
"Thirteen inches, pear with a heartstring of a Hebridean Black. It is a little firm but should serve you well. Unusual wands you surround yourself with, Mr. Potter," the man said looking up from the happy girl. Harry thought the man looked hungrily at him, as though expecting something great to happen.
"How much?" Reba asked, pulling Ollivander's attention back to Dani's parents. Terry squeezed his hand.
When they walk out, Dani was holding the box her new wand was in rather protectively. Daphne gave her a smile. "I slept with my wand in its box for the first two weeks I had it," Daphne told the girl.
"Is that allowed?" Dani asked.
Harry chuckle while Reba shook her head. "It's your wand. Just don't use until we get onto the Hogwarts Express. I can talk to Auntie Amelia about getting you a permit to practice at Grace Hall next summer," Harry offered.
"Wicked," Dani said enthusiastically.
The groups enjoyed themselves, eventually joining the group that was at Fortescue’s Ice Cream Parlour. Harry nodded to Susan and Hannah as the Danforths went in to order, Daphne going with them. "Didn't you two have dates?"
"We did," Hannah confirmed.
"They left already," Susan added.
"That bad?" Harry enquired.
Hannah shrugged her shoulders. "It was alright. They want to take us out to Hogsmeade when we get back."
"I like Terrance," Susan pipped up.
"Then why did Dean and Terrance leave already?"
"Harry, we've been here over two hours," Susan stated. "Dean had to go meet up with his mother and Terrance had to go back home."
Harry looked at his watch. "I didn't realize," he told them. He nodded to a laughing Astoria sitting with a boy that had black, styled, slicked back hair, was a little pale with fine lines to his face. Even with his paler skin, Harry thought the boy would be considered handsome for thirteen or fourteen. "I noticed Astoria and Higgs are still having fun."
"Don't you dare bother them," Hannah warned him.
Harry took on a hurt look. "I would never," he said rather innocently."
Susan snorted in mirth. "Bloody hell you wouldn't."
"Do I need to threaten Terrance also?" Harry asked, his eyes narrowing a little as Astoria leaned over and gave Higgs a kiss on his cheek. The rather composed boy looked a little shocked.
"You better not. I'll tell auntie," Susan said, giving him a glare.
Harry returned a cheeky grin. "Only trying to watch out for my cousin."
Hannah giggled. "I’d watch out yourself, Harry."
"What is Harry watching out for?" Daphne asked, putting a small dish of ice cream before him. Terry and Dani joined them, forcing Harry to get up and put two more chairs at the table. The Danforths found a table with Iliana.
"Nothing," he replied.
"Harry is going to threaten Terrence and Higgs over there," Susan huffed.
"Oh, who is that?" Dani asked, turning to look at the dark hair girl that looked like a younger Daphne.
"Astoria's young suitor," Hannah said, as though it was juicy gossip.
Dani stuck her spoon into her mouth while watching Astoria and the boy. "Are they intended?"
"Not yet, but it looks to be going that way," Hannah replied.
"Hannah, it's only their first outing," Susan countered.
"Would you be offended if I talk to him?" Daphne asked.
"If it means Tori is more upset with you than me, it's all yours. I will be looking for him if he hurts her though," Harry said to Daphne.
Susan, Hannah and Dani all looked to him. Susan commented, "You are a little scary when you get protective."
Harry shrugged and Daphne gave him a peck on his cheek. "I don't see anything wrong with it," she commented.
"Do I have to start kissing boys’ cheeks?" Terry asked and most of them laughed at the smaller girl as they continued to talk and comment on Astoria and Higgs, who gave Harry a startled look when he realized they were being watched.

  -oOo-


  April 11, 1996


  London, England

They were in a large conference room with pages of blueprints spread out before them. Daphne was looking at the designs for three greenhouses, with her mother and auntie with them. Harry was intently looking at the ward scheme notes, going over in his head what he had seen in his library.
Shaking his head, he looked up to the goblins. "Are you trying to rob me?" he asked. Auntie and Sirius had told him he couldn't let them see weakness. A year ago, he probably wouldn't have challenged a goblin that way, but Harry was understanding his power in their world better. He knew he was a large depositor, probably one of the largest, and he wouldn't be used like this.
The goblin ward weaver's nose curled up. Harry may not know everything about wards, but he could recognize a substandard scheme when he saw it, and the goblins were not expecting that. His comment had almost everyone in the room looking at him.
"You dare question what I put there?" the goblin asked.
"I do when it is substandard. I told you I want gem-based power and amplifiers to cover the extension of the main ward stone. For what this is and what you want to charge me, this is robbery," Harry replied.
"Goblins don't do that for wizards," the ward weaver replied.
Looking down, Harry knew that he was still a few years away from understanding the wards around the keep enough to replicate them. He wanted things properly protected before then though.
Harry looked to his auntie. "Auntie, can the dwarves do ward weaving?"
There was a collective murmuring of unhappy sounds from across the table. Harry looked at the goblins. The team lead snarled at him, "You insult us like that?"
"I would call your proposal as it is. How many of these wards were broken in the last Blood Wars and I see nothing here about a general masking ward against outside electronics or cameras. I am paying you to come up with plans that will protect my family," Harry returned with equal fierceness.
Axefist and him stared at each other for a moment before the goblin gave him a grudging nod. "We will take off a thousand galleons for each ward stone with that scheme."
Harry snorted. It was still going to cost him three thousand galleons for each ward stone that he couldn't tie into his main ward stone with the gem amplifiers. To rebuild the kitchens, great hall, the south wing, new greenhouses and gate house would require three stones, plus some amplifier stones. Looking at the design, he wanted to expand or see if the caves below the keep extended under the construction area or create passages to hide them down there.
Thinking of that, he would have to figure out how to handle Sahassa and Harssess. Harry didn't want goblins traipsing around the old wards stones or discovering the basilisks.
He might have to accept the current proposal until he could do what he wanted.
"Agreed," Harry said.
It seemed to satisfy both sides.
"How many rooms will there be in the south wing?" Iliana asked.
"Three galleries and four rooms on the ground floor, and twelve on the first," Harry answered.
"And the potions and herb treatment areas below the great hall?" Daphne asked.
"Yes," Harry replied. There would be an entrance by the kitchens, one leading out the side towards the greenhouses and another at the entrance to the great hall, buy the gate house. One large room and a half dozen rooms that could be used for storage or potion ingredients.
His auntie moved to his side. "Are you expecting a large family or to do much entertaining?" she asked surreptitiously, looking at the designs for the first floor and the galleries, all with large doors between. It would easily host two hundred people without expansion charms, and with the goblins wards that could be boosted to five hundred.
He knew his face heated a little. "You have said it’s important to keep our friends and allies close."
She gave him an understanding smile. "It is. Just remember to come by Grace Hall at times."
Harry smiled. "It's still a few years," he told her.
"It may be sooner than you think. Susan and I will always have our door open," she promised him.
"Thanks, auntie," he said. He spoke louder. "If no one sees anything they would like to change, I wanted to talk about the price."
Axefist gave a smile that showed some teeth. "I think Gringotts has offered a fair price."
"How so?" Harry put to the goblin, auntie giving him a small nod of approval.

  -oOo-


  June 14, 1996


  Hogwarts, Scotland

OWLs were starting next week and Hermione was literally trying to pull her hair out as she read through her notes on Charms. Monday was going to be Charms and Magical History. Exams in the morning and the practical charms in the afternoon.
Her hand pulled harder on her hair as she started to panic that she would forget the difference between a stinging hex and stinger hex... one causing the sensation of being stung, the other actually giving the sensation and effect of being stung, including the possible side effects if one was allergic. Granted, the stinger hex was not taught at Hogwarts, but it was still in some of the books she had read and was certain something like that would be on the test.
Her head started to drift to the side as her unconscious pulled it that way to lessen the pain of her hair being pulled so hard.
A hand suddenly touched hers. Startling, she just about jumped out of her chair. It teetered back to be stopped by a person behind her. "Easy, Hermione," Harry said.
She put her free hand to her chest. "God, Harry! You scared me half to death!"
He chuckled, helping her settle back down. Neville slid into the chair across from her. "I was only trying to keep you from going bald," he assured her.
"Maybe Blaise likes that type of thing?" Neville enquired.
"He rather likes my hair, thank you very much," she replied hotly. Harry let her hand go and she took it out of her hair.
"I'm sure he does. Are you still studying?" Harry asked her.
"You should both be too," she told them.
Harry shook his head. "Hermione, we have. We still have two more days and it's close to eleven now. You need to sleep and relax a little," he told her.
"Don't you remember Sirius telling us that if you don't get enough rest, you won't do well?" Neville offered up.
"That was about our training," she countered.
"This is the same," Harry told her.
She frowned. Seeing their earnest concern, she took in a deep breath and let it out. "What about Daphne? I bet she was studying tonight, and if it’s close to eleven, you were out after curfew? You know that can affect our prefect status."
Harry shook his head. "No. I was not out after curfew. Neville and I were back before ten, like we were supposed to be, and I convinced Daphne to let off about eight. We will go to study in the library tomorrow," Harry assured her.
"Tracey and I took the afternoon off. She has been a wreck the last week about our OWLs," Neville added.
"Did Blaise ask about me?" Hermione asked, knowing that she had been consumed with revising for the last few weeks. They had spent time together, but not as much as she would have liked.
"We are all going out for a picnic for lunch tomorrow," Harry assured her. "No exceptions."
Hermione had been about to protest but stopped at the tone Harry used. "Fine," she said after a few, finally realizing that her eyes were sore with all the strain of reading lately. She rubbed at them.
Neville gave a yawn. "I'm going to bed. I told Tracey I would see her by eight."
"I'll be right behind you," Harry told him, starting to pile her notes up.
"You'll mess them all up," she complained, stopping him.
"You're going to bed. If you don't get enough sleep, you'll do bad Monday morning," he told her.
"It's only Friday," she pointed out.
"And you are going to join me to go down to the great hall at eight. We will study until noon. You will take a few hours off and do nothing after dinner tomorrow. Sunday we are all going into Hogsmeade. I am taking Daphne to Madam Puddifoots," he said, just barely keeping the disgust out of his voice.
Hermione smiled at him. "I didn't think Daphne liked that type of thing?"
"Apparently she is changing her mind," Harry said.
"You hate that place," Hermione pointed out.
"But I love Daph," he replied, as though it explained everything.
"Don't I get to revise at least half the day?" she pressed.
Harry shook his head. "I am going on a date with Daph. Tracey and Neville are going to do something, and you are going to let your boy treat you out and relax. You know all this, Hermione. You need to be rested for Monday."
She sighed before leaning over and putting her head on his shoulder. "If I fail, I am blaming you."
"Fair enough," Harry replied. "Besides, it’s not like we are going to die from it."
She chuckled. "Or worse?"
"Well, Daph may really kill me if I get expelled."
Hermione laughed this time.

  -oOo-


  July 13, 1996


  London, England

Harry was eating breakfast with Susan and Amelia.
"Auntie, can I go out with Terry today? He invited me to go to Brighton," she asked.
"What are you doing in Brighton?" Auntie enquired.
"He mentioned something about a pier. Something muggle that is supposed to be fun," she told auntie.
"Is anyone else going with you?" auntie asked.
Susan took on a more defiant stance. "I'm almost sixteen. Can't I go out with just by myself?"
"You can, I just like to have you and Harry with others. Things are better, but I still feel cautious," auntie replied.
Susan cast her eyes to him. "What are you and Daphne doing today?"
"We didn't have any plans. I can ask if she is available," Harry offered.
"If you can get Harry or Hannah to go with you, I have no issues. Ten o'clock curfew," she told them.
Susan brightened. "Brilliant. Terry was going to be over here about one," she told Harry.
"I'll Floo call Daph in a little bit. Auntie, I have something important I want to ask you," Harry said. He sounded nervous, which caught Susan's attention immediately.
Auntie looked up from the Daily Prophet. "Everything alright, Harry?"
Harry picked at his eggs. "Yeah." They both waited a moment before he sat up tall. Susan was starting to recognize when he was more serious. He was acting more and more like many of the boys that were trained to be Lords. He only did it when it was something to do with his House, theirs, or their friends. "I know Daphne and I don't need to make anything permanent until Christmas, but I want to talk with Anders about the betrothal."
Auntie put the paper down and Susan was paying attention. It would kill her not to tell Hannah any of this, but she wanted to know.
"You are serious you want to make the courtship into a betrothal? You still have almost six months," she pointed out.
Harry nodded. "I'm sure, auntie," he said simply.
Auntie nodded. "I'll talk to Anders, and we can go to Gringotts this week. You will still have to wait until you are sixteen."
"I was thinking of asking Daphne at the cotillion. We are both being presented this year and I really don't want anyone else approaching her," he said, a little colour coming to his face.
She couldn't keep it in. "Oh, that is so romantic."
Harry gave her a nervous grin. "I hope so."
Auntie nodded. "That will give us enough time to finalize the contract and for you to get her something."
Harry's face took on a slight red hue. "I already gave her my grandmothers courtship bracelet. I was thinking of having the goblins refurbish her betrothal ring. It's a rather nice diamond with some emeralds around it. I really like it."
Susan felt her heart flutter for Daphne. "Merlin, Harry. If you weren't my cousin..."
Their auntie chuckled. "That is rather sweet."
"Well, I would have used my mothers, but she was buried with hers," Harry said. Susan had been told that was more the Muggle way at times.
"It is sweet, Harry. I'm sure Anders will clear time quickly this week," auntie assured him.
"Susie, please don't tell anyone else. Only Hermione, you and auntie know right now," Harry pleaded with her.
"Can I talk with Hermione about it?" she asked excitedly. It was going to kill her to have to wait to tell Hannah.
"Sure," he replied.
"Master Harry and Miss Susie," Tipsy said, coming up to them with two letters. "These just being dropped off for you."
Susan felt her stomach drop. She saw the Ministry seal and that it was addressed to her.
"Is that our O.W.L. results?" Harry enquired, sounded a tad nervous.
"I's not knowing," Tipsy said.
They took the envelopes. "Thank you, Tipsy," Susan replied.
She looked at the envelope, seeing it came from the Magical Education Department. Harry was already ripping his open as she tried to carefully open hers, praying she had done as well as she hoped. Harry made a satisfied grunt as she unfolded her letter.
Reading down it, her eyes fell on her grades and a small smile came over her face:

  Transfiguration: Exceed Expectation


  Charms: Outstanding with commendation


  Potions: Exceed Expectation


  Herbology: Outstanding


  Defence Against the Dark Arts: Outstanding with commendation


  Astronomy: Exceeds Expectation


  History of Magic: Outstanding


  Care of Magical Creatures: Outstanding


  Ancient Runes: Exceed Expectations


  Muggle Studies: Outstanding


  -o-

"Brilliant," Harry said next to her.
"So, are either of you repeating fifth year?" auntie asked teasingly.
"I'd rather not," Harry replied, holding the letter out to auntie.
"How did you do, Susie?" auntie asked, taking his letter.
"Six outstanding, four exceeds expectation with commendations in Charms and Defence Against the Dark Arts," she said happily. "I can go onto any of the classes I want to next year."
Auntie gave her a big smile. "Congratulations. I'm really proud of you, Susie."
Harry sat back with a huge smile. "Congratulations. That is really good."
"Thanks," she beamed, moving to hug Harry, who readily accepted it. Two years ago he would have pulled away.
"This is really impressive too, Harry," auntie said.
"How did you do?"
"Eight outstandings, with commendations in Runes, Charms, Transfiguration and Defence. Exceeds Expectations in History, Astronomy and Arithmancy," he said rather proudly. The whole group had opted to take the Muggle Studies exam, even if none of them had done that class. Only because of how much they been exposed to and the fact that they all bounced between the two worlds now.
"Congratulations," she enthused, being really proud of him. Knowing he had been third in class the last two years now, she wasn't surprised by the results.
"I wonder how Hermione and Daph did," Harry pondered.
"What is the pool up to now?" she asked as auntie took her letter to look it over and read the commendations.
"Blaise said it was forty galleons and twelve sickles that Hermione would top over Daph," he said.
"And you bet for?"
Harry gave an impish grin. "I didn't. One of them is as good as my sister and the other I love too much to risk her wrath."
Susan chuckled. "Wimp."
"Yep," he said with no remorse.
"And I thought Gryffindors were brave," she teased.
"I am, but I also know when to not get into a fight," he replied, acting all sagely.
Auntie chuckled at their antics. "You both did exceptionally well. Do you know what courses you will be taking next year, Susie?"
"I can't decide if I want to be a Healer or something else," she replied.
"You could do the core healers courses. Many other jobs require charms, transfiguration, runes, herbology and potions," auntie supplied. "I would recommend that you also do Defence and maybe one other."
"Isn't seven a lot," she asked.
"Six or seven isn't bad. You will just have to really buckle down, not that you don't now," auntie said. Harry was finally eating his breakfast as they talked.
"Well, if you want other options than Healing, Defence and Astronomy, Muggle Studies or Creatures are not bad options. It would open you to most positions in the Ministry or elsewhere," auntie said, reading through her letter again.
"What are you doing, Harry?" Susan questioned.
"Ancient Studies, Advanced Arithmancy, charms, transfiguration and Defence," he said.
Auntie looked up. "I thought you were only going to do four classes?"
"Professor Jones really wants me to try the advanced course before I decide to drop it. She suggested that I might want to try an underage Duelling tournament next year," he replied.
"Do you?" Susan asked.
Harry shrugged. "Not really, but Professor Jones was insistent. I don't think I would do well in a duelling tournament."
"Why not? You are the best in our group," Susan pressed.
"I think he is one of the best the examination board has seen in years. You don't want to duel?" auntie queried.
"Auntie, you, Sirius and Remus haven't really taught us to duel. Sirius keeps saying we have been taught to fight. I am still going to keep up with the training, as we agreed. I only promised Professor Jones a month. If I don't like it, I will drop the class. I want to do as we talked about," Harry said in a determined way.
"I agree with what you want. Do you think you will continue after September?"
"No," he answered her.
"Then why take it?" Susan questioned. She knew that Harry wanted to do something with his families magic and that he had become some type of prodigy with Runes.
"I like Professor Jones and maybe it will be more interesting than I think. I know next year the class gets into some really dark creatures and dark magic, but I'm just not as interested now," Harry answered her.
Susan nodded, accepting his explanation.
"Once you are done, why don't you both go get ready for the day and have some fun," auntie said.
"Thanks, auntie. Can I have my results? I want to figure out what courses I want and send my selection into Professor Sprout."
Auntie held out her results. "Very good job again, Susie. I think you and Harry deserve an award. Let me know what you want."
Susan brightened. "Could I get new Quidditch robes? The really nice ones from Quentin's?"
Auntie nodded. "We can do that."
Susan bounced out of the kitchens. She had made the team last year as an alternate and this year she figured she would be first line after her performance in the last game.
She was thrilled. Her OWL results were excellent. She was going to get professional level Quidditch gear and see her new boyfriend in a few hours.
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  July 16, 1996


  London, England

Dobby put the silver tray with the matching tea set on the table. Auntie Ami was sitting next to him. Across from them were Anders and Iliana. Harry wiped his hands on his robes. He was in his burgundy house robes today, his House Potter crest prominent on his left breast, the Peverells and Glamorgan's below it. Auntie was in her House Bones robes with the Potter and Granger crest on her left sleeve. The Greengrasses were similar, with Anders having the Greengrass and Clearwell crests.
"Thank you, Dobby," Auntie said when he was done pouring the tea. As his regent, she was supposed to open the conversation. "When you are ready, I have an important matter to discuss."
"It would appear so if you asked us to attend a formal meeting, Amelia," Anders said, looking relaxed.
Auntie smiled. "Well, this is a formal matter, but I would like us to treat this more as a family affair."
Iliana rose an eyebrow towards Harry. "Has Harry decided what he would like to do with the courtship agreement?"
Auntie looked to him. He took in a deep breath. "I have, Lady Greengrass. Lord Greengrass, I would like to talk to you about a betrothal with Daphne. I know the terms in the courtship agreement, but I would like to modify them."
Anders brow rose. "Really? What type of modification would you like? Does this have to do with some of the family magics that you and Daphne have been talking about?"
"It does, sir," Harry said, being rather more formal than he would be with his future in-laws. There was a certain fear in that thought, but Daphne and him were starting to talk about forever with each other. Fifteen was probably too young, but he was less than fifteen days away from sixteen, and the current agreement ran out on Daphne's seventeenth birthday in December.
Anders sat back in the chair. "I assume this conversation will be kept in the strictest confidentially between House Potter and House Greengrass?"
"As Regent Potter, I will hold to my oaths," Amelia said.
"House Potter agrees," Harry replied.
Iliana had a faint smile on her face. "What has you and Daphne so worked up about this plan of yours? I have not been able to certify your claims of being a descendant of the House of Aurelius. You can probably understand why Anders and I would be concerned with this, given the fact you know that my husband’s line goes back to Le Fey herself."
Auntie just about spat her tea. Harry had not told her, knowing it was a secret of the Greengrasses, and apparently Lady Zabini had not told her either.
"Are you alright, Amelia?" Anders asked, looking a little amused.
"Are you saying that between Harry, Neville and Daphne, the descendants of the original Triumvirate are reunited in friendship? Harry, how long have you known?" Auntie Ami demanded.
"Months. Blaise mentioned it. Daphne has confirmed it. Neville has learned more of his history from Croaker and confirms the Longbottoms are," Harry said.
Iliana sucked in a breath, while Anders looked intrigued at his wife. Iliana said, "The blood of Pendragon and Merlin lives in Neville. You are the direct descendant of Merlin and want to marry Daphne? The primary heir to the Le Fay blood. Harry, do you understand what this all means?"
"I am getting a good idea. I am not just talking about marrying Daphne," Harry told them.
Anders regarded him. "What do you want to do?"
He looked to his auntie, who nodded. This was a point she was supposed to lead as his regent. "Harry wants to combine Houses. He is offering to make the primary line the Potter-Greengrasses, having the primary heir take on the title of both houses, with secondary the Peverells, and if they have a third child, the Glamorgans. Given the blood lines of all three, they would be considered part of the peerage and could bring about the reintroduction of two extinct houses and the elevation of the Greengrasses to the rightful spot they should," Auntie said.
Iliana was still clearly thinking about what it meant between Neville, Daphne and him, while Anders had sat forward, a glean in his eyes. "Harry, you understand that if you combine Houses, that is a permanent bond between our bloods that will always bind the primary heir to both lines?"
"I do, Lord Greengrass. I have reasons though," Harry said.
"The new wizarding settlements and warding," Iliana said. She had been a Ravenclaw. Her mind was making connections that had her mind whirling. Anders looked to her. "Daphne told me about Harry's plan, but it is not that hard to just setup new settlements, most wizards don’t want to live in settlements though. Why would you want to?"
"The Muggle technology is getting close to being able to detect some of the magic we use. They have cameras that are being posted everywhere. The Unspeakables have approached me to get at some of my family magic to protect wizards from breaking the Statute of Secrecy. I believe it won't be an if, but a when. If safe havens could be established where we could be who we are, as well as integrate Muggle technologies, then we could be safe and better hidden when the Statute fails," Harry told them.
"I still don't understand what this has to do with your proposal, as much as I want to see your old Houses revised," Anders said to him.
Harry took in a deep breath again. "Family magic, sir. Camelot still exists, and I have been able to discover some of the secrets behind the Mists of Avalon. I think your family has the parts I am missing. Or it could be in the scrolls and texts that I can't translate yet. I am starting to learn Latin and how to read Old Futhark, which is very different than what we learn in Ancient Runes. I don't know if I am asking too much of you. I am going to establish a guild for warding and rune weaving."
At this, Ander's eyes went wider. "You are going to go against the goblins?"
"If I have too, but what I can offer is far superior to the goblins, but only if I can figure out the secrets of my family magic, and yours," Harry told him.
"With the family blood of the Triumvirate joined in this way, we could all become the most powerful families again. This is what Daphne was talking about," Iliana stated, as though coming to some profound understanding.
"I don't want the power. I only want to protect people and make sure that when the Statute falls, we all have a place to go," Harry told her.
"Merlin," Anders said. "Amelia, you know all about this?"
"I didn't know about your lineage, but myself and Sirius have been helping him plan and getting him the tutors he needs," she replied.
They were all silent for a few. When Anders spoke, he was more business-like. "Amelia, the original contract we drew up needs to be renegotiated."
"Harry is willing to offer fair compensation for any magic you are willing to share on this subject, up to and including equal knowledge for equal knowledge, as long as it stays in the family. When the guild is established, some family magic will be shared with fully bonded members, but only that which is needed to meet Harry's goals. He is also willing to setup a bride price of four million galleons, with no groom price, as well as an equal sharing of all profits from the guild based on how much knowledge from each family is used. In exchange, Daphne will not take any oaths of fealty or other bonding. This will be a marriage under the old hand-fasting traditions. They will be recognized as equals before the Wizengamot and society. That is non-negotiable," his auntie said.
Anders looked a little stunned. "Four million..." he whispered.
Iliana smiled. "Anders, I would like to add my own conditions." When her husband nodded, she said, "Astoria is to be granted protections under the joined Houses. Any Greengrass family magic is to still be available to her."
Harry nodded. "Family will always be protected, and I would never restrict her anything that is hers," Harry replied. “I would also allow her the Potter and Peverell magics, if she wants.”
"I agree with my wife. Harry, I can't help but feel the Greengrasses will get the better of this deal. While I am not opposed to it, why offer this and not negotiate harder?" Anders asked.
"Because I am asking you to open up all your family magic to me. I understand how precious that is," Harry replied.
"But that would mean you also open all your family magic the same way," Iliana said, a hint of eagerness in her voice.
Harry knew the Ravenclaw in her probably yearned to get at knowledge like that.
"I mean it when I want our houses to be combined. I love Daphne. I want to protect her and our future family. I don't see a way to achieve that without the knowledge of both families," Harry said.
Anders nodded. "Four million is too much. I know Daphne will look at that as though you are buying her," Anders said.
Harry knew the man was right. "Anders, you can do with that money as you want. Set up a vault for Daphne, or your grandchildren. Spend it on other business ventures. Put some away for Astoria for when she gets married. Auntie and I have talked about it. The standard is to offer between one to three percent of the grooms holdings. This would be a one-point-five percent offer. For Daphne, I would give up more if you want."
Anders eyes bulged. His mouth moved for a moment. Iliana shook her head. "We knew you were wealthy, but not that wealthy."
Anders closed his eyes for a moment. "That is a fair offer," he agreed. "To get this right, you are really asking for our families to combine so you can get at our family magic?"
Harry took on a hard face. "I am asking to marry Daphne because I love her. I can do without anything else and will willingly accept the original terms or find another way if I have too."
Iliana put a hand on Anders' arm. "Anders, Harry isn't trying to use Daphne to get to us."
"Harry is not trying to take advantage of you, Anders. He is sincere in his offer," Auntie Ami said. "If you really feel he is, then we will be willing to wait for a counteroffer, otherwise, Harry will take the option to use the original betrothal."
Anders looked to Harry. "You want all our knowledge in exchange for Daphne and your knowledge?"
"I love Daphne. The combining of our magics has no impact of that. I would like our families to share with each other, but it is not necessary for me to marry your daughter someday," Harry told him.
Anders pondered that for a few. With a slow nod to his head, he said, "I will agree to most of the terms. Four million is too much. I know my daughter. She will think you are buying her, no matter how you feel for each other. I would settle on the more traditional two-hundred thousand for the union of such prestigious Houses. As for our magics, if you are willing to accept the Greengrass name as your own and will establish a guild in opposition to the goblins, I am willing to accept that."
"So, we would agree to Scion Potters proposal and draft a resolution for the formation of the House of Potter-Greengrass?" auntie put forward.
"I would like to see the contract before we go to the Goblins, but in essence, yes," Anders said.
Harry let out a breath. He had been very unsure about this, especially with the combining of their magics. He was really coming to love the family magics he was learning and would be willing to share it once he had more family.
Iliana got up and hugged him. "It will be a pleasure to call you our son."
"When would you like this formalized," Anders asked auntie.
"Harry wants to ask Daphne at the cotillion next month. That was a point we missed. Daphne has to agree before the betrothal is active," Auntie said.
"That is not how this works," Anders stated.
"Done," Iliana said, giving her husband a sharp look.

  -oOo-


  July 27, 1996


  North Stanley, England

Daphne looked up at the tall wooden Muggle contraption. Susan and Harry were very excited to go on, talking animatedly about their first time two years ago. As the goblin like machine stormed by, loud and shaking the wooden structure, she felt a little apprehensive.
Harry turned towards her. "Tori, where did Eric go?"
Daphne turned to her sister, who was looking at the roller coaster a lot more interestedly than she felt. "He'll meet us on the other side," her sister told them.
Harry smirked. "I knew he would chicken out."
"He did not chicken out," Astoria said, her face reddening.
"Well, he isn't here," Susan added.
"You owe me a tenner," Harry said to Susan.
"I said he would make it to the front," she complained.
"I said he would disappear before we even got half-way," Harry retorted.
"You bet on my boyfriend running?" Astoria was a little indignant.
"Yepppp," Harry said with a huge smile, popping his 'p'.
Daphne giggled. "Even I am still in line," she teased her sister.
"Eric has never been out in the Muggle world. How can you think he would trust this?" She moved her hand to indicate the wooden contraption. The train pulled in over their head and they moved up in line onto the ramp.
"I've never done this and I trust it," Daphne replied.
"It's not like people fall out of it often," Harry said.
.Astoria's face lost some colour. "People fall out?"
Susan hit his arm before she could. "They do not fall out!"
Harry laughed. "Oh, is that why we wear those belts and have the bar?"
"You prat." Astoria glared at him.
"Did you mention that to Eric," Daphne asked her intended.
"I told him that no one has fallen out before," Harry said a little sheepishly.
"You cheated," Susan accused.
Astoria stomped her foot. "YOU DID WHAT!"
Harry laughed at her sister. "I didn't lie."
Daphne shook her head. "Incorrigible."
"You are apologizing to Eric and will get him here now," Astoria demanded.
Harry shrugged. "After the ride. We are almost to the front."
Susan shook her head. "What did Astoria ever do to you?"
The smirk he shared with Daphne had Daphne smiling. "I can think of a few things," Daphne said, looking to Astoria.
Astoria's eyes widened. "You promised you would be nice to him!"
"I promised I would watch over you. The boy annoys me some," Harry told her.
Astoria huffed. "Why? He's always been nice to you."
Harry raised his eyebrow. "Tori, I think he is more after your title."
Daphne frowned. "Why would you say that?"
Harry shrugged. "Tell you later."
"No, you need to tell me now," Astoria stated.
Harry shook his head. "Nope. The line is moving again."
All three girls gave him a questioning look. "What do you mean Eric wants my titles?"
Harry ran his hand through his messy black hair, a sure sign he was hiding something. Daphne caught his eye and could tell he didn't want to talk about it. She turned to Astoria. "Tori, you know that Harry wouldn't do something to be mean."
"Are you sure," Astoria said in a scathing tone.
"Yes. And if he did, I think he would have more than enough reason to after some of your comments to us. I still remember the milk incident," she said significantly to her sister.
Susan perked up. "What milk incident? You never told me about that."
Harry got a smirk, able to laugh about it now. "Oh, I just gave Astoria a shower."
"That was so disgusting," Tori said, cringing her nose. Daphne looked over as the roller coaster sped by. She was nervous, but this conversation was keeping her distracted. Also, Harry and Susan seemed to really enjoy this ride and they were here for Susan's, Neville's and Harry's birthday.
"It was your own fault," Daphne told her.
"What did she do?"
"Implied that Daphne and I were going to be married at thirteen," Harry said casually.
"You did not!" Susan exclaimed.
Astoria's face brightened. "I just said someday..."
"I think you implied I would be Earless Potter rather soon," Daphne said, enjoying turning the tables on Astoria.
Her sister looked rather flustered now. "I was only twelve."
"And you realize that it will be a demotion if you marry Higgs? Unless you approve for him to take over the title of Clearwell?" Daphne pressed.
Astoria blinked. "I'm not betrothed or anything!"
"You could be," Harry added.
Susan laughed as they moved up again. "I've never seen you're face so red, Tori."
Astoria spluttered some. "I... you... prats!" she huffed again, stomping her foot.
"Pretty much," Harry agreed, getting a laugh from both Susan and Daphne as Astoria's outrage.
When they finally got to the front, Astoria sat in the seat before them with Susan. Susan was just about bouncing to be going on the roller coaster again. Astoria looked a little apprehensive but was catching onto Susan's enthusiasm.
Daphne, though, was having to fight down the urge to run. Something about this scared her. She wasn't a fan of the carts in Gringotts, and this looked even less safe. Harry put a hand over hers after the bar was pulled to their laps. "Do you trust me?"
"Without question," she replied, unsure why he would asked then.
"Then I promise you will be safe, and this is fun," Harry told her.
She nodded, the fear welling up in her as the cart left the station. On the first hill, where her stomach felt like it was dropping out of her, she screamed. When it pulled back up, she realized it was like diving on her broom.
On the second hill, she screamed again, but instead of terror, it was out of reflex.
When they banked and went down the third and into a series of short hills and valleys, she started to laugh.
By the time they pulled back into the station, all four of them had been throwing their hands into the air and enjoying the ride. She laughed as they got off. Astoria looked very pleased. "Eric has to go on this," she told them, rushing down to the exit.
Susan laughed. "Are you going to be nice to him?"
"Nope," Harry replied.
"Why?"
Harry looked around. "His father sent a query about the Greengrass titles. Auntie got a copy since we are in a courtship. He wanted to know if all the titles were available with Astoria since you would be inheriting mine," Harry told them.
Susan took in a hissing breath while Daphne's eyes narrowed. "The little snake did what?"
"I don't know if Eric knows or not, but your father and auntie are not pleased," Harry told her.
"Why wasn't I told?" Daphne enquired.
"We just got the notice yesterday. I didn't see you until this morning," Harry told her.
"But father should have mentioned it," she said. Then Daphne stopped and pulled him short as they went to go join Astoria and Eric. Hermione, Blaise, Tracey and Neville were coming towards them as well. Susan stopped to look at them. "Harry? Why would you be notified? We are only in a courtship and I know we haven't crossed any of the clauses that would push us into a betrothal."
"BLAISE! You must try this," Harry called out, taking off towards their friend.
"Harry! Harry! Harry Potter! Get back here," Daphne called after him. Susan falling in besides him. "Harry!"
He had already run away to join the others. Daphne stalked off after him. Susan looked to her. "Daph, what's going on?"
"That is what I want to know," she told her redheaded friend as she caught up to her intended that seemed to want to talk about anything but what they just had.

  -oOo-


  August 10, 1996


  Godric's Hollow, England

Harry stood before the mirror in the rooms the escorts were getting prepared in. It was going to be his formal introduction to society, along with the largest class in years. Neville, Blaise, Theo, Michael Corner, and Ron were all getting ready with him. There would be four others, but they had elected to wait for the Ministry Ball in December.
Across the hall, he knew that Daphne, Tracey, Hermione, Millie, Pansy, Susan, Hannah, Parvati, Padma and Lavender Brown were getting ready. The other eligible girls would be presented in December.
Thinking of Daphne, Harry wiped his hands on his pants. They were incredibly sweaty, and he was so nervous. He knew that most people in the muggle world would be waiting years before he was going to do what he was about too tonight, but he was not about to let Daphne go and knew they had until her birthday to do this.
Neville came up to him and elbowed him. "What has you so nervous?" his cousin and one of his best friends asked.
Harry took in a deep breath, trying to centre his occlumency. After a moment, he took the small black box out of his pocket and held it for Neville to take.
"No bloody way," Neville said softly.
Harry gave a nervous chuckle. "I'm going to ask her after the first few dances."
Neville looked a little confused. "You aren't just going to have a betrothal signed? I thought you already had the agreement?"
"Auntie Amelia and I had negotiations. I want Daphne to say yes, not just have her father sign her away," Harry told him.
"Why now? Don't you still have a few more years?"
Harry let out a breath. "Neville, we never really told anyone, but we have to make the decision before Daphne turns seventeen in December. I won't let anyone else get her."
Neville nodded before opening the box. He let out a low whistle. "You had this commissioned by the goblins?"
"I had them reset the stones and the Potter crest. It was my grandmother's."
Neville looked at the ring. "Harry, the crest next to it is the Greengrass crest. Betrothal rings like this usually means two houses are joining with each other."
"Pretty much," Harry agrees, wiping his palms again.
The door opened and Harry smiled to see Sirius walk in. "How you doing, pup?"
"Great," Harry said, knowing his nervousness came out some.
"Did you know about this, Lord Black?" Neville asked, showing the ring to Sirius.
Sirius smiled. "I tried to convince him to put the Black crest on it too, but he still is refusing to be my heir."
Harry shook his head. "You have someone now. I'm not going to be scion to the Blacks as well."
"But you will be scion to the Greengrasses," Neville pointed out.
Harry shrugged. "Daphne and her father want to see the name go on. It's the least I can do."
Sirius laughed. "So modest. This will make you the largest single voting bloc in the Wizengamot."
"Only when Lord Greengrass retires, and he assures me he intends to stay for a long time," Harry shot back.
A man stuck his head into the room. "Five minutes," the wizard told them before closing the door. Sirius stepped before Harry, making sure his dress robes were straight and his lapel up. He took out a small box from his pocket. "If you want, Uncle Charlus gave me these cufflinks the year I was presented. He said all Potters wore a pair. I wish I had the ones your father wore, but I don't know where they went."
Harry felt his eyes sting a little before straightening up. "Can you put them on?"
Sirius helped to take off the ones he had found in his vaults to put the other ones on. "Thank you," Harry said, going to shake Sirius hand, and instead found himself in a hug.
"Least I can do for my godson," Sirius said, sounding like he was trying to keep his emotions in check. Stepping back after a pat on the back, Sirius looked to Neville.
"Neville, your collar is a little off," Sirius said, moving to adjust Neville's clothes. "I wish your parents could see you. They would be proud of the man you are becoming. They would be proud of both of you."
Neville nodded before taking Sirius into a hug. The two of them embraced for a moment. "Thank you, Sirius."
"Least I can do for the family," Sirius told them, his voice sounding a little thick.
"You two ready for this?" a redhead asked coming up to them, pulling at the cuffs of his shirt under the robes. Seeing Ronald Weasley when they arrived tonight had not been what Harry or Neville expected. With his family now having two seats on the Wizengamot, his family was starting to pay tribute to the old way since all of them could be potential heirs to the Weasley or Prewitt seats, with Bill sitting the Weasley and Percy soon to sit the Prewitt seat in about a year. Ron was a good acquaintance now, but they would never be the friends they once were.
"No," Harry said as Neville said, "Yes."
The two chuckled as Sirius quipped, "No one is ever ready for society, but society doesn't care."
The door opened again. "Please ensure you are ready. As I call your name, please present yourself to escort your debutante," the stuffy wizard announced.
Harry took in a deep breath, took the box back from Neville and stood tall. Sirius fixed his collar one more time before saying, "Suppose I should be ready too."
Harry raised an eyebrow. "For what?"
"Well, I can't have a Lady Black without presenting her," Sirius said with a smirk. With Erica being a squib, she was technically legal to take on the Black titles.
"You are not upstaging this for Daphne," Harry replied.
"Wouldn't dream of it," Sirius retorted.
"Who is Sirius talking about?" Ron said behind them.
"Scion Thatcher to escort Heiress Granger."
As Blaise walked by, Harry gave Blaise a nod. He had been getting ready with Theo.
"Benjamin Wiltshire to escort Hannah Abbot," the wizard at the door called out.
The order was from least significant house to the highest, meaning that Harry, Neville and Sirius would be the last. Theo would escort Millicent, since her intended had already been presented two years ago. Ron escorted Lavender. Susan was escorted by her new beau, Terence Rogers. Anthony Goldstein was escort to Parvati Patil, while Kevin Entwhistle escorted her sister Padma. There were a few others that Harry knew their faces from Hogwarts, but none he cared for until the man called out, "Lord Sirius Black to escort Erica Figg."
"I'll have to make sure she makes a proper man of you," Harry teased.
"Cheeky bint," Sirius smirked before walking out the door.
"Do I look alright?" Neville asked one last time.
"You look fine, Nev. Just enjoy being with Tracey tonight," Harry told him.
"You too," Neville said just after his name was called.
"Scion Potter-Greengrass to escort Heiress Potter-Greengrass," the man said, stumbling over the name just a little.
Harry did a double take. "What? It's just Scion Potter," Harry said, knowing the betrothal was not supposed to be finalized until Daphne said yes.
"It is listed as Scion Potter-Greengrass on the sheet," the man said.
"Oh, bloody hell," he muttered. Knowing there was nothing to do about it at the moment, Harry straightened his back and walked into the hall. All the escorts and debutantes were lined up in the hall and to the stairs. He found his breath catching to see Daphne waiting for him. She was in the traditional white dress that reminded him of eighteen-nineties high society. Her hair had been put up into a fancy bun, highlighting her longer neck. He traced the edge of the dress that showed off most of her elegant shoulders and cut to show just the hint of the bosom that had caught his attention more than once lately.
She gave him an appreciative smile before taking on her mask. Harry shared the smile with her when he caught her eyes before trying to wash the emotion off his face. Walking over to her, he extended an arm to her. "You look beautiful," he complimented.
"Why thank you, Scion Potter-Greengrass," she said, a hint of 'you are in trouble' on her voice. He had a feeling she had just figured out why he had been notified of Higgs father's intentions.
Bloody fuck! "Can we talk about this later?"
"The Heiress Potter-Greengrass is definitely going to have a talk with the Scion Potter-Greengrass," she told him. He swallowed.
"This isn't the way I wanted you to find out," he said out of the side of his mouth as they lined up.
"And how did you want me too?" Daphne asked. She seemed between annoyed and pleased.
"Quiet down, please. As we practiced, you are to go down the stairs. You will be announced as you reach the bottom, then proceed to the ballroom. The first dance will start soon after," the stuffy man told them as he walked towards the front of the line.
"I have a plan," Harry told her.
"Was I to be involved in it?" she questioned at just above a whisper. Tracey was looking over her shoulder, giving Daphne and him a look. 'Potter-Greengrass?', Tracey mouthed.
"Please let me explain," Harry whispered back.
"Three dances. Then we are talking," Daphne told him in no uncertain terms.
"Yes, luv," he said, hoping it would distract her. Her eyes narrowed as though knowing what he was doing.
The line started to move. By the time they were the last one, Daphne had relaxed and was the perfect society witch she was expected to be at her age. Harry stood tall, not showing any of the turmoil he was feeling, uncertain who had done this, but having a good idea that it had probably been Anders. The man was very pleased with this union, especially once Harry had agreed to take the responsibility of Scion before they were married, giving him access to all the Greengrass libraries before then. Essentially, they would only be able to break the betrothal if one of them cheated on the other or died. Harry knew it was harsh but had no intention of doing either.
When they got to the bottom of the stairs, both projecting the poise expected of them, they didn't miss the gasped or murmuring when they were presented as, "The Scion and Heiress of the Alliance of Potter-Greengrass, betrothed under a House union."
Daphne flashed him a look. Harry kept his cool.
He led her out to the floor, where they waited for everyone to join them. He caught sight of his auntie, who did not look pleased at Anders, who seemed to be squirming under his wife's glare. Susan caught his eye, giving him a questioning look, while Hermione looked a little shocked. Neville was holding Tracey's hand over his arm as his girl glared at Harry.
When the band struck a chord, Harry moved to put his left hand on Daphne's hip and took her hand in his right. "You do look beautiful," he told her. Daphne let a small smile grace her face again. Once the music started, they started the waltz that would be the opening dance. Compared to the first time she had tried to teach him, Harry led her around, not stepping on her delicate looking high heels, and seeing the joy in her eyes, even if she was annoyed with him right now.
When the dance stopped, Daphne took a step back while Harry took her gloved hand to his mouth. "It doesn't have to be just three dances," Harry told her.
She rose her eye. "Tradition says I am to dance with my escort twice, and I would like a dance with my father before we talk."
Harry bowed over her hand. "Will you let me do what I had planned before you go off on me? This was a shock to me too."
He stood and she moved in, ready to start. Daphne's eyes investigated his. For the first time, he felt her probe him. It surprised Harry at first, not knowing she was learning Legilimency. He let his walls down enough to let her feel his emotions. After a few seconds, the band started and Harry pulled her into the dance, raising his walls again.
He wasn't sure what to make of her face when he kissed her knuckles again. Daphne still looked a mixed of emotions in her eyes. "Should I escort you to your father?"
"That would be the proper thing."
Harry navigated them through the crowd, finding Anders, Iliana, auntie and the Abbotts. "I hear congratulations is in order," Lord Abbott said.
Daphne went to her father. For the first time, Harry felt the butterflies become hard rocks. Daphne didn't even look at him. "We shall see."
Harry had a sinking feeling. Looking to Iliana, she gave him a sympathetic look. "Like you, Daphne would have preferred this announced in a different way."
"I wanted Daphne to say yes before anything. The betrothal isn't even legal yet," Harry said to her. Auntie moved in. Harry had insisted that Daphne add her signature. He wouldn't have her feel as though she had been sold off, knowing that was one of her fears that she was working hard to avoid. Harry really loved her, and she loved him, but this might put a wedge between them that even her father had said he was avoiding. On the other hand, Anders was a traditionalist at heart.
"Anders has already put in the paperwork to name you the secondary heir, and Astoria the tertiary," Auntie Ami said. "I only received the paperwork this afternoon while you were with Neville.'
It took all his willpower to not rub his hand through his hair when he was supposed to be acting the perfect scion tonight. "I swear, if Daphne says no tonight because of this, the House of Potter will have a major issue with the House of Greengrass. This was not the deal." Harry was upset and turned.
"Harry," Iliana called out after him.
"Let him go. He needs to cool off," Auntie said.
"I thought it had been settled," Lord Abbott put in.
"George, I think everyone did..." Harry heard Lady Abbott as he moved through the crowd.
Making his way outside, he passed the balcony and walked down the steps into the back garden. Not wanting to get too far away, he sat on the first bench he came too.
Unsure how long he had sat out there, he looked up when he heard the soft steps of someone he knew well. Daphne was standing a few feet away. "My father told me about the betrothal negotiations. Were you going to tell me or ask?"
"Daph, I was going to ask you tonight. Your father wasn't supposed to announce this until after you said yes," he told her, standing up.
Daphne had dropped her mask, the same warring emotions on her face as had been all night. "What do you mean you were going to ask me?"
Harry let out a fast breath through his nose. "We both know how a normal betrothal works. We both know how much you don't want to be sold to your husband and to be equal to your future husband. I want that," he assured her.
Daphne took a step forward. "When you asked me to be your intended, we agreed upon no deals and to help each other. Since then, you have promised that I would be your equal."
"That is a promise I intend to keep," Harry assured her, taking a step closer. He reached out and she put her hands into his.
"Then why did you keep me out of the negotiations?" she asked, sounding a little hurt.
"I was trying to be the scion and the future Lord you want me to be. The betrothal contract lets you do whatever you want Daph. I swear. I asked for a hand fasting. You will have full control of anything you want. When we have children, they will be of both our houses. I offered your father the standard bride price, and he shot me down because of how much it was, saying you would think I was buying you," Harry told her. “Most of all, I wanted to propose to you, and I couldn’t properly without the contract agreed upon.”
This time, Daphne looked a little surprised. "My father turned down a bride price because it was too high? How much did you offer?"
Harry tried to not let his embarrassment show. "One and a half percent of my holdings."
Daphne now showed confusion. "That couldn't have been that much," she said.
"Daph, it was four million galleons," Harry told her.
Her eyes widened. "It was what?" she asked quietly.
"Your father is still asking for two-hundred thousand. I would give him anything he wanted. The money doesn't matter as much as you," Harry told her.
Daphne's hands squeezed his. "Harry, how much are you worth?"
"Over three hundred and fifty million," he told her. If Daphne was to be his wife, then he would not hide anything from her.
She swooned, Harry having to steady her. "Bloody hell," she said. "The Greengrasses are worth a little over twenty-five million, and we are rich. You really offered four million for me?"
"Your father and mother thought you would think I was buying you. I don't want that. I just want you, Daph." Harry pulled her forward and kissed her forehead. "Forever."
The green marble of Daphne's dark-brown eyes shown in the lights from Abbott Hall. "Forever?"
"Always and forever," Harry told her. She pulled him this time and he bent over to meet her as she met her lips to his. They shared a soft, tender kiss.
"You keep me out a major negotiation or anything like that again, and we’ll have words, Harry Potter," she told him in no uncertain terms.
"I promise," he said, pecking her again. Letting go of her hand, he reached into his pocket, pulling out the box. He sank to one knee and Daphne put a hand to her mouth. "I promise you will always stand my equal. I won't make any more major decisions without your council. I love you, Daphne Greengrass, and hope you will accept my promises."
He had to let go of her other hand to open the box to present the betrothal ring to her. "Will you marry me?"
Her eyes took on a watery sheen. "Isn't the contract already signed?" she whispered.
"Not until you say yes and put your signature on it," Harry told her.
"Merlin! Yes!" she exclaimed, bending down to hug him. Harry wrapped his arms around her. Their lips met and he fell over backwards. Daphne gave a little scream as she landed on him. Harry started to laugh, and Daphne joined him.
"Are you Mr. and Mrs. Potter yet!" Astoria yelled from the railing.
"Astoria!" Iliana said a little loudly.
A few laughed and then clapped as Harry helped Daphne up. "I'm really going to kill her one of these days," Daphne grumbled to him.
"I'll hold her down," Harry assured Daphne. "Before we go up." Harry took her hand. "Will you accept my ring?"
"Yes," she said, a broad smile on her face. Harry took it out and put it on the finger she held for him. It went just before her heiress ring. Pulling it up to her face, she let out a long breath.
"Both of our crests are on here," she said.
Harry gave her a lopsided smile. "By saying yes, we will be the Potter-Greengrasses. I meant it that our children will be of both Houses and that is why your father is registering me as scion."
Daphne's already shiny eyes were now molten. Harry felt his magic reaching for her and found he wished there was a closet or room to drag her into. Daphne launched herself at him again, her mouth and tongue attacking his. More clapping, cheering and catcalls came to them.
When they finally walked back up to the waiting crowd, Tracey had her arms around Daphne before she had fully stepped onto the paving stones. Hermione soon had him engulfed, then was quickly followed by Susan and then Astoria.
"I always wanted a big brother," Astoria whispered into his ear.
"I'll have to get used to my annoying little sister," he said back, earning a giggle from Astoria and a tighter hug.
Tracey was gushing over the ring, which soon found all the other girls doing the same. Neville came over, shaking his hand. "Congratulations and good luck," Neville said a little cheekily.
Harry laughed. "I may need it."
Neville gave a cheeky smile. "I don't know, she's better behaved than my intended."
"It's going to be little sad that she and the twins won't be able to go at it anymore," Harry replied.
"Yeah, won't miss that," Neville said, before he was shaking hands with Blaise, Theo and then Ron.
"Congratulations," Ron said.
"Thanks," Harry said back.
They stood there a little awkwardly. Yes, they had been friendly. Yes, they had shared study groups over the last two years. No, they weren't really friends anymore.
"Listen, I get why you changed now. I was a prat. I apologized to Hermione now and want Daphne to know I'm sorry too. Daphne is a good person and I really wish you both luck." Ron shook his hand again and started to move away. There was something very different about Ron now.
"Ron," Harry said, stopping him. "The Weasley's are part of our Alliance. I want to extend an invitation to you and your family for an official betrothal party next weekend. I would like it if you came."
Ron stared at him a little stupidly for a moment, then gave Harry a smile before standing tall and giving Harry a deep bow. "The House of Weasley will gladly accept the invitation and I will let my parents know."
Harry returned the quarter bow of his station. "The House of Potter will look forward to it."
With another smile, Ron took off towards his date for the night. Lavender had been waiting with others to see the commotion around Harry and Daphne. He knew they would need to greet and take all the other congratulations that came with this night. A prospect he was not looking forward too. When Daphne slipped her arm around his, Harry smiled, knowing he could face anything with her by his side.
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  August 13, 1996


  London, England

Amelia was annoyed. There was another request from Croaker to talk with Harry and Hermione. This request had a lot more to it now that Harry was Scion Potter-Greengrass. Again, she took a single sheet of parchment, wrote 'NO' and then put it into her outbox. The parchment folded itself and took off, zooming out the open window above her door.
Her old 'friend' had not shown his face since Hermione had handed in her resignation.
A knock on the door had her saying, "Just give me another moment, Veronica."
She took the next inter-office memo and wrote a quick note before sending it on its way. "You can come in," she spoke loudly, wondering why her secretary didn't use the blowhorn.
When the door opened, her eyes narrowed. "Anders," she said a little coolly.
"Amelia. I was hoping for a few minutes of your time," the Greengrass lord queried.
"That depends. Are you going to go around one of our agreements again?"
The man closed the door and took a seat. "I did not expect so many to be upset with me for something that should have been a large celebration."
"Yes. Luckily it turned out that way, but you almost ruined it," she said back to him.
"A fact I do not need any more reminding of. Tradition doesn't usually allow for choice. It is the Lord's responsibility to care for and ensure the future of his family. In my exuberance, I overstepped what is becoming more acceptable." Anders looked a little bothered.
"Times are changing. Our children are leading some of those changes. Harry had a plan that he worked on for weeks on how he wanted to ask your daughter. We talked and negotiated about it. Anders, if I can't trust you keep your word on something as significant as your daughter's and my nephew's betrothal, how can I trust you on future matters?" she pressed on him.
The man sat taller. "My word is my honour. I did nothing wrong, and all the paperwork had been filed. It was the rightful title of both."
Amelia pinched her nose. "It may be your honour and may not have done anything wrong by law or some of our customs, but you broke your word to a young man that will be your son and is the scion of your house now. Harry has been betrayed enough in his life that it doesn't take much to break his trust in people. You risk alienating him, and most likely Daphne, if you don't let go of some of these old forms."
Anders frowned. "Surely you can't mean that? I know what you have told me about Harry, but this was tradition and nothing I did prevented him from proposing in the way he wanted."
"But it did! He wanted to take her out to the gardens, profess his love, explain the contract and ensure she was good with it, then ask her in the way that is his tradition. Harry is a wizard. He has adapted to our world and what is expected of him in our archaic forms, but Harry grew up a Muggle. There is a large significance to a proposal in the world he came from. A proposal is of the same importance to Muggles as a betrothal is to us. From what Sirius has told us, James changed to ask his mother in the proper Muggle way. Don't you understand that in following your tradition you stepped all over your future-son's?" she said, not a little anger coming out in her voice.
Anders sat there for a few. She could see that he was thinking hard. "Does this mean that he will not ratify the betrothal when we go to Gringotts tomorrow?"
"Is that all you care about? No. Harry will ratify the betrothal once Daphne puts her signature on it. He loves your daughter, Anders. Harry is not doing this out of any sense of propriety, wizarding traditions, political ambitions or anything you seem to think he is. My nephew was completely honest in our negotiations that he would forgo all of this just to be with Daphne," she stated rather forcibly.
"I like working with you. You have shown to be an honourable man, except when it comes to your daughter and my nephew. If you do anything like this again, Harry will cut you out of his life, only dealing with you when he has too."
Anders really frowned this time. "I only want what is best for Daphne and see our magic go on."
Amelia nodded. "I understand. To see that magic go on, we have both agreed that things need to change. We," she said, pointing her finger rapidly between the two of them, "need to change."
There was another moment of silence. "Is Harry really that upset with me?"
"Only because Daphne said yes, he is not fuming and threatening sanctions. He is upset though. I have no doubt that Harry would have followed up with his threat if she had said no. There would be a huge rift between the Potters and Greengrasses," Amelia told him. "I also think you are on your last chance, and it is only Daphne that is seeing you have this chance."
After a moment, Anders snorted.
"What is so amusing?"
"Harry. He is not the same boy that sat at our table and spat milk all over Astoria. I saw potential then. It was the only reason I didn't try to scare him away. He is starting to grow into that potential. He is going to be a powerful Lord that I will be proud to call my son," Anders said.
She gave a little smile. "I'm proud to call him mine," she agreed. "I really can't stress enough though that Harry doesn't trust easily and if you ever lose his trust, I don't know if you will ever get it back."
"Your warning is heard and understood. I will not interfere like that again. Would it be better for me to extend a proper apology in person or by messenger?"
"Harry will respect you more if you look him in the eye and he sees no lie," she told him.
"If he is at my table tonight, I shall do that. Otherwise, I will ensure that I extend my hand tomorrow. He has done great services for my family," Anders said.
"He loves Daphne, Anders. He will do everything he can for her, and Daphne looks like she will do the same. Just remember that," Amelia stated.

  -oOo-


  September 1, 1996


  London, England

Susan and Auntie were outside the station with him as they waited for the Danforths. It was a busy morning and rare sunny day for London, so Harry was enjoying being out in the open air. Already in their uniforms, they would have to change into their robes and put on their prefect badges soon after getting onto the train.
Luckily, they didn't have to wait long. "HARRY! SUSIE!" a small girl yelled across the front of the station.
"Terry!" Harry yelled back just as excitedly, earning a giggle from Susan as the small girl ran up to him. Harry took her in his arms and swung her around. Her parents chuckled as they came up with Dani, who looked like she was bouncing around everywhere. "Can we go inside?" she asked before anything else. The cat in the cage looked a little put out with how Dani moved. Well, Muggles would think it a cat, but Harry could tell by the bushy tail and long ears that it was a purebred kneazle.
"Hello, Harry," Reba said, giving him a hug, before doing the same with Susan.
"I try to take them out, but always causing a scene," Auntie Ami said with a laugh as Garry shook her hand and replied, "With how excited and hyper Dani has been, I am finding I wish I fed her a bunch of sugar so she would crash on the train."
"Dad!" Dani snapped back.
"Amelia, it's great to see you again," Reba said as the woman shared a hug.
"You can put her trunk on mine," Harry said, pulling Hedwig’s cage off the top. "Do you think you could look after Hedwig?"
Terry's eyes went wide as his owl hooted calmly. He knew that Hedwig and Terry got along well. "I will keep her safe," Terry told him, taking the cage into her hands. It looked huge against her, but it wasn't heavy since Sirius had lightened her cage, and his trunk. Harry would have to learn that charm this year. He just wished he could shrink his trunk, but with some of the expansion charms on it, that wasn't possible.
After all the greetings were done, and Dani's trunk on his, they moved into the station. "So where are we going?"
"Over here. This is the first time I'm using the Muggle-side entrance," Susan said, sounding excited.
Dani smiled. "Really? How do you know about it then?"
"I had to use it my first three years," Harry told her. "It's pretty neat. Looks just like a wall, then you run through it."
Dani looked a little unsure. "Will you or Susan go through it with me?"
"Which ever one you want," Harry told her, feeling happy that Dani was asking him something like that.
The adults were all walking behind them as they went through the brick wall. Dani held his hand tight as Terry giggled to have Susan pull her through. "Bloody..." Dani said, looking at the gleaming red steam engine.
"I want to go," Terry called out excitedly.
"Well, now that we are here, we should get our robes on. Susan and I will see you to a compartment and then we must go to the prefects meeting," Harry told her.
"You aren't sitting with me?" Dani asked, looking a little frightened.
"You can sit with us, or by yourself. It's always nice to meet new people," Harry told her. "Susan, Daphne, Hermione, Neville, Tracey or me will be around whenever you need us."
Dani smiled.
"Come here, Dani. We won't see you until Christmas," Reba said.
"I'll write all the time," Dani told her mother, the jitters the girl had shown starting to disappear.
"My bet is Hufflepuff," Susan said, pulling her robes on.
"Gryffindor," Harry countered.
"Who are we betting on?" Blaise asked, coming up to them.
"What house Dani will be in," Harry replied.
"Gryffindor," he said without any doubt. "Ten galleons?"
"Sounds good," Harry said.
"She could be a Hufflepuff," Hermione said.
"Why not a Ravenclaw?" a slight girl with golden hair said, coming up to them.
"Luna!" Hermione exclaimed, moving to hug her. "When did you get back?"
"Three days ago. Have you seen Neville? I have some stuff he might be interested in," Luna said, before her eyes locked on Terry. Both girls cocked their heads. "You have red earwigs around you, but no wrackspurts."
"I like you. You look all blue around the edges," Terry replied.
Harry laughed. "Luna, meet my cousin, Theresa Danforth. Theresa, this is Luna Lovegood, who just came back from a semester abroad at Beauxbatons. I wasn't sure you were coming back."
Luna gave him a big smile. "It was time. I made some friends, but I belong back here. Terry, do you see wrackspurts too?"
"I see colours. There is this funny purple thing around your ears."
Luna clapped. "Oh, you do see them. Theresa is coming with us, right?"
"I'm only seven," Terry replied sadly.
"Harry, I want you to have a good year and keep an eye on Susan and Dani," Auntie Ami told him, coming up and hugging him.
Harry turned to hug her. "I will. Don't worry."
"I don't need looking after," Susan complained.
Auntie Ami gave her a raised eye. "You and Terrance were doing a little more than kissing the other night."
Susan turned a nice red. "It wasn't anything bad."
"I'll keep an eye on her," Harry promised, giving Susan a wink. Susan narrowed her eyes.
Reba came up to him next. "Have a good year and thank you for everything. Keep an eye on Dani, if you can?"
"I promise, Reba. I'll make sure she is good," Harry assured her.
The platform was very crowded now as the whistle gave its first call, announcing it was ten minutes before their journey north would start. Gary reached a hand towards him as Terry grabbed onto his leg. "Have a good year and we look forward to having you and everyone over our house for Christmas this year."
"I wouldn't miss it," Harry told the man.
"Is the train going to leave without us?" Dani asked nervously.
"We still have ten minutes. Where is Daph?"
"She was with Tracey and Neville over that way," Hermione said, pointing towards the centre of the train.
"Right. You already to go?" Harry asked.
"Been waiting on you," Blaise told them.
It didn't take them long to find the others, get on the train and find a cabin. Dani decided to put her trunk with theirs, then moved to the window to wave to her family. Luna, Neville and Tracey stayed in the cabin as the rest of them walked towards the front of the train. "How nervous is Dani?" Daphne asked as she walked next to him. Harry moved to the side, putting a hand on Daphne's back to have her go before him as a group of younger years past them.
"She is nervous but decided to walk up and down the train after we leave," Harry told her.
"Harry says she will be a Gryffindor," Blaise said. "Care to wager?"
"Do we have to bet? We are Prefects," Hermione spoke up.
Daphne snorted. "Dani is going to be a Gryffindor, though I’ll take Slytherin."
"She could be a Hufflepuff," Hermione countered.
"She already rushes into things like Harry and you, so Gryffindor is not out of the running," Daphne argued. “And what is wrong with Slytherin? Dani has told us many times she wants to do magic like us and become an Animagus by third year. That is even more ambitious than we were.”
Blaise chuckled. "She's got you there."
"Oh, hush," Hermione said to him.
They were still debating when they got into the Prefects cabin. They weren't the first, but they weren't the last either. Susan joined them with Ernie. Since they broke up, Ernie hadn't really spent much time with the rest of the alliance children. Harry wasn't sure why. Susan was on talking terms with him again and Harry didn't think any of them thought it would last, looking back on it now.
After the boring meeting, where Katie Bell had been made Head girl, with Quinn Warren from Ravenclaw being Head boy, they were about to leave when Katie called to him. "Harry! Harry!"
He turned. "What's up, Katie?"
"What's this tripe that you turned down the captaincy this year?" she asked pointedly, holding out the Gryffindor's Captain's badge.
"Congratulations," Harry said with a big smile. "I told Babbling I was not trying out or playing this year."
"Why the hell not! You're the best seeker in a century and we already need to rebuild the team with Angelina, George, Fred and Alicia gone, that only leaves me, you and Weasley. You can't abandon us like that," she said, almost desperately.
Harry frowned. "I can help you train a new seeker, but I think I'm going to be too busy with my NEWTs this year and next," Harry explained.
Katie looked close to tears. "Train a new seeker? I want the cup, or I don't want to be captain," she told him.
"You can give it to Ron, but I thought you would be better and have a better temperament," Harry replied.
"Bloody hell! Weasley would lose his top when things didn't go his way. You must play!"
"I'm sorry, Katie, but as much as I love flying, I just won't have the time for all the practices," Harry told her.
"Then just play on match days," she begged.
Harry shook his head. "That isn't fair. If you and the rest of the team are practicing when you need, then someone that is willing to show up should be on the team."
"You really mean all that? Merlin, Harry, you even beat Krum a few times. There is no one else even close to that level at Hogwarts," she sounded truly desperate now.
"I'll help train a new seeker for the first game, but after that, I really do have more important things to do," Harry told her, feeling slightly guilty, but knowing he had to buckle down more than he was if he wanted the guild to start shortly after they graduated.
Katie's shoulders slumped and she plopped into one of the seats. "Will you agree to be an alternate if something happens?"
Harry thought about it for a moment. "Only if the team agrees. And I mean all the team, including any alternates you find. I won’t be going to practices regularly."
A watery smile came onto her face. "I doubt that will be hard to get everyone to agree. Are you doing like ten NEWT's or something?"
"Only four," Harry told her. "Well, five to start the year, but I don't think that will last long."
Her mouth dropped open. "Four! You are saying you don't have time to play or practice with only four NEWTS! I am doing seven and will play as much as I can this year," she said a little angrily this time.
Harry shrugged. "I have more important things to do and still want to find time for Daphne and friends," he said a little apologetically. It had been a hard decision that Sirius had reacted like Katie at first, Remus was understanding, but thought Harry was taking things a little too serious. They had both argued it was only his sixth year and he was only sixteen. Auntie Ami and Iliana were the only ones to really back him. Anders had stayed out of it, still knowing that Harry was rather upset with him still.
Katie huffed, folding her arms. "Mental! You are completely barking mad!" she accused.
Harry shrugged again. The guilt was fading at her anger. A few years ago, he would have caved to her. Now, he was confident in his decisions and the path he wanted. "Perhaps, but you wouldn't like me any other way," Harry said a little cheekily before turning to leave.
Katie gave a strangled laugh. "You will be alternate if we need?"
"I promise if the team agrees," Harry told her.
Daphne was waiting for him just beyond the door to the prefect’s compartment. "What did Bell want?"
"She's not too pleased with me dropping quidditch," he told her. "She's been made captain."
"Good for her. Head girl and captain," she said, meaning it.
"Yeah, I always liked her. The team was some of the first ones to really accept me," he replied.
She took his hand as they walked back. "Let's go find everyone. We have to take a walk with the new prefects about two."
On their way back, they found Dani laughing with a few other first years a few compartments up from theirs. Harry smiled to see that her nervousness had disappeared.
When they were sitting in the great hall later, Neville leaned over. "How could we ever have been that small?"
"They’re like midgets," Ron said from across them.
"They are not. They are cute," Lavender admonished Ron. She was leaning into Ron as they watched the sorting ceremony. Apparently escorting her to the cotillion had translated into something more.
"Didn't you say you have a cousin up there this time?" Dean asked.
"Yeah. Danielle Danforth. She's in the middle," Harry said, nodding towards his cousin. Sure, she was like his third cousin, but she was still his cousin. Harry had family and would not let it go.
"Danforth, Danielle," Professor Flitwick called out.
She looked a little nervous, turning to catch his eye, before turning and resolutely marching up to the stool. "Gryffindor," Neville said.
Harry laughed. "Most likely."
"I still say Hufflepuff," Hermione dug her feet in.
She sat on the stool as Flitwick put the hat on her head from the stool he was standing on. Like many, you could tell she was talking to the hat. They had given her a fairly good idea about what to expect from each house. When a large smile split her face, Harry knew she got what she wanted, expecting her to join the other two new students at the head of the Gryffindor table, but having his jaw drop as the hat called out, "SLYTHERIN!"
Neville had about the same reaction as Dani took the hat off, jumped off the stool, gave him a huge smile and bounced over to the table most unlikely to accept a descendant of a squid, even if she was part of the Potter line. He watched as she joined one other boy at the end of the table. Daphne, Tracey, Blaise and Theo were all clapping, and most of the rest of the table were following suit. Harry started to clap too, as did most of their friends. He didn't miss some of the confused looks on some faces. Danforth was not a wizarding name.
"Bloody hell," Neville said.
"I... I did not see that," Hermione commented.
"I thought you said she would be a Gryffindor?" Seamus put to him.
Daphne caught his eye and nodded. He knew Dani would be taken care of. He was just surprised... unless... she wanted to prove herself. Like Harry did his first year. And she knew some of the top names in Slytherin House... "That little snake," he said affectionately.
Neville chuckled while the others looked confused. "She played us, didn't she?"
"Dani? Why would she?" Hermione said, still sounding confused.
Harry laughed. "Or more precisely, Daphne did," he said, seeing the small smirk on his betrothed face. He did an imaginary doffing of his hat. Daph dipped her head gracefully.
"I don't get it," Ron said.
"Daph must have convinced Dani to ask the hat. She wants to change things in Slytherin, and Dani is just the sort to help her," Harry explained. He knew Daphne would protect Dani, and letting people know she was a ward of House Potter wouldn't hurt either.
Padma giggled. "Oh, this is going to be a fun year."

  -oOo-


  September 14, 1996


  Hogwarts, Scotland

It was the first time the Slug Club had been called this year. They had all received invitations for a two o'clock tea. Daphne was waiting for Dani and her sister. Apparently, they both made the list this year. Astoria most likely due to her excellent grades the last few years in charms, as well as her new intended. Daphne and Harry were still not totally pleased about that but were relatively convinced that Eric had no clue about what his father had tried. At least the courtship agreement was about as open as Harry's and hers had been. With Harry being asked to keep an eye on her, they had both been privy to the details.
There was some laughing that announced the eleven-year-old Dani and the two girls she had made friends with. Cordelia Rosier, a tall girl for eleven with dark hair and grey eyes was a cousin to the main line of Rosier and the Blacks, was next to Guinevere Umbridge, a little bit of a shorter girl with light brown hair, brown eyes and niece to a Madam Umbridge in the Ministry that her father couldn't stand. Both girls, even with their family background, had instantly taken to Dani and the three of them were some of the most outgoing in the House already.
Daphne, having her plans for this year and the next, had hoped to entice a few first years of non-wizarding backgrounds, only managing Dani this year, but hopefully laying the groundwork for next year. She knew that this would cause a stir in the house, and hadn't been blindsided by that, already having an issue with some of the more pure-blooded minded students, who were a little more vocal this year. On the positive side, her pure-blooded minded housemates were in a clear minority now. After the last two years and the collapse of most of the most vocal Houses, things were changing in Slytherin, and she and Harry's cousin would be at the tip of the spear.
She had explained all this to Dani one time she had come to Grace Hall. As outgoing and Gryffindorish the girl was already, Daphne picked up on the girl’s desire to do well. She wanted to make Harry proud, since he had so easily fallen into their family, and she looked up to him as a big brother. Because of all of that, she had been honest with Dani and had told her her plans. She would not manipulate family, but had no qualms if family wanted to help her manipulate others.
In turn, she would protect Dani, and Astoria would once Harry and her graduated. If they could get more Muggleborn or squib lines into Slytherin, then the Pureblood bigots would never get a strong foothold again, especially if those Muggleborn and squid-born did well. With Harry not doing quidditch, and only four NEWT classes, he would be able to spend time with Dani and her friends in a study group. They all would. Dani was determined to be top of her year, with Cordelia and Genevieve already following along. Apparently, they both looked to her and Tracey as the role models of what a Slytherin should be.
"I'll see you at dinner," Dani told them.
"You are so lucky to be invited already. Mother says first years are never invited before Christmas," Cordelia said, coming over with Dani. "Good afternoon, Heiress Potter-Greengrass."
Daphne gave them a smile as Dani rolled her eyes. "You do remember she said we can call her Daphne?"
"It is only polite, Dani," Genevieve said. She added a curtsy. "Good afternoon, Heiress Potter-Greengrass."
Daphne, being the polite society woman now, trying not to laugh at Dani's reaction, returned the gesture, giving a slight curtsy. She was now considered elevated to Harry's rank, and thus they were the highest rank in Hogwarts right now. "Good afternoon, Ms Rosier, Ms Umbridge and Ms Danforth."
"This is one of those wizard things, isn't it?" Dani asked, looking at her friends.
"Our society instructors have said we should practice. Greengrass is of a very high rank, so we should honour that," Cordelia said.
"But Daphne said we didn't need to worry about that here," Dani asked confused.
"We don't, but if they were asked to practice, this is a good place to do so without getting into any trouble. There should be no slight taken if they get it wrong," Daphne explained.
"We did do it correctly, right?" Cordelia questioned.
"Maybe just a little lower on the curtsy if we were at a societal gathering, but yes, you did well," Daphne said, feeling a little odd. It doesn't seem like that long ago that she had been asking her mother or Madam Bulstrode the same.
Dani looked a little abashed. "Can you teach me?"
Daphne nodded. "I can. If you like, I'm sure we can get a place with Madam Bulstrode if you want to learn all this. Besides, you are a ward of the House of Potter. You don't always need to bow to people."
Dani smiled and her friends bid her a goodbye. It wasn't long for Tracey, Astoria, Blaise and Eric to join them. As part of the courtship, the Higgs were petitioning to join their alliance. if he did, that would make more than thirty Houses now, and the largest alliance in the Wizengamot. Dani looked a little nervous being the only first year among the fourth and sixth years walking towards the first floor.
"Do I need to do anything special for this tea?" Dani asked.
"No. If you are nervous just stick with Harry and I," Daphne told her.
"This is my first time too," Astoria said. "We can stick together if you need."
"I still don't know why I was invited," Eric said. "Last I knew my father and Slughorn were still at odds over something."
Theo and Blaise snorted. "Do you honestly not know?" Blaise asked in his condescending tone.
Eric frowned. "Our parents only signed the courtship last weekend. We aren't even part of your alliance yet, and even if we were, we don't have a Wizengamot seat anymore, even though my father is petitioning for it to become active again."
"He has a slight inclination," Theo responded.
Given Eric's response was why Harry and her had the feeling he really didn't know his father had tried to manoeuvre into the Greengrass seat. For a pureblood raised Slytherin, he was either playing the game better than most by acting like he didn't understand, or he really didn't. She really suspected the later since he was the younger brother and would have been fourth in line before. He had probably been allowed to be more of a normal child until recently, with her sister being the prize his father wanted, and Astoria and Eric just liking each other.
Eric caught on quickly. "I never asked for a courtship to take over Astoria's House," he said, looking at them all very worried now.
Daphne didn't blame him. Eric was of a lesser house, somewhere in the middle of the Wizengamot ranks if the Higgs were to get their seat back. The Thatchers were lower than him, but you had the Longbottom intended, the Heiress Clearwell and the Heiress Potter-Greengrass walking with him, all well above the Higgs in rank. "Eric, if father thought that was what you wanted, he would never have agreed to you and Astoria. Neither would my betrothed have allowed you to stay around."
Eric paled a little. Astoria put her chin up. "Harry would not have done that," she stated.
Blaise gave out a full laugh this time. "He was about to that day at Lightwater Valley. It was a good thing that Eric had no clue about what his father had asked."
Eric paled more.
"I don't understand," Dani said next to them.
Tracey came up and took the girl’s arm. "I will explain it to you," she said with an impish grin.
When they got to the tea, Daphne wasn't surprised to see that this was more of a personal affair. Only those of the Potter-Greengrass Alliance, or those associated with them, was there. She suspected it had to do with this being the first chance that Slughorn had to interact with her and Harry as the heirs to the Potters and Greengrasses outside of class. The petition to join houses when they married was now set to be on the docket of the Winter Solstice, and she could swear the man was already salivating at the fact that he already had them partially ensnared. After this year, she had a feeling that they would get fully embroiled in his web. Harry needed some of his contacts to silently get the initial stages of the guild setup, and she wanted to use the man to press her agenda of Slytherin House. An agenda she was sure he would approve if it brought them closer to him.
"Ah, the rest of our party is here now," Slughorn said in his jovial manner. The man was in his element with the twenty people in the room. Harry, Hermione, Neville, Susan and Terry, Hannah, Luna, Ernie, the seven of them... she had to look twice... Ginny Weasley, Ronald Weasley, Lavender Brown, Cho Chang and Marietta Edgecombe.
Her eyes narrowed. She could understand the Weasley's. They were part of their alliance, Ron was a good goalkeeper and Ginny was rumoured to be a right troll with a wand in charms and Defence, but the others? How many times had her father and Auntie Amelia rejected their applications in the last two years? She wanted Slughorn's help, but not at the cost of that group. She knew that Edgecombes were looking for a good match, and Cho and Cedric had fallen out after their courtship fell apart over the summer. There was no way she was going to let anyone sniff around Harry. Their betrothal was for each other, but it didn't preclude others to revive his other Houses. Daphne was determined to provide Harry with all the heirs he needed...
As the thought hit her, she felt her neck heat a little.
She knew what the betrothal meant, but she hadn't really thought about children. Their children.
Slughorn moved to them, his hand outstretched and shaking Daphne from her thoughts. She held out her hand and the older man took it to ghost his lips over it. "Heiress Potter-Greengrass, welcome to my little soiree. Your betrothed is already here, and I look forward to hearing all about the betrothal party you had. I heard quite a few of your friends and allies were there," the man said. He had been dancing around this the last two weeks in his classes. "Though, I was still hoping you might be able to help me convince the Scion Potter-Greengrass to come back to potions? He isn't really behind yet."
She gave the man a small smile that said she had no say in the matter. "I think that my Scion has made up his mind and it is a decision that I endorse, professor." The man's eyes betrayed his disappointment. "But I think there are other matters you may be able to help us this year and next."
The light in the man's eyes was almost sparkling. She knew this was the opportunity he had been pressing for for two years now. "I am rather intrigued, Ms Greengrass. Let me greet our other guests and we can talk about your needs when we sit."
Daphne felt a little dirty as the way the man was looking at her, and then cast a coveted look to Harry. He had wanted to 'collect' them, and now he would have a chance.
"And you, Ms Danforth, cousin to Scion Potter-Greengrass and ward of House Potter. All those that have been around Mr Potter and Ms Greengrass have shown great talent. I am curious to discover what yours is," the man said, repeating the process with Dani. Dani looked to Daphne a little worriedly. They had warned her what Slughorn could be like, but she had never really been prepared for something like this. If she had been a Gryffindor, she would probably never have to worry about it. Being a Slytherin and wanting to work with Daphne, she would need to learn.
"Thank you, professor," Dani said, sounding more like a question than a thanks.
The man smiled. "You are welcome, Ms Danforth."
When they were all greeted, she led Dani over to Harry. She sat between them at the table. As much as she wanted to sit with Harry, Dani was more important at the moment.
"Thank you all for coming to the first meeting of my little club this year. I think we all know each other, but there are a few new faces," Slughorn said, moving to introduce Dani, the Weasley's, her sister and Higgs. "If you like, I have a few choices of tea, biscuits and biscotti, or you can have some ice cream. The house elves have agreed to make the most delectable treats."
There was a smattering of thank yous before Slughorn said, "Mr Potter, it was indicated that you would like to talk to me about contacts?" The man must be desperate to get Harry and her, not even taking time to do his usual pleasantries. Neither of them could miss that all the others around the table were immediately drawn to Harry.
"I would like a word with you, professor," Harry said while stirring his tea. "But I would rather it be a private conversation. Maybe Daphne and Hermione would join me later to talk with you?"
"Oh ho. Secrecy I see. I have some grading to finish, but I can push that off until after dinner. Now, Ms Danforth, I understand that you have grown up with Muggles, like your cousin. How do you find our world after being at Hogwarts for a few weeks?" Slughorn asked, several other conversations taking up around the table.
Dani looked to her and she nodded. "I have known about wizards since last November. Daphne and Harry and the others have taken us to Diagon Alley a few times, and we have been to Grace Hall and Greengrass Manor a few times. Harry taught me to fly the last time I was there," she said with a big smile.
"Are you as much a natural as Mr Potter?" Slughorn asked.
Harry chuckled. "Not quite," Harry said. "I think she will be soon, though."
"Dani took off and almost flew outside the wards the first time you put her on your Nimbus," Daphne said, making the girl blush.
"I didn't mean too," Dani said.
Harry laughed. "She turned without my help and was flying all over the back field and orchards soon enough."
"It was fun," Dani said
"Should I be taking a friendly wager with the Headmistress about Ms Danforth challenging your record?"
Dani perked up as Harry said, "Nothing would make me happier, though I think that would be a challenge."
"Are you saying I can't?" Dani asked, looking a little fiercely. Daphne beamed on the inside. Yes, this girl was a firecracker when roused, but she had the drive to be a Slytherin.
Harry looked at her. "I am saying you have to work for it," he said.
"I can be just as good as you," Dani told him.
Slughorn laughed. "Nothing seems to raise the competitive nature like Quidditch, does it?"
By the glean in Harry's eye, he was probably going to talk to Katie about playing against his cousin if she got onto the team her first year, like Harry. Dani was a good flyer. Better than Daphne was, but not up to Harry's skill... yet. Give her a year or two and she might be closer.
"It does appear that anyone with Potter blood tends to be natural flyers," Neville said.
"What happened to you then?" Harry put to Neville with a smirk, turning to his other cousin.
"The Longbottoms not as much," Neville shot back with a cheeky grin, starting a good nature ribbing as Slughorn turned his attention to Cho and Marietta on his other side.
"And you, Ms Chang. Are you going to be seeker again this year? Sounds like you may have some good competition again," Slughorn asked.
Cho shook her head. "I've decided my time would be better spent focusing on my NEWTs, professor."
"Pity, since Harry isn't playing this year," Blaise said casually.
Daphne flashed a look to Blaise, unsure what he was playing at. Hermione looked equally unimpressed.
"Potter isn't playing seeker?" Cho asked, looking to him. "Why not? I thought that just a rumour."
Harry shrugged. "More important things to do," he told her.
Cho regarded him for a moment. "And if I rethought my decision?"
"I have no plans to play and turned down the captain’s badge," Harry told her.
That had caused a stir when Katie Bell had let that loose. Most of Gryffindor was still on Harry to try-out next weekend. "You thinking you could finally win?" Blaise goaded.
He wanted her to play... Hermione saw it too and she knew the girl would get it out of Blaise, one way or the other.
Cho turned her eyes to Blaise. "I have won before, thank you," she snapped back.
"We don't need that type of competition today," Slughorn interrupted them. "Ms Chang, I hear your father has been looking for backers for a new business venture?"

  AH! That was why Slughorn wanted them.

Dani leaned over to Harry. "Are all these teas like this?"
"Mostly. We only need to stay for another forty minutes," he whispered back.
Daphne smiled.
"I don't understand what just happened," Dani whispered.
"We'll explain later..." Harry perked up.
"...I heard from your father that he was disappointed in the Diggorys and has asked if you had anyone you might be interested in," Slughorn said. It was not usually talked about like that, but Slughorn mingled with the strong and powerful, and if someone like him was to set up a powerful political match, he would have enormous bragging rights, as well as favours owed.
Cho couldn't keep her displeasure hidden, nor could she keep her eyes wandering to Harry. "Yes. My father says he is starting some talks. I am not pleased with it, but it may work out in the end."
Daphne's mask was in full force as Harry took on his own. Dani looked confused, but the obvious icy glares from most of the room at her were hard to miss. Slughorn picked up on this. "Yes, well. Maybe I can give him some council. In the meantime, you shouldn't worry about it. And you, Ms Edgecombe. Your mother was recently promoted to the Head of Magical Transportation? Is there any new or interesting things happening there?"
Daphne was less than pleased. At least as Heiress Potter-Greengrass, she would be involved in all possible negotiations, and able to reject any proposals. She was also pretty sure that her father would not care for this match. She was also not going to share Harry. She would have to write father and mother this afternoon.
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Harry was dragging Daphne as he rushed up the stairs.
Daphne laughed behind him. "Harry, where are you dragging me?"
"A secret place that I just found earlier," Harry told her as they made it past the sixth-floor landing. She was very grateful she still ran and worked out with Harry. It was only Neville, Susan, Hermione and her that were keeping up with the schedules established fourth year. Blaise had cut down to every other day, and most of the others had just dropped it, or were doing what Professor Jones had her classes doing. Being able to run like this meant she could keep up with Harry when he was like this.
"Where is this secret place?" she asked, thinking Harry had just found a new place for them to keep exploring their relationship. Now they were betrothed, they really didn't have any restrictions and the way her parents and Auntie Amelia had kept an eye on them since the cotillion meant they had not gotten much further than they had before they became betrothed.
"The seventh floor," he told her.
They stopped before a painting of a man trying to teach trolls to dance, and right now they were only bashing each other. "Tell me that is not the secret," she said, looking at the painting.
Harry laughed as he took out his father's map. "I solemnly swear I am up to no good," he said with a huge grin. She moved over to see what he was looking for. Harry scanned it quickly, paging through the sixth and seventh floor. "Good. No one around. We are going to walk by this wall three times and I want you to think of somewhere you really want to be."
She raised an eyebrow. "I love you, Harry, but I think you are cracking."
"Probably. Just do it," he told her, pulling her along.
She rolled her eyes at his enthusiasm. Trying to think of something, her mind fell to her bedroom at home. When they passed the wall a third time, she was about to ask Harry what was going on when he indicated a door in the wall. She blinked. That had not been there a moment ago. "What is this?"
"Open the door," Harry said excitedly. She hadn't seen him this worked up in a while.
She gave him a dubious look, then opened the door that looked suspiciously like her own. Inside, the room she knew so well, was lain out before her. Stepping in, she asked, "How?"
Harry came in, wrapping his arms around her waist and putting his face next to hers. "Magic," he said.
She rolled her eyes. At times he loved using that line, having grown up in the Muggle world. "Obviously."
"To tell you the truth, I have no idea. One of the elves told me about it the other day when I was looking for a place to make a workshop. It can change into anything you want," he told her.
"Really? So, if I wanted a ball room? Or an intimate restaurant that you could take me too?" As she thought about the last place Harry had taken her to before they came back. It was a little disorientating to see the room change and morph, then the fancy restaurant came into view. It was empty, except for them, but it even had the smell she remembered. "This is wonderful," she said with a huge smile.
"I hadn't thought about that. I should have waited to show you this when I could have setup a date," he said in her ear.
She put her arms over his and patted his hand when she found it. "I'll forgive you this time. I think I'd rather the first room though."
The room changed back into her bedroom.
"What is so good about this room?" Harry asked, his mouth taking her ear into it.
Daphne felt a shiver go down her spine. She also felt herself responding. They hadn't really been able to get any alone time this past week, and it was still hours before dinner. She moved so that she could kiss him. After a few minutes, she had shifted so that they were facing each other, and she put her forehead on his as he leaned down enough. "Would you lay down in bed with me?" she asked him.
The grin that came to his face had her breath quicken. She wasn't sure she was ready to give herself totally to him, but she really wanted to go further. "I'll do anything you want, luv," Harry said, moving so he could kiss her.
When he pulled back, she gave out a squawk of surprise as he suddenly bent down, lifted her up and carried her to bed. Daphne laughed at his enthusiasm, then started to kiss his neck as he gently put her on the bed and moved to hover over her.
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  September 21, 1996


  Hogwarts, Scotland

Harry was sitting at a table in the Gryffindor common room. Hermione sat across from him, with Neville next to her. They were working on the latest potions revision. As much as Neville wasn't enthused with potions, he was decent, earning an exceeds expectations, and sometimes had an even deeper understanding of the ingredients than Hermione with his skills in Herbology.
The study groups this year were going to be different. The only two classes he shared with their group was Transfiguration and Charms. Hermione was the only one in his Ancient Studies, while Hermione, Tracey, Hannah and Daphne were in Advanced Arithmancy. Daphne was saying he should be in Advanced Runes too, but Harry was getting tutoring in the areas he needed. Two hours a week of Latin and Elder Futhark each, then his two sessions a week with Sirius. Not to mention that Daphne and him were spending time with Dani and her new friends. Then take in that he had some of his personal library to translate and understand, Harry felt busy.
That didn't mean that he was starting to feel his decision to not play quidditch. He had gone flying a few times with Dani, Daphne, Astoria and Susan and found himself regretting the decision. Dani was going to be a good player, and she wanted to be seeker. Having gone out yesterday, she had shown the right instincts in catching the gold balls and even found a practice snitch a few times. She wasn't much competition yet, but given a year or two on a team, she might be. Hermione and Neville said a few times Dani reminded them of him first-year.
As he focused on the arithmancy homework, two people sat next to Hermione.
"Harry, we need to talk," a familiar voice demanded.
All three of them looked up from their work. Ron and Katie had joined them. The long hair brunette was looking at him rather pointedly. Ron looked a little uncomfortable. Harry noticed that he was wearing the assistant captain's badge. Harry raised an eyebrow. "So, did the team decide to make me the alternate?"
Katie took a shirt from under the table and threw it at him. "Everyone else refuses to be seeker, so your it," she told him.
Harry caught the shirt, unfolding it to see 'POTTER' on the back. Harry blinked. "What?"
"You're our seeker, mate," Ron said. "The only other player that could take the position is a second year, and she has agreed to be alternate. She wants to learn and refuses to unless you are primary."
Harry closed his eyes for a moment. "I've been a bloody idiot."
"Won't argue with that. I also hear that you may have some real competition. Cho and this new third year tried out. I heard Catherine Cattermole is good and will probably get the nod. Slytherin is still down any real talent in the seeker position, but I hear Astoria Greengrass and her friend, Amanda Heatherhoc, are going to be first line with Smithwick. If Lavender is right, they are going to be good."
"Yeah, Astoria and Amanda are good. They've been practicing the last few years and only got permission from their fathers this year," Harry told her.
Katie raised her eyebrow. "You've seen her play?"
"She is going to be my sister-in-law at some point," Harry told them.
"Harry practiced with them quite a bit this summer. Did Higgs make keeper?" Hermione asked.
"Since when do you care about quidditch, Grainger?" Katie questioned.
"Since my boyfriend is going to be a beater," Hermione said, turning back to her assignment.
"Bloody fuck! How much do you know about the other teams?"
"Susan will be frontline this year on Hufflepuff," Harry said.
"Theodore Nott will be the other beater for Slytherin," Hermione commented.
"Tracey said that Diggory's cousin, Rebecca Roth, or something like that, is most likely going to be seeker for Hufflepuff," Neville added.
"Who the bloody hell is Rebecca Roth?" Ron asked.
"A third year that supposedly trained with Diggory. Maybe even Krum this summer, if the rumours of them visiting him are true," Neville told them.
The year suddenly got a lot more interesting. He hadn’t been able to visit Krum this summer but had seen three of his games and the Bulgarian Seeker had asked him to attend a Bulgaria-Belgium game over Christmas break in his family’s box.
"You didn't tell us that," Harry said.
Neville gave him a grin. "You were a little busy with Daphne towards the end of the summer."
Hermione chuckled. "I think I only saw him twice after the cotillion," she said.
Harry tried not to flush. "Well, there was the betrothal party. I was busy with things at Potter Green, and you know," he said.
This caught all their attention. "Potter Green?" Hermione asked.
"The goblins have been rebuilding the castle and it's coming along," he told them. He had stayed for two nights more to reassure Sahassa and Harssess that the goblins were there by invitation, and they would not bother them. Speaking of which, he would have to ask if he could get a day pass this weekend. He had to go back to see how the basilisks were doing and that the goblins would be done before Christmas. If they were, Harry was going to ask auntie to stay over there a few nights so that he could get a feel for the place and decide if the goblins needed to change anything.
"I knew that, but Potter Green?" Neville asked this time.
"Later. So, quidditch?" Harry said.
"Yes, quidditch. We have double the games this year and I get it you wanted to not take the captaincy, but you must play," Katie told him.
That had been a nice announcement. The houses would face each other twice this year, with four matches between start of November and when they left for the Christmas Holidays, the other eight between mid-February to the end of May. Every other weekend there was a game to look forward too.
"Did Roth really spend some time with Viktor?" Harry asked to Neville.
"Tracey is related to Diggory. She was there when Lord Chang said no to the betrothal," he said. “They talked about quidditch before that.”
Harry's nose scrunched at that. "The man is an idiot," Harry said angrily. "Cho wants to marry Cedric."
"I don’t care about politics. Are you playing or not?" Katie pressed.
"You have to, Harry," Ron said.
Harry looked to his cousin and best friend. Hermione shrugged. "I think you should focus on your studies."
Neville gave him a grin. "I heard that Dani may have been seen by Smithwick and he was asking Slughorn to get permission to put her on the team."
Harry blinked. "Daph didn't say anything about that."
Neville had a slightly abashed look. "Tracey may have told me that after dinner."
"Wait, you don't mean Danielle Danforth? That squib born that has half the snakes all troubled," Ron asked.
Harry turned a glare to the redhead. "She is my cousin and who cares who her parents are?"
Ron held up his hands. "I know. I didn't mean any offense; it’s just what Lavender says the rumours are saying."
Harry huffed. "I will play, but only if you don't mind if I work with Dani if she asks," he told them.
"But she is our competition," Ron complained.
"Done," Katie said. "Practices are Wednesdays starting at four-thirty and Saturdays at two," she told him.
"I already have plans every other Saturday," Harry told them.
"Madam Bulstrode is also hear on Sundays," Hermione said as she started to scratch away at her parchment. "I have my estate management with her Sundays at four."
"Alright, I guess I am free now," Harry said.
"Excellent!" Katie said, a huge smile on her face. "I'll let Emerick know she has a tutor, and she is the alternate."
Katie got up and Ron stayed. Neville turned back to what he was doing as it was obvious Ron wanted to talk to Harry. "This means a lot to us, Harry."
He nodded. "To tell you the truth I was already doubting my decision."
"I thought you wanted to be serious this year?" Hermione asked as she continued working.
"I do, but I think Moony and Padfoot were right. We should still have some fun," Harry said.
Ron gave him a smirk. "Does that mean you have time for a chess game?"
"Not tonight. Maybe tomorrow night. I really need to get these calculations done so that I'm free for my tutors tomorrow," Harry informed him. Things had changed a little and Ron and him were friendlier since getting back to school.
Ron blinked. "Tutors? Are you that far behind already?"
Harry laughed while Neville snorted and Hermione harrumphed. "No. I'm taking a few courses that Hogwarts doesn't offer. That's why I'm only doing four NEWTs now."
"Yeah, Jones is not happy you dropped," Ron told him.
Harry shrugged. "I already know everything on her syllabus and don't want to duel."

  -oOo-
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  Hogwarts, Scotland

"That was well done, Ms Rosier," the older woman with grey hair said.
Dani had finally gotten permission to start attending these lessons from her parents. They had been quite concerned when she had told them, rather proudly mind you, that she had been sorted into Slytherin. She liked the green and silver on her robes. The common room was a little creepy, but Daphne said they had removed the green torches last year and replaced them with nice gas lamps. It made the black tiled rooms and halls less dreary, and the fact she had seen a selkie twice had started to make the underground House nice.
What she really liked about the House, though, was her two new friends. Cordie and Gwen were purebloods, like Daphne and most of Harry's and her friends in the house. She didn't fully understand that difference between friends and allies yet, but she was trying. Daphne and Tracey were helping her as much as Cordie and Gwen. They were also starting to make friends with people from other houses. Cordie said it was networking, but Dani preferred friends.
"Now, Ms Danforth, can you tell me which fork is the salad fork and which one you would use with desert?" Madam Bulstrode asked.
She had not had time to read through the books that she had been given last week. Feeling a slight panic, she randomly grabbed the first one. "This is the salad fork?" she questioned.
"Is that a question or answer?"
"Uhm, answer," she said, still sounding like she questioned herself.
"Good. Now, the desert fork?"
She looked at the place setting before her. Gwen leaned over. "On the top," she whispered.
Dani put down the other fork and picked up the one over her plate.
Madam Bulstrode gave them a small smile. "Good, Ms Umbridge. Now, for next week, Ms Danforth, I would like you to make a diagram of a full dinner setting and label all the silverware and drink glasses appropriately. You will have a quiz on this every time we meet until you can recite this in your sleep." The woman was stern, but Dani didn't feel like she was trying to be mean.
"Yes, Madam Bulstrode," Dani said, writing it down on her pad.
The woman nodded and moved to the next table. Cordie groaned when the woman was out of ear shot. "Mother had me doing that for weeks last year after I forgot at a dinner party."
Gwen frowned. "My mother never had me doing that. Though, my aunt would. My mother doesn't like leaving me with her, but dad insists sometimes when they go out."
Cordie gave Gwen a sympathetic look. "Father can't stand your aunt."
Gwen's frown said it all. "I don't like her either, but she is my father's sister, and older."
"She looks like a toad too," Cordie said.
"She does not?" Dani asked, and started to giggle as Gwen did.
Gwen continued to giggle. "Mum called her that once when they were arguing, and they almost came to wands. She does look like a toad. Dad said she was dropped on her head a few times."
All three giggled. "I can believe that," Cordie replied.
"Is it really that bad?" Dani questioned.
"Picture a toad faced woman that likes to wear bright pink robes, and that's about it," Gwen said. “Dad said he would disown her if he hadn’t promised grandfather before he died. He says she is like my Greart-aunt. Dad always wanted to get away from the purebloods. That was why he married my mother.”
“Isn’t your mother a pureblood,” Cordie questioned.
Gwen looked around furtively. “Squib born, technically. Two generations of squibs, then mom,” Gwen said. “I heard Aunt Dolores saying that my grandfather almost disowned my father for that.”
“She still looks like a toad,” Cordelia giggled. Dani giggles when Gwen made a croaking sound.
"Girls. You are supposed to be practicing," Madam Bulstrode said to them.
Gwen and Cordie immediately straightened. They tried to make their faces look passive, but just weren't managing it. Dani couldn't hold it and all three descended into giggles again, earning them another admonishment.
When they were let go, the three girls rushed towards the common room to drop their stuff off and then go outside for a little bit before dinner. They could do revisions tomorrow. It was a sunny day in October and they wanted to go out.
As they ran through the corridors, someone called out, "Slow down!"
They laughed, knowing they shouldn't run, but after being in those stuffy lessons for two hours, all three girls needed to vent some energy.
They jumped downstairs and raced to the common room. Once there, they made it to their dorm. "What are we doing out on the grounds?" Cordie asked.
Dani flung open her trunk to pull out her pants, a nice jumper and her football. Holding it over her head like a trophy, she proclaimed. "I got Nathan, Ian, Veronica and Beth from Hufflepuff that will meet us to play at breakfast this morning."
Cordie rolled her eyes while Gwen threw open her own trunk to look for better clothes to play in. "I thought we were flying today?"
"Harry has practice this afternoon, and then I think they were going to go into Hogsmeade for dinner since they can this weekend," she said with a grin.
Cordie giggled. "He is so cute."
Gwen rolled her eyes. "He's not bad."
Dani made a face. "He's my cousin."
"He's still cute," Cordie said with a sigh.
"Are you playing?" she asked Cordie.
Cordie turned her nose up. "Father and mother would not approve."
Dani shrugged. "Your loss. Ready?"
"Mother used to play with me. Father also wants me to meet others. He is thinking of going to the neutrals. Something about all the power being there right now," Gwen said, pulling a jumper on with the Slytherin shield.
"I have to get a jumper like that. Let's go," Dani said.
"Yes, father says the same, but is not happy with some of the changes that are happening," Cordie pointed out.
Dani rolled her eyes. Half the house talked about stuff like this at times. "Can we just play today? Talk about this boring stuff later?"
They walked into the common room and were about half-way to the door when a tall boy stepped before them. There was a rather unpleasant look on his face. "Where are you going, and what is that?"
Dani looked down to the football she had in her hands. "It's a football," she said, thinking he was barmy for not recognizing one.
The boys lip curled to his nose, clearly disgusted. "What is a football? Is that a Muggle thing?"
Dani, too naive to understand what she was doing, stood tall. Her two friends shrank back a step. Many around the common room looked to them. Daphne and Tracey had warned her this might happen, and she wasn't about to back down. "Yes, this is a Muggle thing. Please let us by, we have some other friends to meet."
The boys sneer grew, and a few other older years stepped behind him. When they did, Dani had the first hints of fear, but she didn't back down. She knew Daphne had said she would back her and help. Even if she wasn't around, there was a good bet that someone else would be that they were friends with.
The boy's hand suddenly shot out and grabbed the ball from her hands. "HEY! That's mine!" she shouted.
"This is a wizarding school, mudblood," the boy said.
Her two friends gasped, as did a few others.
Dani knew what that meant, but the shear hatred in the voice as he said it had her backing down. "Give me my football back," she demanded, though she didn't feel as confident.
The boy smiled. It was a nasty smile that had Dani backing up just a bit, especially when another of the older boys stepped up next to him. "She wants it back, Everwand. Should we?"
"I think we should, Pucey," the boy called Everwand said. Everwand had his wand out and muttered, "Diffindo."
Dani let out a small scream as a white spell split her ball in half and landed at her feet.
The boy looked ready to throw her ball at her feet when someone yelled out, "That will be five points and we are going to see Professor Slughorn right now, Pucey and Everwand."
All four boys turned to the older girl. She had an expressionless look on her face.
"You can't do that," Pucey said.
Dani had tears on her cheeks now. Cordie and Gwen moved up to comfort her.
"I am. If I had been here a few minutes earlier, I would have done the same. You know our rules. No wand use to threaten others or bullying. They are only first years. You leave them alone," the girl said.
"She is a mudblood and doesn't belong here," Pucey snapped.
"Danforth is a cousin of Harry Potter, claimed by the House of Potter, scion of the future house of Potter-Greengrass. Do you really want to cross him? Never mind once Greengrass hears about this," the girl said. Dani had the feeling that she was being protected more because of Harry and Daphne, than because she was a first year.
Pucey's snarl turned sour. She thought she saw some fear for a split second. After a moment, he turned, "Just stay out of our way."
When the three of them stormed out of the common room, Dani knelt to pick up the two parts of her football. "I'm sorry, Dani," Gwen said.
"Why?" she said, only starting to get an inkling of what Daphne had really been telling her. She thought she understood. The older girl had been very straight forward, and she thought it a great idea to help Daphne. It was what Harry was doing, but he wasn't in the same house.
A seventh-year girl came over. "Can I help you?" she asked.
Dani looked up. The young woman had shoulder length dark hair, a pleasantly round face and light blue eyes.
"We would be appreciative, Ms Quincy," Cordie said.
Pulling her wand, Quincy tapped the ball, spun her wand, and Dani's eyes grew wide. The two halved pulled together, the seam melting together like nothing happened and her ball inflated. Her tears started to dry up. "Wicked," she uttered.
Quincy smiled. "My mother is a Muggleborn. She taught me to play when I was still at home, and I miss it at times. Go meet your friends and have fun," she said, standing up.
Many around the common room were just looking at them. Some wore faces that said they were not pleased. Others as though they were thinking. Dani wiped the tears from her face. "Thank you."
Quincy nodded. "Anyone else have a problem with first years, or do our rules not apply anymore?" the girl challenged, looking a little uncomfortable, as though she had never spoken up like that before.
Everyone went back to what they were doing before.
"Come on, Dani," Gwen said, pulling her towards the door to go outside.
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"Bloody fucking mudblood," Pucey was swearing at the girl with his friends. Most in the house were either too afraid or 'newly reformed' to see that the Danforth girl was going to be a stain on their house. The mudbloods were going to be stains on all their society.
His father was still livid about what happened two years ago. No one really understood why those that had pledged themselves so fully to the cause had become nothing better than squibs, but there were still those out there that believed. There were those that believed the Dark Lord would return. His father and family were some of those that still believed and had the power to act, though it was greatly reduced. Only eight families still held to the pureblood alliance, but there were others out there that would rise again someday.
"Why would the hat put her into our house? It's so unpure," Everwand stated.
"Malcolm, are you sure that you should be saying that? You said that whole Potter thing was just a lie," a larger boy said.
Pucey snorted. "Don't worry. Potter will get his. Father has said there are plans."
"Plans? I'm sure the DMLE will be happy to hear that," a voice said from behind them.
They all turned, Pucey and Everwand pulling their wands. Pucey's eyes widened to see Potter standing in the middle of the hallway, his own wand coming to his hand and in a fighting position before they could even raise theirs.
"What do you want, Potter?" Pucey snarled, knowing he should be cautious of the sixth-year, but they had three of them.
"I am not going to fire the first spell. You know the rules," Potter told them, his prefect’s badge prominent on his robes.
Pucey looked around. "Where is your gang?"
Potter just smiled. "If you think I am afraid of you three, you really are idiots."
"Don't call me an idiot, Potter," Everwand snarled. "Are you here to tell us to leave your little mudblood alone?"
"Five points," Harry said.
Pucey snorted. "You think that scares us?"
Potter just shrugged. "Perhaps not. I am here to tell you to leave my cousin alone. I can do a lot worse than dock you points or use this wand."
Everwand scoffed. "Like what?"
"My betrothed has some very interesting ideas. I'm sure I have ways to apply pressure to your families if you touch her or her stuff again," Potter said rather casually.
"You only think you are more powerful. Just wait until our fathers can build up our alliance again," Pucey told him. "We will take you down, Potter."
Potter gave them a smile that had Pucey shuttering on the inside. Potter put his wand back up his sleeve. "This will be your only warning. Daphne is rather upset, and I am even more so. You touch Dani or her friends again..."
Potter let whatever he was going to say unsaid. There was something in his eyes that had all three boys taking an unsteady step back. Even without his wand drawn, there was something about Potter that scared them. Pucey would never admit that though. When Potter turned, Pucey called out, "Don't ever turn your back on me again, Potter."
Potter lifted his arm and gave them a two-finger salute. "Touch her or bother her again, and I will ruin you."
When Potter walked around the corner, they finally lowered their wands. "Bloody hell. You two are on your own," the third boy of their group said before walking away.
"Coward," Pucey muttered as he stood there with Everwand.
"Malcolm, you don't think Potter is serious? My family took a big hit when the Malfoy’s and Parkinson’s fell," Everwand said.
"Potter is all bark. He only took down the Parkinsons because the courts. He would not be able to take on our houses directly," Pucey said.
"And Greengrass?"
"A blood traitor." Pucey didn't sound as sure this time.
They both stood there for a long moment, both lost in their own thoughts.
Everwand broke the silence. "I need to write to my parents about this. I was told we can't go against that alliance yet."
Pucey snarled.

  -oOo-


  October 19, 1996


  Hogsmeade, Scotland

Tracey giggled as Neville grumbled. She had just smashed a cauldron cake in his face after he had been a little cheeky. "It got down my shirt!" Neville complained.
"Then don't call me short," she told him, sticking out her tongue.
"But you are," Neville said, shaking his shirt.
She moved in and had to go up her tip toes to kiss him. The chocolate icing was still on his upper lip, and she licked at it. "Neville?"
His breath had hitched. "Yes?"
"Do you want to repeat what I did last night?" she asked in a rather seductive voice, liking the way his blue eyes grew heated and that she could feel him leaning into her.
"Well, yeah," he said a little stupidly, a dreamy smile coming over his face. Tracey had to admit she liked knowing she could have this type of power over him.
"Then don't call me short again. You still have some chocolate on your face," she said, licking his lip again, before pulling away.
He muttered something under his breath. She smiled to herself as she turned and walked away. "You might want to clean your face before we meet with my parents for lunch."
"Bloody woman," he muttered, and she giggled again.
They were meeting her parents for lunch at the Three Broomsticks. Some days she wished there was more places in Hogsmeade, but she didn't feel like getting all dressed up for Emerick’s, and Neville seemed to clam up in Madam Puddifoots and she refused to go to the Hogshead. That place was disgusting. She would have to find out where Harry and Daphne had been disappearing to the last few weeks.
She also was starting to feel bored. Not having the Weasley's here was a bad thing. She wasn't allowed to touch Parkinson since she was studying and doing what she was supposed to. There was no Crabbe, Goyle or Malfoy, and she had been ordered to leave Pucey and his lot alone. Daphne and Harry didn't want to start anything... not yet at least. If he bothered Dani once more, Daphne had promised she could have her way, but they wouldn't be the start of any feuds. Tracey had no doubt that Daphne and Harry would end any feuds.
As they walked, her eyes lit on two girls. One had long, straight hair, a lean body with a generous chest and Asian features. Next to her was a brunette that was laughing at something. It was a rather annoying laugh. Looking at the two girls, her eyes narrowed. Daphne was really upset with Chang. Her father had proposed some deal to Harry, who had rejected it, but was already going for a counter proposal. Chang didn't seem particularly interested in Harry, but Edgecombe had eyed Harry and Neville enough to get her own ire up.
Neville came up to her, putting his wand back into his holster. "What are you looking at?"
My next targets, she wanted to say. "Nothing. Thought I saw someone I knew."
Neville followed her eyes. His mouth tightened. "Gran says she needs to talk to me soon."
Tracey had a chill, then a feeling of rage and jealousy go through her. "Really? About them?"
"Not sure, but she didn't seem happy in her last letter, but said I should talk with her. The next Hogsmeade weekend, I suppose."
Tracey was determined she had found her next target. "I want to go to Zonko's, then the potions shop before we go back up?"
Neville rose and eye towards her. Tracey took on a totally innocent face, then back at Chang and Edgecombe. "Can I claim plausible deniability?" Neville pleaded.
"I don't know what you are talking about, and if you want to see what kind of lipstick I wear next time, then you would keep your mouth shut," she told him.
Neville gave her that goofy grin again. "Do I have to keep my mouth shut?"
This time she took on a goofy grin. "Only when you need too."
Inside the Three Broomsticks, Neville pulled up short. "What is Uncle Algie doing here?"
Tracy caught Neville catching Harry's eye. Neville made a motion enquiring if they should come over. Harry shook his head. Tracey looked to Daphne, who gave her the same signal. "I think they are alright," Tracey told Neville, taking his arm. She could feel how he wasn't totally sure. The muscles that had taken over his pudgier body in the last few years were taught. His bicep was rock hard. As much as she enjoyed how his body had changed, this wasn't the situation to enjoy it.
Pulling him, she was able to catch Madam Rosmerta behind the bar. "Hello, Madam Rosmerta. Has Lord and Lady Davis arrived?"
The woman nodded her head. "Third room on the left, dear. I'm a little busy today, so it may be a few before a server comes to you."
"That is fine. Could I have two butterbeers when they come and have the tab put to the Longbottom account?" Neville said to her.
"Of course," Madam Rosmerta said, turning to jot something down on a pad before turning to the man that just approached the bar.
Neville opened the door for her. Her parents were sitting with Roger and Wendy. Tracey hadn't seen Roger in months, not since he had found an apprenticeship with the Unspeakables at the ICW. "ROGER!" she exclaimed, rushing to him. He stood up, allowing her to wrap her arms around him tightly.
Her father chuckled. "I see all those lessons in being a proper young lady have paid off."
Roger laughed as he returned the hug. "I never thought my sister would be so happy to see me."
"Oh, hush. Prat," she said affectionately when she let him go. "Wendy, how are you?"
Wendy got up to hug her. As she did, Tracey caught the ring on her finger. She twisted to take Wendy's hand. "You agreed to marry him?" she said incredulously, looking at the large diamond and recognizing the ring from their family jewellery.
Wendy laughed. "He has his merits at times," Wendy said before taking Tracey into a hug, which she allowed this time.
"Congratulations from the House of Longbottom, Scion Davis" Neville said, shaking Roger's hand.
"Thanks, Scion Longbottom," Roger said. Being more friends than casual acquaintances, Roger pulled Neville in, and they exchanged a one arm hug. "We are going to be brothers. Don't be so formal for now on."
Neville nodded as he pulled away. "I still had to acknowledge it properly," he said back.
"Neville did the right thing," her father said. "Please sit and join us."
Tracey moved to hug her mother as the others around the table settled. Neville did stand to hold out her chair after she hugged her father.
"So, is this why you wanted us to meet you? Is there an engagement party happening soon? Oh, can I be a bride's maid, Wendy? I know you have a younger sister, but Roger is my brother," she spouted out.
"Tracey, that is a little forward," her mother chastised.
Wendy just nodded her head. "I was hoping to ask you, but if you aren't that excited about it..."
Tracey couldn't keep in her squeal. "I would love to!"
Her father shook his head. "I had hoped you might curb her enthusiasm with time, Neville."
Neville looked a little solemn. "I find it rather endearing, Lord Davis."
Her mother gave Neville an exasperated smile. "If you are willing to put up with it."
"Oi! I'm not that bad," she said. "I act proper when I am supposed to."
"There are small graces," her father said with a wry smile. Neville chuckled next to her. She gave him a stink eye.
"To answer your question from earlier, Wendy and I are not going to have an engagement party. We are looking to marry over Christmas though," Roger told her.
She raised an eyebrow, then looked to Wendy. "That is a little soon," she commented.
"Roger is transferring back to England to work in our Ministry," father said. "Wendy will be starting an apprenticeship at St Mungo's next fall and our name will open more doors for her."
She still felt a little curious. She cast a glance to her mother, who only nodded. There was something about the look in her eye that had Tracey curbing her enthusiasm for the moment. Looking back to Roger and Wendy, she gave him another raised eyebrow. Roger held her gaze. "How did you figure it out?" he asked.
"I know that you like our traditions, and you wouldn't get married so quickly unless you had something to hide," she told him.
Her father snorted. "I had my doubts about you being a Slytherin, but I shouldn't have."
"Trace, what's going on?" Neville asked.
She looked to Wendy. "When should I expect my niece or nephew?"
Wendy's eyes were already wide. "What makes you think..." she trailed off at Tracey's gaze.
"Are you being presented at the Yule Ball at the Ministry before you are married?" she asked.
Wendy looked to Roger. After a nod, Wendy replied. "Yes. We are going to be married Christmas Eve. It's when my parents were married and we have been able to get the same church, then we have a bonder ceremony on Boxing Day."
Tracey still looked at her critically. "You are telling me you are not pregnant?"
Wendy flushed a little.
"Roger and Wendy are betrothed, Tracey. There is no impropriety here," her father said, misreading her reaction.
"I want to know when I can start spoiling my niece or nephew and teach them all the tricks I know," she said with a big grin.
"Oh, Merlin, help us," Neville commented.
Her mother gave a demure laugh. "Neville, you still have time to make a different decision," her mother said in a teasing tone.
"I could," he said, rubbing his chin.
She turned to him. "You will not!"
Everyone around the table laughed as her reaction and the way Neville was eyeing her up. Oh, she had done too good a job of getting him to loosen up and to act surer of himself.
"If you want, Wendy and I were thinking of asking you and Neville to be the godparents," Roger said a little casually.
Tracey stopped whatever she was going to say and turned back to him. "Godparents?"
"My sister is a little too young and Roger really approves of Neville and loves you," Wendy said.
She was still a little shocked. "Godparents? But Neville and I aren't betrothed yet," she said.
Her father's head shifted, and she looked to him. Neville was looking a little red when she followed her father's eyes. She blinked, her breath catching and her heart pounding. He looked up to meet her eyes. "Gran is joining us in a short bit. Harry and Daphne were going to be here too," Neville said.
Her hands went to her mouth. She wasn't seventeen until April. They didn't have to make this final until they were both eighteen. Not that she didn't want to be with Neville for the rest of their lives...
That was it though. She did want Neville. After hearing about how close Daphne and Harry had gotten lately, she found she wanted the same, but was holding back. She knew the rules. She knew the consequences.
Neville reached out to take one of her hands from her mouth. "If you agree, your father and my Gran have worked out an agreement. I would like you to accept it. I will not keep you back. We will stand equal, just like I know you have talked about with Daphne. I love you, Tracey Theresa Davis, and would like to call you Lady Longbottom at some point."
Tracey heard him, but at the words he loved her, she threw herself at him, her arms going over his shoulders and hugging him for dear life. "I love you. I love you," she repeated several times. Then she started to repeat, "Yes. Yes. Yes."
A knock came at the door. She didn't let go of Neville, pulling back and planting her lips on his, trying to show him all the ways she loved him and that she wanted this. Perhaps Daphne, Harry and Hermione had worn off on her more than she had thought. It was not like she had a decision... but she did now. The courtship agreement gave her one. Her father had given her the choice... maybe that was why she was so eager to accept this.
"I see that I came too late?" Madam Longbottom said.
"We can go if they need the private time," she heard Harry. “She is examining his tonsils.”
"That isn’t polite," Daphne chastised him.
Her brother laughed. "I think Daphne tackled you, if I remember right," Roger said.
She heard the stiffness in Daphne's voice as she snogged Neville for another moment. "I may have been a little exuberant when Harry asked."
"Exuberant? We’ll go with that, Heiress Potter-Greengrass. Tracey, we do have some important items to discuss and a betrothal to agree upon," her mother said.
Tracey pulled away, a huge smile on her face. "Where do I sign?"

  -oOo-


  November 9, 1996


  London, England

Harry flew out of the team box under the stadium. It was the first game of the season and was glad he had wised up. The rush of the cold November air on his face was exhilarating. He did his lap, speeding ahead of Katie as they turned towards the centre and flying overhead.
"Playing for Slytherin today is a rather new line-up. With Marcus Flint graduating last year, Adam Smithwick is the new Slytherin Captain and has allowed girls on the team for the first time in fifty-two years. I guess the prejudices are finally fading..."
"Ms Lovegood, none of that today," Headmistress McGonagall could be heard over the cheering crowds.
Just a few years ago the Slytherin were just about booed by everyone but their own house, but now, the school was clearly excited and thrilled to see both teams.
"I was just observing, Professor. Now, Captain Smithwick is coming out, followed by his two chasers, Astoria Greengrass and Amanda Heatherhoc. Behind them is the rather nice-looking Theodore Nott and the taken Blaise Zabini. Both are rather nice looking..."
"Ms Lovegood!"
"Oh, and here comes Terence Higgs. Though not as nice looking as Smithwick, Nott or Zabini, he has a certain hardness to him that can be quite attractive. Then you have the lovely Greengrass and Heatherhoc," Luna said.
Harry chuckled to hear Headmistress McGonagall’s groan, probably forgetting that the sonorous charm on the speaker cone picked up some of those close enough.
"And the Slytherin Seeker, a second year by the name of Robert Frost, lines up against Harry... I mean Potter, Professor," Luna corrected herself.
Frost was a small boy, whose eyes were wide as galleons to be lining up across from Harry, who was still chuckling. "I really missed her last year," Harry told the boy.
Frost looked even more unsure as Harry nodded towards Luna.
"Just don't make me dive into the ground," Frost said.
Harry looked to the boy. "Fine. No Wronski feints today, unless you try something."
The boy nodded. "My word is as good as yours."
Harry drifted over, extending a hand. "I look forward to the competition."
Frost's hand was shaking as he gripped Harry's. Harry sighed internally. This was part of why he hadn't wanted to play this year. It wasn't going to be fun with competition like this.
When the whistle blew, Harry took off at a decent clip around the field. Frost followed him. Harry could tell the boy was going to be a puppy-dog. He let out a sigh this time. He wished Dani was a year older. She was proving to be fun and loved playing seeker with him. She was also quick. Then again, he had bought her a new Nimbus 3000 so that she could get used to the speeds and fly a good broom. It turned a little better than his Firebolt, but wasn't as fast, so some trade-offs. Dani was taking to a broom just like he had. She was a natural.
Apparently, Neville hadn't been joking when he said the Longbottoms were pants at flying. Sirius had told him Frank Longbottom had refused to use a broom after his first year.
As he thought about all this, Harry took a detour down into the play, disrupting Astoria in a pass. "Bloody hell, Harry!" she yelled at him as he flew off, a huge smile on his face. If he couldn't have fun at seeking today, he could cause other issues. He caught Katie's eye and she shook her head, her eyes rolling before she turned back to the game to catch a pass from Ginny.
When he pulled up into a search pattern, Gryffindor had scored the first goal. Frost came near him, but not too close. Harry yelled over to him. "If you want to catch the snitch, you need to be a little more aggressive," Harry told him.
"I was told how you play," Frost said back.
"I'm not going to bite you," Harry called back.
Frost looked at him a little dubiously, then turned his eyes down towards the pitch.
Harry sighed, turning his attention to being serious. Katie wanted them to get at least two-hundred points before he caught the snitch so that they could have a demanding lead after the first game. Watching how the Slytherins were playing, Harry was starting to doubt that was going to be an easy thing. Astoria and Smithwick had rushed up the field, scoring a goal before Katie, Ginny and Demelza Robbins could regroup. The three girls had moved to bump hands, caught off guard by how fast Higgs had moved to grab the quaffle and through it to Smithwick. Amanda charged to block his chasers from following as Blaise and Theo beat the Creevey's to the bludgers.
"Oh, that was a nice play. Is there a name for that? I think the Slithering Shuffle would be a good name. Look how fast they are moving. And Slytherin..." Whatever else Luna was going to say was drowned out by the cheers of the crowd as Ron blocked an attempt. It was close to half the stadium rooting for each side today.
Harry focused to see the way Slytherin was playing. This wasn't the brutal tactics they usually used, and with Astoria and Amanda on Nimbus 3000's of their own, they were some of the fastest players out there. Ginny was on her Nimbus 2001. He had given Katie his Nimbus 2000 for the season and Demelza had a Nimbus 2001. It was a fairly even match-up with Smithwick using a Nimbus 2000. All the Slytherin's 2001's had been taken when Draco left. Something about them not being officially given to the school and repossession of Malfoy assets...
They went up and down the field, Astoria breaking away a few times, with Ron having a good day. Gryffindor scored another goal, with Smithwick and Amanda already rushing up the field as Higgs dove for the quaffle and Katie went to bumped wrists with Demelza as they turned. At least this time they were moving as the quaffle sailed over their heads. Ginny had turned to chase after the other two.
Looking at how they were playing, he cast a glance to Frost, who was starting to drift away from him, his eyes darting around the field. Harry had a suspicion at the intense look on the boy’s face. He felt his suspicions to be founded as Frost took off. Harry caught a golden blur down the field and took off. Frost dodged a bludger, allowing Harry to catch up to him. Frost's bony elbow came out and Harry shoved it away with his open palm, sending Frost off course and allowing Harry to force the boy to the left. When they straightened out, the snitch had gone.
Harry eyed the boy, who looked more serious now. When they levelled up, Frost asked, "What gave me away?"
"You weren't scared of me anymore," Harry said, bumping Frost as he started a serious search pattern now.
Frost gave a scowl. "I see no reason to be scared of a half-blood."
Harry raised an eyebrow. "Right. No more kid gloves."
Frost snorted as Harry pulled away. He was close enough to respond, but far enough that they would have to yell to talk. He kept an eye on the pitch, while looking for the snitch.
Seeing Astoria intercept a pass, Harry took off. He saw Blaise line up a bludger towards him. Harry chanced a glance and saw Frost following him, not looking as scared of him.
Harry put on more speed, the bludger missing him. "Cat in the trap," Harry yelled as he passed the Creeveys. They took off, trying to catch the bludgers. Katie heard him. "Weasley, low!"
Katie charged Astoria, forcing her to toss to Amanda. Ginny dove low, speeding down the pitch as Blaise and Theo took off after the Creeveys, obviously sensing something was up. Harry pulled up well above the ground and shot off towards their goal, picking up on Astoria as Katie dogged her. Demelza almost sandwiched Amanda into the wall as his chaser was able to rip the quaffle away. She didn't hesitate to turn and throw the quaffle. Smithwick had taken off after Ginny. In the confusion, the Creevey's were able to get both bludgers and Harry flew up. Frost dodged the bludgers but hadn't expected the long pass to nail him in the face.
Harry knew it was a bit of a dirty trick, but after watching some international games at Krum's invitation, he knew what was legal and expected. Though he doubted that a school team would play this way. He felt a little sorry when he heard the bludger connect with Frost's face, but this was quidditch.
Harry climbed up as the whistle blew. Levelling off, he saw Frost floating down, a hand to his face and blood dripping from his gloves.
Madam Hooch and the Slytherin team flew down to Frost. Katie, Ginny and Demelza flew up to him. "Why did we just take out a second year?" Katie asked.
"He was playing me and you three aren't taking the Slytherin seriously," Harry told them. The Creevey's and Ron were now joining them.
Katie gave him a cool look. "Come again, Potter?"
"You just let them score while you celebrated and three times now Greengrass has broken away and only Ron has saved us," Harry told her in no uncertain tone. "You have to play Greengrass, Katie. I told you she is good, and you are just letting her go. Leave Robins and Weasley to take on the other two, whoever is closer. The Creevey brothers need to take out Blaise or Theo."
Katie, who had been a strong captain and had been pushing them hard so far in training, gave him a quick glare before nodding. "Sure, Harry. But why did we take out Frost?"
"He was playing me is and arse," Harry said simply. He would talk to Daphne later. Frost could be a problem. He knew the rest of the Slytherin quidditch team was alright.
The whistle blew and everyone floated to their starting positions.
"Slytherin is benching Frost and taking out their back-up seeker. Danielle Danforth has been given permission to play as an alternate, as I have just been told. The first year will be facing off against her cousin, Harry... right, Potter," Luna said. "I hear Danforth has the Potter inborn ability to fly..."
"It is not an inborn ability, Ms Lovegood. Everyone can fly a broom," McGonagall said over Luna.
"They take to brooms like a horse to running. It is inborn," Luna argued.
Harry chuckled as he flew over to Dani. "You be careful."
Dani looked at him a little apprehensively. "Are you going to take me out like you did to Frost?"
Harry gave her a reassuring smile. "I'll play, but he annoyed me. I like you," he told her, backing up to his starting location. Dani looked a little mollified.
When the whistle blew, she took off like he had taught her too, and he followed her this time, enjoying seeing how she listened to him, but also did her own thing.
As the game went on, Katie took his advice and an hour later, it was Sixty-Fifty to Gryffindor with many plays being broken up on both sides. His future sister-in-law was proving to be even better than he thought, having scored three of the five goals. Dani started as he was watching the play. Harry glanced over. She was looking intently down the field towards the Slytherin goal posts, while drifting towards the Gryffindor. He looked down, quickly finding the golden ball down the field in the direction she was drifting.
"You ready!" he shouted, turning his broom down. Dani, as though spring loaded, did the same, and they both took off. Harry wanted the snitch, but he wanted to see what his cousin could really do. She closed the gap as he started to pull ahead. He thought he would have this until they shot past his chasers, and she suddenly kicked at his twigs. Harry swerved just a little. Dani was able to get a half broom lead as he straightened. "Sorry," she yelled, concentrating on her flying and the golden snitch they were quickly coming upon.
Harry let out a laugh. "For playing?" he shot back, pushing into her. He didn't hit her as hard as he might someone else, but she didn't give, pushing back. She had learned in the last two months. Harry smiled as she flattened more. The snitch took off to the right, the side Harry was on, and he cut a hard right. His speed took him onto the proper course quicker, but the tighter turn radius of the Nimbus 3000 had Dani right on his tail. Quite literally as he felt her broom hit his twigs. Harry flattened himself, putting on a small burst of speed. The snitch took a sudden dive down and to the left. Harry went after it, but Dani was able to pull inside of him.
"The cousins are fighting hard for the snitch. Go, Dani. Use those elbows," Luna said over the cheering crowd.
"MISS LOVEGOOD! We do not encourage violence," McGonagall corrected, but she didn’t' sound that into her admonishment.
Harry grunted as Dani caught his arm and then his ribs. Harry didn't want to hurt her, so gave her a good shove. She screamed as she just barely caught herself from hitting the wall. Harry normally wouldn't care, but she was his little cousin, and he was a lot larger. Dani responded with a determine look and shot off, clipping the front of his broom as he tried to make a one-eighty to get the snitch.
He wobbled, just missed a goal post and turned. "Ninety-fifty Gryffindor. Bell and Weasley have seen to figure out the Slytherin Chasers. Oh, it looks like they are holding hands..."
Harry caught Demelza trying to rip the ball out of Amanda's hands as they barrelled down the pitch. He refocused on the snitch. Dani had pulled a few broomsticks ahead with the major course correction. Well, they were on opposite sides of the pitch, with the snitch screaming up the centre. Harry was about to angle towards it when he felt the breeze of one bludger by his ear. The next one caught his arm, throwing it off the broom and sending a screaming pain up his arm.
"One-hundred to Fifty," McGonagall called out as Luna kept talking about Amanda and Demelza shadowing each other and wondering if love was in the air.
Harry leaned over. Dani was closer and only missed the snitch as it began a straight vertical climb. He was now realizing he had been too confident, and his admonishment of his team’s captain should have been for himself too. Dani was low to the ground and kicked off it, her Nimbus 3000 responding to the almost hairpin turn. Harry was starting to wonder if he might need to consider getting a 3000 for himself. He loved the speed of the Firebolt, but she was clearly out manoeuvring him today with that broom. He didn't even think about the skill it took to control a broom like that. She had been such a natural so far that he didn't doubt her skill was what was allowing her to use the broom that way. Using the Firebolt's speed, he was able to reach his max speed of one-hundred and fifty faster than she could reach the one-thirty hers could do. She was still closer. Harry closed the gap as the snitch kept going up.
They both leaned over the front of their brooms.
"One hundred to sixty," McGonagall cried out.
"I think Weasley was distracted by the way Amanda and Demelza are flirting," Luna commented.
“They are playing quidditch, Ms Lovegood,” McGonagall said in an exasperated tone.
Harry wanted to laugh as he reached out. Dani's smaller hand reached just inside his as he went to close his hand around the snitch. He grabbed her hand, the golden wings hanging out of it as they slowed down. Dani had a smile that stretched a mile. "I got it," she said disbelievingly.
The whistle blew some distance below them.
Harry let go of her hand. "You got it," he said approvingly. He was sad and upset with himself for taking this so cavalierly until now, thinking there wouldn't be any competition this year. He was also extremely proud of the twelve-year-old girl. She had turned twelve five days ago, and this was a great way for her to round up her birthday week.
"I got it! Did we win?" she asked, looking down. The two teams were going to the ground.
"Come on," he said, motioning towards the ground. "I think your house is ready to celebrate."
Dani's smile broadened. She brought her broom closer. "Thank you," she said, hugging him.
"You're welcome. I won't be going easy on you next time," he told her.
Her eyes widened. "That was easy?"
Harry laughed. "Come on. Your team is waiting."
She flew down into a scrum of green, with other colours interspersed here and there Harry made she Dani was on the ground in the scrum before he landed. Katie came up to him, punched him on the shoulder and then took his hand. She slammed the captain’s badge into his hand. "You go soft like that again and I'm taking that back," she told him, a fierce look on her face.
"What is this for? You’re captain," he told her as the others came up behind Katie.
"You were right and called the proper strategy. I was going to keep with what I was doing," she said. Her face softened. "This really belongs with you, even if you did let your cousin win."
Harry shook his head. "She got me fair and square. I should have listened to the same advice I gave you."
Ginny, some blood dripping from her nose, stepped up, "That is why you are captain, captain. Katie would not have realized that."
"Oi!" Katie said offended before looking mollified. "Yeah, you're right."
Ron came over. "You really do deserve it, Harry."
Harry looked at Demelza, who had a shiner starting to show, and then the Creevey's. Dennis smiled. "We managed to knock Zabini off, but he got back up and went right after you."
Harry nodded. "Fine. Take the rest of the weekend off. We'll have practice after last class Tuesday," he told them. "Do you guys want to keep Ron vice-captain or Katie? I need someone in the thick of it when I can't pay attention."
She gave him a sloppy salute with a grin. "Ron deserves it, captain. Well, I guess that means I can work on my Head Girl stuff more."
"That was your plan all along, wasn't it?" he asked as the others started for the scrum still around the Slytherin team.
She gave him a cheeky grin. "I'm never saying one way or the other. Come on, let’s go congratulate the Slytherins."
Harry grimaced. "Tracey is never going to let me live this down."
Katie put her arm around his shoulders and he did the same. "Don't worry. I'll tell everyone you lost to a little girl."
"Oi!" he exclaimed as the dirty blonde chaser laughed.
Daphne caught his eye and gave him a broad smile. Dani was laughing as she was lifted on some boy’s shoulders.





  
    Chapter End Notes

    Ok, looks like what I intended last chapter missed the mark. My intention for Harry and Quidditch was to show that he was trying to really focus and working to get his goals. The story arc about him going back to quidditch in this chapter was planned out before last posting, I just didn't anticipate the backlash would be there. That was why I laid the groundwork for Dani to be seeker, and Harry wanting to face her...
As far as Rosier and Umbridge, I had planned to do more with that as well as explain them. Just because they may belong to two such houses that are known to be 'Dark' and pureblood, it doesn't mean that there couldn't be cadet lines or individuals that are not the same. Look at examples like Sirius and Andromeda Black.


  


      

  











The Rites of Yule



    Chapter Notes

      My readers are AWESOME! If anyone would like to join me on Discord, go to my profile to get the invite for the Emerald Library.
The long break in publishing is due to work and life. Three out of four weeks in August of 2022 I was traveling, and the one week I was not, was used up preparing for travel. Now that things have settled, let the story continue.







  
  November 30, 1996


  Hogwarts, Scotland

Harry knocked on Professor Slughorn's door. Daphne was with him today.
When the door opened, the usually jovial potions master greeted them with a big smile. Harry had no doubt it had to do with the meeting that the man had arranged for them. Harry knew he would have to pay it back someday, but this was going to be important for establishing the guild.
"Ah, Scion and Heiress Potter-Greengrass, it is a pleasure that you could join us," he said, moving aside to let them in.
"Thank you, professor. I appreciate that you could bring everyone together," he replied.
Inside the outer room of the professor's apartment was a sitting room. It spoke of comfort with three cushioned sofas, a half dozen nice chairs, a tea table off to the side with eight chairs, pictures, trinkets, awards and other paraphernalia of a lifetime of achievements and achievements of those he had 'collected' into his Slug Club were apparent everywhere.
Harry was more interested in the four people already sitting at the tea table.
Auntie Amelia had her monocle on as she read some papers. A middling aged man with a balding head of light brown hair was talking with Croaker. Harry didn't want to deal with Croaker but had a feeling that he needed Croaker as he worked through the Peverel journals, and two new ones he had gotten from Daphne's library.
The last man was easily recognizable by his red hair and dragon tooth earing. Bill Weasley had been asked to come as a consultant. Harry hoped one day he might be able to ask Bill to join the guild, but he would never do that if it meant angering the goblins.
"Come, have a seat. I know you know most of the people here, but this is Mr Dirk Creswell, Head of the Goblin Liaison Office, and Lord William Weasley, recently promoted Senior Curse breaker for Gringotts," Slughorn introduced them.
Mr Creswell stood up, extending his hand. "It is so nice to meet you, Mr Potter. My daughter always has good things to say about you. And you, Ms Greengrass. I must say that you both have made lasting impressions on my daughter and her friends," he said with a smile.
"Nice to meet you, Mr Creswell, but I'm sorry to say I don't recognize your last name," Harry said, feeling a little guilty.
Mr Creswell waived him off before reaching to shake Daphne's hand. A Muggleborn then. That makes sense with how deeply rooted prejudices were against goblins by wizard raised.
Daphne took it in stride, reaching to shake his hand. "Your daughter is Melony?"
Mr Creswell gave Daphne a huge smile. "Yes. A Hufflepuff. She says you sit with her and Linnis and Reagan every once in a while."
Harry knew who the girl was now. "I know Melony. She is always giggling about something with Linnis."
"That sounds about right," the man said, sitting down as Bill stood.
"Bill, it's good to see you again," Harry said, only ever meeting him a few times as part of Alliance business.
"It's nice to see you," Bill agreed. When he reached for Daphne's hand, Bill leant over to brush his lips over her knuckles. "As always, a pleasure, Heiress Potter-Greengrass."
"Thank you, Lord Weasley," she replied, returning a small curtsy.
After greeting Croaker and his auntie, they sat and were all served tea before getting into the reason of being here. With a nod from his auntie, Harry looked to the table. This was his show. "I wanted to thank you all for coming at my request to Professor Slughorn," Harry said.
Croaker leaned back into his chair. "I must confess, I am rather curious why you would bring us together, especially with how much you have avoided me for months now. And why like this? You could have easily had us all meet at the Ministry or elsewhere."
"My bosses are rather interested as well," Bill put in.
He took in a deep breath, then let it out. "Before I tell you, I want your word that this will not leave this room until I am ready."
"You know I can't make an oath like that. The Ministry won't allow it," Mr Creswell said.
"I am not asking for an oath, but a promise," Harry replied.
Croaker rose an eyebrow. Bill nodded. "Client confidentiality is ensured with my services."
After a moment, Mr Creswell nodded. Slughorn looked ready to burst with curiosity. "I'll take the bait," Croaker said.
"I asked you all to come here today, through Professor Slughorn, because I don't want anyone else to know what I would like to do," Harry told them. Seeing he had all their attention, he went on. "I graduate the end of next school year. I want to establish a guild as soon after that as possible, but there are a few hurdles that my auntie and I have found."
Croaker had an unreadable expression. "A guild? There hasn't been an application for a new guild in decades."
"Seventy-three years," Auntie Ami said.
Croaker made a motion as though she had just made some big point.
Mr Creswell looked confused, but Bill had a frown. "I don't understand what this would have to do with my department unless you were looking to make a new bank," Mr Creswell commented.
"Not a bank, but a guild of warders," Harry said.
Bill's frown grew. "Harry, you know that the goblins are the only ones able to contract out for rune weaving or breaking? You can find private rune weavers, but they will only have a license for themselves and need to be trained by the goblins to get it. It isn't cheap either."
"That isn't entirely true," Daphne said next to him. They all turned their attention to her. "Heiress Granger and myself have been going through the treaties and laws around goblins and rune use. Auntie Amelia has put us in contact with some solicitors."
Croaker snorted. "So, she is still doing our research."
"No, she is helping me," Harry said. Harry had to add, "In her free time."
Both Bill and Mr Creswell didn't look that pleased. "I must advise you that it is unwise to go against Ministry policy on this. We have avoided having a goblin revolt for almost a hundred and fifty years and I would not like one while being Head of the liaison office," Mr Creswell said.
"Harry, you know the goblins won't take it well if you go against them," Bill said.
Auntie put the papers down and slid them towards Mr Creswell. "That is the petition to the goblins to seek a general license with a fee for each practitioner of the guild I am proposing. I will not be petitioning them to train me. As such, this is more a curtesy than a requirement."
Bill's eyes rose. "But treaties..." he began.
"Treaties only require me to notify the goblins and wait two years," Harry said.
Bill and Mr Creswell just looked at him. Croaker began to chuckle. "Oh, this is going to be good. When do I get my apprentice back? I assume that you asked me here because you need something from me in all this?"
"I'm afraid Heiress Granger has no desire to go back to the Unspeakables," auntie told him. "But we do need something from you."
Croaker gave Auntie Amelia a critical eye. "If you want something from me, I expect something in return, and Hermione needs me if she is going to change the Wizengamot."
"Actually, she doesn't," Daphne said next to him. "I am helping Heiress Granger as she helps us."
"Wait, are you telling me that there is a treaty that doesn't give exclusive rights to the goblins around ward weaving and breaking?" Mr Creswell asked. "I've read all the treaties."
"Have you read the ones that were made by the Camelot Court?" Harry asked. Croaker’s eyes widened.
Slughorn shook with anticipation. "Do you mean the rumours are true? You and Mr Longbottom?"
Harry gave a look to Daphne, who gave a slight nod. "And Ms Greengrass."
There was a heavy silence in the room for a moment. Croaker leaned forward like a greedy child. "A descendent of Merlin or Pendragon?"
Daphne sat tall. "Neither."
Bill winced, as though getting it right away. Mr Creswell looked a little lost. Professor Slughorn looked like he was a kid at Christmas while Croaker gave a smile that unsettled them.
"I had thought all the Le Fey lines to be extinct," Croaker said. "If you want my help, I want all your bloodlines."
Harry glared at the man. "No. Our bloodlines are family matters. I can offer you something else."
"I want your bloodlines. If we are to break the Ministry seals to create a new government, I need to know all your blood relations," the man demanded.
"No," Harry reiterated. "The deal will be you show me how to get to Camelot with unlimited access and I give you access to the guild to ward anything you need for ten years, free of charge."
Croaker narrowed his eyes. "Hermione comes back to the Unspeakables as my apprentice and you give me access to your library."
Harry shook his head. "You give me access to Camelot, and I offer you and the Unspeakables my services for ten years."
Croaker didn't look pleased. "I feel this is a rather one-sided deal."
"You have no idea what Harry will be capable of in a few years," Daphne said next to him. "You are getting a far better deal out of this than my betrothed."
They all sat there silently. Mr Creswell was reading over the petition. Bill shifted in his seat a little uncomfortably. "Are you serious that Camelot is still around? The goblins have been looking for it for hundreds of years and haven't found anything," Bill said.
"I want Hermione," Croaker demanded.
"Heiress Granger has no interest. Once she comes of age, you can propose something again, if she wants," Auntie Amelia said in a deadpan voice.
"Then I want the bloodlines," Croaker insisted.
Harry sighed. "Mr Creswell, can I ask you to present that petition to the goblins at your earliest convenience. Bill, if the goblins have any clue as to where Camelot is, I would like to talk with them to see if we can work out a deal."
Croaker leaned back with a sour expression. "Camelot will not be found without an Unspeakable."
"Perhaps, but it doesn't mean I can't try," Harry told the man. Some of the journals mentioned that the Peverells, and possibly the Titengasts or Le Fey could get there, but he hadn't found out how yet, and really wanted to see the fabled city and find out if there was anything there he could use. Or maybe study the wards around it. He knew he still had much to learn, decades of learning and experience before him, but if he could find a library of Merlin, he might get there faster... or need to spend a lifetime investigating. He was putting a lot of faith in his own abilities over the next decade or so. If he didn't have the support of his family and friends, he doubted he would feel confident enough to do this.
Bill eventually nodded. "I will talk with the goblins. I don't know what will come of it, but I know that Camelot is a prize they covet."
Croaker's face was a mask now. "The Unspeakables guard the sacred places of the isles. If you try to break into Camelot, you won't live to regret it."
"Then accept my deal," Harry told him. "I'll even let an Unspeakable join the guild so you can have someone to do all your work, but they won't give you any of my secrets."
Croaker’s empty expression didn't betray anything of what he was thinking. "Hermione and your bloodlines. Nothing else."
"Then I hope your bosses will be willing to have a meeting over the Christmas hols," Harry said to Bill, who nodded.
Mr Creswell looked up. "I need to do some digging through the archives before I present this. The goblins will cry war if you are trying to break any treaty."
"There is nothing illegal. I will get you in touch with Mr Tonks and he can show you where the treaties were found and where reference to them still exist in current treaties," auntie told Mr Creswell.
Croaker's eyes were boring into him. "You won't find a way in."
Harry gave him a cheeky smile. "We'll see."

  -oOo-


  December 7, 1996


  Hogwarts, Scotland

Today was the first Hufflepuff-Slytherin game. Dani was nervous. She had won against Harry, thinking she had out flown him, but she wasn't so sure now. Since then, they had practiced with each other once a week. Where she had thought he had really been pushing her before, Harry was flying and searching for the snitch at a totally different level now. If she was going against him this week, she knew that she would not be able to win this time.
On the other hand, she was looking forward to playing against the third year Rebecca Roth. After her last performance, and a temper tantrum by Frost, the team had decided to make her first string, with Frost as her backup. It had seemed to split Slytherin, with about one of every three giving her a wide birth, a nasty look, or both.
Since the incident with Pucey, she had stuck close to her friends, and the friends of Harry and Daphne, whenever she could. Her year-mates seemed to be the only ones fully behind her, with about a third of each older year openly supporting her.
She knew this was the politics and pecking order of the house. She was becoming to realize how much influence her cousin and his betrothed had in the school, and she was being protected by them right now. As well as the unspoken rule that all those under fourth year were to be protected and not brought into the fray unless they ventured there themselves. She was staying away from the politics, sensing she would not be able to avoid them in the future.
The more she understood that the more she had this burning desire in her to step out into her own.
Daphne, Harry, Neville, Tracey, Hermione and Blaise all had a strength that those in their house knew and recognized.
Dani wanted that and to not fear people like Pucey.
The broom in her hand was a way to get there. She knew that. Performing well and winning the House Cup would give her a status that would make some think twice. She also knew she had most of the team behind her. If she could make her own friends among the team, she knew she would have another layer of protection. It was like the popular girls back home.
"You ready, Danforth?" the older Smithwick said to her, reaching out to run a hand through her hair.
"Gert off," she said, earning a few chuckles from the rest of the team.
"He's just making sure your hair is the right type of messy," Blaise teased.
"Leave her be," Astoria told the older black boy. "I'll show you how to tame it later."
"Really?" Dani asked excitedly.
"Nothing some Sleakeasy’s or Good Witch Hair Serum shouldn't help," Amanda agreed.
She caught Frost and Emerick eying her from the background. Both were second strings and she had seen them talking with Pucey the other day.
"If you called her Potter, she would fit right in with the git," Theo scoffed and the boys chuckled.
"She's cuter," Astoria stuck up for her.
"Welcome all to the fourth game of this extended season. With Gryffindor’s win two weeks ago, this sets up the Slytherins for a tight race for first, but will they hold it with nine more games after this..." a boy announced outside the changing rooms.
"Right, you all. Get the rest of your gear on and we are flying in just a minute. Remember, keep the plays disrupted while Danforth searches for the snitch. If she goes for anything, get those bludgers on their seeker. You understand?" Smithwick told Blaise and Theo.
"Got it, captain," Theo replied. Blaise just nodded.
"Greengrass and Heatherhoc, I want you two playing tight to start. Let’s see how their front-line works. I will be playing below or behind if you get into trouble."
"You hear that, Amanda, you ride my arse," Astoria said, getting some guffaws from the boys and a blush from Amanda. It was a joke between them since the first game that Luna had commentated. She wasn’t this week but was supposed to for the next match.
"You are hanging out with Potter and Lovegood too much," Amanda said.
"Now, the Slytherin Team..."
"Let's go," Smithwick said, kicking the doors open and mounting his broom.
Dani flew out last to uproarious applause. She felt a little overwhelmed, especially when she saw Harry and Neville sitting with the Slytherin. Luna had a giant snake on her head and most of the stadium seemed to be cheering her on as she came up to line up against the third year Hufflepuff Roth. The girl was larger than her, with short, pixie cut brown hair that was just poking out around her helmet. The girl’s brown eyes were sizing her up. She didn't look unfriendly, just serious as Dani approached her.
"Good luck," Dani said, years of playing football instilling a strong sense of good sportsmanship.
Roth reached out a hand. "Good luck to you too. Have you really been training with Potter?"
"As often as possible," she replied.
Roth nodded. "I trained with my cousin, Cedric Diggory, and Victor Krum over the summer. This should be fun."
Dani felt a little nervous, but she knew Harry had beaten Krum once before. She was determined to win, linking her standing in Slytherin to holding that small snitch in her hand. She would send this one back home to her sister.
They flew back to their positions, Madam Hooch ready to start the game.
"The snitch is loose. The captains are shaking hands. They all line up and the quaffle is loose! Greengrass and Heatherhoc are off on their Nimbus 3000's. Brentwood and Bones are on their tails as Smithwick drops low. Ulbricht goes high and the Hufflepuff beaters almost take out Greengrass. What a twist and Heatherhoc has the quaffle. Smithwick. Stolen by Bones. Ouch! That had to hurt..." the boy announced.
Dani winced to see Susan take a quaffle to her leg, throwing her out of her line and passing to her teammate, Astoria almost intercepting it.
Roth was flying a lazy circuit around the pitch, but Dani wasn't having it. Harry told her the snitch often stays close to midfield for the first five or ten minutes and she would play close to that, then decide if she would chase after Roth.
Roth, seeming to catch her game, did a zigzag back.
"Hufflepuff is first on the scoreboard today! Bones with an excellent faint... and the Slytherin are already on the attack. That looks like a Tri-delta play. The Puffs will need to look out for the high pass..."
Dani listened to the announcer with one ear as she searched the pitch. When she mentally counted to six hundred, she left her small circles around the centre and took off in an opposite zigzag of Roth, keeping one eye around the pitch, the other constantly keeping an eye on Roth. It was a little bit that they kept up this opposite pattern. She was trying to wait out Roth's first move, but it didn't seem to come.
"This is a fast-paced game. Fifteen minutes in, 30-20, Hufflepuff in the lead and the chasers having a furious battle as the bludgers have already left bruises on all. The sides are evenly matched as the Seekers just take their time above the game..."
Dani felt a little annoyed at that comment.
Wanting to see how Roth would react, Dani dove through the play as Susan screamed up the field on her own Nimbus 3000. She could tell that Roth hadn't seen the snitch yet, so she didn't feel guilty to copy what she had seen Harry do. "Above!" Dani cried out.
Susan looked up, her eyes widening, and she swerved as Dani flew past her. Dani heard the crack of the bats, and with the instinct of all good seekers, she barrel-rolled, the bludgers missing her. As she did, she caught a golden light by her goal posts. She came out of the dive, levelled out, then pressed her small body flat against the broom. She knew Smithwick wanted a good lead, so she would try to keep Roth off the snitch for now.
Roth was already angling towards her. The way she was heading towards Dani, she knew the girl hadn't seen the snitch yet. Dani angled a little more up, seeing the snitch flit off to the right. Roth followed her.
When they levelled out, Roth was giving her a look. "That was a bit reckless."
Dani gave her a smile. She wouldn't give away she had seen the snitch. "It worked. Slytherin is tied now."
Roth eyed her, staying closer now. Dani didn't like being dogged. It was one thing when she was doing so to Harry, but not here. The game below was going at a fast pace, but for the next twenty minutes neither side seemed to get the upper hand and the score stayed stubbornly at 30-30.
Dani thought she caught sight of the snitch again. Roth didn't, so they maintained their search pattern. As clouds started to move in, she was getting worried.
"A brilliant play by Bones and Ulbricht charge the Keeper as Trask keeps Heatherhoc and Smithwick busy. Zabini gets his bat on a bludger..." there was the distinctive clang of metal on metal. Dani caught the two bludgers striking in mid-air. If that hadn't happened, Susan would have gotten a bludger to her back. "Nice aim by the Hufflepuff Beater..." There was a cheer that erupted from the stands as Susan passed to her teammate and the Puffs were in the lead again.
Feeling annoyed that almost forty minutes in that her team was so low on the scoreboard, she caught Smithwick's eye as he flew by. He shook his head, indicating that it wasn't time yet.
From the way Roth moved a little closer, she knew the girl had seen the interaction. Thinking of what Harry had told her, she didn't hesitate to roll over and dive for the grass. If you couldn't go for the snitch, then try to shake the competition, he had told her.
Roth was right on her twigs as she raced toward the ground. As she did, the snitch ran across their path. Dani had to pull up hard, twisting in mid-air as she turned towards the snitch. Roth was pushed just as hard. Dani's natural talent was match by the flying experience of Roth. Roth pulled up next to her. The older girl was a little heavier. Dani's experience in football allowed her to rebuff the girl's elbows.
The snitch turned and a bludger caused them to separate. When Dani got back on track, the snitch was gone. They did one lap below the play before going back up.
When they were up above again, Roth asked, "You were trying to drive me into the pitch, weren't you?"
"That is part of the game," Dani told her, seriously looking for the snitch again as the score had started to pick up.

  "50-40 Slytherin ahead this time with Greengrass and Heatherhoc just interrupting Bones. The Beaters are having their own battle, trying to knock each other off... Nott hits a bludger into Bones!"

Roth gave her a smirk. "I thought I would be bored today."
Dani snorted.
"60-40. Smithwick gets his second goal."
Dani caught a fleck of gold about twenty feet up and half across the pitch. She flattened out. Roth had seen it too. Dani swerved to bump her shoulder into Roth. Roth's determination just had her hitting back. Dani used her slightly lighter form to press her broom just a little faster. She knew that Smithwick wanted to have a hundred points on the board. Roth was seriously going for the snitch.
Roth put an elbow into Dani's side as she pulled ahead. Biting her lip, she charged into Roth, dipping just a little to hit the front of the girl's broom with her own. Roth went off track, having to pull up.
Dani was clipped in the face when Roth's broom got her. Dani didn't lose her line though and was reaching for the snitch as Roth came up on her twigs. She let out a small scream as she felt her broom being pulled back. Her fingers just missed the snitch.
It was blagging, but when Seekers were in a chase, penalties like that were often overlooked until the chase was over. Dani kicked a foot back. Roth let out a scream as her hand was hit by Dani's boot. The snitch took a sudden right turn and tried to go past her. Dani reached out, almost jumping off her broom to catch the snitch by a wing. It tried to get out of her fingers until she pulled it in and grabbed it with her other hand.
The whistle blew as she held up the snitch.
Landing, she found herself in a scrum of her team and others. Smithwick put a hand on her shoulder. "Good job," he told her over the crowd.
"I know I caught it too soon," she replied.
"You did what you needed too. I saw the way you and Roth were going. She would have caught it if she could have," he said.
Harry was suddenly at her side. "Way to go, Dani."
She turned away from her captain to hug her cousin. "I just did as you said."
"I can't wait to play you next," he told her.
A squealing Gwen and Cordie were next. After a few hugs, they were moving towards the locker rooms as her house was moving back to the common room to get a party going.
"You did great. We'll get you some bruise cream for your cheek," Astoria said, a black eye forming on her face.
Dani touched her cheek. It was really soar. "Totally worth it."
Astoria, Blaise and Theo laughed. "She's as crazed as Harry."
Dani beamed as Astoria wrapped an arm around her shoulder. "I'll take her on our team over Harry."
"Good thing. After today, she's our starting seeker for the season," Smithwick stated.
"You are going to put a mudblood over me?" Frost said in an acid tone.
The jovial mood turned sour. "What was that, Frost?" Astoria asked, her voice becoming emotionless and her face a mask. The three boys in front of her all stopped and turned to look at the second year Frost.
Amanda was standing at Astoria's side.
"She's a mudblood! Not even a half-blood. Why is she even in Slytherin?" Frost demanded, not realizing, or caring, that he had five older students staring him down.
"Danielle Danforth is a squib-born, if you really want to get into it. Her cousin is Scion Harry Potter-Greengrass. She is as good as my cousin, since my sister and the scion Potter-Greengrass are going to marry. There is nothing wrong with her blood or who she is and if you have an issue with that, you can go through me," Astoria said, pulling Dani in closer to her side.
"You aren't the only one," Blaise said, stepping before them.
Theo was right at his side.
Smithwick stepped before them. "Listen, Frost. I get where you are coming from and what Slytherin has been, but that isn't our house anymore. If you haven't noticed, things are changing. If I ever hear you say that about Danforth again, you are off the team, and I will report you to Professor Slughorn."
Frost glared at them all for a moment. After a moment, he threw his broom down and struggled to get his quidditch robes off. They landed in a heap on the floor. "I quit. If you are going to protect someone like that, you aren't worth it."
"Fine by me," Astoria said in her emotionless voice.
Dani looked between them all. This wasn't the first incident like this. Knowing her teammates backed her and would stick up for her like this had her standing tall. "I am not a mudblood," she said defiantly to Frost as he glared at her.
Frost just huffed, picked up his broom and walked away.
The other three backups hadn't said a word. Smithwick squared off against them. "Any of you have an issue with this?"
Oslo shook his head. Norwell and Westhill looked at them for a moment. Westhill said, "As long as Danforth keeps winning, I don't care."
"Does that mean you don't think she belongs?" Blaise challenged.
The boy shrugged. "I figure no matter what I say, it won't matter. She is protected by you and the others. Whether I stand for the old alliance or the new, I know when to blend in. Personally, I really don't care. I would be careful of Frost, though. His family is close to Pucey’s, and they are up to something."
Westhill pushed past. Norwell shrugged too. "I'm with Westhill on this one." He then followed his friend.
Astoria snorted. "Welcome to the house of the snakes," she said.
Dani wasn't that surprised anymore.

  -oOo-


  December 21, 1996


  Rotherham, England

Daphne was pinning her hair up when Astoria entered her room. It was close to eight and everyone would be over soon to celebrate Yule. With the solstice falling on the same day as the Hogwarts Express return to London, the festivities felt a little rushed this year.
"You look nice, Tori," she said to her sister, looking at the girl in her mirror. Astoria had just turned fifteen a month ago and she was looking like a young lady now. The dark burgundy dress highlighted her curves and the childness was leaving her face.
"You do too. Do you need help getting your hair up?" she asked, moving in and taking the long hair pin from Daphne. It was one of three jade hair pins that her mother had taken from the family vaults for her. She was old enough and would be seventeen in less than a week. There were two decorative combs, one with silver filigree and the other with gold, the three pins, a brush and a few other odd hair assortments.
"Thank you," she told her sister.
"How many times have you helped me over the years?"
Daphne gave her sister a smile. "Well, when you weren't annoying me," she countered.
Astoria gave her a mischievous grin. "Little sisters are supposed to annoy older sisters. Harry will be happy to see you wearing this tonight."
"I hope so. It is a beautiful set," Daphne said, running her hand over the jade comb with the gold filigree.
"There," Astoria said.
Daphne turned her head from side to side. "Thank you."
Astoria moved in and gave her a small hug from behind. "Any time. Are you ready for tonight?"
Daphne smiled. Yule, especially the first Yule after a betrothal, was a special time for a couple. It would be the first time they would formally be presented before magic on the rebirth of the year. "I used to fear being betrothed by seventeen. I thought father would find me someone he approved of, but I would not."
"I know. I want Harry as my brother someday."
"I want him as my husband," she said back.
"Tonight?" Astoria asked, a brow raised.
Daphne laughed. "No. We should be out of Hogwarts before we marry, but I am going to participate in the ritual tonight."
Astoria's brow rose. "I thought you and Harry already were that intimate?"
"I have wanted too. We have come close. Yule is a special time though," Daphne said. Yule was a special time. Her mother had talked to her just before they had gone back to school, planting in Daphne the significance of a night like this and how magic could strengthen their bond, especially if it was the first time.
"Do I need to distract people so you can get away?" Astoria asked, that playful look on her face that she could get up to no good.
"Mother knows. After the fire is burning and we celebrate the goddess and her mate, I will celebrate mine," she said. Her father and Madam Bones would understand. Harry and her were not going to do anything they should not, and father would appreciate the significance of the night, though he may still not want her and Harry to do so yet. The thing was, she was almost seventeen. Her parents had no say in what she chose to do with her betrothed, and Harry being sixteen and a scion of important houses that he was the last heir too, he was already recognized as being of consensual age.
She had no intention of becoming pregnant from tonight, but it was going to be their responsibility... her responsibility... to provide heirs in the not-too-distant future.
Astoria gave her a small kiss on her cheek. "Harry is going to be one lucky man tonight."
Daphne gave a smug smile. "He will be."
Astoria giggled. "I wish Terry could be here."
Daphne gave her sister a questioning look. "Aren't you a little young?"
Astoria flushed a little. "Not for that!"
Daphne giggled at her sister's reaction. "When you are, let me know. I can get you what you need."
Astoria was still blushing. "Thanks, Daph."
Daphne patted Astoria's hand on her shoulder.
When Harry arrived, he was in a more formal set of wizarding robes. They were quite flattering on him as they were tailored to show his broader chest and more muscled body. He was quite a different figure than he had been almost three years ago when she had first approached him for help.
The flash of desire in his eyes to see her in her more form fitting dress had a smile, and her own spark of desire, come to her.
"Heiress Potter-Greengrass," he said, taking her hand and kissing it.
"My Scion Potter-Greengrass," she replied.
He let her hand go to greet her father. Susan had a smile on her face when Daphne turned to her. She was surprised to see Dean Thomas with her. "I hope you don't mind, but Dean has never attended a Yule celebration."
"Of course not, Susan. Your family and friends are always welcome here," she said, greeting them.
Dean was looking at her hand. "Do I need to greet you and your family like Harry did?"
"No. This is an informal thing. Harry was just being more a gentleman than usual," she commented.
"Oi! I resemble that remark," Harry replied, causing Susan to giggle and Dean to laugh.
As her father turned to them, Susan curtsied. "Evening, Lord Greengrass. I was hoping you would welcome my boyfriend, Dean Thomas, tonight? He has never been to a formal Yule celebration and wanted to come."
Her father bowed to Susan and stretched out a hand to Dean. "Of course not, Heiress Bones. Mr Thomas, it is a pleasure to invite you into our home and to share the traditions that many are forgetting. Will we have any other guests tonight? The Grangers just arrived about fifteen minutes ago and the Zabinis will be joining us shortly."
"Not that I know of, sir," Susan said.
"Anders, a pleasure to see you tonight. I don't plan on any other add-ons for now," Auntie Amelia commented.
"Dean is not an add-on," Susan complained.
Dean gave a nervous smile. Sharing a look with Harry, she moved in and hooked an arm around Dean's. "If you come with me, I can show you the games room and the pyre out back. We'll be lighting it at midnight."
Dean gave a nervous chuckle. "Are we going to dance naked by it?"
She laughed. Susan gave a giggled, "I wouldn't say no."
"Heiress Bones," her mother chastised, though not sounding offended. It wasn't that long ago that that part of the tradition had been dropped. "If you are going to do that, we have skins set up in the orchard," she whispered, earning a deep blush from the redhead.
Auntie Amelia shook her head. Daphne wanted to laugh, knowing what she planned to do later. She wasn't sure if Susan took her mother literally or was thinking it was just a joke. Daphne was sure Susan knew the old traditions. Dean didn't get it, but she caught that look of lust in Harry's eyes grow a little more. Harry had been taught these old traditions in the last few years and obviously made the connection. She gave him a mysterious smirk. She was nervous, but extremely excited at the same time.
The evening was fun.
When it was close to midnight, they all made their way outside to the pyre. Wood was stacked five feet high and a few feet across. It would burn from midnight to dawn, signifying the burning of the old year and providing ash to fertilize the new year.
Harry stepped up next to her, slipping an arm around her waist as they all gathered. She leaned her head against his shoulder for a moment, before standing straight as her father walked to stand before them.
"On behalf of my family, I would like to thank you all for coming tonight," he said to them. "Tonight, we celebrate Yule, a tradition stretching back to the Picts and Celts that once ruled this land. Paying homage to the old gods and the land is not often done anymore, but it is essential to our connection to the land. The blood of those that have called this land home for generations owe their blood to the land, and the land provides for those that nourish it."
Daphne could feel the magic under her feet as her father spoke. This year was the first time she had been able to really recognize it, meaning magic saw her as an adult and capable of taking the blessing of fertility and grace. In years past, she knew this was a magically charged night. She just hadn't felt it like this.
Given the way Harry tightened his hold around her, she was sure he felt it too.
"As the moon reaches its zenith," her father said, indicating the moon, which was three days shy of being full, "we celebrate the year that has gone by and celebrate new beginnings for the year to come."
"If you would all raise your wands, we shall light the pyre, then offer our gifts of sacrifice and the hope of the new year."
Daphne took her wand out. Harry had to release his hold of her waist to do so. She didn't like the loss of contact. Raising their wands, they waited for her father to indicate it was time. Nine sets of sparks or small flames hit the pyre, setting it ablaze in seconds.
Reaching into her pocket, she took out a twig that was wrapped in a ribbon and holding small locks of hair from her and Harry tied at the ends. The ribbon was one her grandmother had given her as a small child. It was worn and frayed from how often she had worn it in her hair. It was her sacrifice.
The small locks of hair were to represent her desire to marry Harry. She wanted to be joined with him, and the offering of magic from the both of them would show her intention to magic.
Harry had pulled a letter from is pocket. Looking at it, she recognized the green ink that Hogwarts used for their letters. She gave him a look. He gave a small smile. "My acceptance letter was a new beginning and the end of an old life. I am hoping it will work to bring us a new life as I finally let go of my past," he told her.
She cast him a smile, wanting to snog him right there. The casting of the gifts was supposed to be a solemn affair, though. After her father had cast his gift in, they all followed suit.
For a little while they just observed the fire. When her father turned, he indicated the manor. "Whomever wants, our elves will have some spiced, hot mead and other delicacies."
She took Harry's hand and kept him in place. He gave her a questioning look and she returned what she hoped was a sultry smile. Giving the need that rose in his eyes, she figured she did well.
Hermione and Blaise and Susan and Dean stayed outside with them.
Daphne gave a small nod to the other girls and pulled Harry away. "Where are we going?" he asked her.
"Do you feel the magic tonight?" she responded.
Harry was silent for a few. "Are you sure?"
She pulled him into the orchard. "I want to be with you," she replied.
He tried to pull her in closer. With a force of will, she resisted, pulling him in deeper into the leafless trees and to an area only lit by the moonlight. In the small clearing between the apple trees was a large fur lain out on the ground. Rune stones were lain at points to make a five-sided pentagon. On top of the large fur lay another.
The furs were Greengrass family heirlooms, hunted on a new moon around the spring equinox many generations ago. The shimmering black of a moon bear's fur was unmistakable. The greater magical animal was a representation of the earth god. The runes a link to the goddess. As was tradition, nothing of the animal had been wasted. A great feast had been prepared and the proper homage paid to the beast, and one of the men that had lost his life for the boon. As was tradition, magic could not have been used to obtain the furs.
Daphne and Harry wouldn’t be the first to christen their new lives together on these, and Daphne hoped they would not be the last, knowing the significance of the magic woven into the runes and furs.
She felt herself respond, her core heating. Harry took in a deep breath. Turning to him, she wrapped her arms around his waist, as he protectively wrapped his arms around her.
"You know why we are here?" she asked him.
Harry looked down to her, his eyes radiating power. The draw to him grew. "I love you, Daph. I want to love you for the rest of our lives. I promised to wait as long as you want, but if you are offering a union tonight, I won't be able to say no."
She gave him another sultry smile, going up onto her tip toes to kiss him. "You are my betrothed. My love. You promised forever and I am going to keep you to that promise."
"It's not a promise, it’s an oath," he responded, sending a shiver through her as magic recognized his words. He was aware of what he was saying.
"Then I pledge myself to my future husband and want this union," she said, kissing him again. This time she felt Harry shiver with her words.
The response to her kiss and words was all it took for them both to lose themselves in the feel of the night. She wouldn't ever really remember how they managed to make their way between the furs, but she would remember the feel of their naked flesh moving against each other, the first time they had fully been so with each other, until the day she died.

  -oOo-


  Back at the mansion...

Amelia looked out at the lawns from the back garden. She was standing sentinel to the pyre as it burned down. The magic swirled around the grounds tonight, more so than in many years she could remember a Yule night feeling as such.
A door opened and closed behind her. A moment later, Iliana stepped up next to her, two steaming cups of mead in her hands. In the cold night, it smelled delectable. The dark hair woman held one of the cups to her.
"I thought you might enjoy it," she said.
"Thank you," she replied, taking the hot cup. After a deep inhale of the spiced mead, she took a drink. After letting out a contented sigh, she said, "My compliments to your elves."
Iliana smiled and held her flagon up as a toast. "It is a guilty pleasure that I took from my family."
"There is nothing guilty about this. It is sinful," she replied, earning a satisfied look from Iliana.
They looked out over the grounds towards the orchard. Iliana was the first to break the silence. "This is the first time since Anders and I were first married that a proper tribute was paid to the gods."
Amelia smiled. "I may not always hold to the old traditions, but I can't deny how magic responds to the proper ways."
Iliana smiled. "No. I can't deny it."
Both woman closed their eyes for a moment. It wasn't long before there was a spike in the feel of the magic on the grounds. It was a pleasant spike, as though the magic had been pent up for years and rejoiced in whatever was happening.
"I trust Susan is protected?"
"Yes. She is becoming a woman in her own right," she replied. "And Daphne?"
"Since her little declaration last summer, she has been on the potion," Iliana affirmed.
Amelia smiled. "You have a strong daughter."
"And she has found a strong match. Daphne made it quite clear she had no plans of returning to her room tonight," Iliana said.
"Susie didn't say a thing. I will wait another hour or so to see if she and Dean come back up," Amelia told her.
"Hermione and her parents will be staying the night. You are welcome as well. We have an extra room," Iliana offered.
Taking another sip of the hot mead, Amelia nodded. "I think I shall go home. This is a night for the young to celebrate their coming of age before magic. I will have to check tomorrow if the Ministry recognizes this."
"You mean Susan and Dean? I didn't think they were that serious yet," Iliana commented.
"I don't think they are either. I was thinking Harry and Daphne. She turns seventeen next week, and Harry is betrothed and scion of his House," Amelia said.
Iliana snorted. "Oh, I thought that was a given. I think after tonight, it will only be the formality of the wedding shortly after they graduate to finalize their union to the Ministry. I just wonder if they will realize it."
Amelia chuckled. "I have no doubt that your daughter understands the significance of what she is doing tonight."
Iliana smiled. "I don't either. I am unsure how Anders will view this. This will conflict with the traditions of the betrothal for the wedding night, but it is also tradition to have magic bless the union in this way. Tonight is stronger in many ways."
Shaking her hand, Amelia replied, "I mean this in the best way, but Anders can go sod off with his traditions. The moment we signed that contract, it was up to Harry and Daphne how they wanted to proceed. I give them both my blessing with the path they have chosen."
"As do I. Anders will come around if he doesn't already approve. I will be pleased to call that boy my son from this day on," she said, taking a drink of her own mead.
"I have been privileged to have him as my own, even if it was for far shorter than it should have been," Amelia said. "My only concern of this night is what Susan's intent was."
"You are worried if she meant this as a union or just as a rite of passage?" Iliana asked.
"Yes."
"And what of Hermione and Blaise?"
Amelia smiled. A door opened behind them. "Hermione would not have done this without understanding what could happen. I see how they love each other, and Phoenicia and Jane approve."
"I approve of what?" the black skinned woman asked as she joined them.
“What of my daughter?” Jane asked.
There was another pulse of magic across the grounds. It was impossible to know which couple produced which pulse. The three witches looked towards the orchard. Phoenicia smiled. "I see."
“What was that?” Jane enquired.
“It would appear that even you can feel the blessing of the earth mother and horned god,” Phoenicia commented.
Jane scrunched her brow. Iliana spoke up. “As far as we know, since the days the first magic practitioners inhabited these lands, there have been four main holidays when magic is at its strongest. Yule is the time of death and rebirth, though the holiday of All Hallows Eve has taken precedence over the realm of the dead in recent centuries. That pulse was from two young people participating in a ritual as old as time. The earth mother and horned god has blessed the union.”
They were silent to see Jane working through that. “Are you telling me this is a magically sanctioned night for orgies and sex?”
The three witches laughed. “Orgies, no. A night of passage from youth to adulthood before magic, yes. That pulse would only come from two that love each other and have given themselves willingly and wantonly to the other. I would bet that Harry and Daphne and Hermione and Blaise have pledged themselves.”
“You do not think Susan and Dean?” Iliana questioned.
Amelia shook her head. “I believe she has taken the rite of passage, but they are still relatively new in their relationship, and I am not sure Susan is ready to settle.”
“Jane, we should meet this week to work out the betrothal. If I know my son, he will be asking for it soon and it would protect your daughter,” Phoenicia said.
"I would recommend talking to your son first. If Hermione is anything like Harry, she will want a proper muggle proposal, not just a meeting to finalize the paperwork," Amelia suggested.
“Hermione will want a proposal. I understand Hermione is of that age, but how can you all be so content and happy at this? Shouldn’t they all be a little older?” Jane questioned.
After a moment, Phoenicia nodded. "I will talk with him. As for how old they are, magic will decide when they are ready, it is just up to our children to recognize it. We can guide them, but this must be their choice. Will this push the plans for Daphne and Harry forward?”
“No. Daphne told me what she had planned, and I ensured they would not have any child from it. Daphne wants to wait until after they graduate,” Iliana said.
“Harry will wait for her, but he wants a family,” Amelia replied.
“Phoenicia, do you really think a betrothal is necessary?” Jane asked.
“We can get together this week. Would you like Amelia there for the initial negotiations or when we are ready to finalize them?”
Jane looked between them. “I will never get used to how backwards this world is. I’ll talk with Dan. Amelia, you will be available?”
“I have a meeting with Harry and the goblins on the twenty-seventh and we are hosting Dean’s family on Boxing Day,” Amelia told them.
“The twenty-eighth then?” Phoenicia proposed.
“Harry has plans for Daphne for her birthday. They and all their friends are to be here for dinner,” Iliana reminded them.
“The morning of the twenty-eight or twenty-ninth will work,” Jane said. “Let me talk with Dan. I’m sure Hermione will want to be involved too.”
“You can get a framework and then finalize things after Blaise proposes. I know Harry is still disappointed he was not able to do it the way he wanted,” Amelia said.
Iliana sighed. “I’m just glad it turned out well.”
“As am I,” Amelia responded.
The four women fell silent as they felt the magic around them. By dawn it would settle, but tonight the god and goddess were blessing the grounds and those pledging themselves to each other.
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  Rotherham, England

The sun was slowly illuminating the grounds of Greengrass Manor as it crept towards the horizon in the early dawn light. The morning was cold, causing Harry to pull the fur over his face. Daphne's head was against his chest, buried under the fur and hugging him. Feeling her stretching her body against his, her feet moving to rub against his and letting out a cute snort as she slept had his heart leaping, not to mention other parts of him.
Glancing out of the fur, he could see the early rays of sun glistening on frost in the fruit trees upper branches. He shivered as he shifted and cold air rushed in. Daphne shivered, her arm on his chest moving to his side and hugging him closer. The shiver that went through him next had more to do with the bare skinned vixen against him than the cold air.
Looking out again, it started to really hit him that Daphne was sleeping with him. The fact she was completely nude, and the images from last night, really had him heating up quickly.
He shifted again.
"Ten more minutes," a muffled voice said as she moved to snuggle against him as close as she could.
He put an arm over her shoulder. "Luv, the sun’s up," he said, not really wanting to leave.
"Mother knows," she told him, sounding totally unconcerned.
Harry held her close, feeling a little nervous to see Auntie Ami's or the Greengrasses' reaction, but at the same time, they were betrothed and not required to be celibate...
Thinking of last night, a goofy grin came over his face.
He sucked in a breath as Daphne's hand left his side to roam. She commented, "Ready to go again?"
He moved to kiss the top of her head, a small groan escaping his mouth. "You keep that up and I will."
The tone in her voice had his blood running hot, especially as she moved to be on top of him. Her mouth hovered just above his. "Is that a promise?" she asked.
He shifted to get a moan of pleasure out of both of them. "I always follow through on my promises..."
The sun was past the horizon when two foxes chased each other through the orchards. A snow fox yipped happily as a larger red fox nipped at her haunches, missing her. The vixen jumped, taking off in a different direction. The sounds of the playing foxes drifted over the grounds as they ran off the energy that was still coursing through them from the night before.
It was a while later that the foxes ended up in the back gardens of the manor. The snow fox finally stopped, breathing heavily. The red fox came to her side, and they nuzzled their necks against each other. When the two foxes morphed back into a handsome, raven hair boy and a stunning, beautiful, dark hair brunette, they could hear laughter from the games room. Daphne leaned into him, feeling tired and a little sore, but still energized in a way she never had been before. Harry's stomach grumbled to smell cooking food from the kitchens. She giggled, "We have to keep that graphorn fed."
"Well, do you blame him? That was a lot of running," he told her, kissing her forehead.
"You still didn't catch me," she said with a hint of laughter on her voice.
"I just let you get away," he commented.
She wrapped her arms around him before motioning towards the house. "You still didn't catch me. Let's go in. I'm hungry."
"Whatever my vixen wants."
She hit his chest playfully. "Your vixen wants a shower and food."
They entered through the door of the games room. Inside a spread was lain out on one of the tables. Most of the people that had stayed the night, even some that hadn't, were in the room enjoying a late breakfast.
Conversation stopped for a moment. Harry felt his face heat a little to be the centre of attention. Daphne stood tall, a similar blush coming to her face. "Breakfast is more of a brunch today," Iliana told them, not commenting on the wild state of each other's hair or clothes, or the fact they both had this satisfied smirk that didn't disappear.
"Thank you, mother. I think we need to freshen up before we eat," Daphne said.
Harry met Ander's eyes. The man gave him a hard look for a moment before nodding his head. A knot of worry that Harry had in his chest lessened. Auntie Ami looked at them as though wanting to laugh. Lady Zabini had much the amused look on her face. Next to her was Mrs Granger, who looked much like she was sharing some joke between the other women. Mr Granger was the only face that looked a little upset.
"Hermione and Blaise are doing the same," Iliana commented. "I do want you both back down here within the half hour."
"Yes, Iliana," he answered.
Doing one last quick scan, he caught Susan sitting with Astoria. Susan's head was on the back of the couch and looking as though she was sleeping. Astoria was giving them her trademark mischievous smirk. Dean was nowhere to be seen.
When Harry went to use a guest room, Daphne didn't let go of his hand. "Where are you going?"
"To take a quick shower and get changed," he told her.
"You are taking a shower with me," she told him, dragging him into her room.
It was longer than a half-hour by the time they made it back to the games room. The adults were talking as Astoria played a quiet game of cards as Susan had a small plate of food on the tea table. Lady Zabini was nowhere to be seen. Hermione and Blaise were sitting at a side table having a quiet breakfast together. Harry had never seen Hermione so playful as she laughed at something Blaise said. Nor had he ever seen her be so touchy. They both kept touching each other. Hand on an arm there. Hermione holding Blaise's hand. Blaise brushing a stray strand of Hermione's unruly hair aside. Her hair was messier than he could remember it being in a long time.
Daphne had them get a plate of food from a long table then sit at the large table usually used for card games. Iliana, auntie, Anders and the Grangers were sitting down.
"You look better groomed than a little while ago," Auntie Amelia commented, a smile playing on her face as she took a sip of what smelled like coffee in the small cup.
"I don't know, there is something to that first morning look," Iliana teased.
"Daphne and Hermione are moving a lot better than I did after that first night," Mrs Granger added.
Daphne was sitting tall, the flush that had been on her face earlier had come back. "I wasn't able to freshen up before we came in."
"I would imagine not. We heard two foxes running the grounds for almost an hour before," Anders commented.
"I try to always do my morning exercises," Harry said, trying to get the attention away from Daphne.
The three-woman chuckled. "That would be an exercise," Mrs Granger replied.
"Are we just going to keep teasing them without talking about what last night was?" Mr Granger asked.
Iliana looked up. Her tone was more serious. "And what do you think last night was?"
Mrs Granger gave him a look. Mr Granger answered though, "You are all just alright that our daughters were pretty much forced to go along with what you say magic wanted last night?"
The mood darkened. "Dan," Anders started, but Daphne held up her hand.
"Mr Granger, last night was something extremely private between me and my betrothed. It was a large step for any witch or wizard. I participated in a ritual that is older than any one on these isles remembers. Harry and I did this of our own accord," Daphne told him.
"Dan, I explained it last night," Mrs Granger said, putting a hand over her husbands.
"But Hermione is only seventeen. She should have waited," he retorted.
Anders spoke next. "My daughter and her betrothed did nothing wrong last night. I know I was about their age when I participated in a Yule night. My wife and I did the same the year we were betrothed. There is a large significance, especially if magic gives its blessing, in rites they participated in. I am pleased that you decided to participate in the ritual last night. Magic is pleased," he said to Daphne and him.
"Dan, Hermione is legally of age now in the magical world. We have no say, and she is with a good man," Mrs Granger soothed.
Dan looked to Hermione and Blaise, who were now sharing cute, innocent kisses.
"Dan, letting your children grow up is hard. What all our children decided to do last night was their own choice. They will all be seventeen before September. Our world expects them to be contributing members of our society by that age. They all decided to take that step into adulthood. Do I wish they could have been children for a few more years, of course, but that is not my decision. Harry and Daphne sit at this table now having taken the Rites of Yule and having been blessed for it. I will recognize them, Susan, Blaise and Hermione as adults now. But should they ever need me, I will be the first one to run to their aid," Auntie Ami said.
Harry sat up a little taller. He felt loved by Daphne. He knew Susan, Hermione and auntie looked at him as family. The last few years had changed everything in his life. It still got him though whenever auntie or Sirius, or any adult, stuck up for him like this. He would do her proud to repay her for what she had done for him.
Dan let out a sigh. "I forget at times how different we are from you in our beliefs. I would run to help Hermione, even if she didn't think she needed me. I just thought there were a few more years to have her as my little girl."
Blaise laughed at something, drawing their eyes to the couple. Daphne reached a hand under the table to his. She looked pleased at something.
"So, now that you two are adults," Iliana said, her voice lighter again, "What are your plans today?"
"I wanted to take Daphne to Potter Green," Harry said.
Daphne looked to him, a small smile creeping onto her face. "You renamed it?"
"Yeah. When the goblins finished the rebuild. I wanted to do the final tour today to sign off on the last of the funds to the goblins. I have an appointment scheduled for one. You are all welcome to join us. I also need to visit my friends there," Harry said, more to Daphne than anyone else at the end.
"I would like that. You have been very mysterious about your old family holdings. I think only my daughter and Amelia have been there," Anders commented.
"There are many family secrets there," Harry said. "Once I sign off, you will have full access to my library, as promised."
Anders held up his hand. "I never doubted your word. Though, once you show my wife, she may not want to leave."
Iliana looked like Hermione when teased with knowledge. "I will finally be able to see everything you have?"
"Yes, Iliana. I owe you for what you have allowed me to take from your library," he said.
"Where is this Potter Green?" Mrs Granger asked.
"It's out in the Lake District. It's a castle in the outer mountains. I hope to make a town there someday," Harry told her.
"That's a bit of a drive," Dan said.
"We can take portkeys or Floo. I signed off on the connection last week," Amelia told him.
"Hermione says it's easier on her parents when Dobby took them. I could call him in a bit," Harry offered.
"I think that would be sweet of you," Daphne said, leaning over and kissing his cheek.
"My only question is, why aren't Harry and Daphne acting as lovey dovey as my daughter and Blaise?" Mrs Granger asked.
Harry said without thinking, "That's because Daphne and I are in public, Mrs Granger."
Auntie chuckled. "I assure you, Jane, that Daphne and Harry are just like any other teen couple when they are with their friends or behind closed doors."
Harry met his auntie's eyes, remembering the last time she had caught Daphne and him last summer. "I see," Mrs Granger said. "I think you can also call me Jane for now on."
"If you are all adults, you mind as well call me Dan too. How big is this castle of yours?" Mr Granger asked...
Shortly after eleven, Harry waved his hand, "About that big," he said to Dan.
Harry had seen it twice over the fall on weekend trips and still felt a sense of wonder at its size. It made him wish he could have seen Potter Hall when it was still around, but this would have to do.
They stood in a new paved circle with a fountain in it. There was nothing on the pedestal yet, but Harry hoped there would be by the spring, he just didn't know what to do yet. The circle was a hundred feet across and surrounded by new ward posts. It would be the public access point for the grounds, able to accept portkeys and apparition. To the north and south, a new cobbled street had been started, but only went a few hundred feet. To the east, the cobbled path meandered through a few curves of the hill to join the No-Maj road about a mile away. Looking to the west, about a half-mile away, up the sloping hill, a new cobblestone drive led to a gate house that led into the castle.
"How many rooms is in there?" Dan asked.
"Twenty-eight," Harry told them.
"The goblins did a better job than I thought with this new entry point," Amelia commented, looking around with an appraising eye.
"Harry, you paid the goblins to do that?" Hermione asked.
Daphne moved to his side, taking his hand.
"If things work out, they will be doing a lot more around here. Auntie, did you get word if they bought the rest of the lands I wanted?" Harry asked.
"I have not yet. I think there was a hold out or two," she said.
"Harry, what are you going to do with all this land?" Susan queried.
He shrugged. "Make a town. Get some farms going. Live here. Is this how you thought it might look?" he asked to Daphne.
"Better. Can we go inside?" she asked.
"How much money did you say this boy has?" Dan asked his daughter.
"I honestly don't know, but more than I thought," Hermione replied.
Blaise chuckled. "I think Harry is one of the richest people in our world. Oi! Potter. Wait up," Blaise called to the group that was already heading to the castle.
At the gates, they met a group of goblins. Harry looked at them a little dubiously. He didn't like it that more than twenty goblins were standing at his gates, more than half of them in full armour and weapons. This was a much different group than he was used to speaking with. He stepped forward. Looking at his watch, he said, "It's only quarter past eleven. I thought our meeting was at one?"
Auntie Amelia was suddenly at his side. "Harry, this is a time to be respectful," she warned in a low voice. He hadn't had issues before. Sparing a glance towards her, he could see most of the others looked nervous as well. "Chief Executive Ragnok, it is an honour to see you on the doorstep of Potter Green. I would have expected our normal representatives."
In the centre of the goblins was one that looked more aged than Harry had seen before.
"You waste time, just like our last meeting, Director Bones. This is the young welp to be scion to the Potters and Peverells?" the goblin said. He was in a suit, like most of the account managers and tellers preferred. Gold earrings and bars were all over his ears and in his brow. Even so, Harry caught the sword at the goblin's waist and had a sense he was not one to play around with.
"This is Scion Harry Potter. Scion to the Potters, Greengrass, Peverells and Glamorgons. My Scion Potter-Greengrass, this is Chief Executive Ragnok," she said.
Harry had a feeling this goblin was even more impatient than the others. Taking a chance, he exposed the hilt to his own sword and bowed. "Chief Executive, may I ask why you are here? This is my castle."
The goblin looked at him before snorting. "You expose your neck, young one, while demanding of me my business. If only most other wizards were as blunt. This is business between Gringotts and House Potter, though I assume House Greengrass is also involved."
Harry looked to the Greengrasses. "Daphne, why don't you take everyone else in." She nodded while her father moved towards them. "Lord Greengrass, this is business that only Regent Potter and myself should attend for the moment."
"If the Greengrasses are involved, I shall attend any meeting," the man said.
"I really think you shouldn't, Anders," auntie said.
"I shall attend," the man insisted.
"No, you won't," Harry said in a hard enough voice the man stopped. Harry looked at him, not wanting the man to ruin anything that might be between him and the goblins. Harry didn't trust Anders to not attempt to control the situation or let his 'traditions' step in. Harry's magic expanded to show his will in this. "When our business involves the Greengrasses directly, I shall call, until then, you have named me your Scion and I will represent our houses to the best outcome for all."
Anders looked displeased at this.
"You are wasting my time," the aged goblin grumbled.
"My apologies, Chief Executive," Harry said. "Daphne, please show everyone around."
Daphne gave him a brief look and a nod. He knew she hadn't been here since it was completed, but she knew the prints. Anders looked very displeased but went off through the main gate with his daughter. Hermione gave him a questioning look. Harry was thankful she wasn't as much of a busybody in his affairs anymore.
Harry motioned towards the gates. "I have a private meeting room we can go to." Harry meant to let them into the old keep, one of the places he had intentionally kept the goblins out of.
With a nod, Ragnok turned. Harry felt a little annoyed to have the goblin leading in his own house as they crossed the courtyard but didn't let it show. He did let out a small smile when they were forced to stop at the large double doors to the keep.
Harry stepped before them, putting his ring to the door. "You are to only come into the guest hall. If you go anywhere else, I will claim a violation on the Houses of Potter and Peverell."
The aged goblin bared his teeth some. Most of the others shuffled and looked distinctly upset to be told what to do.
"I have been told it was difficult to establish the ward stones and rebuild some of this because you would not allow entry to this place," Ragnok replied.
"If you had allowed the crystal wards that I wanted, then it would have been easier for you," Harry retorted, giving the goblin the same attitude. Auntie looked between amused and scared at his petulance.
Ragnok gave him a hard look. "Wizards have shown to not be trustworthy enough."
"And goblins tried to penetrate the wards after I told them not too," Harry replied. "You are just lucky my guardians didn't try to stop you."
There was a chortle from a few of them.
"We do not fear what wizards think of as guardians," one of the other accountants said as they sat around the large table in the room. Harry sat at the head, while Ragnok sat at the other end. Auntie sat to his right, while the three other goblins in business attire sat around their Chief Executive. The guards stood behind the aged goblin.
"You would not want to meet my guardians. We are sat at my table, what is it you wish to talk about?" Harry questioned.
Ragnok snapped his fingers and the goblin to his left took out a scroll and several other parchments from an inner pocket. "What is this tripe?" Ragnok asked, a slight bit of anger in his voice.
Harry looked at the scroll. He could see the broken seal with the House Potter crest on it. "I would say that is a scroll with my House crest. One of many that I have sent in the last year or so."
Ragnok snarled. "You know what this scroll and paperwork is. How dare a welp like you claim you are of Merlin's blood and call on treaties long dead. Gringotts refuses to grant you the right to train others in ward weaving."
Harry looked to auntie, who hadn't said a word yet. She regarded Harry, as though saying this was his show. Harry took in a deep breath. "I assure you, Chief Executive, I am a descendant of Merlin. The treaties of the Camelot Court are still in effect for all those of his blood, or any one of blood from that court. Do you really want to challenge my claims on this?"
For a moment he wished he had Daphne or Hermione at his side. They had both studied the treaties better than he had. He did know the challenge clauses though.
Ragnok eyed him. "You know the price is blood," the goblin stated.
"It will not be mine," Harry said, sounding far surer than he felt.
"Regent Potter, you agree to this farce?" Ragnok demanded.
"Chief Executive Ragnok, there is nothing to agree too. My ward is of the blood of Merlin, his cousin is of the blood of Pendragon and his betrothed is of the blood of Le Fay. All have the rights of the covenants the goblin laid down in eternal friendship according to the treaties. No blood of any line has ever violated those rights, either intentionally or unintentionally, unless the goblins have verifiable proof?" Auntie Ami questioned.
Ragnok and a few others bared their teeth again, a very dangerous sign from them. "If you lie, I will have your innards for my sausages," Ragnok said in a deadly voice. The guards behind him all reached for their weapons.
Harry had had enough. He slammed his hand on the table, letting out a burst of magic. "You dare threaten me on my own grounds! Sahassa! Harssess!"
The use of his parseltongue made all the goblins freeze. "Auntie, please step out," Harry said.
"I will stay," she said, though there was a little fear in her voice. It took only a moment for the sound of scales to be heard grinding over the hard stones of the stairs at the corner of the room.
The goblins said something in gobbledegook. Harry stared them down. "You are on my lands. Do you question my word?" Harry asked.
"What are you playing at, welp?" Ragnok asked, the only one not to look nervous.
Harry waited for the first of his familiars to enter the room. Sahassa came in, moving to Harry's right side. From the reaction of the goblins, they were all ready to fight. Harry's wand came to his hand. "You harm them, and the House of Potter will declare open war on Gringotts. I have enough funds squirrelled away to last until the last drop of goblin blood is spilt."
Harssess came into the room, raising her head to glare at the goblins, who most turned away, shielding their eyes. Harry didn't blame them. Most didn't know that the basilisks had two eyelids. But seeing two twenty-foot-long basilisks at the other end of the room was enough to scare all but the bravest souls.
Ragnok leaned back in the chair, crossing one hand over the other onto his stomach. One of the guards went to move towards the basilisks and Ragnok barked out an order that had the eye shielding guard stop in his tracts. Sahassa gave out a dangerous hiss, curling in a way that he could easily strike out.
Auntie held a brave face, glaring at the goblins. Harry didn't miss her hand shaking a little to have the two basilisks around them.
"Do you have the tongue of the dragons and trolls as well?" Ragnok asked.
Harry blinked. "The what?"
"Merlin was rumoured to have the tongue of many creatures. It was him that taught the goblins how to talk to and control trolls. He had the gift to talk with all greater serpents and dragons. Do you possess those abilities, or do you not know?" Ragnok enquired.
Feeling caught off guard, not having come across that yet, he said, "Uhm, not that I know of."
"Pity. It would be nice to control dragons in a better way than we do. It was long rumoured that the Peverell's were able to control and most often had basilisk familiars. They used them as guardians on all Peverell lands, though I assume these are the last two since this is the only known intact Peverell keep," Ragnok informed him. "The lines of Slytherin, Peverell, Gaunt, Mayweather and Erroll were all known to have come from Merlin. With the death of the last Peverell, we thought the direct line irrevocably broken."
Harry raised an eyebrow. "I can confirm that one of my great-uncles was the last Parselmouth among the Potters. Why don't you fear my basilisks like everyone else in this room?"
"I know of the inner eye," Ragnok said simply. "If you wished to kill us, we would be dead."
Ragnok motioned to the paperwork. "The goblins will not protest your claims on one condition."
Harry sat back now, his hand going to Harssess' head, stroking her hard scales. "And what is that?"
"You mentioned Camelot. We want what goblin treasure is hidden there. You shall have all the top Curse Breakers you shall need, but all goblin wrought items shall be returned to Gringotts, or the other clans that can claim them," Ragnok said.
The shuffling among the other goblins looked more excited now. He could still see the fear of his familiars, but that was pushed back at whatever was in Camelot they wanted. Harry held Ragnok's gaze. "I will talk with the other two heirs, but I want something in return."
Ragnok still looked at ease, but his eyes narrowed. "You are already getting much from us."
Harry snorted. "I doubt the use of your top Curse Breakers and trackers is anywhere near the worth of what you are seeking. I want crystal ward stones on my castle. You will show me how to make them and will never challenge me or any of my kin or guild for our secrets," Harry stated.
Ragnok baulked. "Why would we show you how to do something we haven't ever shown a wizard?"
"Because I have a feeling I know what you are looking for and if you get it, wizards will not be able to challenge Gringotts without serious loss of life or our society," Harry replied. "I also know you have the ability to make wards even stronger than the crystal ward stones but need a wizard to do so."
Yes, the journals and his Latin classes were starting to pay off.
"You can't be serious you would listen to this welp!" one of the other goblins in a suit demanded.
Ragnok started to chuckle, or that was what Harry thought he was doing with the gravelly sound coming out of the goblin's throat. "I must say, I don't remember the last time I met a wizard with such a large set of balls. We can negotiate on this. I believe you have an appointment next week at Gringotts?"
"I do," Harry said, feeling a little dubious.
This made the goblin laugh for a moment. "I give you the honour of Gringotts that you will be treated as a guest of the clan. Nothing shall befall you and we shall all keep your pets here a secret. I would expect your betrothed and cousin to attend. Any matters of the Camelot Accords are to be open to all presiding parties."
With that, Ragnok shuffled to get out of the chair. "Bilnag. Call the builders and have them come as soon as possible. I would like all other business between us and House Potter closed before our next meeting."
The goblin that had had the outburst blinked at his boss. "Yes... yes Ablax Ragnok."
"A big set of balls," Ragnok made his gravely chuckle again as he moved to leave. All but one guard and Bilnag stayed.
Bilnag, after the others had left, jerked up. "If you excuse me, Scion Potter-Greengrass. I must call the others from outside the wards."
"I will be out in a short bit to greet them," Harry said.
When the last two goblins left, Harry sagged into his chair. Auntie Ami got up and moved to the far side of the room. "Harry, why the hell did you call up your basilisks?" She was shielding her eyes.
"I felt that we were in danger. Auntie, they won't hurt you. There is a second lid over their eyes," Harry assured her. To date, only Daphne had ever seen them.
You should have let me eat one of them, Sahassa hissed angrily.
They threatened you, Harssess added.
Goblins respect strength. If you had killed one of them, even in my own house, there would have been other bloodshed, he explained to them.
Auntie just looked at them
I am hungry now, Sahassa grumbled.
Can you wait until the other goblins go and my guests leave before you go hunting? Harry requested.
Sahassa let out an annoyed hiss. We shall not hurt master's mate or others invited here.
I know, my friend, but not everyone knows about you. At least wait until it is dark, Harry said to Sahassa.
I think it may be sooner than thought that we will lay a clutch, Harssess said.
There was a small panic that went through Harry. You said it was decades away.
Harssess lifted her head to look Harry in the face. We are the guardians of this keep. You have enemies. I can smell it. I will not leave you or your mate unprotected should something occur.
Sahassa hissed irately. I feel the calling grow.
Harry frowned. He thought everything would be better without Voldemort and the Death Eaters, but perhaps his antagonization of Croaker was more dangerous than he thought? Or the Goblins? Or the Purebloods that still wanted to control everything?
"What are you talking about?" Auntie asked, starting to look more at ease now she was on the other side of the room.
"Sahassa wanted to eat the goblins. I told him no, for now," Harry said. "I'm sorry to scare you."
You should go back for now. More goblins will be here soon, Harry told them.
Yess, our Harry, Harssess hissed, turning and moving towards the stairwell.
Sahassa moved to put his head near Harry. Harry ran a hand down his scales. Thank you.
Sahassa nodded and followed his mate.
She led out a breath and took a seat. "Bloody hell, Harry. I try to not let that bother me."
"I know most don't like me talking parseltongue," Harry admitted, not feeling any shame of it though.
She gave a soft chuckle, sounding like she was letting the last of her fear go. "It does sound a little creepy, but the goblins respect strength and you showed them that."
Harry gave a soft chuckle of his own. "I was scared," he admitted.
"As you should be. Now, let's go meet the others and get all the wards handed over to you," she said.
"Yes, auntie," he replied. She gave him a look that he didn't need to be so demure to her anymore. Apparently, she was really taking this adult thing seriously. "Dobby?"
Half a minute later, the small elf hurried into the meeting room. "The Great Harry calls Dobby?"
Auntie chuckled to see his face. He still wanted to fight being called 'The Great Harry', but by now was becoming resolved to accepting the title. "Yes, Dobby. Where is everyone else?"
"First floor, near the master sweet. Lady Iliana is in the library with Ms Granger. Dobby informed Ms Granger where she is allowed to look," Dobby said with a smile.
"Brilliant. How are your little ones?" Harry asked, walking towards the new stairs next to the tower entry room. He really didn't have much time yesterday to catch up with Dobby or Tipsy.
"They is getting big," Dobby said with a huge smile now. "Mopsy is running around and we is keeping her out of trouble. Wiggles, he is being a mischievous little elf. Dobby is having to help Tipsy clean up."
"Yes, Wiggles is quite mischievous. Though, I found the artwork in the atrium quite good," auntie said with a chuckle.
Dobby looked very embarrassed and grabbed his ears.
Harry chuckled. "Dobby, don't hurt yourself. I didn't see anything when I was there yesterday. I can't wait to see them when I go back to Grace Hall later. If you need me to help, let me know."
Dobby shook his head as they walked through the castle. Harry could already hear voices from one of the empty bedrooms near the master suite. "Dobby and Tipsy will handle it."
"Are you sure? This place is larger than Grace Hall and you are still helping there. I was thinking of another house elf or two, if you know of any that might want a job. If not, I'll ask auntie to look at finding a steward and get a few other staff here over the next year or two," Harry said. The importance of maintenance and the proper people, or elves, to do so had been made abundantly clear in his estate management lessons.
Dobby looked at him for a second. "Dobby can do," the elf said a little defiantly. "Wiggles and Mopsy will be ready in a few years."
"Dobby, I will not have you pushing yourself, and I know they are not supposed to be bonded or allowed to become full house elves until they are ten. I will be moving in here over the summer, and you will still need to spend time with Tipsy and your kids," Harry told him.
Auntie was watching them go back and forth as they had stopped two rooms down from the others.
Dobby still looked a little defiant, even if he was pulling at his ear. "Dobby will serve the Great Harry and his mistress. Dobby is family," he replied.
Harry sighed, knelt and put his hands on Dobby's shoulders. the elves duller green eyes met his emerald eyes. "Dobby, you do serve me. You are part of my family. As I have learned," he looked to Auntie Amelia, "family takes care of family. It is not just your responsibility. I know you look at Auntie Amelia and Susan as your family too, and you have your own. I will never reject you from working with me, but I need you to help your family, all of it, when and where you can. Daphne and I will be a family in about eighteen months from now. We will probably need another elf or two to help around here. If you tell me now you need the help, you will be serving us in a good way."
Dobby still pulled at his ears. It took a long moment for Dobby to answer. "Dobby can manage for now with and empty house and only the tower. Dobby may need help to get furniture, remove items from the Potter vaults, tend the lands and set up the greenhouses."
Harry nodded. "Thank you, Dobby. Do you know of any other free house elves or where I can look for others?"
"Gringotts," Auntie Amelia said. Harry looked up to her.
"Gringotts?"
"They will know if any are available or other families are looking to sell theirs. Free house elves are not common," she said.
Harry nodded and looked back to Dobby. Dobby was nodding. "Dobby knows of no other free elves. Dobby knows of two others that would like to leave their masters, and Misses Amelia is right. The goblins would know of others."
Harry thought of that for a moment. "We'll add that to our conversation with the goblins. Can you go meet the ones that are supposed to come and lead them to us?"
"Yes, the Great Harry," Dobby said with watery eyes. Dobby moved to hug Harry before snapping his fingers.
Auntie put a hand on his shoulder before standing up. "Expertly done. When you turn seventeen this summer, I won't have any reserves of handing over your inheritance. I'm still going to keep the restrictions on for you to only be able to get at half your money," she said.
When he stood, Harry gave her a smile. "You trust me with that much?'
She smiled back. "No, but you pretend at being responsible well enough."
Harry laughed at her, finally joining the others in the bedroom.
"I see you lost some people," Harry joked.
Daphne turned with an exasperated expression. "You should have never told them about the library. We had to go there first."
"I figured," Harry said. "What do you think?"
"This place is wicked," Susan said.
"When can I move in?" Astoria asked.
"I don't think this is yours," Anders replied.
"We have enough rooms to keep a guest room for her or anyone that needs it," Harry countered. Daphne took his hand as he came over to her. "What do you think?"
She looked at him, a smile on her face. "This will be the nursery," she told him. "We'll have the goblins add a door there, just in case."
Harry looked at the wall. "Is the main bedroom there? I thought there was a closet on the other side of the wall?"
"I don't know, I haven't been in there yet. Astoria was insisting I wait for you," she told him.
"Is there any bed in there yet?" Susan asked with a smirk.
Anders raised an eyebrow. "I am not expecting any grandchildren for a few years," he told them.
Harry felt his cheeks flush a little. "No, sir."
Daphne moved to be flush to his side. "I would like to be wed first."
Harry gave a small smile. "As you wish."
They heard the group of goblins coming down the hall. He knew this would take a while to go through the whole castle.

  -oOo-


  December 31, 1996


  Cleasby, England

Tracey stood with her mother and Madam Longbottom. Tonight, was the Longbottom's New Year’s ball and her mother had been invited to help organize it this year, meaning Tracey had been dragged all over England this past week, and spent more time at Neville's than she had before.
Don't get her wrong, she was not complaining, especially after celebrating the Rites of Yule with her betrothed with the Longbottoms and some of their family friends. Since then, she had spent two other nights here, one without her parents or Madam Longbottom knowing. Or so she hoped. Madam Longbottom was very happy for the union, but a bit old fashioned in her beliefs still.
Tonight she planned on the same.
"You have drawn in quite a crowd," her mother said, indicating the mostly full great hall of Longmarche.
"I will admit that since we have aligned more in the centre, I find myself more popular. I am just pleased the stars of this alliance are not outshining Neville tonight," Madam Longbottom said.
Tracey smiled to see Neville talking with a group of people with her father. Harry and Daphne were standing off to the side, talking with Susan and Hannah. Neville was far more confident now as he talked with the group. She caught him looking towards her and gave him a small smile. The look in his eyes was exciting.
"It is getting close to midnight. I suppose I should play the host. Tracey, go get Neville. You and he should stand next to me tonight. Someday this will be your responsibility," Madam Longbottom instructed.
"Yes, Madam Longbottom," Tracey said, giving a demure nod to her and then her mother.
She wove her way through the crowd to Neville's side, wrapping her arm around his. "Will you excuse me, father, if I steal my betrothed?" she asked, getting a few chuckles from the other Lords and men in the circle. "Your gran would like to start the New Year’s count down."
"Of course. I'm sure he is ready to escape," her father said.
"Excuse me, my lords and gentlemen," Neville said, allowing her to pull him away. Neville leaned over, "That was so boring. Have I told you I love you yet today?"
"You could mention it more," she commented with a small smirk.
"Every day I can," he promised.
She kissed his cheek as they approached the stage. "I love you," she whispered.
Madam Longbottom moved to the stage and the band stopped playing. Neville took the lead now and she let him lead him as she should. Tracey may not always like to play the lady, but she would be required to soon enough. Neville and her were to be married in August after they graduated. Harry and Daphne would be married the weekend after Harry and Neville turn eighteen, and her and Neville two weeks later.
Neville led her by her hand onto the stage. With the stopping of the band, the hall quieted, everyone turning to the stage. She put on the face she was expected to wear as Neville stood tall next to his Gran. Neville had grown over the last few years, meaning she only came up to his shoulder as he stood with his shoulders back and his arms filling with muscles. His gran was just about as tall as she was.
The old woman gave them a satisfied smile before turning out to the crowd, touching her wand to her throat before saying, "On behalf of House Longbottom and House Davis, I would like to thank everyone for coming tonight."
There was a general murmur of thanks, and many held up a champagne or other alcoholic glass.
"Tonight, we celebrate the changing of the year from nineteen ninety-six to nineteen-ninety-seven among friends and family. The old guard, the current guard and the new guard of our world are all here tonight. Master Peleus and Madam Quinten," Madam Longbottom said, indicating the elderly Wizengamot members and the middling aged adults standing next to them, "Gracefully bowed out this last Solstice meet, passing the flames to their children."
The groups nodded to Madam Longbottom.
"And in a few short years we will be adding others to our numbers. As you all know, Scion and Heiress Potter-Greengrass shall be gladly accepted among our ranks. As will the new House of Granger. Most importantly, my grandson will be eligible within the next few years, and with his eligibility, I would like to announce a joining of alliance between the House of Longbottom and Davis," she said, with some pride.
There was lots of applause.
"Other alliances and unions have also occurred, though some may not join us for a few years. Scion Davis, and his newly brushing bride, Heiress Davis," Madam Longbottom said, raising her glass to them.
As this was going on, a few elves were moving around to make sure everyone had a drink. "Joining them is the Scion Prewitt and his beautiful bride."
Tracey could see Percy Weasley and Penelope Clearwater, well, Penelope Weasley now.
"And his brother, the Lord Weasley, shall marry the stunning Mademoiselle Delacour this summer. I know this may not be all the new couples or marriages, but those are the ones I know of in our growing alliance," Madam Longbottom stated.
"My point is for the first time in decades, the majority that was guiding our government and world was ruled by close minded and blood centric fools that nearly brought us to ruin. Instead, we... all those in this room, are leading us into a new age. One where everyone will truly have a chance, no matter if you are from a family that has never had magic before, or been pure for generations, or anyone in between. I toast to all of us that see this vision of our changing world." Madam Longbottom raised her glass.
"To my grandson. To his bride to be. To all those that shall take up our vision." She tipped her glass to her lips and everyone else followed.
"Now, for the fun of tonight. The clock says its twenty-five seconds to midnight. If anyone needs a refill, now is your time," she told everyone.
Tracey beamed at the way Neville and her were called out and honoured. She had no delusions that her best friend would be the true power in the alliance, but her beau would be at the top with the Potter-Greengrasses. She never cared for all this before, but she couldn't deny that now she had it, her Slytherin tendencies were grabbing it.
"Ten!"
She called out with everyone else as the clock over the fireplace at the end of the hall ticked towards midnight.
"Six!"
Neville pulled her in closer. She turned to him, going up on her tip toes.
"Four!"
Neville leaned down.
"Two!" she yelled out happily. Neville grinned at her.
"Happy New Years!" echoed around the hall. Tracey didn't care if she was supposed to be a lady, throwing her arms around his neck, kissing him to show how much she cared for him. Neville put his hands on her hips, returning the passionate kiss.
Around the room, she wasn't the only one celebrating the new year this way.
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  February 15, 1997


  Hogwarts, Scotland

"You didn't," Cordie giggled as they walked towards the library. They had fobbed off their work for most of the weekend, so doing an hour or two in the library on a Sunday afternoon was their penance. Dani didn't really mind though. The Quidditch match against Gryffindor had been building for weeks, and she had been excited, but nervous, about it.
Her second round with Harry had marked her first loss, but her house didn't seem upset by it at all. Everyone knew Harry was the best, and his only loss this year had been to her, so they were even. Next year she would get him again.
"I did too. You should have seen how upset they were. Their hair was blue," Gwen said rather primly before a huge smile broke over her face.
Dani and Cordie giggled at her expression. "Franco is so annoying. I still can't believe you did that,” Dani said.
"They didn't notice in the middle of everyone cheering. I just splashed the Weasley Wizarding Wheezes hair change on her and got out of there," Gwen said a little smugly.
Dani laughed while Cordie giggle.
They were about to leave the dungeons when three boys and a girl stepped out of an alcove. All three girls stopped laughing. Dani stepped before her friends, feeling apprehensive, but knowing what would happen if any of them laid a hand on her. She didn't like hiding behind Harry and Daphne, but she would use their protection when needed. "Let us pass, Pucey."
The fifth year had a blank face. "Did you hear a mudblood talking to me?"
"Not really. They wouldn't dare talk to a Pureblood," Frost answered.
Everwand shifted a little but didn't say anything. Dani recognized the last as a seventh-year girl she really didn't know.
"Danforth isn't a mudblood," Cordie said from behind her.
"And a blood traitor to. Should we quiet them?" Pucey asked. He pulled something out of his pocket. Dani pulled her wand. She knew she wasn't a match for the older students, but Harry had been helping them with Defence Against the Dark Arts.
Frost laughed. "You think we'll use magic and have the wards call the Headmistress?"
"Expelliarmus," the girl barked from the back. Dani had her wand ripped from her hand. The power of the spell sent her careening into her friends. All three landing on the floor in a pile.
"Ooops, I forgot. This little area seems to be forgotten in the wards," Pucey said with an evil grin. Dani felt a fear rip through her as she rolled over. Pucey was putting a pair of brass knuckles on his hands. Frost was doing the same.
"Pucey, you never said we would hurt them," Everwand spoke up, sounding afraid.
"The mudblood needs to learn her place and Potter needs to understand what will happen if he doesn't go along with our fathers," Frost said, pounding the brass knuckles into his gloved hand. Dani recognized it as his seeker gloves.
"M... my father will come after you," Cordie said, backing up.
Pucey's grin grew. "Oh, I doubt that once we are done. If they do anything, all they will find is bodies next time."
Everwand looked at them, looking ready to bolt.
Dani got up. "Harry won't let you get away with this," she told him, before taking a step back as Pucey took a large step forward.
Pucey took on an evil glint to his eye. "Oh, Potter won't be able to do much after today. Now, hold still or I'll really make it hurt. And if you tell anyone about who did this, I'm sure your little sister will be visited too..."
The boy stopped talking, his eyes going cross-eyed and his hands grabbing at his groin as he whimpered. Pucey's legs gave out. Dani had just kicked as hard as she could, and years of football had ensured she had a strong kick. No one went after Terry. "RUN!" Dani screamed.
"Incacerous!" the older girl snapped out. "Incacerous!"
"...going... to... kill her..." Pucey ground out as he rolled on the floor.
Dani yelled out as ropes wound about her. Falling to the floor, her head hit it hard. She saw stars, only coming about some when Frost forced her over. "You'll pay for that mudblood," the boy growled before she saw stars again as the brass knuckles hit her cheek.

  -oOo-


  Same day...


  Hogsmeade, Scotland

Daphne was having a wonderful day. Harry had taken her to Honeydukes, a small flower-shop she hadn't known about and was now showing her into a private dining room in the Three Broomsticks. Holding the door open for her, she gave him a big smile. "Thank you," she told him.
"You're welcome. I hope you don't mind, but I was able to get Madam Rosmerta some of your favourites by asking Dobby to show her," he said.
Daphne moved to give him a sweet peck on his lips. "You spoil me so."
Harry pecked her back. "I love you so."
Daphne giggled. Since Yule, Harry had gotten a lot sappier when they were alone. She liked it. "Are you just trying to get into my knickers again?"
"Is it working?"
She pecked him again before moving to the seat at the table that had a red tablecloth on it. "Maybe. If you take me to the Room of Requirement later, I might let you know."
The silly smirk on his face as he held out her chair had the now familiar butterflies fill her insides. "I'll have to add that to your tour of today," he replied cheekily, kissing the top of her head before he sat next to her.
"So, even though you got me chocolates and flowers for Valentine's Day yesterday, you still organized this?"
Harry shrugged. "Yesterday we only got to have a quiet dinner in the kitchens. I thought doing this would be nice."
"It is," she assured him, taking his hands. She leaned over and kissed him. He started to deepen the kiss when his tongue begged for entry, and she let him. It was a breathless pair that pulled apart when a knock came at their door.
"Come in," Harry called, leaning his head against hers. They were in a private dining room, and she knew Madam Rosmerta was discrete when asked to be.
The door opened. "Sorry to interrupt what I am sure was a riveting conversation," the busty owner said with a sly smile. "The soup is ready for your first course."
"Thank you, Madam Rosmerta," Harry said, pulling back. She didn't let go of the hand that was nearest to her.
"You are welcome, dears. I see you haven't touched the butterbeers or sparkling cider yet. Would you like me to serve you?" the woman asked.
"I think we have it," Harry said. He suddenly stiffened. She felt it too, a warming of the silver ring that made her an Heiress of House Potter. She looked to him. Shock, then concern, then anger flashed across his face. She wasn't sure what it was, just that they were in danger... or someone in their house that had been given a similar ring... she came to the conclusion as Harry shot up.
"Dani!" Harry shouted.

  -oOo-


  A while later...


  Hogwarts, Scotland

A Patronus had raced up to Hogwarts as soon as they knew something was happening. At a dead out run it would take them close to fifteen minutes to get to the school, longer if they took a carriage. Hopefully Headmistress McGonagall would let them into her Floo. Harry rushed them out to the fire in the main room, Madam Rosmerta following them in a flustered state.
It became worse when a barmaid came rushing out of the kitchens yelling that the cook was convulsing on the floor. It was about that time that one of the patrons at the bar slumped over, foam starting to come out their mouth and the bowl of soup they had been eating sloshing everywhere as their body started to flail.
Luckily some people recognized poisoning and the two had been saved by bezoars that Madam Rosmerta kept in an emergency kit.
Aurors, auntie and professors were soon all over the town and in the Three Broomsticks.
That had kept Harry from getting to the school for almost two hours. Now that he was here, he was sat in the chair next to Dani. She was covered in bruises, cuts and small knicks that were mostly healed. Her two best friends were in beds next to her.
Daphne was rubbing his back, looking just as worried.
"You don't think this was Pucey, do you?" Harry asked in a quiet tone.
"I don't know, Harry. If it was him, I'll destroy him and his family," Daphne replied.
"We both will," Harry agreed. "And the poison at the Three Broomsticks? It was in our soup too."
She leaned over, wrapping her arms around his neck. "Auntie will find who did that."
Harry took in a long breath. "Someone tried to kill you again, Daph. I thought we were free of all that. Once I find out who, there will be nothing left of them," Harry vowed.
"You won't be doing that without me," she told him.
The door to the infirmary opened. Harry turned to see Auntie Ami and two Aurors following her. Harry looked at her as she nodded to him, heading to the office first. Harry took in another deep breath to calm himself. He wanted to pull Daphne into his lap but resisted the urge as the Aurors watched them.
Daphne sat straight up, still on the arm of the chair.
It was a few minutes before Auntie Ami came out of the office. She motioned for the Aurors to stay back. Walking over to them, she quietly asked, "How are they?"
Harry's nostrils flared as he took in a sharp breath. "Sleeping. Whoever did this wanted to really hurt them. Do Gary and Reba know?"
Auntie sighed. "I'm going to head over when I leave here. I have six Aurors here looking for clues, but whomever did this has seemed to cover their tracks. Where they were found is masked as several wards converge in that spot and cancel each other. It also cancels out most spells to detect magic. Headmistress McGonagall didn't know there were nodes like that."
"Are there more?" Daphne enquired.
"I don't know. Gringotts is sending over some Curse Breakers and Ward Weavers to find out," she replied.
"I thought it was the goblins that helped to check the wards summer before last?" Harry said.
"The checked the primary and secondary ward stones and mapped where they ended on the grounds. No one thought to look deeper. It's very uncommon to have wards do this," she said.
Harry nodded. "I will have to ask them about this. I don't want anything like this to happen once the guild is started."
Dani shifted, whimpering a little before falling back into a dead sleep. Sleeping potions did wonders.
"Am I legally allowed to kill whoever did this for going after a member of the House of Potter?" Harry asked.
"She is also a member of the Greengrasses," Daphne told him.
Auntie frowned. "Only if you want to declare a blood feud. You know this, Harry."
"They hurt my family, auntie. They tried to poison Daphne and me. Getting rid of Voldemort and Dumbledore was supposed to stop all this. It's been almost two years," he told her. "I don't want to always look over my shoulder or see anyone I care for get hurt again."
Daphne leaned down again, wrapped her arms around his neck then kissed the top of his head. Harry reached up to put a hand over her forearm. His resolve to make sure this wouldn't happen anymore growing.
His auntie sighed, pulling up another chair. "I know over Christmas we went over some of what is happening in the Wizengamot. When you defeated You-Know-Who, I thought we would be in the clear. It broke their block and sent many to ground. There is a small resurgence happening. Those that used to support Malfoy and his alliance fear the changes. They have lost most of their power and are looking for ways to gain it back. You know that Daphne and you are at the centre of it."
He let out a long breath. "I know. I won't let them get away with this."
"Neither will I," Daphne told him, kissing the top of his head.
"Harry, don't do anything that will get you into trouble," Auntie Amelia warned.
"Define trouble? If I declare a blood feud it will be to the death of the House," he told her, finally looking away from Dani to look at the woman that had essentially become his mother. "I want them destroyed so that they can't do this again."
Her brown eyes looked into his. After a moment, she nodded. "I am unsure if I would advise that, just yet. There are others threatening feuds over what happened. Without proving you were wronged first, it could go bad for you. I'll do what I can, but this is an official DMLE investigation. I can't tell you anything that would not be House privilege or public knowledge."
He nodded. "You and Susan don't have to do anything that isn't legal."
"If Harry wants to put in for reparations, the Greengrasses will back him. I want to go see my father tomorrow. You are coming," Daphne told him. Harry didn't doubt Lord Greengrass would back a Blood Feud to gain a few houses. Harry would see them burn to prevent anything like the happening again. He wouldn’t see Daphne or anyone else carrying on those Houses, but he may not have that choice if the Greengrasses were to start the feud.
Auntie sighed. "Let me do my investigation first. The DMLE should try and convict them. Then you can claim your reparations."
"If we find out, I won't wait to let Dani or anyone else get beat up again," Harry told her.
Daphne kissed the top of his head again, her arms tightening around his neck to show she agreed with him.

  -oOo-


  February 16, 1997


  Rotherham, England

Stepping out of the Floo, Harry saw Daphne swirling her wand to siphon off any ashes that had gotten on her travel cloak or dress. Harry was a little envious of his betrothed. He still had a few more months before he could use his wand whenever he wanted. She turned to him, performing the same task. About the time she was done, Winchester came up. He was in the traditional dark green toga like tea cosy with the crest of the Greengrasses on his chest.
"Miss Daphne, Mr Harry, the master was not expecting you until later," the elf said.
"Where is my father? I need him," Daphne told the elf.
"He and Mistress Iliana are in the family tearoom," he told them, taking off towards the ground floor west wing.
When they were shown into the room, her mother got up to greet them, giving them both a hug. Being just family here they didn't need any formalities. "It is so nice to see you," her mother said. "Are Dani and the others alright?" Concern was evident in her voice.
"They will be. Nothing was broken, but it will take another day for all the bruising to go away, luckily Madam Pomfrey said there will be no scarring," she told her mother.
Harry was shaking her father's hand.
"I was very concerned. The Daily Prophet had a story all over the front page. The cook had been imperioused?" her father asked.
"I wasn't able to read the paper yet. We've already met with Neville and Madam Longbottom first this morning, and I was with Auntie and a few others last evening," Harry told him.
"Thank Merlin the cook and that poor man will recover, but the Prophet said it could be weeks," her mother said.
"That is part of why we are here. Father, I was able to get a sample of the soup and do a revealing potion on it last night," she said, reaching for a parchment that was in an inside pocket of her pocket. "I sent a letter to Auntie Amelia this morning about it."
Her father gave her a searching look, reaching out for the parchment. "What did you find?"
"Selma venom, acromantula venom and blue inglass flowers," she told him.
Her father cocked an eyebrow.
Her mother took in a sharp breath. "The acromantula venom is common enough, and from what I understand can be obtained in Brittan, but the blue inglass flowers? That would cause the poison to slow and draw out the death. I only know of two greenhouses in Brittan that grow it."
"Yes, us and the Longbottoms," her father said distractedly. "The selma venom is very hard to get and can only be imported. I don't remember selling any blue inglass flowers lately."
"We have not. The crop won't be ready to harvest until the next new moon and they need to be used within a month or two, even with stasis charms. The potions made from them have about the same lifespan. Have the Longbottoms sold any?" her mother asked.
"Four months ago to St. Mungo's. I asked Professor Slughorn about the poison before we left, and he said it would not be stable long. A few days. A few weeks with stasis charms," she told her parents.
Her father pursed his lips. "Iliana, what do you think?"
Her mother took the parchment. Her eyes scanned the parchment. "Night Death is a nasty potion," she commented. "I know I am not missing anything. I'll ask around if there is maybe a family growing it I don't know about," she said. "They are temperamental plants."
"I know I haven't imported any selma venom in a few years. I'll ask around my sources. What do you plan to do if we find out?" her father asked, looking towards Harry.
"Destroy anyone that is involved," Harry said. "Whomever did this threatened my family, tried to kill Daphne and I have a feeling the same people are involved with what happened to Dani and her friends."
Her father slowly nodded his head in approval. "And if we find out, do I tell Madam Bones, Regent Potter or Head Bones?"
"Head Bones," Harry said resolutely. "They will first feel the might of the courts, and then the boot of House Potter when I go after their vaults and seats."
"A blood feud?" her father asked.
Harry shook his head. "If need be. I am going to destroy them, Anders. I won't be claiming any victor rights. I don't want their houses. I just want them so low that they can't rise again. Would House Greengrass back me if I call for a vote of Censure and reparations for harm to an heir of my house?"
Her father's eyebrow rose. "Are you superseding Daphne as your future Lady?"
"No. Harry is going to claim Dani and Terry as heirs to his house," Daphne said. "Neville has agreed to give up his claim."
"And what of the Greengrasses? Once you and Daphne marry you hold the fate of both our houses?" her father asked.
"Astoria will retain her secondary heiress status. I won't take that away from her. I am considering making them heiresses to the Peverell's and Glamorgan's. They are close enough that they could claim those titles when they get older," he told them. "Either that, or I claim the Peverell's and give Dani the House of Potter."
She moved in to take his hand.
Her mother spoke first as her father thought about what he said. "I think you should retain the more prestigious House of Potter, Harry. Danielle might be more suited to the more ancient house of Glamorgon while Theresa may have some of your talent in creatures and would be better suited to the Peverells."
“What about your children?” her father asked. “Wouldn’t you rather then take up the titles?”
“I would name them primary, only to be superseded by a third or fourth child,” Harry replied. Daphne agreed with that, unsure how many children they might have.
Anders nodded his agreement. “The Greengrasses would claim any houses in a blood feud then, claiming your cousins as primary heirs.”
Harry didn’t look as pleased, but she knew he expected it. They had talked about it last night. After a moment, Harry nodded. He wanted to see those houses burn, and she didn’t disagree with him.
"We have time to talk about that," Daphne put in. "Can you help us find where these ingredients came from. Like Harry, I won't have a threat to our house. We are the heirs to the Potter-Greengrasses, and I won't have that challenged."
Harry put a hand over hers. "I won't either."
There was a hint of pride in her father's eyes. He cleared his throat. "I will send off some owls today and get some meetings as soon as possible this week."
"I have a tea with Augusta, Phoenicia and Mary tomorrow. I'll ask them. I'm sure Augusta will already be asking if you talked to her this morning," Iliana said.
"Thank you," she said to her parents.
"You know you can always come to us," her father offered.

  -oOo-


  February 20, 1997


  Hogwarts, Scotland

The eagle owl on the table glared at him. He knew it as his father's eagle owl. If the man could be reproachful through an owl, he was sure this one would manage.
For days now, he had been glared at by Potter and Greengrass and her ilk had managed to turn most of the house against him and his allies. The small group of third, fourth and fifth years were huddled together, conscious of the glares aimed at them. He seriously thought he would have more support from Slytherin House. Though, he knew he was being ostracized for suspicions to harming their seeker and darling of the Potter-Greengrass heirs, the more worrying issue was the letter being offered to him. His father never uses the Lord's seal to write to him.
The dozen people around him had all stopped talking and were looking at the owl.
Pucey took the letter. The owl moved suddenly and nipped his hand.
"Ruddy bird," he snapped out.
"What does your father say?" Robert asked. He looked like he had gotten little sleep.
To find out that Potter and Greengrass hadn't been poisoned, instead two people in the Three Broomsticks, and the way he overheard Zabini say that their alliance was out for blood, had him honestly worried for once. The small miracle was that Cameron Dove knew how to obliviate the girls.
"Give me a moment," he snapped back at Frost.
Opening the letter, his eyes soon went wide, and he looked up, scanning the hall. The two Aurors that had been placed her to look over the school were scanning the hall.
"What does he say?" Everwand asked.
"He says the DMLE has called him in for questioning and said he was asked permission for the Aurors to talk with me. He has denied it, but Lord Greengrass has put in a petition into the Department of Records looking for manifest lists for the past two months," he whispered to his friends. "Father thinks Potter and Greengrass are blaming us."
There was a dark look shared between some of them.
No one wanted to say anything about it in the Great Hall, where anyone could overhear.
"I think we need to talk to our fathers," Everwand said.
Pucey looked down the table to Cameron. She was the one that had told them about the few spots like that around the school and had helped them. She was upset about her uncle, who had been squibbed when Potter did whatever he did. There was no official word, but most in the Wizengamot knew that that event was related to when Potter was kidnapped a few years ago.
"I'll write to father," Pucey told them. His father had nothing to do with what a few of them had concocted the other week, but it would appear he would have to come clean. Since his father had now talked to the DMLE, it was safe to tell him. It was his father who had suggested that the Potter-Greengrass alliance had to be eliminated, so he thought he was just doing what his father wanted.
The fact it was what he wanted too, had much more to do with his interpretation of his father’s words and actions…

  -oOo-


  February 21, 1997


  Hogwarts, Scotland

Hermione was sitting in a hidden nook on the fifth floor. Blaise had loaned her a tome on what the Thatchers knew of wizarding genealogy and what lands and titles they had. It was a thick tome that seemed to have far more pages than it should. It was in her lap as a parchment and dictaquill floated next to her.
She was pleased that she could look at this while at Hogwarts. Professor McGonagall had told her there were several of these nooks around the castle that had been built for privacy when students needed to deal with house matters. Only those Hermione wanted to know she was here, or any professor, could find her.
"There is a spot in Wessex, east of Laverstock that once belonged to the Havenscrafts," she said, the dictaquill righting it down. "The note says there was a bog that no one ever went into. The Havenscrafts are descendants of Sagramore, one of the Knights of the Round Table and of the last known guard of Camelot. It could be a possible location."
Yes, this was a lot of the work that she had been doing with Croaker, but this time it was for family, not the man she thought wanted to change the Wizengamot. Oh, she still believed Croaker wanted change, but she was unsure it was the same change she wanted.
A small chime indicated someone approaching. She put a finger on where she was. Looking up, Blaise was walking up to her. She gave him a smile, but it fell when she saw a very serious look on his face. When he walked inside the wards, she immediately asked, "What happened?"
"Nothing yet, but I think Daphne is about to explode all over the blood supremacist still in Slytherin," he said, sitting on the wide bench opposite her.
She frowned. "Still no word on who?"
"Maybe. Daphne and Harry left right after lunch," he told her.
Hermione nodded. She felt left out of the loop. Harry had been doing that more and more. Though she knew he would be there for her if she ever needed, sometimes she was missing when it had just been them with Ron. They were all growing up and starting to do their own thing. Thinking about it, Hermione didn't regret her own thing, looking at the dark skin boy across from her.
"Where are Dani and her friends?"
"Tracey and Neville were going to sit with them in the library. Dani is still too afraid to go off on her own, even with the Aurors. They all are," Blaise told her.
"I don't blame them. I think I found something," she told him.
He raised an eyebrow in question. "Found what?"
"Another location for the goblins to check," she said.
"Really?" He got up and moved over to her. She shifted so that he could get behind her. She happily put her head on his shoulder as he wrapped his arms around her.
"This tome has a bunch of land records. Given what Harry has given me from his journals, this place has some potential," she said, pointing to the passage.
He looked at it over her shoulder. After a moment, he grunted. "It could be."
"Do you think your mum will let me get into your library again? I know I saw a few books on other land holdings and some old battles that might give me more concrete evidence," she asked him.
Blaise held her tighter. "You know, if you need more access to my families vaults and library, there is a way to fix that without having to get permission from mother all the time."
She shifted to look up at his face. He was looking down at her. "What do you mean?"
"Just something I am thinking of. If we don't get dragged into the brewing fight tonight, would you like to go out for a nice dinner tomorrow?" he asked her.
She gave a little smile. "I really don't know if we should until we know what happened?"
"I was going to take you to a dinner with my mother at our manor. Nowhere we should be in danger," he told her.
She smiled. "Sounds like a date."
He kissed her forehead. "Good. Now, have you found anything else?"
She shook her head. "No, but I feel this book is far larger than I thought."
"It is. That links you to the other four books in that series. See down here," he said, pointing to a series of Roman numerals. "This indicates you are reading book two, page forty-three, and this is the year it was recorded. Seventeen-twenty-four."
"Oh. Why didn't you tell me?" she demanded.
Blaise shrugged, a small smirk on his face. "I was wondering how long it would be before you noticed."
"Berk," she groused.
He laughed. "I try. I really try."
She hit him playfully on his arm. "Are you going to keep teasing me, or did you have a reason to come find me?"
"Just to ask you out tomorrow night. I haven't seen you much this week. I also wanted out of the Slytherin Common room. There is real stress building there, and with all our friends out and about, I didn't want to keep getting glares from Pucey and some others."
She leaned back against him, shifting to get more comfortable. "Well, no stress here. Have you looked through this book?"
"I glanced at it once or twice. Like you said, it has good information on properties either owned or still in possession of many old families," he said.
She smiled when he kissed the top of her head. "I want to look through this some more and then we'll go let Neville and Tracey have some time alone."
"Sounds good," he said, a hand finding a button on her shirt. She didn't protest as he popped one open just above her belly button, drawing her robes a little more over her as his hand slipped into her shirt. Hermione found she craved his touch, even if it was a little distracting as she tried to read. She would distract him later...

  -oOo-


  February 22, 1997


  West Country, England

Blaise was there to hold out his hand as she stepped out of the flames. She took it and gave him a smile as his wand cleaned them both off. He had turned seventeen less than a month ago and revelled in the fact he could do magic at any time he wanted now. Over Easter he would take his apparition test, and they wouldn't need to use the nauseating Floo if they didn't want to after that. Hermione was just happy she had taken her test over Christmas break but didn't trust herself to side-a-long anyone yet.
Bindy came to them from the formal parlour. "Hello, Master Blaise, Mistress Hermione," the small elf greeted them.
"Hello, Bindy," Hermione replied. "How are you today?"
As usual, the small elf looked a little flustered to be asked about herself. "Bindy is Bindy, Miss."
Blaise chuckled. "Told you. Hello, Bindy. Are the Grangers here yet?"
"They is being arriving about an hour ago. They is taking tea in the parlour," Bindy replied.
Still holding her hand, Blaise led them into the parlour. After a round of greetings and hugs, Hermione sat on a stiff, high-backed chair next to Blaise while her parents and Lady Zabini sat around the other side of the table.
"How is your winter semester?" her mother asked.
"It is going well. Harry is starting to do rings about Blaise and I in Runes, while Daphne is keeping up with me in Arithmancy," she said.
Blaise snorted. "The git is like some prodigy in Runes. Not to mention he still wipes the floor with all of us when we duel with him."
"Language," Lady Zabini admonished her son, though had a small smile.
Blaise ignored her. "I still have him in charms and Transfiguration," Hermione said proudly.
Her father laughed. "And Daphne?"
"Tied," she said. Hermione still put a large significance on her grades but didn't feel them quite as important anymore.
Her parents gave her amused looks. "And you, Blaise?" his mother asked.
"I am doing well mother. Nothing below an exceeds expectations," Blaise responded.
Lady Zabini nodded her head. "Good. I expect you to do no less. Now, I know you didn't just ask us to meet you just because you wanted to see me," the woman said, a small smirk to her lips. It reminded Hermione so much of Blaise when he was up to no good.
Blaise put his tea down.
"I can't just ask to have a nice dinner with my mother and the family of my intended?" he asked innocently.
His mother shook her head. "I have taught you better than to do something without meaning."
"I'm wounded," Blaise said. "I really do miss you and I know Hermione misses her parents when we are so far away from you."
Her mother looked amused as well. "Is he always this much of a flatterer?"
"When he wants something," his mother said with her own amusement.
"I see why my daughter fell for him," her father commented.
"Dad," she said warningly.
Which a big sigh, Blaise rolled his eyes. "Fine. I do desire something. Something I have been thinking about for a few months now. Hermione desires full access to our library and records."
Lady Zabini rose an eyebrow. "You know only family is allowed, and the Thatcher’s vaults and library are blood bound."
Blaise nodded, moving his chair back. Hermione turned to look at him, for the first time noticing a box in his hands. Her eyes widened. Of all the ways she thought she might get her hands on more knowledge; she had not thought of this. Yes, she had thought of Blaise. She had thought of him more than ever since Yule. She also missed having him in her bed. Cuddling naked up to his warm body, enjoying how her white skin contrasted with his dark skin, and the way it felt to have her leg over his, had been something she had thought about more than enough since that night.
But even with those thoughts, she hadn’t expected this. She thought they would be done with Hogwarts before he proposed... though, they were both seventeen now.
Blaise got onto a knee while her hand shook a little to see the way he was looking at her. "Hermione Jean Granger, when I first saw you, I never knew I would come to love you the way I do. From what we could all tell you were this bossy, bushy haired girl with huge front teeth," he said.
She gave him a bit of an annoyed look at the cheeky grin on his face, before he became serious again. "Then, I found out you have a huge heart, you love your friends and family very deeply, your beautiful, and sometimes I miss those large front teeth."
She laughed this time. "Will you just get to what you want to ask me," she demanded in a light tone.
Blaise looked rather nervous as he brought the box up. "I love you, Hermione, and would hope you would become the future Lady Thatcher?" he asked her. Opening the box, she saw a rather simple golden band with a large diamond set in the centre.
She blinked. "Not Lady Zabini?"
Blaise looked at her, as though not processing the question. It was his mother that answered. "Blaise is rather concerned the name of Zabini is cursed," she said solemnly. "He would not risk you and is going to take up the name of Thatcher at the Summer Solstice."
She felt her eyes brimming with emotion as he knelt before her, waiting for an answer. To know he cared for her that much, she felt herself melt for him more. "Well?" he asked after a moment.
She nodded, not sure she could say anything as she leaned down to hug him. "Yes," she managed to whisper into his ear.
Her mother clapped in excitement. "Great! So, when do you want to get married?"
Hermione sat up, laughing. "I want to get out of school first," she said, wiping a tear from her cheek as Blaise put the ring on her finger.
"Before we do that, we need to complete negotiations on the betrothal and bring it to the goblins to ratify," Lady Zabini said.
Blaise moved to get up and she pulled him to her, giving him a deep kiss.
"You know what we have asked," her father said.
She let go of Blaise and turned to her parents. "Have you already been talking behind my back?"
"Phoenicia and us have had a few discussions, but your fiancé has been very adamant you were to be involved, and Amelia should be involved too. She is the regent of your House until you turn twenty-one," her father said with a smile. She could see he approved of Blaise.
"Yes, I would like Amelia here. Lady Zabini…" she said.
The woman held up a hand, stopping Hermione. "Call me Phoenicia, Hermione. If you are going to be my daughter, I think we can be that familiar."
"Yes, Phoenicia. Now, what have you talked about?" she asked, going into her business mode. Blaise chuckled as he sat again. She reached out and took his hand in hers.
"We have talked about a few things," Blaise said.
She snapped her head to him. "You've been involved in this too?"
"I told mother I would not consider any negotiations until you said yes."
"What options?" she demanded.
"Like having the Thatchers rolled up into the Grangers," Phoenicia said. "You are a new house, but like I said, Blaise is very concerned that my father has cursed our branch of the family. If you were to absorb him into your House, that would break any family name or blood bound curse against the name of Zabini."
Her mother reached over to take the woman's hand. Hermione knew they had become friends, but not that close. "We know you are concerned as well, Phoenicia."
The woman nodded, looking to be keeping a firm grasp on her emotions.
Hermione knew Blaise was concerned, but not this much. She looked at him with soft eyes. "You really care for me that much?"
"I would do anything for you, Hermione," he said, taking her hand to his mouth and kissing the back of it.
All she wanted to do was find a place to snog him, then shag him until he begged her to stop. "I love you too," she said, leaning over to kiss him.
"We have other options, but your mother and I think that is the best one after talking with Amelia and Phoenicia," her father said.
"I want to research all this," she told them, turning back to the adults... well, she was an adult now too in the eyes of magic. She was also going to consider making Phoenicia her regent.
Many around the table chuckled. "Blaise was right. I have a few books for you if you want," Phoenicia said. "I'll have Bindy fetch them for you before you both leave. For now, Bindy, would you retrieve a good wine."
"Yes, mistress," the small house elf said, sounding pleased at the day’s events.

  -oOo-


  March 8, 1997


  Hogsmeade, Scotland

It wasn't a standard Hogsmeade weekend, nor was it usual for a first year to be walking down with them. Harry wouldn't leave Dani behind though. Her friends were being watched over by Tracy and Blaise, but this was an important meeting, according to aunties letter earlier this week.
Daphne, Astoria and Susan were talking just before them.
"What is Hogsmeade like?"
"It's a nice place. There is a good candy shop, Honeydukes, and a joke shop, Zonko’s. Though, I hear that the Weasley Wizarding Wheezes are thinking of expanding up here soon," Harry told his cousin. "I'm not sure what Auntie Ami and Anders want, but I promise we'll take you before we head back up."
"Sounds good. Can you take my friends and I down over Easter?" she asked, looking livelier than she had in a few weeks. What had happened to them had all three girls more subdued. Harry was now convinced that Pucey and his lot had done it, but without proof, he couldn't act. He wished he knew how Andi was doing with the obliviations, but that was a patient-healer confidentiality thing.
Auntie and her parents would know, though.
As they walked into town, Dani was looking all around, more of her curious and normal personality showing. After knocking on a door to a private inn on the edge of town, Harry opened the door, letting the four girls in first. None of them felt comfortable in the Three Broomsticks right now. Daphne gave him a small smile and brushed his arm to see Dani smiling after he pointed out Zonko's and telling her she could try to get Tracey.
"Hello. Would you be Scion Potter-Greengrass?" an older gentleman questioned, walking into a wide and long entrance hall.
"Yes, sir. Is Lord Greengrass and Madame Bones here yet?" he asked.
"They are, young sir. If you would just come this way," the man offered, indicating them to go down the hall.
In a back room, the Greengrasses, Auntie and all the Danforths were present. Dani rushed into her mum's arms. Terry bounced over to him, giving him a hug. "Harry!" Terry exclaimed.
"Hey there, squirt," he said affectionately. The now eight-year-old girl had grown a lot.
"Are you coming over soon?" Terry asked.
"Maybe. I'm not sure if we are going home over Easter or not yet," he told her.
"Terry's been asking to go back to Diagon Alley. She wants an owl of her own," Gary said, reaching out a hand.
"How about over the summer? Auntie may have to get you a permit since you aren't eleven yet," Harry told her. "I'll send Hedwig to you more often."
"Terry is considered a vassal of House Potter, so she can get one at any time," Auntie pointed out.
Terry gave him a huge smile.
"If you would take a seat, we have some serious business to talk about today," Anders said. Harry shook his hand before sitting at the long table.
"What is going on?" Susan asked.
"Yes, your letter sounded rather dire," Daphne said to her parents.
"It is rather dire," Auntie said. "Andromeda has been able to get through some of the Obliviation on one of the girls. It confirms what my investigations are pointing towards."
Dani stiffened. Harry looked to her with a hard face. "Pucey?"
Auntie frowned. "I can't fully say until the DMLE files formal charges. There is a complication though."
"I am going to ruin them," Anders stated.
"What is it?" Daphne asked.
Auntie took out a parchment. "The Houses of Pucey, Everwand and Frost have declared a formal alliance. Pucey has approached the goblins, trying to figure out if you still hold the reigns of House Parkinson. The Puceys want to propose a marriage contract to Pansy. To add to it, they have put a petition to declare a blood feud against House Potter and Greengrass. They are claiming that both Houses have brought irreparable harm by causing several businesses, betrothals and alliances to be dissolved by your actions."
Harry huffed. Daphne beat him to responding. "Do they know that Harry still controls the Parkinsons?"
"No. That is still caught in a quagmire. Harry's actions to give them a path to regain their House has many guessing and the goblins saying nothing," Auntie said.
"Harry, they blame you for what happened to the Parkinsons, Malfoys and Notts," Anders said.
"Well, he is, isn’t he?" Susan said.
"Amelia and Anders what are you talking about? You said you would explain everything," Reba said.
"And I will," Amelia assured them.
"Is it official? Are we in a blood feud?" Harry asked.
"Not yet, but I expect that House Potter and Greengrass will be within the week. They are seeking a ratification to make it legal and above reproach," Anders stated.
"They are looking to have this on record before they are accused," Iliana pointed out.
"It is on record for the vote, but it will not be on the record before the arrests are made. Lord Frost and Pucey are being charges today. They will have three days to turn themselves and their sons in for questioning once the Minister signs off on the warrant," Auntie Ami told them.
Harry took in a deep breath, sharing a look at Daphne. She gave him a little nod. "Auntie, I think we should tell Reba and Gary what I want to do," he said.
Auntie gave him a look for a moment, then nodded.
"What is going on?" Gary asked.
"Gary, you and your family have been officially recognized as Potters, and your girls have been given vassal rings as daughters of the House of Potter," Auntie began. “It puts them in line to claim the house should anything happen to Harry, Daphne and Neville.”
"Yes, you said that would help protect them and allow them access that others may not in your world," Reba replied.
"It does. It gives them status equal to the highest Houses. It also means that they are now part of this, and can be targeted," Amelia said.
The two parents looked frightened. "You mean we will be attacked?"
"You shouldn't, being in the Muggle world, but we can't guarantee it," Harry picked up the conversation. "I don't want to ask you to pick up your lives, but I had already talked with Auntie. If you want, you can claim sanctuary and residence in Potter Green. Dobby and Macy will be there and will be able to get you around were you need."
"We have to leave home?" Dani asked.
Terry looked a little excited. "Oh, is that where you live?"
"It will be," Harry assured her. "I was going to wait until I turned seventeen this summer, splitting my time between there and Grace Hall, but if you want to move in, I have three rooms available to you, and you will have just about full access to anything you need."
Gary looked to his girls. Reba was regarding him. "Do you think we are in that much danger?"
Harry looked to auntie. She said, "I honestly don't know, but we are not allowed to put up wards around your residence. The Muggle area you live in is not registered as a magical domicile and isn't allowed to be unless you want to sell your house to Harry or until Dani is seventeen. I can't seek an exception on this with a new law the ICW passed during the last Equinox meet."
"What about the Grangers? Didn't you say they have wards?" Reba asked.
"Hermione is an heir to the House of Granger and turned seventeen in September and still claims their house as her home. She is allowed to have them," Amelia said.
Iliana spoke next. "Harry, have you mentioned your other plan yet?"
“I have not yet, but now might be a good time,” Harry replied.
"What plan? I'm still concerned about my family. Will these people come after us," Gary demanded.
"Most likely, since they have already gone after your daughter," Anders said.
"What Anders is saying is that your daughters are part of House Potter. You are all related within a few generations. That will make them targets. You as well because Reba is technically a squib. We can put wards up around your House if Dani and Terry want to accept heir rights to two other Houses belonging to House Potter," Amelia explained.
"We don't have to move?" Dani asked.
"Heir rights? You mean like how Harry and the others are heirs?" Gary questioned.
"Yes. If you want, I am offering your daughters to become primary heirs, unless Daphne and I have a third or fourth child, then they would become secondary heirs. Dani would be eligible to take on the title and heiress rights of House Glamorgon. She is the elder child and that is offered the elder House. Terry could be heiress Peverell," Harry said. "I have asked auntie and the goblins to draft up the paperwork. It would allow them to become part of the Wizengamot when they turn twenty-one but would be required to give that up if the titles pass to one of our children when they turn twenty-one. Until then, Auntie, and then myself, will be their regent. I will make sure they have enough wealth from my inheritance to be properly setup."
Auntie and Anders nodded at him. Daphne took his hand.
Astoria smiled. "I get more sisters to torture," she commented.
Susan giggled.
"Cousins," her mother corrected. "And they were already going to be your cousins."
Astoria made a face as though she didn't care. “Cousins… sisters… I still get to torture them.”
“Behave,” Iliana lightly scolded, Dani giving Astoria a challenging look while Terry eeked.
Reba and Gary shared a look. "This is a lot to take in. Do we have some time to think about this?" Reba asked.
"You have time, but I wouldn't put off the decision to move, even if its temporary, more than a few days. Your address should be protected, but it wouldn't take much for others to find it," Amelia told them. “As for your daughters being claimed primary heirs, I would recommend you make that decision before June so it can be put in the notices at the Summer Solstice.”
"And what about the Blood Feud," Harry asked. All he wanted to do was beat Pucey and his followers into the ground now he was certain.
"If any other incidents happen at Hogwarts, you are to declare honour rights. I will deal with any details of a duel," Anders told him.
"The Hogwarts charter says a blood feud has no rights on school grounds," Daphne said.
"Perhaps not, but I'm unsure he will care. They beat her up, Daphne," Harry hotly accused.
"And you know the rules," she replied. "We will find a way to destroy them, but if we are the aggressor on neutral ground then that could be cause for reparations or a duel that Pucey would be able to dictate. We will protect Dani, but we won't do anything to give them the upper hand."
"And if I see him in Hogsmeade?" Harry asked, already knowing the answer.
"If it is on a school sanctioned day, we will not be the aggressor," she told him, a glint in her eye saying she had something planned. Harry nodded after a moment, knowing Daphne would not let this go.
"What is an airess?" Terry asked.
Daphne turned to the little girl. "You would be like me, Astoria and Susan."
"You mean I could be as pretty as you?" Terry asked.
Daphne smiled while Susan and Astoria giggled. "Something like that. We'll help you understand," Daphne assured the younger girl.
"Madam Bulstrode has been talking about this. I don't know if I want to be an MP," she said with a frown.
"That is up to you. We'll make sure your parents have all the information they need," Amelia said.
"How about I go with you to Madam Bulstrode tomorrow and we can talk about it?" Susan offered.
Dani chewed her lip.
"I think that would be great, Susan," Reba said.
"I'll go too," Daphne offered.
After a few Dani nodded her head.
Harry was gnawing over the turn of events today. "Auntie, can I talk with you when this is done?"
She nodded her head. When everyone else except Daphne left, Harry leaned back in his chair. "Can I call a duel with Pucey? I want to kill the bloody dick."
"No. Daphne is right. You don’t want to, not even if the blood feud is ratified while you are on Hogwarts grounds or on outings sanctioned by the school. Do not touch him," auntie said.
"I'm going to make his life a living hell in Slytherin," Daphne vowed.
"No, Daphne. Don't touch him or do anything. I feel even if the feud is ratified, they won't get the allowances for what happened with the Dark Alliance imploded or when Harry defeated You-Know-Who. They will be the aggressors without cause, meaning your restitutions could mean you take everything. "
"Call him Voldemort," Harry snapped. "They tried to kill Daphne and beat Dani and her friends."
"And you will not stoop to their level," auntie said in her commanding tone she usually reserved for work or the Wizengamot chamber. "If, and I mean if, Pucey or his friends start something at Hogwarts, use only the means you need to get away or restrain them. Get to a professor right away. If we are off school grounds and they start something, you have my permission to use any force necessary. Do you understand?"
Harry looked a little defiant and Daphne put a hand on his arm. “We will not hand them an incident that they can use against us in the Wizengamot," Daphne said. The way she tightened her hand on Harry’s arm had him knowing she felt the same. "I promise they will pay, though."
Harry stewed for a moment.
"I need to talk with father. I'm sure he has ways he can go after their money," Daphne said.
"If they hurt Dani or anyone else, auntie, I won't hold back," Harry told her.
"The DMLE will be starting its prosecution soon. Like Anders said, if there is any major issue, contact him or me. Even if it happens on neutral ground, we have options if you hold your temper," auntie told him.
"I won't let them get hurt," Harry refused to budge.
"You'll get your chance, one way or another," auntie promised him. "Just don't start things when at Hogwarts. Changing subject, you are sure you want to offer your cousins those Houses?"
Daphne took his hand. "Yes. I know Daphne and I have talked with you about this and those title should pass to our children, but if Hermione finally gets her wish of changing the Wizengamot, the seats and titles won't matter in the future. If not, then we can set up two branches of the Potter-Greengrasses before we must demote my cousins," Harry said, reiterating the conversation he had had with Daphne a few nights ago when he mentioned this was what he wanted to do.
"And you are in full agreement?" auntie asked to Daphne.
"I am, Auntie Ami," Daphne said. She sighed after a moment. "If this really becomes a blood feud, father has already stated he will not release control of these houses when we win. I have a feeling that ours and Astoria's children will have a few choices. So will Terry and Dani. If that happens, we will clean up those houses."
Auntie looked at both of them for a moment. “I’ll make sure the goblins have all the paperwork ready.” Auntie then gave them a satisfied smile. "You two really are growing up. I didn't disagree with you before about seeing those other houses die off. I still don't disagree, but if this is the way you want to go, I will support you. I assume you will not push to have them banned from the Wizengamot then?"
"I want them censored, if we can. We can decide what to do afterwards," Harry said. "Anders will want to keep them, but if they are censored, they can only be revived when an heir is confirmed. I will not absorb them into my House. Besides, I need Anders to stay away from the goblins. Hermione thinks she found a possible location, and this would be a good bargaining chip to keep Anders out of that business. If he wants to pass any of them off to Astoria, both our Houses would have to agree.”
Daphne snorted. "Who would have thought you could be so sly?"
Harry gave her a grin. "Well, I've had a good teacher."
Auntie rolled her eyes. "If you are going to get all cute with each other, I'm going to lunch."
Harry laughed. "Yes, auntie."
Daphne looked as happy as he was. "Would you join us for lunch?" Daphne asked.
"I would be happy too," auntie said. They moved to a dining room down the hall. Looking around, almost his whole family was here. Once the feud was ratified, he knew there would be a meeting of the alliance. Hermione and Neville would have to be at that meeting, the only two family members missing right now.
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  March 11, 1997


  Hogwarts, Scotland

It was a few days before Harry could finally find a way to get the little shit cornered. He had been using the Marauder’s map and his cloak to find the boy alone. Like with his friends, Pucey was walking around with others almost all the time.
As Harry approached the corridor in the dungeons closer to Hufflepuff than Slytherin, he caught Pucey looking around a corner.
Harry looked at the map one more time. There was no one else around, but Pucey looked to be waiting for someone. The closest person was two corridors away and heading away from them. Harry would have found this odd if he hadn't organized this little meeting. He took the opportunity to take his cloak off before shuffling his feet. At the sound Pucey spun around, his wand coming up. Harry flicked his wand. The stinging hex hit Pucey's hand before the boy could do anything.
"What the... Potter," Pucey accused, a little fear in the boy’s voice.
Harry stepped closer as Pucey rubbed his hand. The boy eyed his wand at his feet. "Go for it, Pucey. Give me a reason to break the neutrality of Hogwarts."
Pucey didn't move. "What do you want?"
"You in Azkaban or six-feet under. I warned you. I am going to destroy you and your family," Harry told him. "Just want you to watch your back."
Pucey blanched some. "What are you going to do? Hex me in Hogwarts?"
Harry shook his head, taking a menacing step forward. "No. Anything more than a stinging hex will call the Professors. I will not attack you without you casting the first hex. But if I find you out outside of Hogwarts, I won't hesitated to do to you what you did to Dani. You also upset my betrothed. Lord Greengrass believes in the old ways. Especially those that deal with House honour and blood feuds. If you don't all die first, you'll be mine in the end to deal with."
Pucey lost all colour looking at the boy with green eyes that shone with power and to know that if his family lost, he was royally buggered.
"Is that a threat? I can claim reparations for you breaking the peace on neutral grounds," Pucey said.
Harry snorted. "A stinging hex and a promise is not a threat. A threat would be me telling you I'll remove any chance you have at carrying on your line if you cross me. I may do that anyways, but not here."
Pucey gulped.
"Touch anyone I care for again and that will be the last time you do that," Harry told him. He had moved close enough now to punch the boy if he could. "I mean it, Pucey. I will end you."
Pucey took a step back.
After a moment, Harry snorted, then turned and walked away.

  -oOo-


  March 26, 1997


  London, England

Tipsy took the letter to Harry as he sat eating his breakfast. He was home for the two weeks surrounding Easter so he could do things outside of Hogwarts.
Auntie Amelia was gone to work for the day and Susan was having a lay in. Harry had been up about five, like he normally was at Hogwarts to get his workout and some training in the rooms.
"Master Harry, a letter from Gringotts," Tipsy said. Mopsy was running behind her, a stuffed bunny in her hands and trying to look just as important as her mother. Harry smiled at the small elfling as he took the letter.
"Thank you, Tipsy. I like your bunny, Mopsy," Harry said.
The small elfling suddenly got shy and hid behind her mother. Tipsy smiled at the young elf girl. "Mopsy has not seen Master Harry much. Tipsy hopes he is here for the whole holiday."
"I will be. Who knows, maybe the Easter Bunny will bring Mopsy a friend," Harry said with a smile. A grinning Mopsy poked her head from behind her mother.
"Easter bunny not bring rabbits to little elvses," the small girl commented. Elves grew at almost double the rate of humans, making her equivalent to three or four, and giving her a good control of her speech.
"The Easter Bunny brings things to all good children, or so I've been told," he said, giving Tipsy a wink. Tipsy smiled.
"Master Harry and Tipsy family is too kind. Tipsy needs to work on your laundry. Do you need anything else for brekky?" Tipsy asked.
"I'm fine, Tipsy. I can help myself," he assured her.
Tipsy nodded her head, used to Harry wanting to do things on his own now. As they walked away, he heard Mopsy mutter, "Do Easter Bunnies visit elvses?"
"If Master Harry says so, then it is so," Tipsy assured her little one.
Harry would make sure the little elf was visited.
Opening the letter, he nodded. The goblins were sure not that they had found Camelot but were being stymied by the wards and others that they could see. In other words, the Unspeakables knew they had found it and were doing what they could to stop the goblins without starting a new rebellion.
Harry was certain he had found some information on the ward stones after he had been allowed in the Longbottom's more secure library section. It took information from all three descendants to find it. Something Harry was certain was deliberate to keep the sacred place hidden except from the true descendants.
Harry would write a note back to them to have them stop until the summer, when Harry could devote his full time to it.
His eyes did raise though when the goblins reported a hidden place on the old Potter Manor grounds. He would have them investigate that.

  -oOo-


  April 3, 1997


  London, England

Harry met Daphne as she stepped through the Floo in the Leaky Cauldron. He hadn't seen them in two days, so didn't feel any embarrassment to pull her in and give her a small kiss. Daphne seemed just as eager and had a small smirk on her face. "I would think you missed me," she teased.
"Never," he answered, glad she took his hand.
"If you two are good, the goblins are waiting for us," Auntie said in an amused voice.
"Yes, Auntie Ami," they said almost in unison.
She shook her head at them.
Once in the bank, they were shown down a few stairs and then a long hallway. Outside a large set of brass doors- no. Harry realized they were covered in Vipertooth scales- they were all required to leave any weapons they had on them. Harry's two wands, two knives and his sword were soon next to the three knives and two wands Daphne carried. Auntie Ami put them both to shame as she took a small arsenal off her person. Harry raised an eye to her. "Once a Hit Wizard, always a Hit Wizard," she replied.
When the doors opened, they walked into a large room. Off to one side were two desks with goblins working at some books. A half dozen guards were around the room. In the centre of the room was a round table. Hermione, Neville, Bill and an older gentleman were sitting at the table with Ragnok and two other goblins. "Come. Sit," Ragnok demanded.
Harry had to stifle his ire at the aged goblin. They were in the realms of the goblins today, not his castle, so Harry played their game.
Harry held the seat for Daphne for her to sit first. Once seated, Harry looked around. "Good day, Chief Executive Ragnok. Can I ask who is joining us today?"
The old goblin gave a small grin. "Good, a wizard that likes to get straight to the point. This is Master Curse Breaker Alex Rousseau from our Egypt branch," the goblin said to the man. Harry took a closer look at the man. He had an intense gaze honed by years in the field. His greying hair was cut in a short, soldier like way. Like Bill, he wore a much more practical leather trench coat that would allow better movement than robes.
"This is Master Curse Breaker Nosecruncher," Ragnok introduced the rather gnarly goblin to his right. There was a chunk missing from one ear and half his face looked deformed. Harry knew Curse breaking was dangerous, but here was real proof for once.
Ragnok didn't bother to introduce the last goblin, meaning it was a goblin far up the food chain but not important enough to really be involved unless called upon.
"Good to meet you both. You called this meeting, Ragnok, so I assume you have found something?" Harry asked.
"Indeed. Heiress Granger's lead has paid off on the three sites she has found. The sites in Laverstock and Northshire have ward fields that are too small to be Camelot. They are previously unknown areas. The sight in Laverstock is still on Havenscraft lands, and as such, Gringotts cannot move on it without their permission. The one in Northshire is on public lands. Gringotts would negotiate for the finder’s fee and breaking of the wards on this site," Ragnok said.
Harry looked to Hermione. Auntie spoke up. "I would assume the standard fees and split of the treasure. We would like our own representative present when you work."
Ragnok nodded. "Gringotts has claim to sixty percent of all profits and choice of any goblin wrought items first."
Auntie nodded. "The rest shall be equally split between Heiress Granger and Scion Thatcher."
"Agreed. Rotnarg, draw up the contract," Ragnok ordered.
"Yes, Ablax Ragnok," the third goblin at the table said.
"Lord Weasley, you will be representative of House Granger and lead of this site," Ragnok ordered. "Are you in agreement, Madam Bones?"
"I am," she agreed.
"Yes, sir," Bill said, looking a little surprised.
"You said the third site also had something?" Harry put to the goblin.
The feral grin of the goblin sent a small shiver through his spine. "We have. That is why we requested the three we know of to have the blood of the founders of Camelot attend today. There is a large obscuring field just outside a small hamlet of Ratlinghope. It covers more than fifteen hundred acres. It is the largest area of its type discovered in the last five hundred years in Great Britain."
"You found it?" Daphne asked.
"We are confident we found something," Ragnok said. "Master Rousseau and Master Nosecruncher will be placed as leads of the project. We would ask you to tour the area before we start, especially since there has already been an incident."
"What type of incident," Hermione asked.
"Three of our curse breakers have completely lost their minds after walking into a random fog bank," Ragnok told them.
"Oh, no. Are they alright?" Hermione questioned.
"Bugger," Neville said.
Harry took in a sharp breath as he paled a little. Daphne looked to him, telling her that he knew something. Ragnok saw his reaction too. "Yes, you did warn us about this possibility. It is why we think we have found what you are looking for."
"Sweet Merlin," Harry said.
"Are the goblins going to be alright?" Hermione asked again.
"Your concern is admirable, Heiress Granger, but all curse breakers know the risk they take. Their minds have been completely blanked of anything they knew. Their clans and spouses have been given compensation. Now, you mentioned you may know how to get through this mist? We will need too to get to the ward stones we can detect, but they are about two hundred feet into the fog," Ragnok said.
"Yes. We can sense them, about two thousand of them around the border of the field, but they are protected by some powerful magics," Master Curse Breaker Rousseau added.
Harry nodded. "I have something, but I'm unsure if it will work yet. I'm starting to make it through some more advanced stuff in my libraries," Harry admitted.
"How long before you are ready?" Ragnok asked.
Harry thought for a moment. "I'm not sure. It's some pretty complicated stuff."
"Then Gringotts can offer its help," Ragnok offered.
Harry shook his head. "No. This is family magic. If I need to discuss it, I will talk with Heiress Potter-Greengrass and Scion Longbottom. Let me take a look at what I am studying, and I will let you know a better schedule."
Ragnok didn't look pleased. "Every day I have some of my top Curse breakers on this cost money, Scion Potter."
"Then I will add a percent onto your take," Harry snapped back. The goblins were already going to get twenty percent of this deal, and other items that would be priceless.
"Two percent," Ragnok countered.
"One-point-two-five," Harry argued.
"Three percent," Ragnok demanded.
Harry laughed. "One and a half."
The aged goblin stared at Harry. After a long moment, he nodded. "One and a half. Do you have any business to add?"
Harry could clearly see the dismissal. "Only a few things with my account manager, Chief Executive."
"Very well. Good day, Scion Potter," the goblin said before moving to get up.
Outside the doors, Neville let out a huge breath. "Merlin, Harry, did you just laugh at the king of the goblins?"
Harry shrugged. "We have a special understanding."
Hermione gave him a dubious look as he put the sword back on his belt. "That was the King of the Goblins? I heard he was rather unpleasant."
One of the goblins shifted next to them. "Can we hold this conversation until we are out of the bank?" auntie whispered in a concerned voice.
"My apologies, Madam Bones, master goblins," Neville said.
Harry chuckled. "Let's say that Chief Executive Ragnok and I have a certain respect for each other. He is a ruthless goblin, but I find he has a sense of humour and is highly effective."
This seemed to have the guards around them stand a little taller. Harry had just hit on some of why their leader was so respected. They stopped by his account managers office for just a few minutes. It was enough time for him to sign some documents and propose a few new deals for his manager to work on. It wasn't until they were out of the bank that Daphne moved into his side. "I think you should have some of that basilisk hide made into robes. It would be good for you to remind them why Ragnok respects you so much."
Harry grinned at his betrothed. "Maybe you are right."
Auntie chuckled. "With a woman like that at your side you'll be one of the most powerful men in Brittan."
Harry gave a cheeky smile, which dropped some when he caught Frost and Pucey glaring at them from a table at Fortescue’s. They had two girls with them. Auntie caught it and immediately came to full alert. Daphne moved her free hand so her wand could freely come to her hand. Neville and Hermione didn't really notice until they were past the two other teens.
"I think we should leave," Auntie told them.
“Can’t I just challenge them here?” Harry demanded.
“They are still underage. Their fathers would have to give them permission unless you start an unprovoked fight,” Auntie Ami told him.
Harry grumbled before noticing two men give them a dangerous look. Harry could challenge them, but with Hermione, Neville and Daphne at his side, he didn’t want to risk them getting hurt.

  -oOo-


  April 2, 1997


  London, England

Harry was meeting Sirius in Diagon Alley today. His godfather had asked him to meet at Twillfit’s and Tatting’s. He still wasn't sure how he had let his godfather convince him to be a groomsman. Remus was best man and had organized for them to take the old dog out later tonight.
Coming out of the Floo in the Leaky Cauldron, Harry looked around. Auntie had warned him to be careful, but she couldn't justify an Auror guard with a blood feud. Blood feuds were family matters, not a DMLE matter. She had reluctantly let him go when he reminded her that he would be seventeen soon and it was only a short walk to the tailor. He kept his eyes peeled though. Though, Harry doubted that anything would happen, even if there was someone looking for him. It wouldn't take him long to get to the shop and once he was with Sirius and Remus, he knew he would be safe.
"Good day, Mr Potter," the wizened barkeep, Tom, said to him. It was fairly empty today. "Do you want a butterbeer?"
"Hello, Tom. Not today," he replied before walking out to the back alley. The bricks opened after tapping the correct one and he walked out into the alley. Looking around he didn't see anything or anyone out of the normal. That didn't keep him from holding the invisibility cloak in his hand in his pocket or his robes. It was a grip he didn't lessen until the door shut behind him at the tailors.
The outside of the store looked rather unassuming, but inside it spoke of high-class clientele. A young man in impeccable robes and a Muggle inspired suit trousers and vest coat greeted him from behind a highly polished dark wood counter. "Good morning, young sir. Can I help you?"
"Good morning. I am meeting my godfather, Lord Black," Harry said.
Harry didn't like the look in the young man's eye. It was like he was ringing up galleons with that announcement. "Of course, Scion Potter-Greengrass. Mr Twillfit is with Lord Black's party just this way."
Harry followed the man into a small hallway with four doors. The man opened the first door and Harry stepped into a fitting room with a few robes on mannequins, reams of sample cloths, a few racks of trousers, vest coats, shirts and other dress clothes spread throughout the room. Sirius was standing on a raised platform as a man with grey hair and another young man were taking measurements and pulling out samples of material.
"Do I have to do this, Moony?" Sirius complained.
"You are the one to ask her to marry you," Remus chuckled. "Hi, Harry."
"Morning, Remus. How long has he been at this?"
"Hours," Sirius moaned as the two men worked away. "How about something different than black?"
"I have a nice acromantula silk in charcoal," the assistant offered.
Remus shook his head. "We only got here about ten minutes ago."
Harry chuckled as he sat in a chair next to Remus. "He sounds like a baby."
"I resemble that remark. Oi! That's still black," Sirius complained as a bolt of material was held out to him.
"I'm not changing his diapers," Remus joked.
Harry made a face. "Don't look at me."
"Wankers," Sirius gripped. Remus laughed. "So, what do you think? Black? Black? or Black?"
"I think they call that one sable. Just take it and then get a nice vest and tie," Remus told him. "Are you looking forward to doing this?"
Sirius nodded reluctantly. "That one," he indicated.
"I still have a while to worry about this," Harry told him.
"It's going to come sooner than you think. Next Easter we'll be doing this with you," Sirius commented.
Harry smiled. "That's still a year away. How is Erica?"
"She is well. You and everyone are invited over Friday evening. We want to see you before you go back," Sirius told him.
"I'll be there. Daphne said she would come, I'm not sure about Susan. She's been with Dean all week," Harry told them.
"A good boy," Remus said. "Are they serious?"
Harry shrugged. "Susan really likes him. I want to shove a pillow over Dean's face some nights when him and Seamus get going. I really don't want to hear about Susan that way."
Sirius laughed. "Is that a protective brother thing I'm hearing?"
"Maybe," Harry said defensively.
Remus gave him a knowing smile. "And do you do the same to Astoria?"
Harry huffed. "I don't care for Higgs," Harry told him.
"You don't like Higgs, or you don't like his family?" Sirius enquired.
"His father. I still feel like the man only wants the Clearwell title, but Anders approves," Harry replied.
"And Iliana?" Sirius asked as he let them put a robe on.
"I think she likes Eric, but doesn't trust his parents," Harry told him.
Sirius eyed him. "How is Dani?"
Harry huffed. "I'm going to kill Frost and Pucey," he growled. "They haven't touched her, but I swear it was him that paid off that Ravenclaw to hit the bludger at her after that last catch."
Remus looked unsettled. "Blood isn't always the answer."
"No, but it’s the only answer at times," Sirius said. "Have you talked with Anders and Amelia?"
Harry let out an angry breath. "They won't let me declare a duel yet. He hasn't crossed any line. Anders wants a clean end to this so he can claim the other houses and auntie wants the trials done first. The next date is two weeks from now. If their solicitor doesn't find another way to prolong this, then the case against his son should go to the Wizengamot."
"And what do you want?" Sirius asked.
"To break him. They are threatening my family, Sirius," Harry replied.
Sirius nodded. "I am not a direct contestant in this pissing match, but I could call a duel with one of them."
Harry let out a long breath. "I just need to turn seventeen, then I can call the bloody dick out."
"Is Pucey seventeen?" Remus asked.
"Bloody hell," Harry gripped. "He's only a fifth-year, so no."
Sirius looked at him for a moment as the men took the robes off. "If you would try this one on too, Lord Black," Mr Twillfit said.
"How do you feel about calling out Lord Frost? He's not a good dueller and I don't know of any good duellers in their family," Sirius suggested.
"Sirius! You can't be serious," Moony growled.
"Why not? Harry beats us many times now, and I'm no slouch," Sirius commented with some pride in himself. Harry snorted at his godfather's arrogance. "It doesn't have to be to the death, but if the terms are to end the feud, then that is one house out."
Harry gave a hard look to Sirius. "I want the little bastard, not his father," Harry told him.
"You get to his father, and you get the little shite," Sirius grinned.
Harry bobbed his head while he thought of that.
"I don't think you should do this. They can name any champion related with the family," Remus said.
"I'll be his second. There is no way he can lose," Sirius' grin grew wider.
"Can it be organized for just after my birthday?"
"Can do. I'll even negotiate a cessation until then, that way if Frost touches any of you, they automatically lose," Sirius told him.
Harry agreed. It was close to an hour later when the three of them had all been fitted. "How about a pint and some lunch? Erica isn't expecting me for another few hours," Sirius offered.
"Sounds good," Remus said.
"I'm game," Harry accepted.
They stepped out of the store with Mr Twillfit and his helpers wishing them a good day when Harry watched Remus stiffen. He had a second to watch the man turn his head, his nostrils flaring, before he heard a very distinct metallic twang he had never heard before. Time seemed to slow as Harry turned towards the sound, catching a blur faster than a snitch just miss him. A howl of pain came from behind him as his wand came to his hand. There was another metallic twang. He didn't think about it as his wand made an almost imperceptible circle. A semi-solid looking blue energy barrier sprung up. The thing shooting towards them bounced off the shield.
His wand moved, almost of its own accord, as years of muscle memory from hours upon hours of duelling practice kicked in. He pushed the shield out, causing it to burst in a wave of energy. Those few in the alley just doing errands or being innocent bystanders were pushed to the side, many screaming or yelling out. About twenty yards away, two men were tossing crossbows down and two others where shielding as the wave of energy just about crashed into them.
Harry didn't stop. His wand had been moving. Auntie had said he could do anything he needed too if things happened outside of Hogwarts. A half dozen blasting hexes roared out of his wand as he reached in his pocket for a few stones.
"Harry, Remus is hurt," Sirius called out from behind him.
Harry didn't stop. The best way to get Remus help was to get through these arseholes. The blasting hexes lit up the alley, even in the midday sun, as they hit the shields. He caught one of the shields collapse and one of the men cried out. Harry channelled his magic into the stones, then threw them down, a soft flare of magic flushing through the alley. "Run," one of the men cried out.
Harry heard the pop of apparition to get a resounding gong as the person hit the anti-apparition ward, he had just set down. It would only last a few times, but it was enough to have one of the figures collapse in a heap halfway between Harry and the remaining two. They started to throw spells back at him, panic clearly in their eyes, not expecting anything like this.
Sirius started to cast back. Harry sent the standard duelling spells before he heard a woman scream as she was hit by a ricochet when one of the men shielded a spell from Sirius. Harry had to end this quickly. Twirling his wand, it started to spray out water that collected in a wall before him, absorbing just about any spell that hit it, Harry dodging the few to get through. He felt a little sting in his left side.
"No time for playing," Sirius snapped.
"I'm not," Harry growled back. Snapping his wand back and then jabbing it forward, he cried out, "Glacistam!"
The now foot thick, five foot wide and six-foot-high wall of water suddenly turned into thousands of crossbolt sized spikes.
"Confractus!" Harry bellowed. The two men threw up shields as Harry banished the spikes. The first spell, a shield breaker, hit both shields, causing them both to fracture like splitting glass. Then the ice bolts impacted. They shattered as they hit, causing no harm to anyone on the streets near them. The sheer number of deadly icicles were too much for the shields and dozens got through.
Both men dropped. One screamed out, clutching at his arm. The other didn't make a sound as he dropped.
Harry scanned the street. One man was moaning as he lay in a small pool of blood, severely hurt from the blasting hex. The one closest to him was still in a heap on the ground, but Harry could see his chest moving. The third was clearly dead. The last grabbed at his wand arm. It was cut from the icicles, and a few stuck out from his right arm and leg. Harry stormed over to the guy. "Who sent you!" Harry demanded.
"I... can't say," the man gritted out.
Harry kicked the guy's wand away as he knelt next to him. "Was if Frost or Pucey?"
"Harry! That crossbolt was tipped with silver," Sirius called out. He turned to see Remus convulsing on the ground, foam coming out of his mouth.
Harry caught movement out of the corner of his eye. He stumbled back, rolling over as the man tried to stab him. Harry made a slicing motion with his wand. A white cutter jumped out of his wand, hitting the man's hand. The man screamed out as his hand was cut in half, as was the handle of the knife. A few cracks came from just down the alley. His ward stones only covered about fifty feet, so the six Aurors landed outside the field.
"Wands on the ground," one of the Aurors bellowed.
"Harry, drop the damn anti-apparition wards," Sirius demanded.
"Stop where you are!"
Not hesitating, Harry twitched his wand, making the four stones fly towards him. The Aurors reacted, stunners flying out of their wands. Harry grabbed the stones, while his wand pointed to Sirius and Remus. A shield came into existence between them as the anti-apparition field dropped. Sirius apparated away before Harry's world went dark...

  -oOo-


  A little while later...

Harry opened his eyes. Not sure where he was, he blinked for a moment before realizing they were under attack. "Sirius! Remus!" he called out as he shot up in bed.
A firm hand rammed into his chest and forced him back down. Pain radiated through his body and a groan escaped his lips. "Lay down and stay down," an angry woman demanded. Harry looked to see Auntie.
"Auntie, Remus was hurt. Where are we?"
"You are in St. Mungo's. Remus is just down the hall. You must stay here, or I'll come hunt you down myself," she threatened.
"Is Remus alright?"
"He'll survive," she told him.
Harry let out a breath and slumped down. It felt like all his bones were in agony. After a moment, he asked, "Why am I in St Mungo's?"
"You got hit by a bone dissolving curse. It's been neutralized, but you'll be here for two or three days," she told him, still sounding aggravated.
Harry frowned. "Are you upset with me?"
She took in a deep breath before letting it out. "No. Not really. You did what you had to defend yourself, except using those ward stones. How the hell did you make them and why keep them from getting away?"
Harry glared back at her. "They are Peverell and Potter family magic. I told you, auntie. I won't let my family get hurt or killed again."
She closed her eyes for a moment. "Harry, what you did is on the edge of legal. You are lucky that they were acting on the blood feud. If not, setting up anti-apparition wards like that could see you spending six months in gaol."
Harry frowned. "Why? There's no law against those wards."
"If you register them or set them up on your own home, no. But to prevent innocents from fleeing a scene or setting them up on private property not yours is not allowed," she told him.
Harry sat quietly for a moment. "Is that all I did wrong?"
"Yes," she answered before sighing. "Just to let you know, you killed a second cousin of Lord Frost, and severely hurt a member of House Rosier."
Harry frowned again. "They were trying to kill us."
"And you responded the way we have trained you. My Aurors can't get information from dead men though," she said in her lecturing tone.
Harry took in a deep breath and let it out. "I won't let anyone I care for get hurt or killed. How many got hurt besides us?"
"Three. They are set to be released tonight."
"I didn't mean to hurt them."
She patted his hand. "I know. Remember, pay attention to your surroundings. How do you feel?"
Letting his anger fall a little, he took stock of his body. "Sore."
"I'm not surprised. The Healers said you had lost almost twenty percent of your bone mass before they could stop it. You are to stay here while I go get a Healer. You move and I will come after you," she threatened, though it didn't hold any heat this time.
Harry sighed. "Yes, Auntie."
She nodded when she was sure he wouldn't move. She got up and made it to the door before he called out, "Auntie?"
"Yes, Harry?"
"Can you let Daphne know where I am? I was supposed to go over the Greengrasses for dinner," he said.
"They know. I expect Daphne will be here soon," she replied.
"And is Sirius alright?" Harry asked.
"He's with Remus but didn't get hurt. When you talk to him, try to talk him down from wanting to kill them all," she told him.
Harry clenched his fist on the blankets. "Sirius is going to challenge Lord Frost. I am going to stand his second," Harry said rather defiantly.
Auntie looked at him long and hard. "If you choose to do that, you get to tell Daphne what you are doing. As the Head of the DMLE, I don't support this path. As regent of House Bones, I will stand by our allies. As your aunt, I worry about you but will do anything I can within the law to protect you, Susan, Daphne and everyone else."
"I won't let Daphne, you or anyone else die," Harry told her.
After a moment, she sighed. "Just be careful you don't develop a lust for blood."
Harry nodded. "I won't," he promised. Daphne wouldn't allow him but would understand how he had to protect his family, present and future... well he was pretty sure she would understand.
A knock came at the door. Auntie's wand came out and she just peaked around the frame when she opened it a crack. "Madam Bones, Mr Potter's betrothed is requesting permission," an Auror told her.
Auntie's tension lessoned. "Let her in."
Daphne rushed into the room. "How bad are you hurt!" Daphne demanded.
"Nothing I won't heal from," Harry replied.
Daphne gave him an unimpressed look as she sat on the edge of his bed. Having the bed shift sent a wave of pain through him. He took in a hissing breath and Daphne jumped up. She looked scared for a moment that she had hurt him. "It's alright, Daph. I'm just really sore."
"He'll be here for a few days. Harry was hit with a weakened bone dissolving curse while he was showing off." Auntie Ami scolded. Harry got the reproach. When in a duel, you take your enemy down fast, but Harry had to take down multiple opponents and would do the same water trick again if he needed. "The Healers want to ensure it has been fully neutralized before giving him Skele-Gro to bring his bone density back up.”
"I hate Skele-Gro," Harry grumbled.
Daphne took the chair on the side of his bed. Her hand reached out and ran a hand through his hair. Harry just about melted as she did so. "Thank you, Auntie Ami."
"Any time. Just make sure he stays out of trouble for a bit," auntie said to Daphne.
"He's not going anywhere," Daphne said in a tone that brooked no defiance from him.
"I never start the trouble," Harry complained.
"No, but you finish it. I'm going to check on Remus and then get back to the DMLE. I have paperwork to get done," auntie told them.
When she left, Daphne's face softened. Her hand raked through his hair again and he closed his eyes. "Are you alright?"
He let out a breath. "They tried to kill us, Daph. Remus was hit by a silver tipped arrow. Auntie won't tell me how he was really doing." He took in a deep breath and let it out slowly, enjoying her nails on his scalp. "I killed someone."
"Where they trying to kill you?"
"Yes," he replied.
"Then you did nothing wrong, and I don't love you any less" she assured him.
He opened his eyes. "I don't feel bad. Is that wrong?"
She leaned over the bed, kissing him softly before leaning her forehead on his. Even that hurt a little, but he enjoyed having her that close. "You listen to me, Harry James Potter, if you have to defend yourself or those around you, then you use the same force they are using on you, I will always stand by your side and support you. The only way I would ever feel disappointed in you is if you do it in cold blood or without legitimate cause. Do you understand me?"
Harry breathed easier. "Got it."
She kissed his lips again. "Now, what are you going to do about today?"
"Sirius and I are going to challenge Lord Frost," he told her.
She backed off for a moment, her dark brown eyes searching his. After a moment, she nodded. "You are going after Frost first to take support from Pucey," she said.
"He was also the one that did the most damage to Dani," he said, a slight growl coming out of him. He wasn't considering anything else, though Frost held half the Houses against them right now.
She understood better now. "I understand why you are doing this. I will support you, but you come back to me and make sure your godfather does as well. Erica is too nice to be widowed before they are even married."
Harry nodded solemnly. "I promise I will always come back to you, Daph."
She gave him a watery smile. "I will hold you to that promise."
A knock came at the door and moment later a kindly looking woman Healer in green robes came in. "I was told you were up... oh. Hello dear. I didn't know Mr. Potter had any company."
"This is my betrothed, Daphne Greengrass," Harry told the woman.
The woman inclined her head in deference. "Very nice to meet you, Ms Greengrass. Now, Mr Potter, I need to do an examination on you. If everything is well, we can give you the Skele-Gro in the morning."
Harry grumbled again as the Healer stepped up to the bed to scan him.

  -oOo-


  April 5, 1997


  Hogwarts Express, Britain

They were walking up the train to the prefects’ cabin after doing a walk up and down the car. Out of the twenty-four prefects, only six of them had gone home, most staying at Hogwarts to study, being in their OWL or NEWT years.
"Do we really need to go up front?" Blaise questioned.
"Cho wanted us to meet her," Hermione reminded him.
"There are only six of us and the Head girl didn't call for a meeting last year," Susan said.
"I don't know why," Hermione replied.
Daphne held Harry's hand today. Seeing him at St. Mungo's the last few days had affected her more than she had realized. As they passed a carriage door, she caught sight of a few boys staring at them. Her eyes narrowed as her face went completely passive.
Pucey, Frost, Everwand, Selwyn and a few other younger boys all glared at them. Frost looked like he wanted to kill them. "Has Sirius issued the formal challenge yet?" Daphne asked when they were a few doors down.
"This week. If everything goes to plan, it will be a few weekends from now," he answered.
She held his hand tighter. Harry looked over his shoulder. "Do you think it’s alright to leave Dani with Astoria and her friends?"
"Yes," Daphne said to reassure him. She didn't think the boys would be stupid enough to do anything, but she wasn't naive either. Others of their allies were in the car with their family.
"I want to really hurt them, Daph," Harry whispered as the others tried to figure out the meeting they had been called too.
"They will get what they deserve," Daphne assured him.
When they got to the cabin, all five of them were surprised to see Head girl Cho, Auntie Ami and Headmistress McGonagall.
"Please take a seat," the Headmistress ordered in her severe tone.
Harry made sure she was sitting before he sat next to her. The Headmistress looked at them before turning to Auntie Ami. "Would you like to inform them?"
Auntie Ami stepped forward. "I know I just saw you all about two hours ago, but this couldn't wait."
Daphne felt a pit form in her stomach.
"What happened?" Harry asked. She could feel his dread.
"Two things. When we are done, Blaise, I would like you to come with me. Your mother was accosted, but will make a full recovery," she said concerned.
Blaise stiffened in anger and concern. "Who?"
"We don't know yet, but I have a guess," she said to him, not saying anything else.
"I'm going with Blaise," Hermione demanded.
"That is your choice, Hermione. You are of age. Just let the Headmistress know," Auntie Ami told them.
"I just ask that you and Mr Zabini are back by tomorrow after dinner. I expect you to be in classes Monday," the woman told them.
"Yes, Headmistress," Hermione said, taking Blaise’s hand and putting a hand into his hair.
Harry felt so tense she thought he might be able to break a stone if she put one in his hand. "Who did it?" he asked in a frosty voice.
"This is an active DMLE investigation. I can say that House Bones has suspicions it was people related to the Puceys," she told him.
Harry shot up. Daphne jumped to grab his hand. "I'll break him," Harry growled.
"You will do no such thing," Headmistress McGonagall ordered. "Hogwarts is neutral ground in all conflicts."
"I won't let them go after my family or friends," Harry retorted.
McGonagall looked to be ready to say something else when Daphne said, "Headmistress McGonagall, you have my word that we will not be the aggressor, but we will not sit idly should a threat or worse occur."
"Ms Greengrass, that is not an assurance," the Headmistress said.
"Are we done? I want to see my mother," Blaise stated.
"I am going to see Blaise and Hermione to St Mungo's and then I am going to see Sirius," Harry declared.
"You are not going anywhere without your guardian's permission, Mr Potter. You are not seventeen yet," Professor McGonagall said.
"Auntie?" Harry demanded, more than questioned.
After a moment, she nodded. "I will escort you all to St Mungo's. You can take the Floo from there."
"Susan, can you keep an eye on Dani and her friends. See if Neville and Tracey will help you?" Harry asked, still feeling worried for his cousin.
"Sure, Harry. I know they won't mind," she told him.
"Susan, if anything happens or you are threatened, tell a professor or one of the Aurors on the train immediately," Auntie Ami instructed.
"Yes, Auntie," Susan said.
It was less than ten minutes later that the five of them landed outside of St Mungo's, the ribbon used for the portkey falling to the ground as they all had their wands up, just in case. "Your mother is on the fourth floor in the Spell Damage wing," auntie told Blaise.
"We'll be right behind you," Harry told them to the worried face of Blaise.
"We'll wait just inside for you. We should split up," Hermione told him.
They watched them walked towards the chained-up doors of the old department store then disappear about ten feet from the door.
"What did you want to talk to me about?" auntie asked.
"I'm going to talk to Sirius about the challenge. I want it to happen as soon as possible. After that, I am going to challenge Pucey," he told her in no uncertain terms.
"Harry, Lord Pucey is an accomplished duellist. He was a Hit Wizard for many years for the ICW. I would caution against that," she told him.
Daphne took his left arm in both her hands. "Auntie, Harry and I have been training for a few years now. Are you saying that we aren't ready? Like Harry, I won't see Tori, my parents, you, Susan or any of the Danforths hurt, not to mention our friends and allies."
Auntie pursed her lips. "I am not saying that you are not incredibly talented, but there is a difference between a sixteen-year-old with raw talent compared to a sixty-three-year-old with three decades of experience," she told him.
"I don't care," he told her. "I don't want to kill anyone else, but what if they were to kill you? Can you tell me that the two times we have been attacked they were not trying to kill us?" Harry put to her.
Auntie sighed. "I cannot. If you really mean to do this, who would you have for your second? I'm unsure Sirius is up to that fight."
Harry took in a breath and let it out. "You," he told her.
Auntie shook her head. "Harry, I can't..."
Daphne held his arm tighter. "Auntie, my father is going to challenge Everwand. He is good, but nowhere near the level of Sirius, Harry or you. You are the only one I trust to see my betrothed come back to me if he challenges Lord Pucey," Daphne told her.
Harry held his stiff stance as Auntie looked to go through things in her head. Daphne and him just waited for her. After a few, auntie pushed her shoulders back and stood tall. "If you ask, I will stand with you. I will have to recuse myself from all investigations involving the families in the feud. I cannot oversee the DMLE and act as Regent Potter in this manner."
"I understand, Auntie, but I really want you to stand with me," Harry told her.
Auntie gave him a small smile. "I would never let down one of my children," she said. Harry gave her a hug, then Daphne before she stepped back. "I will go inform Scrimgeour. Do you want me to draft the challenge?"
"I will do it and sent it to you in the next day or so," Harry told her.
"I'll be waiting for your owl. Be careful and take care of Blaise and Hermione. Please keep him out of more trouble," she said to Daphne.
Daphne shook her head. "I try, but you know him."
"I do," auntie said rather gravely.
"Well, this time I am choosing to go into the fray," Harry retorted.
"That you are. I need to get back to the DMLE. Contact me if you need anything. Oh, and keep an eye on Susan."
"I always do, Auntie," Harry assured her.
 






      

  











The Duel at Frost Hill
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  April 10, 1997


  Hogwarts, Scotland

Daphne was looking at the Marauder’s Map. Harry had given it to her while Neville and him were working in the greenhouses for the night. Neville had donated some moon lilies, which were particularly tricky plants to grow in a greenhouse. As far as she knew, only the Longbottoms had learned to do so in Brittan. It was a very valuable flower in the making of wolfsbane potion. In actuality, it was the most expensive ingredient of the potion. It took two moon lilies per dose, and at close to eighteen galleons a piece, it constituted a large portion of the cost. The total dose was between fifty and seventy galleons a month, depending on the apothecary. Considering most werewolves would be lucky to earn that in a month, it was one of the reasons most werewolves couldn't afford the potion. All this cost was mostly due to the natural growth cycle of moon lilies and the difficulty in harvesting them. Naturally grown moon lilies only flowered on nights of the full moon and only in the spring months of May and June. To make it worse, they naturally attracted werewolves, who are drawn to the flowers and calm them. When grown in a greenhouse under the right conditions, Neville said they could harvest them every other month.
With the repeal of the werewolf laws of nineteen-ninety-four and new legislation that would allow them to keep normal jobs if they took the Wolfsbane potion every month, demand had grown. The Longbottoms were able to sell enough for a few dozen doses each month, but with an estimated two hundred werewolves in Britain, that was not enough. In a true act of altruism, the Longbottoms donated enough to Hogwarts, along with how to take care of them, to make upwards of a hundred doses a month while the Longbottoms increased the size of their greenhouses. Within the next six months, Neville expected there would be enough to supply all of Britain, and within three years he was hoping the continent. It would allow the NEWT students to get valuable experience in very complicated potions and advanced Herbology, as well as reduce the cost to perhaps twenty to thirty galleons a month. Still a sizable amount, but well within any working werewolves means.
The care of the moon lilies was still in its infancy at the school though, so Neville had had a few sleepless nights this past week. Harry was helping him tonight.
"Maybe I should go back," Tracey said through a yawn. Tracey had spent a few nights with Neville.
"You are getting a good night sleep, then you can go back to your man," Daphne told her.
Looking at the map, her mouth pursed. She could see Pucey, Frost, Everwand and a few others were in an old classroom not far from the common room. With it being close to curfew, Daphne didn't like it. She moved to check the dorms. Blaise and Theo were in the common room. Dani and her friends were in their dorm. Astoria was with Amanda in Eric's room with a few others. She let out a small breath to know they were all in safe places.
"What are you looking at?" Tracey asked.
"Pucey and his lot are all in an abandoned classroom," she said as they made it to the stairs to the dungeons.
"We should tell Professor Slughorn," Tracey told her. "That can't be good to have them all there like that."
"As long as they don't bother any of us, they can have all the clandestine meetings they want. Let's be quiet though," Daphne told her.
Drawing near the room, she still couldn't believe the stupidity of many of her house mates. Like the days of Malfoy, they didn't bother to put any privacy or sound dampening charms around the room.
"You said this would be done by now," they could hear a boy say.
"We can't touch them while we are in Hogwarts. You know that Graham," they could hear Pucey. He must be talking with Graham Montague, a fourth year.
"Father has told me to stay well away from them all. Since we have been dragged into your ruddy blood feud, father has says business has dropped more than eighty percent. The only ones coming in are those around your alliance or still claim to be of the Conservatives. We can't go on like this for long," Montague complained.
"Our family is reporting similar issues," a girl added. "I've also heard that Lord Black has called out Lord Frost. You never said that the Blacks would be involved. If the full might of the Potter-Greengrass alliance should come down on us, we'll end up like the Malfoy's and Parkinsons."
"Parkinson was a fool," Pucey stated. "Father says the law is on our side."
"How can it be? The girls are all claiming we did it," she heard Frost. "And it is not just Lord Black challenging my father. Potter is his second."
Tracey touched her arm. Daphne nodded, knowing they should leave before they were found. She knew she could hold her own, but five might be a little much for her, even if they were a year or two under her.
When they were away and closer to the common room door, Tracey whispered, "We should tell Harry and Neville."
"We will. For now, we will keep an eye on them. I don't trust that Frost and Pucey won't try something else," Daphne replied. Tracey looked concerned.

  -oOo-


  April 13, 1997


  Hogwarts, Scotland

Harry and his closest friends and family met Sirius, Remus and Auntie Amelia in the entry hall, all having been summoned there by a letter from the Headmistress during breakfast.
Harry met Sirius with a handshake and a one arm hug, repeating it with Remus. "What are you doing here? All we got is this cryptic message," Harry told them, holding out the parchment.
Sirius look was rather grave. "Lord Frost has demanded that the duel happen today," his godfather told him.
"He does realize he has up to a month from when challenged?" Daphne asked from besides him.
"He wants it settled today, before the trial this week. If he can win, all the charges will be dropped for his son," Sirius replied.
Dani moved to his side. "He's not going to hurt us again, is he?"
Harry put an arm around her shoulder. "Never. When?"
"One o'clock at Frozen Hill," Sirius replied.
"What is Frozen Hill?" Hermione asked.
"The ancestral home of the Frosts," Auntie replied. "Harry, are you sure you want to be second? Remus has offered as well."
"I will not step down from this," Harry told her.
Sirius nodded. "It's a two's duel. I don't know who Frost's second will be."
Daphne gave him a slightly worried look. "You will be successful."
"We'll all be there for you," Susan told him.
"If you are ready, I suggest we get a light lunch, meet Anders and Illianna, and then there is a portkey that will take us there about half-past noon," Auntie told them.
It had been a while since Harry let his nerves get the better of him, but at lunch he just couldn't bring himself to eat much. It was like the first year when he was getting ready for this first quidditch match. Daphne looked to eat as much as him while most around the table were trying to make small talk, but it wasn't going anywhere.
"So, pup," Sirius said as they were getting up.
"Yeah, Padfoot?"
Sirius put a hand on his shoulder. "I want you to stand by my side, but today isn't going to be like anything you have done before. Frost and his second will be out to kill us. I know Lord Frost isn't a great dueller, but there are a few in their family that are. They will probably try to take me out first. If they succeed, it will be only you out there."
Harry could see the concern in his godfather's face. The gurgly sensation in his stomach settled, just like it always did when he was faced with a life-threatening or other situation that required him to act. "Sirius, you are one of two that I have from my original family. If you think I will let them get you, then you really are senile."
Sirius chuckled. "Your father said something similar one time when we had to go into a den of thieves and Death Eaters. I promise you will get back to that girl of yours. If they are going to attack be first, I will go on the offensive. You take out Lord Frost first. And I mean take him down. Make sure he will not get back up. If he does, make sure he is unable to anything. Do you understand?"
Harry gave him a curt nod. The others had followed them out, leaving godson and godfather to talk. "Are we going to kill them?"
Sirius gave him a grave face. "If need be. You also understand what the consequences are if we lose?"
"House Black would come under the stewardship of House Frost. Does that mean that they will be able to control me?"
Sirius shook his head. "No. You are my heir, not the scion of House Black. It does mean they could disown you. If they do, you will not be able to claim House Black unless you were to win it back by conquest."
"So, don't lose," Harry succinctly stated. "I also think that Erica would kick my arse if I let anything happen to you."
Sirius gave him a wry grin. "She's not that violent." His face became Sirius. "Harry, if anything does happen to me, promise me that you will take her under your House protection? That is very important. If I fall, immediately surrender. The second the duel is done, you must claim her under House Potter protection."
Harry looked at the man and nodded. He felt like something else was up though. "Sirius, why is that so important?"
Sirius had a concerned smile. "Well, you see, pup, when a man and a woman really love each other, they, you know," he said, wagging his eyes towards Daphne, "do things. Those things can lead to new little witches or wizards..."
The man trailed off, a light of pride and mirth in his eyes for Harry to catch onto what he was saying. "Erica is pregnant!" he said a little loudly. Sirius put a hand over his mouth as they stopped at the style at the end of town.
"I don't want that known. If they take my House, they could control my child. If I don't acknowledge it before the duel…," Sirius said, trailing off at the end.
"Then the child isn't yours unless they do a blood test," Harry replied.
Sirius winked. "Knew that those lessons were worth something. Just promise. You must protect Erica and my child. If you do, there might be a godfather title for you in there somewhere. I was thinking of asking Hermione to be godmother."
Harry gave him a smile. "I would be honoured. I swear that you will be home with Erica and your unborn child tonight."
Sirius' eyes showed pride. "I know you will, pup. Now, let’s get this done."

  -oOo-


  A short time later at Frost Hill...

Daphne had never been to Frost Hill before. It was a large manor house in a hidden valley in the shadow of Crossfell Mountain in northern England. A large lake held the north of the valley, with mosses, grasses and a small orchard were to the south. The orchard must be magically maintained since there were no other trees around.
Before the manor, there was a long oval grassy plane with quidditch hoops on each end. It was a private pitch that probably saw some private matches a few times a year. It could also be where the Wigtown Wanders practiced, since the Frost's own the Scottish Team. It was made for quidditch, not the fans as they were congregated around two open sided tents a little way up the side of the valley in some of the few areas not dominated by rocks. There were two other open sided tents before them. She could see Sirius double checking Harry's armour. Harry had finally decided to use some of the basilisk hide to commission a vest, grieves for his lower legs and vangraves for his arms. It still left him a open bit on his arms and legs, but gave him free movement.
Sirius was in a set of copper coloured dragon skin armour. It had come from the Black vaults and was supposed to be enchanted with a few things most thought impossible for dragon hide armour. Part of why one wore dragon hide armour was because of its magic resistance.
Lord Frost was gearing up in what looked like armour made from a Chinese Firebolt. The red hide was just as distinctive as the dragon's scales. He was an older man, perhaps in his fifties or early sixties, with a shock of white hair down the centre of his head and a beard that was already turning white. He didn't come off as very fit, but if a wizard was good enough, he didn't always need to work out like Harry and her did. Though, she preferred those workouts, especially with how fit her boy was.
Her little mental dalliance didn't lessen her apprehension. Daphne knew Harry had to do this. She endorsed it knowing the rules and what could happen if this feud kept going or escalated. By taking out the Frosts, more than half the backers of Pucey would be removed from the conflict, as long as the other Houses kept to their alliances.
What worried Daphne was the other houses that Frost was in alliance with. The other man that stood with Frost was younger, much younger, perhaps in his late twenties. There was an auror around the man that was like Harry's. He was dangerous. He was deadly. The man had short brown hair with black leather armour and a black wand. She felt like she should recognize him but couldn't place him. It was Blaise that brought a name to her growing fear.
"Is that Aron Greaves?" Blaise asked, looking at the man with a furrowed brow.
Susan took in a breath while the rest of them looked confused.
"Who is Aron Greaves?" Hermione questioned.
"Aron Greaves is the current European Duelling Champion for the last three years. He went up against Riviera a few months back as a World Championship exhibition match. He goes for the real think in June. He won the exhibition in only three minutes. He took Riviera apart," Blaise told them. "How the hell did he get Greaves?"
Daphne looked at the man, the pit in her stomach becoming a large stone.
"Greaves. Didn't Lord Quinlan’s daughter marry a Greave? If so, that would be Lord Quinlan’s grandson," Tracey remarked.
"And thus eligible," Hermione said in a low voice.
"Merlin and Morgana, please protect my Harry," Daphne whispered.
Five people walked out towards the centre of the pitch. Auntie Amelia walked besides her father. Representatives of the two Houses the Frosts and Pucey's had declared feud with. A good twenty feet or more away was Lord Pucey, an older man that had an easy gate and looked as fit as a man thirty or more years younger than his seventy-two years. Next to him was Lady Frost. Without Robert Frost being of-age, and no other older members of the direct line, it fell to her to represent her House. In the centre was a man with white hair and purple robes. Lord West had been accepted by both sides as an impartial judge.
When they made it to the centre of the pitch, the elder man put his wand to his throat. The almost two hundred people that had gathered to watch listened as they moved closer to the action. "We are all here today to witness a matter of honour and blood between the Houses of Pucey and Frost against the Houses of Greengrass and Potter. On this day, the thirteenth of April, in the year of our Lords, nineteen-hundred-and-ninety-seven, the matter of the feud between House Frost and House Potter shall be decided in a duel. House Potter will be proctored by House Black and shall take all spoils or consequences. House Frost will not be proctored and shall take all spoils or consequences. Do the representatives of this feud accept the conditions of this challenge?"
"I do," Pucey said before anyone else or before Lord West could ask each house. It was improper etiquette and a few around them muttered.
Tracey took her hand as Lord West asked, "Does House Frost accept the condition of challenge?"
"Harry will be fine," Tracey told her.
Susan came up to take her other hand. Daphne knew she should stand tall and stoic to support her love, but she was grateful for their strength.
"Harry and Sirius will be fine," Susan tried to assure her.
Until she had seen the young man with Lord Frost, she had thought this would be a sure thing. Now she wasn't sure.
"Merlin protect him," she repeated.
Lord West had now asked all the others. "As the challenged, what are the rules you wish to adhere too?"
Her father stepped forward. He stated a standard set of rules, "The duel shall be until a competitor can't compete, either through exhaustion, incapacitation, forfeit or death. No Unforgivables are to be used."
"Is this acceptable, Lady Frost?" Lord West asked.
"The House of Frost will accept these rules," Lady Frost replied.
"It will only be to the death," Pucey put in.
"That is not your decision, Lord Pucey," Lord West stated. "Lady Frost, what shall the spoils be?"
"The House of Frost shall claim the House of Black. Should my husband fail, the House of Frost shall be claimed by the House of Black," she said. It sounded like she was not happy to say it, but it was tradition. A House for a House. Blood for blood. Gold for Gold. Everything had to be of some equal stature between the duellists.
"It should be the House of Potter as well," Pucey stated.
"Are you offering your house as reward if you request as such?" her father asked.
Even from here, she could see Pucey scowl. "No."
"Does the representative for the House of Black accept these spoils?" Lord West questioned.
Auntie Amelia spoke next. "House of Black, as proxied through the House of Potter, accepts these terms."
"Who shall be the duellists?" Lord West asked towards Lady Frost.
"The Lord Frost and Scion Aron Greaves, grandson to Lord Quinlan, ally and belligerent of the Pucey-Frost Blood Feud," Lady Frost declared.
"And for the House of Black?"
"Lord Sirius Orion Black and Scion Harry Potter-Greengrass, godson and claimed son of House Black and primary of the Pucey-Frost Blood feud," Auntie Amelia called out.
"Does either side have any complaints of the duellists or their claim of membership to be part of this blood duel?" Lord West questioned. When no complaint came, he said, "Very well. All terms are agreed upon. The duellists have five minutes to prepare. The representative of the House of Frost shall take up to my left. To my right shall be those for the House of Black." Lord West indicated magically outlined boxes as he pointed wands at spots thirty yards separated from each other.
Daphne wanted to be down there, but only the duellers, proxies and the House representatives were allowed. Her mother put a hand on her shoulder. "Harry has promised to marry you next summer. I don't see him as a man that would go back on his word."
Daphne shook her head. "No. Harry never goes back on his word."
As the meeting in the middle broke up, Sirius and Harry came out to meet her father and Auntie Ami. There were a few words, a handshake with her father and a hug from the woman she knew Harry saw as someone more than his aunt. She was a mother to him. She followed Harry and Sirius as they walked to the square.
Daphne squeezed Susan's and Tracey's hands hard. Hermione looked as concerned as she did, holding hands with Susan and Blaise on Susan's other side. Neville had come up to take Tracey's hand. Astoria had not been allowed to come.
"Duellers, if you are ready, I need sparks from each wand," Lord West called out. Each of them shot sparks out of their wands to signal they were ready. She noticed Harry pulled out his goblin made knife as he took up a defensive stance a step behind Sirius and two the right. Sirius looked ready to attack. On the other side, Lord Frost looked a sloppy in his stance, meanwhile Greaves looked like a shark smelling blood in the waters.
"They will have to take out Greaves first," Susan stated.
She looked to her betrothed and his godfather. Something told her that wasn't the play they would go for. "I don't think so," she voiced. Susan looked to her curiously.
"On my count of five, you may start," Lord West told the duellers.
Looking at Harry, she could see the calm that always seemed to come over him when he was ready for battle. Sirius, for all his joking and jesting, looked much the same as her Harry.
"One."
Greaves dug his foot into the ground while Lord Frost tightened his grip on his wand.
"Two."
Sirius let out a long breath while Harry forced his body to relax.
"Three."
Greaves looked ready to strike.
"Four"
Lord Frost looked like he was realizing he had just got in over his head.
"Five!"
Sirius moved at the same time as Greaves. She doubted a decade separated the men, and it showed. They were both fast, they took five quick steps to close the distance and they shot off a string of spells each. Each man must have thought they were the bigger threat by the way they opened with a flurry of activity. What most weren't expecting was for Harry to fling up a yard thick stone wall as Sirius finished his string, and then cast a series of spells at Lord Frost. Sirius spun to the side Harry was on as Greaves spells hit the wall, splitting it and sending shards of stone everywhere.
Harry's spells went wide of Greaves, who dismissed them to go after Harry. That turned out to be a mistake for the men. Lord Frost had taken up the defence, setting two shields and then sending shield breakers down the pitch. Harry's spells went straight for Lord Frost. The man put up a hasty Protego shield. He didn't expect the four bombarda spells to hit the ground just under and to the side of the shield. Rock, grass and dirt shot up into Lord Frost's face.
The man screamed as he was spattered with the debris.
Harry spun, a semi-solid looking protego duo coming into existence as Greaves cutting and blasting hexes hit it. Harry had sunk the shield into the ground, protecting him from the shrapnel of the other man's spells. Sirius shot off a series of piercing and other hexes she didn't recognize. It was obvious that none of them were playing around. Not a single stunner, disarming or other non-lethal spell was being used.
Lord Frost fell to the ground, screaming out as his hands covered his face. Blood was already dripping out of his fingers.
Sirius stepped forward, closing the distance as Harry jammed his wand towards the ground. Balls of rocks, about two inches wide, suddenly shot out of the ground towards Greaves. Sirius sent off two golden shield breakers and then a few more piercing hexes.
Greaves was good though. He threw up some misty cloud between him and Harry. The rocks turned to sand as they hit the mist. He jumped out of the way of Sirius' attack, hitting the ground in a roll and sending three metal blades that had ripped themselves from the pitch. Sirius pulled his wand up, another solid looking rock wall coming up. He didn't stop though, spinning to come out the other side as Harry dropped his shield and cast a silver streak at the mist. It dissipated.
Greaves shielded an attack from Sirius before Harry was advancing. He sent a series of bludgeoning and blasting hexes as Sirius sent a series of what looked like very nasty hexes. Greaves pulled his wand up. A large mound of the turf piled up, absorbing the spells. Harry twirled around, his wand sweeping across the turf. A huge part of the pitch, about ten feet wide and feet deep, ripped itself out and flew over Harry in a huge arc. Greaves dashed out as the spells subsided. He cast a flame whip at Harry, who dropped his wand. A thin wall of water materialized before Harry. Greaves realized that a huge mass of the earth was coming down on him.
Greaves went to sprint. A white spell from Sirius hit the man and he tripped and stumbled, landing hard on his back.
"Was that a tripping jinx?" Tracey asked disbelievingly. Given how serious and deadly the fight had been to this point, it did seem silly. Greaves didn't think it was. His wand came up, forming a semi-solid dome over him. There were gasps as the potential World Champion was buried under the stones and dirt. Harry didn't stop though. He twirled his wand and then brought it down. Sirius had used the time to cast two shield breakers. The mound of dirt suddenly turned into a mound of water. The water absorbed the first shield breaker as it collapsed around Greaves' shield. The second shield breaker made a clap of thunder as it hit. A now solid looking jet of air came racing down as Greaves was doing something with his wand. Not expecting Harry's attack, it hit Greaves. Greaves was plastered to the ground before bouncing a little. He came to rest spread eagle on the ground.
Sirius used the time Harry's attack hit Greaves to transfigure a huge black Grimm. Greaves rolled a little, obviously in some pain. Harry moved into a ready stance as the dog raced past them to Greaves. In seconds, the dog was standing on Greaves’ chest and growling. "Do you yield?" Sirius called out.
Daphne was able to take them all in. Sirius was standing tall, a cut in his sleeve above the dragonhide vangraves. His left arm was limp at his side as blood seeped out of the cut. Harry didn't look to be touched while Lord Frost was on the ground, whimpering and rocking with pain as his hands still cupped his face. Blood was coming out from around his hands.
Greaves’ hand moved, as though looking for the wand that had fallen out of his hand. The large Grimm lowered its head toward his head. "Do you yield?" Sirius called out again.
"Never!" Greaves cried out, a knife coming to his other hand, and he jabbed it into the neck of the dog. The dog cried out in pain, allowing Greaves to roll, a second wand shooting to his off hand. Harry moved before the dog was off him. A large, silvery blade leapt from Harry's wand. It crossed the twenty or so feet between them quicker than Greaves could train his second wand on Harry.
There was a general stir in the crowd as the solid looking cutting hex hit the dog. It was probably the only thing that would save Greaves’ life. The hex cut the Grimm in half. It started to crumble into the rock Sirius had used before the hex cut Greaves' wand, then his arm close to the elbow. The three objects it already cut through only allowed the spell to hit Greaves in the chest, making a deep cut, instead of cutting him in half. Blood spouted from his wounds as he rolled back onto his back.
Lord West waited to a count of five before calling out, "Match over! Neither competitor of House Frost able to compete!"
"Garret!" Lady Winter cried out as she rushed out onto the pitch. Three Healers in green robes moved quickly behind the woman.
“Harry!" Daphne exclaimed in relief and excitement. A heaping load of pride in her boy came out, and the fear and worry leaked away. Susan and Tracey didn't even try to keep her back as she ran down the slope and onto the pitch. Sirius was being seen by one of the Healers as she rushed towards Harry.
"Hey, Daph," he casually said as she launched herself at him. She wrapped her arms around him in a tight hug. His arms wrapped around her.
"I'm alright, luv. I'm alright," he said reassuringly into her ear.
"I love you," she said, just happy he didn't seem hurt at all.

  -oOo-


  Later that day...


  Hogwarts, Scotland

Harry accompanied Sirius, Auntie Ami, Ted Tonks, Lady Frost, a solicitor he didn't know and Daphne up to the Headmistress' Office. Technically, Sirius was now regent of House Frost, and he wasn't wasting any time to exercise his new control while Lord Frost was in St Mungo's. Harry's blasting hexes had done more damage than he realized. The unprotected face and neck of Lord Frost took extensive damage to the point it was certain he had lost one eye and would have a few days to recover. Of course, Lord Frost was now the previous-Lord of House Frost. Sirius wasn't sure what he was going to do with the House yet, but there was one action that would be handled today.
Being in her later thirties, Mrs Frost was almost two decades younger than her husband. She was a fanciful woman that was clamping down on her emotions, making her face, for lack of a better term, frosty. Harry had rarely seen such an emotionless expression after how she reacted when her husband had been hurt earlier.
Daphne was refusing to leave his side. He had come out of today without any injuries, but Sirius had been hit with a nasty cutting hex that had a withering curse mixed in. St Mungo's had been able to reverse it, but it would take a day or two before they would be able to close the wound as the surrounding area had to be regenerated first.
The other dueller, Greaves, was in a far worse situation. His arm hadn't been removed by a dark curse, but because it had been completely severed off there wasn't a way to reattach it. Magic could do most things, but not when a limb was completely removed. If it had still been just hanging on, the Healers most likely could have saved the arm. Harry hadn't meant to harm the man like that. He hadn't directly harmed his family until today, but if he had known the type of curse Sirius had been hit with, Harry wasn't sure if he would have stopped with just that one last curse... he had lost too much family.
Daphne held his arm tight as the gargoyle stepped to the side at the base of the Headmistress' stairs. No one had been talking and it remained silent as they ascended the stairs. Inside the office Harry saw a very pale Robert Frost sitting in a chair next to the headmistress' desk. Headmistress McGonagall was sitting at her desk, a grim expression on her face.
"Good evening, Headmistress McGonagall," his godfather spoke first. "I see that you got my message."
"I did, Lord Black. If you would all take a seat, I am sure that Mr Frost and I would like to know what is going on," the headmistress told them. She indicated the myriad of seats around her office. Harry was secondary to this conversation, as was Daphne, so he helped her to a seat behind Auntie Amelia and Sirius. Ted and the other solicitor took up the seats in the centre, with Lady Frost sitting next to her son.
"Mother, what is going on?" Frost questioned.
"Keep your mouth shut until asked to speak," the woman snapped at her son. "You have caused enough issues for now."
The younger Frost paled more. Harry had the impression that he wasn't usually talked to in that way.
McGonagall didn't seem to like the way Mrs Frost snapped at her son but didn't say anything as she turned to Sirius. "Lord Black, I understand that you called this meeting? What did you want to discuss?"
"As of four this afternoon, I am Regent and apparent-Lord to House Frost. I asked for this meeting to talk with my new charge here at Hogwarts, and to have our lawyers have an impartial witness to certain proceedings," Sirius told her.
Frost turned a distinctive green. Harry tried not to smile at the boy’s discomfort. Daphne sat a little taller. Harry met the boy’s eyes, a hard glint in his eyes that had Frost look ready to be sick. Harry had warned them he would destroy them.
McGonagall didn't seem too surprised by this. "I see. What shall I be witness too?"
Sirius nodded to the solicitors. "As Regent Frost, I have decided that I will not have the wrong sort representing my House. The solicitors have drawn up a legal agreement for Mr Frost..."
"I am Scion Frost," Robert Frost said in a small voice.
"I said keep your mouth shut," his mother said in a harsh whisper.
"Mr Frost," Sirius emphasized, "shall be presented with a choice. He can sign an agreed upon confession to the attack on Danielle Danforth, protected vassal of House Potter and soon to be Heiress of the Glamorgans, in which he shall serve three hundred hours of community service of my choosing over the next five years. He shall not ever use any derogatory terms or slander against those he may consider below him, for no one is below him. Lastly, Mr Frost shall see an increase in his grades, otherwise I shall withdraw him from Hogwarts, and we shall discuss how he will continue his education."
Frost was starting to shake. "Mother, you can't let him do this."
Her hand shot out and struck Frost across his face. It was so hard he fell out of his chair. "Your father gave you explicit orders to not touch Harry Potter or anyone involved with him. Because of you and that Pucey boy, a blood feud was called and Lord Black and Scion Potter-Greengrass won a fair honour duel today. All this because you and your father and your friends couldn't let things go. Because of your childish antics we are now vassals to Lord Black and your father is in St Mungo's. You will sign this confession, take your punishment and if you dare to dishonour our House again, I will have no issue asking Lord Black to disown you. Your younger brother has already been named as the new Scion and you will be lucky if Lord Black deigns to give you any of your inheritance. Now, sign that document."
It was a command that no one was in doubt of. McGonagall looked about ready to chastise Mrs Frost, formally Lady Frost, but stopped when she seemed to realize this was a House matter. Ted put the paper on the headmistress' desk. The Frost's solicitor hadn't said a word yet, probably grateful that Sirius had allowed him to remain the retainer to House Frost. Like with the Parkinsons, it was best to have someone representing both parties unless Sirius wanted to absorb the Frost's into the Blacks.
"But mother..."
She raised her hand again, making Frost wince. "Sign that damned parchment, Robert, or I will ask Lord Black to disown you right now."
Robert got to his feet. He was so pale and tinged green that Harry wasn't sure he had the strength to get up. When the boy did, the glare his mother was giving him had him silently turn to the desk, pick up a quill and sign the parchment.
"Excellent. Minerva, if you would just sign the witness line, we have a code of conduct and a list of academic milestones that Mr Frost is to achieve to remain in Hogwarts. If he fails at any of them, his mother and I are to be notified immediately. I will not authorize him to be involved in any extracurricular activities until he has met the first three," Sirius said.
"What are those?" Frost asked, sounding scared out of his wits.
"Your mother indicated you are just barely passing Herbology, Runes and Care of Magical Creatures. You must get them all up to an EE," Sirius stated with a smile. Harry could see the hard edge to his eyes though. Sirius hated this boy, but if they could bring him around, then it would be best. Locking people away for the rest of their lives wasn't always a good solution.
"And what about me being Scion again?"
Sirius' expression hardened. "As your mother already said, your six-year-old brother has been named scion. You have proven that you are not of the proper temperament to be the future Lord Frost. Beating up three eleven-year-old girls because they are better than you at quidditch or of the wrong blood is nothing that will be tolerated in a House I lead. Is that understood."
There was a brief bit of anger across Frost's features. "I am the Scion Frost."
"You are what I say you are," Sirius barked at the boy. "Your mother and father have asked me not to throw you out… yet. You have just signed that parchment admitting your guilt and the punishments you are to receive. The first of which will occur the week that Hogwarts is out for the summer. All summer, you will spend four days a week, four hours each day, at a Muggle Homeless Shelter helping to prepare and serve them food."
"You can't send me to the Muggles!" Frost cried out. “Their filth!”
"Shut up, Robert! You will do exactly as Lord Black declares," his mother said in a sharp voice.
Sirius went on as though there was no outburst. "You will treat those people with respect. Should you do anything to call them improper names, demean them or hurt them in anyway, I assure you that you will never return to Hogwarts, probably not any other wizarding school as well. Only by my grace will I support you taking your OWL's. Do you understand me, Mr Frost?"
Frost seemed to fight between sickness and anger before his shoulders slumped. "Yes, sir."
"Now, if I am unable to be contacted, Madam Bones shall have authority as Regent Potter, and Heiress Potter-Greengrass shall be my representative in between those times you cannot contact either of us and to ensure Mr Frost is adhering to our contract. Once Scion Potter-Greengrass reaches his majority, he can also be contacted as my representative," Sirius said, a tweak to his mouth coming as Frost gave them both a scared look. Sirius was enjoying his taking down of this boy that had hurt Dani and the others.
"That is highly unusual for another student to have such privileges over an underage student," McGonagall said.
"Perhaps, but this is a House matter of a House I am now Regent over until I decide if I release them of their vassalage when their youngest son comes of age or absorb them," Sirius said with a casual shrug. "Is there anything else we need here today, Ted?"
"I think that covers it. We will have further discussions with Mr and Mrs Frost when Mr Frost is out of the hospital, but that can wait a week or two," Ted said.
"I would request to see any agreements or other legal matters before you enact anything," the other solicitor requested.
"Of course, Travis," Ted said to the other man.
"Very well, if we are done, I would like to have a brief discussion with Scion and Heiress Potter-Greengrass and Mr Frost," McGonagall said.
"I have no issues with that, do you?" Sirius asked Auntie Ami.
"I am satisfied. I'll go with Ted to file that paperwork and have the Wizengamot notified that Mr Frost's trial is cancelled as a deal has been struck," Auntie said.
After some goodbyes, the three students found themselves alone in the office. Frost was looking downright terrified.
McGonagall eyed them all. "I trust that I won't be expecting any other issues?"
"As long as Frost adheres to the code of conduct and meets his obligations, you will have no issues," Harry assured the headmistress.
"I would like to request that Mr Frost be required to give a formal apology to Ms Danforth, Ms Umbridge and Ms Rosier before the Great Hall. He shall confess his crime and have it be known he is now a vassal of House Black," Daphne said from besides him.
"I can't," Frost muttered.
"I find that fair, Ms Greengrass. I assume that House Black will look unfavourably on those that should do anything to Mr Frost from this confession?" McGonagall asked.
"House Black will look unfavourably should anything happen to one of its vassals that results in physical harm," Harry replied.
McGongall nodded after a moment. "I will not put up with any bullying."
"That is your prerogative, headmistress," Daphne replied. "Frost, I will not limit who you associate with, but should you associate with Pucey and anyone still in the blood feud with House Potter and Greengrass, then you will be considered culpable should anything else occur."
Frost's eyes were wide.
When he didn't answer after a moment, Harry looked to Headmistress McGonagall. "Do you have anything else to discuss, headmistress?"
"I think that is all, Mr Potter," she replied.
Harry nodded. "I expect you to be in your house no later than curfew, Frost. You will have to review the code of conduct and what else is required of you. As of tomorrow at breakfast, you will be expected to adhere to everything. Only by our graces will we talk to Lord Black about any leniency to any violation."
Frost still didn't answer as Daphne and him took their leave.
When they got to the bottom of the stairs, Daphne pulled on his arm.
"You don't want to go get dinner?" Harry was hungry.
"We can ask Hogwarts if it will bring us food in the room," she said, pulling herself in to kiss his cheek. "I need some time with you. I know I said you have to do this, but I didn't realize how much I would worry."
Harry gave her a gentle smile, leaning down to kiss her. "I'm alright, luv."
"I know." She pecked his lips, a light coming to her eyes. "Will you sleep with me tonight?"
Harry's smile became a silly grin. "You never have to ask, though we are prefects. We should be in our bed's tonight."
She put her arms around his neck. "I don't care. I just want to feel you next to me all night. Send a Patronus to Hermione and Tracey. They'll cover for us."
"Don't you think a giant stag will be a little conspicuous?" he asked with a wry grin.
She returned it. "Right. Expecto Patronum!"
A silvery fox came out of her wand. "Tell Tracey and Hermione we aren't going to be back tonight. We'll see them for breakfast. Wait until they are in a place that only they can hear."
The silver fox gave a small yip and ran off towards Gryffindor Tower. "You know you won't earn Head girl doing things like this?"
Daphne wrapped her arms around his neck again. "Hermione can have it. I have more important things to do."
"Like me?" Harry cheekily asked.
Daphne gave him a sultry smile. "Only if you ask nicely."
Harry enjoyed the kiss they had before they took off towards the seventh floor and hoped the room wasn't occupied.

  -oOo-
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  April 16, 1997


  Hogwarts, Scotland

Several owls had landed before him today. One had a Gringotts' seal, another was from auntie and the last from Sirius.
"What does Sirius want? He doesn't usually send you letters," Hermione was curious.
"It's probably Sirius finally admitting that he was Stubby Boardman and wants to go back on a concert tour," Luna commented.
Harry chuckled. It was only the three of them so far this morning. The others would be joining them soon since a few of them had Runes in less than an hour.
"I'll have to convince him of that," Harry agreed.
Luna gave a satisfied smile.
"Sirius says he is meeting with the Frosts on Friday. He's going to offer them a deal that their youngest son, Ian, will be trained and partially fostered by Sirius. He doesn't want the boy to grow up with the same views as his father. His mother and him will be living for part of the year at a new house in the Lake region. I guess Mrs Frost had come from a neutral family but had been sold off as part of a business deal to Mr Frost," Harry said.
Hermione frowned. "I agree with teaching them to not be bigots, but is it necessary to separate them?"
Harry shrugged. Luna was stirring stuff into her porridge as she said, "To cure the cancer, you have to remove it. My father is friends with the Darlings and knew Rebecca before she was married to Lord Frost. We had been to their manor a few times for parties, but not in years. My father had an argument with Lord Frost over Muggles. Lord Frost couldn't believe they had horseless carriages or planes that could fly."
Hermione rose a brow at the blonde.
"We all know some wizards are more than a hundred years behind the times," Harry commented.
"Anything else?" Hermione asked.
"We now have a private box at the Wigtown Wanderers. There is a match next weekend if you want to go," Harry replied.
"They should let you play seeker for a game," Luna suggested.
"Not interested, thanks," Harry told her. The Wanders were a mid-league team, usually winning more than they lost, but nowhere near the top. "Besides, I'd probably embarrass Emerick."
Hermione snorted. "Thinking a little highly of yourself, aren't you?"
"Perhaps," Harry acknowledged. "You might find this interesting. Sirius is going to go through their library and vaults. He's going to add anything 'interesting' to the Black library."
Hermione looked interested. Sirius had given her full access, except for those few that required you to be blood, to all the books, scrolls and other items in the Black Library. Harry had access to everything.
"I'll have to see what he adds," Hermione said excitedly.
Reading the letter, Harry was wondering what else Sirius had planned. As much as he always says he hated his mother and how most of his family were, he was proving to be quite vindictive against the Frosts.

  -oOo-


  April 17, 1997


  Hogwarts, Scotland

There was a clink of a fork on a glass from the head table. Over the general din of the students talking, the sound somehow cut through to them all. It took just a moment for the Great Hall to quiet. With everyone looking towards the head table, Dani made out Robert Frost. She still felt a little frightened of him, but now that Harry and Uncle Sirius had beaten his family, she was starting to be really angry at him.
Cordy took her hand. She had been upset with him and the others for a while, hoping they would be beat up themselves. Gwen was still afraid.
"If I can have your attention, please," Headmistress McGonagall addressed the hall. When the last of the talking died, she nodded. "Mr Frost would like to address the hall. The floor is yours, Mr Frost."
The boy swallowed, all his swagger and superiority gone. Dani looked at him curiously. She had only seen him once or twice in the last week and found this change interesting.
He opened his mouth twice before he spoke. She couldn't hear him.
"Mr Frost, you will have to speak louder," McGonagall encouraged.
Frost swallowed. "My name is Robert Frost. I have come up here today to offer an apology for something that I have done that was wrong. Would Ms Danforth, Ms Umbridge and Ms Rosier please stand?"
Pucey and a few others cast them nasty glares while Frost fidgeted. When they stood, Frost did a respectful bow. "I, Robert Frost, offer my sincere apologies for the harm I inflicted on you." There was a slight sneer as he stayed in the bowed position. "Trapping you and beating you up for beliefs of my father and perceived slights is a dishonourable act. It has caused shame to my family. It has caused shame to myself. It has caused shame to you. I have already received my punishment from my Lord Black and will accept any punishment you wish to enact so that I can reclaim some honour and make amends for my actions."
Mutterings and shocked gasps could be heard around the hall, especially at the mention of Lord Black. The whole school knew about what happened on Monday. It was impossible not to since it had been front page news most of the week as Houses dropped out of the blood feud and Sirius moved to take over assets of the Frosts.
Dani looked to her friends. Leaning in close, she asked, "Did you know he would ask for punishment?"
"No. It's a rather old form when someone is wronged. We should make him shave his head and wear pink lipstick," Cordy said rather vindictively.
"He should be beat with brass knuckles," Dani said angrily into the huddle.
"I like the lipstick idea. How about he has to wear a skirt too for the next month?" Gwen added.
All three girls had wicked smiles when they turned back towards the boy. He was one of three, but they could make a statement that they were not to be messed with. Her cousin wouldn't stand for it, and she was getting ambitions that she wanted to lead Slytherin like Daphne was. She wanted to be the power to see her house become a place where no one had to fear, where bigots were no more and where a Muggleborn or raised could be just as successful as anyone else. There were many good virtues of being a Slytherin, but over the years all the bad ones were all that had been seen in the school.
Out of their group, Dani was seen as the leader, mostly thanks to her connection to Harry and Daphne, but soon she would have her own power. "I, Danielle Danforth, protected of House Potter, request the following punishment of the Headmistress."
The hall went silent as McGonagall regarded her. With a nod from McGonagall, Dani went on. "For the rest of the year, Mr Frost shall wear a girls uniform to represent his lack of honour." Frost paled and others dithered or laughed. "He shall also join us with Madam Bulstrode to learn how to be a proper girl of society. Perhaps he will learn how to treat others well."
She smirked to see the boy's eyes roll as though he might pass out.
The hall was abuzz with the punishment. Harry was laughing over at the Gryffindor table, where Daphne and his other friends were tonight. Her friends and her had started to sit on their own again. She may be protected by House Potter, but she wanted to be her own girl.
McGonagall's voice cut over the chatter. "I shall allow this punishment. Should anyone bother Mr Frost about his attire, they shall lose five house points. Should it become recurring, then further punishments shall be discussed."
Dani caught Daphne, the one she most wanted to be like, give her a nod of approval. Dani and her friends giggled as they sat. Pucey and those left around him looked worried.

  -oOo-


  April 21, 1997


  London, England

Amelia was panting. As much as she had tried to stay in shape over the years, she was now thirteen years past her time as a Hit Wizard. She could still beat or match most of her staff, but some had become better than her now.
While she was catching her breath, her nephew, well, more her son in all but blood, was twirling his wand with a cheeky grin. He looked slightly tired, but not winded. The only sign that he might be less than one hundred percent was the cut on his cheek when she managed to get in a lucky cutting curse. The boy was way too talented for his age, but they spent the better part of the last three years making him so.
"Do you need a break?" Harry teased her.
She gave Harry an unimpressed look. "When you duel Pucey in a few weeks he will not give you a break. If I know him, he will have his older son with him. Pucey is a Master Dueller and had a success rate as a Hit Wizard greater than I did. His only shortcoming was that he brought them in dead more often than needed."
Harry nodded. She couldn't fault him for taking this seriously. She knew his determination to keep his girl, cousins and everyone else safe. "Is he really that dangerous still? I thought he retired almost twenty years ago?"
"The Puceys have been some of the best duellers for many generations. Lord Pucey only retired because his older brother was killed serving Voldemort. He couldn't endanger his family line anymore, so he retired at fifty-four. After that, he remarried. His two surviving children from his first wife are all adults and should have children entering Hogwarts soon," she informed Harry, though he should already know this.
Harry nodded. "But he is what? Seventy-six now?"
"Don't let age fool you. Dumbledore was one of the deadliest and most skilled duellists at a hundred and thirty. He was capable well after most would be and was still able take on Voldemort directly before you banished him," she reminded Harry.
"Right. So, no more fooling around. Are you ready?" Harry questioned, his wand coming up. The steely determination on his face send a wave of pride through her.
She gave a determined glare at the challenge he was giving her. Straightening up, she forced her body to relax and to use some of her magic to strengthen it. She didn't wait. The second her wand was up it was spitting out spells. Harry dodged. She thought she would catch him as he dove to the right, his dominant side, only to find her spells reflected back at her.
She dropped, flattening herself to the floor of the training room in Grace Hall. She rolled, her wand flicking to put up a shield as Harry countered. The shield gave her enough time to come into a crouch. Harry had to take a few steps back to avoid his own reflected spells. While doing so, he had cast a shield breaker and a few low powered bludgeoners.
Having no time to curse, she dove out of the way, rolling behind an overturned table. She splashed water all over the floor as the tip of a blade suddenly shot through the table near her shoulder. Harry wasn't trying to kill her, but he was practicing some of the more ruthless tactics they had taught him. They would be needed against Pucey. A flick of her wand to put a sticky spell on her boots, a jab to turn the whole floor to ice and she stood, a shield ready to block the spells she knew would be coming for her.
"Bloody hell," she got out as Harry slid on his back on the ice around the table and she decided a nap was due as a stunner hit her in the chest.
When her eyes opened, a grinning Harry was standing over her. "Maybe we should work on our team work now?" he suggested, holding a hand out for her.
"Cheeky blighter," she muttered, not moving. She felt sorer than she had in years. "I think that's it for tonight."
"Should I get Tipsy or Dobby to get you a pain potion?"
She went to sit up and laid back down instead. The cold floor felt good on her protesting muscles. "That might be good."
Harry sat on the icy floor next to her. "Is Pucey as good as you?"
"He might have been better," she admitted. "I am unsure now."
Harry looked pensive for a few. "I just barely win against you a quarter of the time."
She gave him a wry smile. "Harry, even that is an achievement. Sirius and Remus will be here tomorrow night. I think you have done just about all we can teach you in a singles dual. We will start working on your teamwork and you taking on more than one opponent. We have two more weeks."
He nodded. "I didn't hurt you too bad, did I?"
She groaned as she finally sat up. "Nothing a good soak and sleep won't cure. You've given me more of a workout in the last week than I've had for years."
"So, you're getting old," he said with a laugh at her glare.
"You aren't too old for me to whip you around this room," she warned.
Harry rubbed his jaw. There was a small bruise forming from where she had punched him earlier tonight in a close fight. "I don't know about whips, but you have a nasty right hook."
"Don't you forget that. Get back to Hogwarts. I'm sure Daphne will be wondering where you are," she told him.
Harry tapped his wand to his wrist. "Bloody hell. I was supposed to meet them in the library an hour ago."
She chuckled as he rushed from the room. "Tipsy," she called out.
Tipsy came into the room, slipping some on the melting ice. "Did mistress slip on the ice?"
"No. It was Harry. Can you get me some pain relief and muscles mending potions with some tea? I'll need it after my bath," she told the elf.
Tipsy nodded her head, "Yes, mistress."
She slowly got to her feet, feeling the twisted ankle and strained muscles she wouldn't let Harry see. She needed to start working out more again. After his performance though, she was feeling he had a better than average chance of making it through this. She was determined to see it happen. She needed to be here for him and Susan. Harry needed to be there for Daphne and his cousins. He was also getting excited that he would be a godfather in the fall. Harry and Susan would get everything they wanted out of life. They deserved it after what their parents gave up to make sure they lived.
Groaning as she sat up, she decided that she needed to get into better shape again.

  -oOo-


  April 26, 1997


  Hogsmeade, Scotland

Neville had stopped to lean over. His hands were on his knees as his chest heaved as he caught his breath. Harry was pressing harder than ever, and Neville just couldn't keep up, even as healthy as he was. Harry stopped, walking in a circle around him, his head back and chest heaving just as much. "Come on, Nev. Just another two miles, I think," Harry told him.
"Bloody... hell... Harry," Neville got out in gasps. The run wasn't any longer than usual, but Harry was keeping a pace at close to five minutes a mile. That was much faster than his normal seven or eight, especially when the circuit they did was close to eight miles. "You... trying... to... kill... me?"
Harry laughed. "Trying to keep others from killing you," he replied.
Neville grunted. After a moment, he stood up and started to move. They had been taught that stopping without stretching or cooling down could cause cramping. He felt a tightness in his left leg. "I'm not the one duelling," he replied, his breathing more under control.
Harry gave him a cheeky grin. "You can't tell me that Tracey doesn't like what the training does for you?"
Neville gave him a roguish grin. "She doesn't complain," he replied. "And Daphne?"
"I think her stomach is harder than mine," Harry said back.
Neville laughed before giving Harry a searching look. His best friend looked stressed. "Are you worried about the duel?"
Harry's face scrunched in concern. "Auntie is. Lord Pucey is supposed to be a bad arse Hit Wizard, and his older son is one for the ICW. I'm trying not to think about it."
Neville frowned. "Do you think you will win?"
Harry shrugged. "I am not going in thinking we will lose."
Neville nodded.
The serious look on Harry's face had Neville concerned. "Nev, if something happens, will you look after Daphne and my cousins?"
Neville wasn't used to such a serious Harry. "You'll make it through this."
"If I don't, can you promise? Claim Daphne and Astoria protected, if you can. Keep Susan out of things. You will have claim over the Peverells and Glamorgans as my cousin. They aren't part of the terms of the duel. Protect Dani and Terry," Harry told him, pacing like a caged tiger.
Neville reached out and took Harry's arm. They embraced each other's forearms. "Harry, I give you my word I will do everything I can. You aren't going to be burke enough to leave me to it though."
Harry chuckled before quickly sobering. "I mean it, Nev. Daphne, you and everyone else means more to me than anything. I need to know Daphne will be safe."
Neville tightened his hold on Harry's forearm. "You have my word as a Longbottom and your cousin, I will protect Daphne and everyone."
Harry nodded, tightening his own hand on Neville's arm. It wasn't a magical vow, but it was unmistakable the way magic recognized his promise. After a moment, they let go of each other. "Come on. I still need to beat you up after our run and I'm sure Tracey will want to kiss you better."
Neville struck out at Harry's arm, who easily deflected it and fell into a boxer’s stance. "Bloody fuck. How do you do that so fast?"
Harry shrugged. "Practice."
Neville snorted before taking off. "Let's go. No time to be lazy," Neville said over his shoulder.
"Bloody wanker," Harry groused, quickly catching op to his best friend.

  -oOo-


  May 2, 1997


  Mosedale, England

Daphne was breathing hard as she rolled from her back to her side. Harry stretched his arm out to wrap around her shoulders as she put her head onto Harry's sweaty chest. They had left Hogwarts just after the last classes today, going to Grace Hall for dinner. When she had taken Harry's hand after dinner, it had been very apparent that she was not leaving his side. Auntie Ami and her parents hadn't said a word when she asked Dobby to take her bag to Potter Green. No one stopped them as they took the Floo to the castle that would one day be their home. He may not be seventeen quite yet, but she was, and he was her betrothed. Tomorrow was going to be a day that he either survived or didn't and she was going to give him a reason to come back to her.
That reason was why they were both breathing heavily.
Harry wrapped his arms around her, their nude bodies warm and tingly against each other.
"I love you," Harry whispered to her.
She smiled before kissing his chiselled chest. "I love you too," she told him.
They didn't say anything until it got a little uncomfortable and sticky as their sweat dried. She rolled off him to his side. Harry shifted to let her use his arm as a pillow. It had been too long since they had been like this. Each time she lay with him, the more she looked forward to the time they could do this every night. She put an arm over his midsection and squeezed, not wanting to let him go.
"I'll be alright tomorrow," he told her.
Daphne shifted so she could look into his emerald eyes. They looked certain. "How can you say that? Auntie Ami says that Lord Pucey and his oldest son are deadly Hit Wizards."
Harry kissed her forehead. "Auntie and I work well together. I won't say it will be easy, but we'll make it through."
She shifted to be on her elbows. Harry's eyes wondered to her chest before coming up to meet her eyes again. She enjoyed that he liked her body so much. Now wasn't a time to think of how her body reacted to his though. "How can you be sure? I trust in your skills, but Frost was an old man that didn't really know how to duel. Pucey has taken down more dark wizards than even Auntie Ami."
"Do you trust me and Auntie Ami?" Harry asked.
"Trusting you is not the issue, luv," she told him.
"Then trust me that Auntie Ami and I have done everything we can. If, and mean if, something goes wrong, you are to take Astoria and go straight to Nev."
A cold fear shot through her. "What are you saying, Harry? I am not going to leave you," she told him with a determination born of desperation and love.
Harry lifted his head to peck her lips. She let him but wasn't happy with what he was looking to say. "Daph, I have to know that you are safe. If something happens to me and Pucey goes after House Potter, Neville is going to claim his rights over the Peverells and Glamorgans. He is going to protect Dani and Terry. He has also agreed to claim you and Astoria as protected vassals if they go after the Greengrasses. Your father was an idiot to put up your house in this. You have to promise me you will go to Neville and ask for sanctuary."
Her lips pursed. A small amount of doubt had seeped into Harry's features. Her eyes searched his for a long few minutes before she set her face. "You listen to me, Harry James Potter. I have claimed you as my betrothed. Do you understand that? I have given you my body and my soul and claim yours in return. This was the promise you made that night you put this ring on my finger, and the oath the first time I gave myself to you," she told him, holding up the engagement ring that had both their crests on it. "I am Heiress Potter-Greengrass. You are Scion Potter-Greengrass. You get that? Potter-Greengrass. There isn't one without the other. You are mine, Harry Potter. You will come back to me. I will lay in your bed with you tomorrow night. Is that understood?"
Harry moved his hand to wipe a tear off her cheek. "I am yours, Daphne Ophelia Greengrass. That is an oath I will not break."
Another tear fell down her cheek. "You promise?" she asked in a rare moment of doubt.
"I promise. How else will you become Daphne Ophelia Potter-Greengrass?"
She gave him a watery smile before leaning down to kiss him. It wasn't long before she was climbing on him this time. The first time they had made love tonight had been fast, needy and hormone filled after weeks of not laying with him. This time it was slower, more exploratory and filled with an emotion that she could only describe as loving. As she rode him, Harry seemed to get that she needed reassurance that he would be in her arms tomorrow night. That feeling came through in the way his body moved below her. He worshipped her in a way that had her magic wrapping around his.
When they were done, she flopped onto the bed, curling against him and letting him hold her. She started to cry with how worried she was. Harry ran his hand through her hair and just held her. At some point she fell asleep, her head on his chest. The rhythmic beating of his heart and the way his chest rose and fell assuring her that he would always be there for her.

  -oOo-


  May 3, 1997


  Mosedale, England

Harry was walking down the lawns to the duelling area that had been setup today. There were hundreds on the grass and hill that overlooked the ring. Daphne was holding his hand, with Susan just behind him with Auntie. Sirius was walking besides them with Erica hear today. She was starting to really show. Hermione, Blaise, Neville, Tracey, Anders, Iliana and most of their allies were behind the blue tent he was heading for.
Many were looking around the area, the castle and him. Most had not seen the rebuilt Peverel castle until today, nor the grounds and area he planned to turn into a village larger than Hogsmeade. The inn would break ground over the summer.
The day was bright, allowing the green scales of the basilisk vest, vambraces and grieves to shine light off them. Auntie was in a more modest black dragon hide vest and vambraces of a Hungarian Horntail. Harry had offered her some of the basilisk, but she had said she preferred her own.
Just outside the tent, Daphne gave him a soft kiss. "You are mine, Harry Potter."
He gave her a soft smile. "As my lady demands," he replied.
"You better remember that. Nothing stupid today," she instructed.
"No. Nothing stupid," he agreed. They shared a slightly longer kiss before she went off to join her family to watch.
Susan gave him a hug. "Be safe and good luck," she told him. "Keep an eye on auntie."
"I will, Susie," he promised. She really was his sister. As much as Hermione was.
Inside the tent, Sirius looked to them. "This is a little more serious this time, pup. You are going to do well."
A nervous gurgle was building in his stomach. "Thanks, Padfoot."
Sirius gave him a hug before he left when the representatives were called. Harry stepped up to the open flaps. Auntie stepped up next to him. "Remember. Keep your cool. I think they will try to take you out first. Either don't be there or defend. I will cover you. Lord Pucey is an excellent duellist and swords man. From what I hear, Drake only really prefers wand work, but don't drop your guard."
"We have gone over this every day for weeks," Harry told her.
"And attitudes like that get people killed," she said in a hard tone.
Harry looked into his auntie's eyes. "Auntie, I am not being peaky about this. I have heard everything that you, Sirius and Remus have told me. I repeat it several times a day. Daphne has claimed me, so I fully intend to make sure I am there for her. Susan needs you, so you will be there too. I promise I am taking this seriously."
She gave him a proud smile. "This is just very serious, and I want you to be there for Daphne and everyone else."
"I promised Susie you would be too," he told her.
"Duellers to the field," the judge called out to them.
Auntie took the same long stride as he did. From the tent next to them, a tall man with white hair, a muscular build and wearing red leather armour stepped out. Next to him a man in his later thirties stepped next to him. The younger man had black hair, dark eyes and a muscular build like his father. He wore dark blue robes cut more like a long riding jacket. It looked to have better movement than most wizards’ robes, giving credence to the reports of the younger Pucey to be a skilled duellist. Only those that moved while duelling would have a cut like that.
"Who are the duellers today?" the judge asked.
Sirius was first to respond. "Scion Potter-Greengrass and Regent Bones will represent House Potter."
At a nod, a man across from them said, "Lord Pucey and his eldest, the Scion Pucey, shall represent the House of Pucey."
"If everyone is in agreement to the rules and spoils, duellers take up your position. The House of Potter to my right and the House of Pucey to my left," the judge said.
The older man across from them had an expressionless face as he eyed him up and down. The man's son had a look of disgust. Harry felt like he was being dismissed. Hopefully he could use that.
"Can you cover me for about ten seconds?" Harry asked as they turned to walk towards the magically produced line on the far side of the field. Like in the last one, the duelling area was an oval that was a hundred yards long and over twenty-five at its widest.
Auntie looked at him. "Now isn't the time to change our strategy," she told him.
"Please, Auntie. I have an idea that might give us an edge. Neither Pucey think I'm a threat. I think they will go after you. If you can give me enough time to do a few transfigurations, I think we can win," Harry told her.
She pursed her lips as they made the red line in the grass. Turning to face the Puceys down the eighty-yard gap, she gave a small nod. "I’ll give you what time you need, then we are to close the gap. After that, I need you to be on point."
Harry nodded. Looking at the two men, one in his seventies, the other in his thirties, had a real fear go through him. He hadn't felt anything like it since the last time he had fought Dumbledore. Though, with Dumbledore, the man wasn't trying to kill him. He had no doubt that either Pucey would end them both if he got the chance.
"On my sparks, begin," the judge said moving to the edge of the temporary ward stones. He touched the stones. A slightly shimmery blue field grew over them before fading. Unlike last time, there were more powerful wards. This duel was expected to be bad.
"Three. Two. One," the judge called out. When red sparks shot out, many things happened at once. Harry dropped to the ground, his wand twisting and twirling as he manipulated the ground. Auntie pulled up her wand, willing a wall of dirt to shoot out of the ground before she transmuted some of it into thick stones. In that time, both Pucey's transfigured a half dozen spears each. Auntie had just barely finished her inner wall before the spears impacted the wall. Dirt flew everywhere and stones cracked at the impact of the spears. She moved to reinforce the wall as a dozen snakes and then four large wolves grew out of the ground.
"Locomotor Statum," he barked a few times, animating his creations. Sneak around and attack our enemies, he ordered the small black snakes.
"Ashwinders?" Auntie questioned as the wall was struck by more spears and blasting hexes. One spear made it through with a three-foot-long shaft and foot long point coming to rest not far from Harry's right shoulder.
"Yeah. Let's blow the wall," Harry suggested as a third round of spears hit it.
She nodded. A second later, two bombarda maxima blasted the wall. Clumps of dirt, shards of rock and shrapnel from the spears burst down the field. A spear just missed impaling him as he twisted. They had practiced this for the last week. It was a technique not usually practiced in a duel because of the results if you lost focus, but it could be highly useful. He heard one of his transfigured wolves give a yip of pain before he blinked out of existence for just a moment.
Inside the pitch, they were allowed to apparate. He came into existence on the very edge of the field. His wand came up, getting off two piercing hexes before he had to shield himself from the debris of their wall. Auntie was next to him, her own spells flinging from her wand.
He had expected to get some type of jump on the two Puceys, but they were better than Harry had thought. Lord Pucey had a Protego duo protecting their front. The younger man, as though expecting something like this, had turned, his back protected by his father. The man threw something before his wand was deflecting Harry's spells. Auntie was just fast enough to get a shield up and have two thin daggers bounce off it.
Two of his wolves howled as they ran through the falling debris. "Take the bitch!" Lord Pucey ordered. He swiped his wand, sending a few large slicing hexes down the field.
Harry took the opportunity to drop his shield. His wand twirled as he conjured a gale force wind, then banished some of the rocks towards the younger man. Auntie was back stepping as she blocked or deflected a barrage of spells. The younger Pucey, caught off guard that Harry would use a physical attack, stumbled as the air went through his shield. He didn't wait for the rock to hit as he whipped his wand. A fire whip came out.
"FATHER!"
Lord Pucey turned to see Harry advancing, the long whip racing towards his son. Auntie didn't hesitate to through a knife. Lord Pucey blocked Harry's whip, only to cry out in pain as the knife buried into his shoulder just at the edge of his vest. She cast what Harry recognized as a freezing charm, then a cramping hex. She wasn't trying to kill them.
The rocks had knocked the younger Pucey to the ground, allowing him to roll to avoid the spells. Lord Pucey looked livid for being wounded. He barely flicked his wand, a large purple spell racing towards Harry before he pulled up a low earth mound before his son. Harry recognized the organ expelling curse. He dove out of the way. Out of instinct, he felt something and rolled. The ground blew up just next to him. He covered his head as he rolled again. Another spell ripped up the ground where he had just been.
The growl of a wolf was met by the screams of pain. He heard a woman and man screaming out in pain. Harry rolled onto his knees, his wand coming up to cover himself with a Protego duo.
One of his wolves had made it through and had latched onto the arm that was already hurt on Lord Pucey. Auntie was on the ground, a hand on her side and a shield up. The younger Pucey had gotten up and was peppering her with spells. Harry knew they were to stay together, but it was too dangerous to attempt another apparition. Instead, he pulled up a mound of earth. They had found he was good at battle transfiguration. "Projihastam terra!"
The clump of earth turned into a half-dozen spears and launched towards the Pucey's. His wolf was falling to dirt as a fireball blasted it apart. Auntie was trying to go on the attack again, but the younger Pucey was just too fast. He wasn't fast enough, though, to shield against the spears. Harry wasn't sure if the man even saw them.
"DENNIS!" Lord Pucey cried out, his wand coming up as his left arm was limp at his side. His son turned in time to see the spears. It saved him from one going through his chest. Instead, it pierced his wand arm. The man didn't say anything as he was spun about by the impact. Harry watched in horror as he spun though the air. Lord Pucey's shield had been too late.
Harry, seeing Lord Pucey's wand start to move, just barely got a solid barrier up before being peppered with spells. "HARRY! Get out of there!" Auntie yelled out.
He dove into a gouge that had been made by a spell just before a huge orange spell hit the barrier. It exploded into huge chunks. One of them hit his shoulder. His basilisk vest prevented the chunk from cutting into him, but it didn’t do much to dampen the full impact of the blunt force. The pain had him see spots for a second. He rolled, more pain running up his right arm.
He had only been saved by Auntie. She was standing up. Spells of every colour and shade were being traded between the two between raising and falling shields. Harry tried to grasp his wand. That was until he realized his right hand wouldn't work. Through the pain, he rolled over enough to take his holly wand. He wasn't as good with his left arm, but bombarda spells weren't precise spells.
He cast a few. Lord Pucey growled as he side stepped one, missing one of Auntie's spells, then diverted another of Harry’s. Auntie threw up a shield to avoid it. The distraction was all Lord Pucey needed. He swiped his wand at Harry, forcing him to shield a blue cutting hex. Auntie stumbled back at the force of the spell that had been batted at her. The man was jabbing, swiping and flicking his wand. Harry recognized piercing and organ expelling hexes, followed by a Night Reaper curse.
"No!" Harry cried out. He jabbed his wand out. A rock flew towards Auntie. She was able to block everything until one of the organ expelling curses broke her shield. Two piercing hexes hit her. One cracked the hardened leather of her vest, another hit her near her neck. The rock impacted the Night Reaper curse. The explosion knocked her back. She collapsed on the ground.
Harry didn't stop, roaring out in anger. He slashed his wand, sending solid looking silver cutting hexes at Pucey, followed by piercing hexes. Pucey was hard pressed to stop the cutting hexes, but easily batted the piercing hexes. Harry tried to get off more cutting hexes but had to shield as the man started a stream of nasty looking spells as he stalked towards Harry.
Harry moved into a sitting position as he shielded himself. The man had power and rage. "You die, Potter! I am tired of dealing with your interfering family," Pucey growled as he kept up the onslaught. Harry did everything he could, but found he just wasn't up to the man's skill when he was focused on only one thing. Harry cried out in pain when a piercing hex made it through his defences and put a pencil sized hole through his left arm. He couldn't keep his cries of pain as another hit his leg above his greaves and then his hand, forcing him to drop his wand.
Harry fell over, shards of pain running through his body.
The man stopped his onslaught to come and stand over him. "I have underestimated you for the last time," the man said in a cold rage. Harry rolled to see the man standing over him. Blood was dripping from the man's left arm. He had scratches all over his face. Blood trickled from his nose, which looked crooked.
Harry spat at the man. "Most seem to underestimate me."
The man's anger fell into a disturbingly placid face. "Yes. It would appear so. Now, you have hurt my son. Let's see how you like it to get a spear through you."
Harry straightened up. It was funny. He felt afraid to die earlier. Now that he was faced with it, he was accepting of it. Did he want to die? No. It was the last thing in the world he wanted. He wouldn't give this man the satisfaction of knowing that though. There was also some strange peace in it. His life, up until Daphne had asked him to tutor him that day third year, had been nothing but pain and a fight for survival. It had been a fight almost not worth it without Hermione and Ron. Now, though, he had so much in his life he wanted. Daphne. Auntie. Susan. Hermione. Blaise. Neville. Dani. Terri. Tracey. Remus. Sirius. A godchild on the way...
Harry had a family, the one thing he had been so envious of Ron when they had been friends.
He watched as the man moved his wand, a six-foot-long spear transmuting out of the dirt. He raised it over Harry’s head.
Looking at it, Harry wasn't going to go down without a fight.
He had a family. Daphne needed him. He made an oath to her that he was hers.
A fire lit in him. Just as the man was about to bring his wand down, Harry rolled. He grit his teeth against the pain as he grabbed the knife out of his holster. The spear came down, glancing off the basilisk vest. Harry threw his knife as another spear hit his vambraces. It bounced off, sending it towards his shoulder. It glanced his shoulder, making another cut. Harry grabbed his wand as he rolled, spinning to point it towards the man when he stopped.
Lord Pucey's wand was up, another spear over Harry's head, but the man was looking down, horror in his eyes. Harry followed the man's eyes. One of his ashwinders had buried its fangs into the man just above his boots. Kill. Protect Speaker.
The ashwinder let go, only for another to strike out and get Lord Pucey in the other leg. The man gave a strangled cry of pain. His wand dropped to his side. The spear fell, point first, just next to Harry. "I did not see that," the man said as a third ashwinder bit him.
He was quickly turning white. The ashwinder bite and venom was fast acting. A single, even two strikes, could be countered if you got to the person in minutes. But three? Four? After the fifth strike, Harry said, Stop.
Lord Pucey stumbled, then fell onto his knees. "I underestimated you again."
Harry felt a little sick to see the man's skin turn ashy grey. As much as the ashwinders were called as such from the pattern they left in ashes, their bites had the effect of turning someone's skin to the same pallid hue. The man fell forward, giving out a few wheezing breaths before he stopped breathing.
It took eight hard heart beats before the judge called out, "Duel complete. House Potter wins!"
Harry let out a heavy breath before letting the pain racking his body overtake him. His body protested the damage done to it, falling over to his side. He saw black before his head hit the ground.
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  May 4, 1997


  London, England

Sirius stood by the bed. Harry was still sleeping after having been rushed to St. Mungo's. Amelia was across the hall and Dennis Pucey was down the hall, while his father was in the morgue. Bruises and slight marks from where Harry had been cut could still be seen. The damage to his shoulder had been extensive enough they had had to vanish a few bones and regrow them. His magic was strong, but not enough to allow the Healers to heal everything in one go with how much he used in the duel. As it was, it was probably a few more hours before the Skele-gro finished.
Daphne was curled up in the chair next to his bed, her eyes puffy and bloodshot. She hadn't slept all night, keeping a silent vigil over his godson, just like he was.
With the defeat of Pucey, the blood feud should be over, but Sirius wasn't going to take the chance of someone trying to assassinate Harry before he was awake enough to officially claim the House of Pucey and put the feud to paid.
The door knob rattled and he pulled his wand to hand. When the door opened, a green robed Healer came in. "What did I do to make your mum use a cleaning spell on my mouth?"
Andi raised an eyebrow at him. "Which time?"
Sirius gave a small smirk. "Fair enough. How is Amelia?"
"Getting better. The hole in her neck just missed the aorta, she still has a good concussion that I have stabilized but can't reduce the swelling until her neck and the collapsed lung have done some more healing, and the two dislocated ribs will be set later today. Everything else is just bruising or superficial cuts. She was lucky her vest absorbed most of that organ crushing curse. On the whole, she'll survive," Andi told him with a sigh before moving over to Harry.
Daphne let out a sigh. "Thank Merlin. He will want to know she will be okay when he wakes."
"I figured as much. Susan is going to go get some tea and breakfast in the shoppe. Why don't you go and then try to get some sleep? Harry won't be awake until this afternoon," Andi tried to coax the girl.
"I'm not leaving him until I know he is better," Daphne said with a certain petulance only a teen could pull off. Sirius smiled at her tone.
Andi nodded. Sirius suspected she was trying not to push Daphne. Harry had found a good girl.
Looking closer at his cousin, he could see how tired she was. He was pretty sure she had been here all night to keep an eye on both of them. His cousin took out her wand. Running it over Harry's body, he could see a small disk form above him. Runes and words he didn't recognize took up, many of them with numbers or Roman numerals.
"How is he?" Daphne asked, the concern apparent in her voice and on her features.
"He'll live, but will probably be sore for a few days. The bones are regrowing nicely. It will take a few more hours to get the proper density. After that, I can work on healing up the cuts and the holes in him. It will take a few days for his blood to fully replenish. Harry needs to stay until I give him a full bill of health. No duels or anything strenuous for at least a week after he leaves," Andi said pointedly to the girl.
Daphne gave a wan smile, reaching out to take Harry's bandaged left hand. "I'll make sure he is put in a bubble."
Andi gave Daphne a soft smile. "I would pay to see that."
Daphne sniffed. "I can be rather persuasive."
Sirius snorted. "I bet." The glare she gave him had him laughing. He had little doubt she would put Harry in a bubble if she put her will to it...
"Don't rile her up, Siri," Andi admonished him.
"As the Healer orders," he cheekily replied.
The older woman rolled her eyes. "You should check in on Susan too. The Abbotts will be back again later to check in on her, but she’s very worried about Harry and Amelia."
Sirius rubbed his face. "I'll go check on her and take her to the cafeteria in a few."
His cousin nodded. "Tell me this is over, Sirius. It was a near thing for Amelia. If the duel had gone much longer she might have bled out. Harry was lucky to win. Mr Pucey is still just hanging on. That last spear destroyed his arm and a few ribs. Harry didn't use anything dark, but the power he put into that transfiguration just about ripped it off. It had to be removed."
"He deserved it. The ashwinders should have bit him too," Daphne venomously snapped.
Sirius raised an eyebrow at her. "Yes, well, they did get the last say with Lord Pucey."
Daphne huffed. "He got what he deserved. He was going to kill Harry." Leaning over, she brushed Harry's longer bangs out of his eyes.
"Pup needs a haircut," Sirius said.
"It's not as wild as it was," Daphne told him.
"He's finally learning to really control his power," Andi said.
"He does have some power, doesn't he. Daphne, if you aren't going to eat, try to get some sleep. I'll keep an eye on him," Sirius said in a kind tone.
Tears looked to be welling in her eyes again. "What if something happens?" she asked in a quiet voice.
"I assure you that he will be safe here," Andi assured the girl.
Daphne let out a long breath. "You won't let anything happen to him?" She was looking at Harry the way Erica did when he laid next to her at night. Sirius felt the pull on his heart. This was the life and love Harry should have known his whole life.
"I promise," Sirius said, an echo of the one he made almost seventeen years ago in the promise.
Daphne nodded before leaning over and putting her head on Harry's pillow. They watched as she slowly drifted to sleep.
Andi touched his arm. "You are going to make a good father, Siri."
Siri gave a sad smile. "I should have been one years ago. I was stupid that night, even with Dumbledore's magic and potions."
"You've made it up, and still have time to do more. Go and take Susan to get some breakfast. I'll stay with them for a while," she told him.
Sirius moved to the bedside to brush the hair that had fallen over Harry's eyes again.
"I love you. You promised you wouldn't leave me," Daphne whispered, not noticing him or Andi.
There was no way he would let Harry, Daphne or his unborn child down again.

  -oOo-


  May 8, 1997


  London, England

Harry had been out of Hogwarts all week. Andi had declared him healthy enough to leave, but he refused until Auntie Ami was. He stayed with Susan once he was allowed to get out of bed. Daphne stayed with them, and Sirius was around as much as he could be. Both the Greengrasses and Sirius offered for them to stay at their places. Harry and Susan chose to stay with Sirius, not wanting to be alone. Daphne stayed over one night, sleeping with Susan. Erica refused to let Daphne stay the same night in a room with Harry until they were married.
Auntie was finally able to go home on Friday.
"I am alright, Susie," Auntie Ami said in an exasperated tone as Susan made sure the woman was feeling well enough after the Floo travel.
Susan flushed some. "I'm sorry, auntie," she said contritely.
"It's alright, Susie. I understand," auntie said, giving her a hug.
"I was just so worried," she said.
"I know. Harry and I are better now," she told his cousin.
Harry put a hand on Susan's shoulder. "I kind of made a promise she would be alright."
Susan nodded.
It was mid-afternoon when Harry made his way into auntie's office. Amelia was at her desk with a piles of paper over it. "You take a weeklong vacation and you never catch up," she said to him as she scratched away on a parchment.
Harry didn't say anything as he sat in one of the leather chairs before her desk.
It took her another moment to finish before she spread some sand over it before brushing it back into the container the sand had come from. He watched her very purposely put the letter onto the smallest pile on her desk. Once there, she shifted to fold her hands under her chin. Her eyes met his and she just looked at him for a few minutes.
"I think I am getting to know you well enough to know that something is bothering you," she started.
Harry had been silently chewing on this all week. "I killed someone else," Harry told her. "I maimed another."
Auntie nodded slowly. "Those are possible outcomes of a duel."
Harry rolled his shoulder. It felt so tight, and his arm didn't seem to have the same range of motion it had before. Andi said it might take a few weeks because of the amount of healing they had to do on his shoulder to come back to full use.
"Does your shoulder bother you?" she asked with concern.
"It's tight," he replied. "Auntie Ami, am I supposed to feel guilty?"
There was a long silence. "Do you?"
"No," Harry said in a small voice. It scared him. It scared him just like it had after Voldemort had died. He didn’t feel bad.
"When I was trained to be an Auror, and then a Hit Wizard, we were taught to think of it as just a job. Use your wand, hands or a blade as tools that had the power to restrain, incapacitate and even kill. It was desirable in that order. I did everything I could to keep to that mandate. Sometimes, though, taking someone in alive is not an option. When you are facing death yourself, you need to decide whether it comes down to you or the other wizard who will go home to their loved ones," she told him.
Harry looked down, his hand moving to feel the tip of his wand and knife just inside his sleeve.
"Twenty-three," she told him.
Harry looked up. "Twenty-three?" he asked when it was apparent she wasn't going to elaborate.
"I have killed, Harry. Twenty-three people in the twenty-two years I was an Auror or Hit Wizard. I remember each and every face, their name and what they did. Do I feel guilty?" she put to him.
"Do you?"
"Only about two of them. Samantha Cartwright, a witch charged with killing her father, refused to be taken in. She thought she was going to die. She killed my partner and I admit it I lost it that night. Only later did we find out she had been abused. Abuse worse than you suffered. I regret my partner and I rushing in as we were trained, instead of trying to talk with her," Auntie told him.
Harry could hear the pain in her voice. He was starting to get an inkling of what she was getting at.
"After that, I transferred to the Hit Wizards so it would only be me. An arrest warrant came in from the ICW. I tracked the suspect down. It took two weeks, but I found him. No one told me it was a kid. Gustaf Hernandez. He was only fifteen. His family had been smuggled into England by the Death Eaters. The ICW thought they were hunting down his father, who had made some enchanted amulets that had been used in Death Eater raids. He didn't even speak English. I came in. He got a jump on me. I think he thought I was a Death Eater. He just kept yelling 'La muerte negra'. The Black Death. My training had me taking out my knife when he knocked my wand away. I buried it in his chest before I could stop. Of course by then I was a little out of it, having been hit in the head a few times and suffered a few stab wounds from a piece of glass, but Gustaf Hernandez died by my hand."
Harry could see that she was rocked by this.
"I'm sorry, Auntie," Harry said.
"Thank you, Harry. I'm not looking for your sympathy though. My point is, I feel guilty because they were relatively innocent or just caught up in a bad situation, I should have been more aware of what I was doing. Except for Quirrell, I think you were very conscious of what you were doing. Do you think you should feel guilty because they were innocent?"
Harry thought of that for a moment. "They weren’t innocent, though,” Harry replied.
Auntie shook her head. “No, they were not. You did what you had to in situations that meant either your life or the other wizard’s. Do you feel guilty about that?”
Harry shifted in his seat. “No. Does that make me a bad person?"
"I say it makes you human. Would you just kill someone because you could?"
He met her eyes with a fierce determination. "Never."
"Anytime you killed someone, were you fighting for your life?"
Harry let out a deep sigh. "I was."
She nodded. "Were any of them innocent of the crimes thought to be committed by them?"
"Lord Pucey was a former Hit Wizard," he said.
"He was also trying to kill you and was the one who called the blood feud, claiming that House Potter had wronged him. Do you feel that you should have done anything different?" she asked.
"I could have used something like a boa constrictor," Harry told her.
She nodded. "You could have, but they can be just as deadly as an ashwinder. They also would have been easier to see."
Harry frowned. "I still killed him. I don't want to kill anyone. Why don't I feel guiltier or something?"
She took a moment to answer. "What do you think he would have done with Daphne or Astoria if he had won? What would have happened to Susan? Or Dani or Terry?"
Harry pursed his lips. "Neville had agreed to allow them sanctuary," Harry told her.
She let out a sigh. "Harry, you know as well as I that if Pucey had taken the House of Potter or Greengrass, he would have exercised his rights, including marriage contracts and Lord rights over conquered houses. It was clearly defined as the spoils. Knowing that, is that why you used ashwinders instead of bao constrictors?"
Harry knew that was exactly where his mind had been. It was also why he didn't feel as guilty as he thought he should about it all. "I'm a killer, though."
She nodded after a moment. "No more than I am. Do you think less of me?"
"No," he said rather quickly. He really didn't. He couldn't about the woman that had given him a home. She had done what she needed to in the situation.
"I don't think any less of you. I rather think you a good man. You protected your family. You were not the original aggressor in this mess, but you did everything honourably and did the best in the situation. I would be worried if this didn't disturb you some, but you aren't a murderer, Harry, if that is what you are worried about," she told him.
Harry nodded.
They sat for a few minutes, each lost in their own thoughts.
"What else is on your mind?"
"Anders wants to claim the House of Pucey," Harry told her. Harry had been the victor, but the feud was against both their houses so Anders could claim rights during the end of the feud.
"You don't want to claim the House yourself?" she questioned. Harry knew she knew his feelings on this.
"I want to see it all burn," Harry told her. This was part of why he was a little disturbed that he wasn't as bothered about Lord Pucey. He wouldn't deny that he had had a nightmare or two, but it wasn't any worse than the ones he still got about Quirrell or Voldemort at times.
She nodded. "I figured. Is he looking to have you and Daphne take up the House?"
"I refuse to renegotiate the betrothal," Harry told her.
"Then what does he want?" she asked.
"I don't know, but I have a feeling Astoria is going to be involved," Harry told her.
Auntie pursed her lips.

  -oOo-


  May 9, 1997


  Hogwarts, Scotland

Harry was getting too used to these meetings.
Harry sat in a chair in the middle of Headmistress McGonagall's desk. To his left was Auntie Ami and Ted. To the other side of the Headmistress's desk was Adrian and Malcolm Pucey. Malcolm's older brother, Peter, was still in St. Mungo's, no one could find his other brother and their mother had died a few years ago.
With their father dead and the older brother out of commission, it fell on the shoulders of the boys cousin, the twenty-year-old Adrian Pucey, to represent his house. Adrian was a Slytherin that Harry had not had any issues with. What worried Harry was that there was another brother of Malcolm's that was not here, and they didn't have a solicitor.
"Where is your solicitor?" Ted asked.
"We have none. With all of the funds available to my cousin frozen, I was not able to secure any representation," Adrian Pucey told them.
"There really should be someone here to represent the youngest, he is under age," Auntie Ami said.
Ted frowned. "Maybe a professor would be willing to sit in?"
"I will be willing to review any legal documents with the Pucey's, if you want," McGonagall offered.
"Is this acceptable?" Ted asked to the boys.
When the Pucey's agreed, Ted took out the legal documents. "House Potter has claimed temporary regency over House Pucey, which includes the guardianship of Malcolm Pucey until he is of-age," Ted said, passing the proper paperwork to McGonagall.
Malcolm paled. "I thought I was going to live with Peter?"
"Peter and Gerald have declined to take over guardianship," Ted said.
"I told you this," Adrian said to his cousin.
"But... but," Malcolm said, a look of fear came over him to see the look that Harry was giving him. After swallowing, he asked, "Peter is my brother. What is going to happen to me?"
Harry spoke up, "I am going to ask for your permanent suspension from Hogwarts, then..."
Malcolm shot to his feet. "You can't do that! For Merlin's sake! The whole thing is over a stupid mudblood! You killed my father over all this!"
"Sit down!" Harry demanded with a steely edge to his voice. "It was you and your father that started all this."
"I think that enough, Mr Pucey. One more outburst like that and you will be expelled. Mr Potter, may I ask why you are asking for a suspension?" McGonagall tried to interject.
"The House of Potter fears for one of its heirs. The unprovoked attack that significantly hurt Heiress Peverell, and her friends, was instigated by Mr Pucey. He and his family have made threats against mine. I would not have him at this school. There is a petition for a permanent suspension. The House of Potter will not supply any tuition or funds for Malcolm Pucey to keep attending Hogwarts," Harry said.
"What is to happen to Malcolm then?" Adrian asked, sounding concerned for his cousin.
"I really don't care. If his grades are good enough, I am sure Durmstrang, or another school will take him. I just want him out of here and away from my family," Harry said coolly.
"Mr Potter, surely you can't mean to just throw him out?" McGonagall asked. "I could support a suspension for the rest of the year, but a permanent suspension?"
"It is in that paperwork. If Malcolm Pucey and his representative accept, he is to have a permanent ban from Hogwarts. I am not going after his trust vault. There is enough in there for him to go somewhere else and then have a few years to get on his feet. Either way, I want him out of Hogwarts today, " Harry told them.
There was a heavy silence. "You support this, Amelia?" McGonagall asked.
"I do. If Malcom Pucey had done what he did outside of Hogwarts, he would have been brought to the DMLE and I assure you he would have been convicted. If a student is convicted, what would happen to them?" Auntie asked.
"They would be expelled, and their wand snapped if they had not gotten their OWL's yet," McGonagall said, looking at the parchments.
"My wand? My father! All over some mudblood?"
"STOP CALLING DANI THAT!" Harry bellowed, any sympathy he had been feeling for the boy gone. His magic flared at the arrogant ponce. "Malcolm Pucey, the House of Potter is your guardian. If you keep using that language, I shall impose a penalty every time. Do you want to try my patience?"
The deadly tone to his voice had both Pucey's back away from him.
"Be grateful I only want you suspended. Most other schools will still take you. I could have you expelled and then no other serious magical school would let you within miles of their walls. He will be gone today, or I will make it so he never comes back," Harry threatened. It bothered him a little at his anger. He really didn't want to kill anyone again, but there was a tiny part of him that thought it might be too easy and he didn't want to go down that dark path.
McGonagall regarded him. She looked at the paperwork. Malcolm had gone white at the anger and power that had just been directed towards him. Adrian looked just as scared. After a few, the headmistress sighed. "There is nothing untoward in this. If you choose to sign this, I will honour the terms to give Mr Pucey a permanent suspension. He will have to be off the grounds before midnight tonight. Should he cause any issues while still on the grounds, the Aurors will respond. Do you accept this?" she asked, passing the parchments to the boys.
Malcolm was shaking. "Adrian, I can't leave."
Adrian took up the papers. "Do you have a choice? If you get expelled, most other schools won't touch you once they find out why. I told you how stupid you were. I warned you not to mess with Potter and Greengrass, but you, my uncle and others were all to stupid and blind to see it. Scion Potter-Greengrass, if I accept this for my cousin, what will happen to my family? I have a sister that will be starting next year."
"I don't really care. If she leaves us alone, we'll leave her alone. I am going to bankrupt your entire house. I won't touch any trust vaults beyond leaving enough for schooling and a few years to live afterwards, but the Pucey's will never be a Wizengamot House again and they will never threaten my family again," Harry told the boy with a hard face.
"Adrian, you can't let this happen. All my friends. Who will take me in? I can't leave Britain," Malcolm said.
Adrian gave his cousin a nasty look. "Shut up you spoiled little brat. This is all because of you. Can I have a quill?"
An upset McGonagall passed a quill to the boy. Adrian wetted it and sighed. "Sign," Adrian ordered.
Malcolm looked to his cousin, then Harry, then McGonagall. Harry was sure the boy was not really stable at the moment because of his father. He found when it came to protecting his family, he didn't care. After a loathing look to Harry, which turned to fright when he met Harry's blazing green eyes, Malcolm took the quill and parchment.
When they left, McGonagall turned to him. "Was that really necessary? You found ways to forgive the others."
Harry looked to the woman. Auntie answered first. "Pansy Parkinson had never done direct harm to Harry or anyone he cares for. He gave her a way to seek redemption, and from what I understand, she has become a good student and doesn't bother anyone. Mr Frost was decided upon by Lord Black. If Harry and I had had our choice, we would have done the same thing. That can still happen if Mr Frost doesn't keep his nose clean. As for Mr Pucey, he has made multiple threats, including threatening to kill Heiress Peverell just the other night. I know this was reported, but there is a clear danger that must be removed."
Harry nodded, agreeing with auntie.
After a moment, McGonagall sighed. "I don't agree, but I can understand. I will get the suspension notice drafted and let you know when Misters Pucey leave the castle."
"Thank you, headmistress," Harry replied.

  -oOo-


  June 21, 1997


  London, England

Harry was hoping this wouldn't become something he did again. He stood at the podium facing the Wizengamot. Anders was standing next to him. "House Potter and House Greengrass are declaring the feud with the now defunct House Frost and House Pucey to be completed. Enough blood has been spilt. As spoils of the duel on May fourth, nineteen-ninety-seven, House Potter is claiming regency over House Pucey, as well as all properties, heirlooms and moneys. As requested by Lord Greengrass, the House of Potter will pass regency to the House of Greengrass, who will hold the Lordship and claims of the house in propriety until a new Scion or Lord is appointed. House Potter has taken its spoils and declares all current Scions or Heirs to be disbarred from taking up the Lordship in the future," Harry said to a mostly silent hall.
With the loss of the Houses of Frost and Pucey, the last of the backbone of the Blood Purists was broken. Others could take up the mantle, but part of the reparations were to break the alliances around those two houses, which cost some quite a bit. Those that would have protested this outcome were quiet. They knew the way things were blowing, and they didn't want to risk losing any more.
Anders spoke next. "House Greengrass gladly takes up the mantle of regency. House Greengrass declares all those currently in-line for the house are forever barred from taking up the name as Lord again. This title shall pass to one of my daughters, or hopefully, to a new child, as my wife and I have just recently learned she is expecting again."
Harry blinked. There had been some hard arguments about the Greengrasses taking up the name. Neither Astoria or Daphne wanted to carry on the name of Pucey, but if Iliana was pregnant, then on the birth of a child the House won through contest could be transferred to the new heir. More importantly, the name of the original house could be absorbed into the new family, meaning that the House of Greengrass could continue. It would also have the blood line traits of both Houses. The Puceys were excellent duellers and battlemages. The only caveat would be that it would be a cadet line to the Greengrasses as the primary line was already given to Daphne and him.
There was applause at the announcement. Many could tell what Anders' plan was and seemed to approve.
Harry managed not to roll his eyes.
He left the podium to join auntie. He looked over to Daphne, who had joined her father. She was seventeen and could as the recognized heir of their house. She gave him an approving nod when he went to sit back down. Sirius, a few seats away, did the same. Hermione was sitting just behind Daphne with Lady Zabini. She gave him a small smile.
The blood feud should be over now. Malcolm Pucey had been shipped off to Norway. From what Harry understood, Adrian’s family and Malcolm's other brother had followed him. Dennis had lost his arm, making him have to give up his Hit Wizard status, instead taking up a desk job in Sweden. As far as Harry knew, there were no Pucey's left in the country. Two other Wizengamot houses that had been allied with them had fled too.
After sitting, he let out a sigh. Auntie leaned over as the Chief Warlock called for the next business. "You did good. I'm proud of you."
He gave a small smile before taking on the mask he was supposed to have. "Thank you."
She nodded.
When they got home, Harry was happy to loosen his robes around his neck. "I can breathe again," he muttered.
Susan smirked. "I think that is how they get you to sit so straight for hours."
He snorted. "You're probably right."
"Why don't you two go get ready for dinner," Auntie Ami said.
"Sure," Harry replied. He was happy he decided to stay here for now. He was still feeling a little shaken that she had almost died a month-and-a-half ago. Harry had lost so many people that he couldn't stand the thought of losing the only person that had ever truly been a parent to him. He was getting close to seventeen but had realized he would always need his auntie.
Susan took his arm as they went up the stairs. Harry looked to her. "What's up, Susie?"
"I wanted to say I'm glad you’re staying for the summer," she told him.
"I am too," he replied. "I don't think that's it though, is it?"
The redhead gave him a smile. "Not really. I know it's a way off, but I was wondering if you wouldn't mind going away for our birthdays?"
Harry raised an eyebrow. "What are you thinking?"
"Dean mentioned his mum was going to take him to Greece for two weeks and I'm invited. I wanted to go and thought it would be fun for all of us," she told him.
Harry smiled. He had never been out of country like that before. Though, he was wondering if there was something else. Seeing the expected look in her face, he tentatively asked, "You want me to convince auntie to go?"
She gave him a huge smile. "I'm glad you suggested it."
Harry laughed. "You hang out with Daph and Tracey too much."
"Well, if they can learn to be loyal to all of us, I can learn to be sly," she told him with a cheeky grin.
"Fine, but you are telling her it’s because you want to shag Dean on some Greek beach," he shot back.
Her mouth dropped open and her face went red. "I... you... HARRY POTTER!"
Harry laughed at her. "You can't tell me you don't."
After a moment, she shook her head. "Fine. I'm not telling her that though."
He gave a disappointed sigh. "Fine."
She squeezed his arm before skipping away. He was about to go into his room when she stopped at her door. "Oh, Dean says a girl can go topless. Not that Daphne would do that... right?"
Harry stared at her, the image of Daphne topless and tanned flitting across his imagination...
Susan giggled at the look on his face. "Let's not mention Dean and I shagging, or I'll find a way for you not to go."
"I'm surrounded by minxes," he grumpily said to himself as he entered his room. Images of Daphne in a bikini, like last summer, or without, just wouldn't get out of his head for the rest of the night.

  -oOo-


  July 4, 1997


  Cleasby, England

The friends were all enjoying the picnic on the lawns of Longmarche. Neville had invited them all over to just have a nice day. It had been too busy lately. His seventeenth birthday was fast approaching and they would be in their last year of Hogwarts soon. The last few years, Susan, Harry and Neville had spent their birthdays together and he was feeling a little disappointed that they wouldn't this year. The Bones, Greengrasses and Thomas's were all going to Greece for two weeks at the end of July.
Tracey was off on a blanket a dozen feet away talking with Hermione, Daphne, Luna, Susan and Hannah. They were all laughing about something.
"You think they are talking about us?" Theo asked. Neville didn't miss the boy looking to the blonde Hannah. He suspected they were on to each other, if not already seeing each other by the way she gave him a winning smile when she noticed him looking.
"Most likely," Dean replied, then suggested, "We could always talk about them."
Blaise chuckled. "You mean how Theo and Hannah are snogging?"
Most suddenly looked to Theo, who had a goofy grin. "Oh, it was more than snogging."
Blaise gave his best friend a sly look. "I know. She left her bra at my house last weekend."
Harry and Dean laughed at Theo's face. "And you didn't tell me!" Theo incredulously replied.
"I was the gentleman and gave it to Hermione to give it back to her," Blaise replied.
"I bet that went over well," Harry teased.
"Two galleons she blew up at him," Neville said.
"Three she hit him before he could explain," Harry added.
"Five that she gave him the cold shoulder," Theo put in.
"I only have a few sickles on me," Dean said, looking put out.
"I'll take it all," Blaise told them smugly.
They all laughed. "You would," Theo said. The girls all gave them looks at the way they laughed. "So, what did she do?"
Blaise gave them all a cheeky grin. "Let's just say I got something to add to my collection."
They all looked at him surprised for a moment before Harry laughed. "What have you done with my best friend?"
"Let's just say she's not as restrained as most think. Pay up, gents," Blaise told them.
Neville fished out his coin pouch, adding to the pile that Harry and Theo already made. Dean looked at Blaise expectant face. "I didn't make any bet."
Blaise snapped his fingers. "I had to try."
They all laughed again. Neville liked their carefree days. No studying. No practicing. No Wizengamot. No feuds. It was just his friends enjoying time with each other.
"So, how did it go with the goblins the other day," Blaise asked to Harry.
Harry looked up curiously. "Who said anything about goblins?"
"Hermione and I were at Fortescue’s when you went into Gringotts with Madam Bones and Lord Black," he said. "You didn't come out for a while. We were leaving Flourish and Blotts."
"You actually got her out of there?" Theo asked in a disbelieving tone.
Harry chuckled. "He must have dragged her out."
"There may have been some cajoling," Blaise admitted. "It was only an hour though."
They all sniggered at Blaise. "She must really love you to leave her books," Harry teased.
Blaise looked a little smug. "I have my methods."
Dean gave a knowing wink. "They say it’s the uptight ones that are always a little wild in bed."
Most of them chuckled. Neville was not disappointed at all in the way Tracey and him got along.
"And they say redheads are wild no matter what," Theo responded.
Harry got up. "Right, if you are going to talk about my best friend and my cousin that way, I'm out of here."
Neville got up to join him. "I'm with you," he said. What Tracey and him did were between her and him... well, and Harry every once in a while. Neville was pretty sure that Harry only ever talked about Daphne that way with him too. He suspected it was something about maturity as Dean made a crude comment about Susan and him.
"I hope the girls don't overhear that," Neville said lowly.
Harry chuckled. "I get in enough trouble to not be involved in that."
Neville chuckled back. "Yeah."
They walked down the lawn to where a lawn bowl had been set up. Of course, this was the wizarding version, and thus played more like gobstones. At least these only shot out ice cold water, not the stinky, sticky sap of gobstones.
"Up for a game?" Harry asked.
"I'll be red," Neville told him.
"Sure. I'll take the green ones." Harry reached into the box, taking the four of his. Neville did the same. Harry threw out the white marker, then the red and blue penalty stones. Unlike regular lawn bowl, if you hit or got within a meter of the penalty balls, the ice water would shoot out at you from your own balls.
The three balls landed in a way that there was a narrow channel to get the balls to the marker ball. "You did that on purpose," Neville said, dropping three balls at his feet.
Harry gave a cheeky grin. "Where's the fun if it’s not a challenge?"
"Mental. You know that, right? Completely mental," Neville told him.
Harry shrugged. "Never tried to deny it."
Neville laughed. He went first, just missing the penalty balls and getting close enough to the marker to not get sprayed.
"Nice bowl," Harry said, aiming his.
"I've gotten better," Neville replied.
They played a round, each getting sprayed once. On the warm day, it felt nice. When they were resetting, Neville asked, "So, how did it go with the goblins?"
Harry huffed. "Croaker is still being an arse. I'm getting closer, but something is missing. Are you sure you don't have any journals or books that I haven't looked through?"
Neville shrugged. "Not sure. There is stuff in the family vaults I can't get at until I'm seventeen. If it's family magic, I don't know if you can see it."
Harry nodded. "I know. My Latin and Futhark is getting good enough I can now read most of the stuff in my library without having to translate it. The more I get into it, the more the meaning changes at times as I understand it better."
Neville nodded this time. "What does my uncle want this time?"
"The same. Hermione. My library. My bloodline. Daphne's bloodline. He mentioned wanting to get back into the Longbottom vaults. I don't know, but it sounded like your gran cut him off," Harry told him.
"Yeah. Gran wasn't happy with him last summer when she found out what he was asking for. She's taken him off the ward list too. Let me tell you he threw a fit when he was bounced off the wards and we had to meet him at the end of the drive. To have a Longbottom rejected by a Finch had him really upset," Neville told him. This time he threw the marker and penalty balls.
"I bet. Auntie Ami and him were supposedly long-time friends, but she's only talking to him through official channels now," Harry said. They were quiet for a few as they took their first bowls. Harry cursed as Neville's second ball knocked one of Harry's away and into a penalty ball. Neville smirked. Harry whipped his face of the water before saying, "Neville, I feel like Croaker is hiding something. He doesn't want us to get in. I know what my and the Greengrass ancestors have written about Camelot, but I feel like I'm missing something."
"Like what?" Neville asked before trying to sidestep as Harry hit his ball into the other penalty ball. The spray of ice cold water followed him, causing him to cry out in shock as his arse was suddenly frozen. Harry laughed at him.
"Are you boys going to keep playing or invite us too?" Tracey called down. They looked up to see Daphne, Susan, Luna, Blaise and Dean walking down. The rest were still up on the blankets talking.
"I'm thinking of getting my swim trousers. My clothes are getting a little wet," Harry said, pulling his wet shirt off his chest. Neville saw Daphne looking at her betrothed as the shirt peeled off his fit body.
Luna had a dreamy smile on her face. "Why get your swimming suit when nature already gave us one?"
Neville went a little red as the girl went to reach for the hem of her shirt. Tracey was quick though. "Luna, love, not here. Poor Matron Longbottom wouldn't know what to do to see us all in our all."
Luna seemed to think about this for a moment before nodding. "You're right. Good thing I remember to wear all my underclothes today."
"Luna!" Daphne cried out before they could stop her from pulling her shirt off this time.
Harry was laughing nervously as they turned away. The slight blonde had grown some since she had first hung out with them, now growing into a body most boys would like. She was actually really nice looking under her shirt. Neville caught sight of some lacy thing before he had turned. Harry gave him an amused look. "I'm glad you got us all together today."
"I am too," Neville replied with an abashed smile.
"Do I have to keep my shirt on? I don't like wet clothes sticking to my body," Luna pouted.
Neville could see the amused smirk on Tracey's face, even if he wasn't looking at her. "Yes, Luna. Unless you want a bathing costume."
"Oh, fine," the girl huffed.
"We'll be back in just a bit," Daphne told them.
Once the girls had left, Blaise and Dean joined them. "Bloody hell, did you know she was hiding that below her clothes?" Dean asked.
Blaise shrugged. "She's cute, but I'll take Hermione any day of the week."
"I bet you do," Dean said. Apparently, they were still on this kick.
Harry turned. "I don't want to hear that. La. La. La," he said, putting his fingers into his ears.
They all laughed at him.
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  August 2, 1997


  Glyfada, Greece

Daphne was happily laying in the sun. Susan was lying next to her. Both were in more modest Nomaj bikini's, knowing how much their boys liked them like this. Daphne wondered if Harry was looking at her as she let the rays soak into her.
"Do we need to go back to England in a week?" Susan lazily asked.
"No," Daphne said. She never thought she would like this so much, but now she was here, she didn't want to go.
"Oh, good. I was worried," Susan replied.
Daphne gave a smile that she doubted the other girl saw, as they were both closing their eyes to soak in the warmth. Even with the people around them, it was relaxing and quiet before a shadow came over them. Daphne opened an eye just a bit, expecting to see Harry. Instead there was a bronzed, young man that looked a lot like the statues they had seen at a museum yesterday. The cock-sure smile he was giving her already had her ire peaked.
Another boy was standing just before Susan.
Maybe if she didn't already have her own boy that was even better looking, she might have found the boy cute. Susan shifted. They said something in Greek. Daphne gave him an unimpressed look. "Excuse me, but you are in my sun," she told the boy.
"Ah, Anglika. My friend and me were wondering if you would like a dinner?" the boy asked.
She shared a look with Susan. She didn't look impressed either. This was the fifth time this week now. Harry and Dean were coming out of the water.
"I'm afraid we already have plans," Susan replied.
Both boys got offended looks. "Surely such beautiful sirens must need escort? It is so beautiful around here and you must see it."
The boy next to him just kept smiling. She was starting to think that he didn't speak English. Susan took a towel to cover herself to keep his leering eyes from roaming over her.
"Hey girls! Having a problem?" Harry asked loudly as he approached the boys.
The one that had been talking to her turned at the call. "We saw them first," the boy said. The other looked her up and down before turning to Harry and Dean. She didn't like it. Dean looked ready to start a fit. Harry met the boy’s gaze.
"Is that right?" Harry challenged in an even tone.
"Don't start another fight," Daphne told him.
"I never start them," Harry replied.
The boy gave Harry a weary look. Harry may be about the same height, and not as bulky, but she knew his muscles were rock hard and he would level these idiots, even without a wand. "You know them?"
"I would hope so. That's my fiancée," Harry shot back.
Obviously, the boy didn't believe him and said something to the other Greek boy. Daphne sighed. She sat up, realizing their time at this beach was done. Susan had come to the same conclusion as she moved to pack up her stuff. The Greek boys squared off against Harry and Dean. Harry shuffled just a little to get into a fighting stance. She wasn't sure if the boys recognized it.
The boy that had been trying to chat her up scoffed. "My friend and I don't believe you."
Harry shrugged. "Doesn't matter if you do or not. Now get lost," Harry told them.
Daphne stood up as they squared up. She knew Harry never looked for a fight, but like with wizards, others could sense power and it always seemed that others sought it out or wanted to challenge it. "Come on, Harry. You can take me out to a nice restaurant," she offered.
Harry gave her a big smile. "Excuse me, boys. We would like to get with our girls," Harry told them. He moved to go past the boys. She saw it happened and moved before Harry could. They had been banned from the other beach for fighting. She crouched, her leg sweeping out as the boy went to push Harry. If the boy had made contact, she hoped Harry would only leave the boy with a black eye.
Totally caught off guard, the boy fell to the sand. His friend turned, only to pull up short when Susan had her hand on his arm and then he joined his friend.
The first boy rolled over, jumping up. He looked totally surprised at her. Daphne just ignored him, holding a hand out to Harry. "Come on before we get into trouble again."
Harry looked ready to laugh at the look on the boys’ faces. The one still on the sand looked really upset. Harry moved around them. He put his shirt on and slipped into his sandals before he took her hand. He picked up her bag and put it over his shoulder. She gave him a smile, liking that he didn't feel self-conscious at all to carry the purple bag that Mrs Thomas had insisted they get the first day they had been here.
The boys didn't follow them or say anything else as they walked back towards the flat. "Can I say how hot that was?" Dean said behind them.
Harry chuckled. "It was pretty hot," he admitted.
She gave him a smug smile. "Well, my fiancé has taught me to defend myself."
"Did I hear something about a nice dinner? Susan queried.
"Something like that," Harry said. "Dean and I thought we would take you out to a really nice place. You know, one you need to wear a really nice dress. We'll get suits."
Daphne beamed at him. "I have a nice dress that I found with Susan yesterday."
He raised a brow at her. “You didn’t tell me that.”
“I don’t tell you everything,” she said with a cheeky smile.
Harry hip checked her. A week being out mostly in the Nomaj world and away England had let her let her guard down more than she ever thought she would.
“Should we invite Astoria and Eric to come too?” Susan asked as Dean leaned over, just about hanging off her. She laughed at him and pushed him back.
“If we see them. I have a table for twelve reserved,” Harry told them. “I thought everyone would want to go to Saburo’s.”
Daphne gave Harry a huge smile as Susan’s mouth dropped open. “Saburo’s! I heard that is like a year to get into!”
Harry shrugged. “I have friends.”
“And what friends are those? I didn’t think you knew anyone outside of England,” she asked.
“I have friends,” Harry said.
Dean laughed. “How much did it cost you?”
“I don’t care, we’re going to Saburo’s! What time?” Susan demanded.
“Six,” Harry told them.
Susan squealed. She grabbed Daphne’s hand. “That only gives us over four hours! Why didn’t you tell us earlier!”
Harry laughed at his cousin. She managed to get Harry’s shirt to pull him down for a kiss before Susan pulled her away. “I love you.”
Harry gave his goofy grin that always sent a thrill through her. “I hope so.”
She was going to find out how he got them into the restaurant later. Susan was right. They had to get ready.
It was a few hours later when she was looking at herself in the mirror. The wizarding world had nothing like this dress. It clung to her, nicely showing off her curves. She ran her hand down her side. “Morgana’s tit, Daphne. Does mother know your wearing that?” Astoria asked.
Daphne smiled. “Mother doesn’t have a say. I’m seventeen now.”
Susan came over to look at herself in the mirror. The red head had a red dress that showed off her body almost as much as the black dress Daphne was wearing. Astoria’s mouth dropped open. “I want one,” her fifteen-year-old sister jealously said.
Susan laughed at her. “You look good in that dress, Tori. Eric will love it.”
“But I want him to drool like Harry and Dean are going too,” Astoria whinged.
Daphne took on a sly smile. “Do you think I’ll be that lucky?”
Susan giggled. “You know, there are reasons you are a vixen.”
Daphne’s smile grew into a rather self-satisfied one. “Harry doesn’t complain.”
“I bet he doesn’t,” Susan said. “This isn’t too much?”
“Bloody hell, you two are going to have every guy in the place looking at you,” Astoria was still going on.
“Astoria approves,” Daphne said.
Susan giggled again. Astoria rolled her eyes. “I still want a dress like that,” she whinged again.
“When you turn seventeen, I’ll get you one myself,” Daphne promised.
“Should we see how our boys like them?” Susan asked, looking a little nervous.
“You look great, Susie,” she assured her friend.
“You are both bloody smoking hot,” Astoria said. “You are getting me a black thing like that.”
“Once you’re seventeen. I wouldn’t want Eric getting the wrong idea too soon,” she said with a smirk to her sister. Astoria flushed a little. It was so much more fun teasing her sister now.
She hooked an arm into her sisters. Astoria was in a very flattering golden dress that had a cute bodice and flared at her hips. Eric would love it. Susan giggled at her antics as she pulled her along. Daphne was enjoying that they could just let loose here.
They were in a large flat for their stay. The bedroom she shared with Susan was on the second level, with Astoria next to her. Their parents were in a room below them while Mrs Thomas and Auntie Ami were in rooms on the far side of the flat.
Walking out onto the mezzanine, she was able to look down on to the large sitting and dining area. Everyone was waiting for them. Harry looked up to them as Susan laughed at something Astoria whispered. Daphne was watching Harry as his green eyes caught sight of her. They widened a little, then drifted down and up her body. The thrill that went through her when he mouthed a silent, ‘Wow!” had her thanking Mrs Thomas for convincing her to get the black dress. The woman had said all woman should have a little black dress that takes your man’s breath away, and then makes him shag you like you never thought could be. She had blushed at that but felt the anticipation at the look Harry was giving her.
She was so intent on Harry that she didn’t really notice anyone else. He met her at the bottom of the stairs. “Tell me I’m not dreaming?”
She giggled at him. “Why would you be dreaming?”
“There is no way I am this lucky,” he said, leaning down to kiss her. She smiled into the kiss.
Someone cleared their throat. They both looked over to her father. He was not looking pleased. “You are going out like this?”
Her mother came over. “There is nothing wrong with it, Anders. Young women wear dresses like this all the time in the Muggle world. You look beautiful, Daphne.”
“Doesn’t she?” Harry asked.
Astoria giggled. “Told you,” she said to Susan.
Auntie was looking at them before nodding. “Susan and Daphne are young women now. I don’t see any issue with this.”
The Higgs were looking at them with wide eyes. Eric, as much as he seemed to love Astoria, was looking at them the same wide eyes. Harry put an arm around her waist. “We should go. The car is already waiting.”
“Car?” Lord Higgs asked.
Harry nodded his head to Dean. “Dean suggested we make this a formal night, so we were able to find a limousine.”
“This was all your idea, don’t get me dragged into this,” Dean said with an easy smile.
The last week had been an eye opener for the Higgs. Her parents and Auntie Ami had been introduced to the Nomaj world over the last few years, and most adapted well. Daphne was finding she liked going between both worlds and was in full support of Harry’s plans for their future.
To see a car big enough to sit all of them just about had the Higgs wondering how the Muggles weren’t magical.
Daphne didn’t really pay attention as Harry helped her in. They shuffled towards the front. “This is a bit extravagant, isn’t it?” Mrs Thomas asked.
“I thought this a special night,” Harry told them.
“Why would it be so special?” Auntie Ami asked.
Harry gave a sneaky grin. Daphne narrowed her eyes, feeling Harry was planning something.
“Well, Neville, Susan and I have celebrated our birthday’s together for the last few years. The party you threw us the other night was nice, but I thought we were missing a few,” he told them.
“Harry, you didn’t,” Daphne asked with huge eyes.
He shrugged.
“I knew I should have waited a few years to give you full access to your accounts,” Auntie Ami said, shaking her head.
“I don’t usually spend money like this, and goblins finished selling the basilisk last month. I had a little extra,” Harry replied.
“When do we get to Saburo’s?” Susan asked.
“Would you let me pay for some of this?” Mrs Thomas asked.
Harry rubbed the back of his neck. She kissed his cheek. “Mrs Thomas, if Harry didn’t have the funds, he wouldn’t do this. Would you please just accept this tonight?”
After a moment, the woman nodded.
Then they got to the restaurant. Neville, Tracey, Hermione, Blaise, Minister Longbottom, the Grangers, Sirius and his rather pregnant wife were already there… Daphne had to laugh when Terri ran to hug Harry.
“Hey squirt,” Harry said affectionately to his cousin.
“I’m not a squirt,” Terri said. “Mum and dad said we are here all week. Are we really going to see gorgons?”
She smiled at the girl. “I hope not. You do know they turn you stone if you see them?” Harry questioned.
“Only if you see the snakes on their heads. The book said so,” Terri told him.
Dani came up ot her side, giving Daphne a side hug. “You are beautiful tonight.”
“You are too,” she said. Dani was as good as her sister, not to mention her prodigy in Slytherin.
“He can take on hit wizards, but my little sister has him doing circles,” Dani asked. They both laughed to see him spinning around as Terri was talking about all the things she wanted to see this week.
“You’re sister does know we are in a Nomaj area?” Daphne asked.
“Yeah. She is just too hyper,” Dani replied.
“Reminds me of another little sister,” Daphne said over her shoulder.
Dani laughed. “Susan isn’t that bad.”
Daphne smiled. “I like Susan, you goof. That one though…” she playfully nodded her head towards Astoria.
Dani laughed more.
When they were shown in, Harry had reserved half the restaurant. Four waiters and the concierge were on them right away. Harry sat next to Terri, who was still talking his ear off about everything she wanted to do this week. Daphne sat on his other side with Dani next to her. There was no real seating arrangement, so Neville, Tracey, Blaise and Hermione sat across from them.
“You two look to have gotten some sun,” Hermione commented.
“I hope there isn’t any tan lines,” Tracey teased.
“There are young ears,” Daphne reminded her best friend.
Dani giggled.
It may not have been the romantic dinner she had thought it might be, but she was just as pleased to have her friends and family around. Especially since Harry was having the time of his life. Watching him with Terri, she knew he would be a wonderful father.
For the first time, she was starting to like the idea of having children. They would still wait a few years, but Harry wanted a big family. He had one. She would make it bigger for him. In the mean time, they could use the practice. She made the decision to sneak into his room tonight.

  -oOo-


  August 6, 1997


  Athens, Greece

“Theresa, wait up!” Gary called out.
“I’ve got her,” Harry said with a laugh, taking off after her.
Garry was huffing as they walked up to the acropolis, while Auntie and Dani were shaking their heads to see Terri and Harry run off. They had been running around Athens all day and had waited to come here late in the day. The rest of their group had either gone back to Glyfada or were shopping in the old wizarding district in the centre of Athens.
“Where are you taking us, Terri?” Harry asked catching up to the hyperactive eight-year-old. Her half wild hair had worked its way out of the plate and was trailing behind her as she ran.
Terri laughed. “Can’t you see the colours?”
Harry could feel the old magic here. It was ancient, half wild and strong. It was the strongest place they had visited so far. It felt like Hogwarts with the amount of magic, just far older. “Where do you see the colours?”
Terri pointed towards a half destroyed building to their left. “It’s like a fire,” she told him, still running towards it. “He’s calling to us.”
Harry frowned. “Terri, wait, let’s see what this is first,” he said, reaching out for her. She swerved and took off as fast as she could. Harry took off after her, feeling the magic growing stronger. “Terri! Wait!”
She ducked around a few people, allowing her to get away from him. “Just trying to get my cousin,” Harry told them. “Excuse me. Terri!”
She had ducked under a rope and was running up some crumbling stairs. He jumped over the rope, went up the stairs in two hopping leaps. She was into the door of the open roofed ruins before he could catch her. He finally caught her standing at the ruins of a doorway that would have led into an inner sanctum.
Terri was looking at a ruined plinth along a wall that was only half standing. She pointed towards it. “There is an old magic there,” she told him.
“I’m sure there is, but I don’t think we should disturb it,” Harry told her, having had enough adventures and other issues to know when to be cautious now.
Terri went to take a step forward. Harry stopped her. The second her foot hit the floor just past the doorway, he felt the magic surge. Not caring about the Statute of Secrecy, he pulled his wand. He was just a fraction of a second too slow as a blue fire shot out of the plinth and hit them both in the chest.
It felt like the world was spinning. Terri fell and he collapsed next to her, moving to protect her. A moment later, the smell of coal fires, the ringing sound of metal work and guttural glare of fires surrounded them.
Harry sat up, his wand coming up. Terri was still hunched over. His eyes grew wide to find them in a cave. Several giants, about the size of Grawp were working at old fashioned blacksmith furnaces. One of them was looking at a crucible. Another had what looked like a breastplate he was hammering on. A third was making horseshoes. More amazing were the clockwork men tending the furnaces.
They all ignored Harry and Terri.
That was until a man spoke up behind them. “It has been an age since anyone has called on me. I thought all my power gone in the world of man.”
Harry spun around, a shield going up. Terri sat up, her eyes wide. “I thought you the only one with gold in their colours,” the girl said.
The man had skin bronzed as though he spent hours in the sun, but they were in a large cave. He held a hammer that was easily the size of Harry’s head. The metal he held in his hands was bright red, as though it had just been taken out of the fire. The muscles on his exposed chest and arms bulged. With the man being about as large as Hagrid, even Harry found him intimidating.
The man quirked an eyebrow at them. The voice was full of age and power when he spoke. “That magic won’t do much here, boy. You see my aura, young one?”
“It is rather nice. Golden with flames and all sorts of metals,” Terri said.
The man smiled, putting the glowing metal back into the furnace. “Do you know who I am?”
Terri shook her head. Harry dropped the shield and put his arm down to his side. He figured that he would have no chance if the man wanted to hurt them.
The man sighed. “Not many do, anymore. I suppose you have sought me out for knowledge or a sword to replace that trinket you have.”
Harry blinked. “Trinket?”
The man scoffed. “That thing of iron and silver, blessed by magic to be powerful. It’s a mere trinket to the craft work hear. Made by those betraying blighters, I assume?”
“What is he talking about?” Terri asked.
“No bloody clue,” Harry said to her.
Harry, unsure what to do, made a snap decision. He reached under his shirt to pull out the sword he always kept on him. It was a goblin made silver sword. When it came out, the man made a disgusted face. “It is even worse than I thought. That shoddy craftsmanship is part of why I expelled them.”
Harry rose an eyebrow. “Shoddy craftsmanship?”
Harry barely had time to grab Terri and pull her to the side as the man took a huge step towards them. The man was fast. He was powerful. The sword snapped a few inches above the hilt as the man’s blacksmith hammer impacted.
“Shoddy craftsmanship,” the big man said, going back towards his anvil and furnace.
Terri was holding onto his side. “I want to go back now,” Terri told him.
Harry was looking at the broken goblin blade. He had never heard of anything being able to break one.
“I will not harm you, little one. Do you seek a boon, Potter of the Peverells, Peverells of the Ionians? Tell me you have more than that bauble on your arm left to trade,” the man said, sounding bored. “Or you, Danforth of the Potters, of the Peverells, of the Ionians?”
Harry dropped the hilt of his sword. That had been a three thousand galleon sword, and now it was useless. “Uhm, no boon. I just want to get my cousin back to where we came from.”
The man showed a little more interest. “Truly, all you want is to go back home? You who called me?”
Harry took Terri’s hand. “That’s all we want,” he told the man.
The man started to laugh. It was a booming laugh that had Terri covering her ears. “I can think of very few mortals that have found me to not ask something. For your desire to only keep your cousin safe, I tell you this, Potter of the Peverells. The knowledge you seek will take three to break it, as it took three to forge it. Should you allow my unfaithful to gain the knowledge your ancestor took from them, I give you this warning. Should the cursed ones gain that knowledge, only those that will force them to heal will save you.”
Harry gave the man an uncertain look. That sounded too much like prophesy for his liking and he hated prophesy.
“Can we go home now?” Terri asked the man.
The man gave her a smile that almost made him look even more frightening. “For you, little miss, I offer you this.”
He reached up to a shelf, bringing down a very finely crafted head band that looked to be made out of silver and adorned with small jewels. He was holding it between two fingers, and it looked dwarfed in his hands. “A piece set for a queen, and one that will hide your powers from all those you don’t want knowing.”
“But I like seeing the colours,” Terri said.
“It will not stop you but prevent others from using you. Here, it is freely given,” the man said. “Let it be not said that Hephaestus does not repay his debts. Now, son and daughter of the Peverells, you will return.”
The blue fire that had leapt into them suddenly burst out of their chest. Harry gasped at the sensation. It wasn’t painful, but it wasn’t painless either.
When they came too, Harry found auntie, Gary and Dani around them.
“What happened,” Harry asked, sitting up.
“Easy. We found you both passed out here. I don’t think visitors are allowed over here,” she said.
“Terri, are you alright?” Gary asked.
She got up, the hair band in her hair.
“Where did you get that? It’s beautiful,” Dani asked her.
Terri reached up. “A really large man gave it to me.”
“It’s radiating magic,” auntie told her.
Harry shook his head. “It was someone named Hephaestus,” Harry said.
Gary’s eyes went wide. “Harry, it’s said this temple had a shrine to Hephaestus.”
“Bloody hell,” he said.
Auntie reached down. “When did you get this? This isn’t the normal sword I know you have.”
Harry blinked. Looking next to him, Harry’s eyes grew to see a bronze sword that she picked up. It was similar in shape to the one he usually used, but there was something about that had him thinking the goblin wrought blade he had before had been a piece of junk. “Aahhhh, I think just now?”

  -oOo-


  August 15, 1997


  Mosedale, England

Harry was happy to be home. Greece had been phenomenal. Days in the sun with his family and his betrothed. Nights of his betrothed sneaking into his room. That still drew smiles. Then there was Athens.
Terri had been spooked for a few days. Harry was still spooked. He knew magic was alive, in its own way. He had felt great power. That had been scary levels of power from Hephaestus, if that had been the god of Greek legend.
Looking at his sword, he had a hard time not believing it. He had three other goblin made blades in is vaults, not to mention the four others he had displayed in Potter Green. Before him, a second blade of goblin make was in two pieces. The bronze sword on his lap had cut right through it. No matter what he had done so far, the new sword in his hands hadn’t dulled, chipped or shown any signs of wear.
The symbols on the blade were old Greek. He had been able to identify them. He had been able to translate them, but it didn’t make any sense. Even with that, he could feel the magic in the artefact.
The curious thing was that some of this ancient language was in his library, and he was sure some of this was the base of the Peverell power. He hadn’t been able to identify the script until now. He had been looking for languages a thousand or two thousand years younger.
Picking up the sword in the light, he moved it so the blade picked up other aspects. Looking at it, he thought the shifting writing to look familiar.
Master is thinking, Sasshassa said from his feet. The basilisks had joined him in the library of the keep.
I am. I have seen this before, he said to his companion.
It smells like the crystals, a sleeping Harssess replied. She had been that way since he had come back.
Harry’s brow scrunched. He felt the magic in the blade, but he didn’t remember anything else feeling like this. What do you mean?
The magic smells like the crystals. It is pure, she replied.
Harry’s mouth pursed. After a moment, he got up and started to head towards the ward crystals. Sasshassa followed while Harssess enjoyed the fire. Do you smell it too?
Yesss, master. Smells like the crystals but is not. The sword smells of power and purity. The crystals are sour, but strong, Sasshassa told him.
“Interesting,” Harry said.
When they made it to the cave, the normally softly glowing crystals were brighter than normal. He found that interesting. As he got closer, they grew in strength. Harry’s eyebrows rose up his brow.
The crystals sing, Sasshassa told him.
Harry could feel the magic drumming in them. Was it possible that the goblins refused to do crystals because they had lost the ability too, not because they wouldn’t for wizards. He couldn’t see the rune work on the crystals with how bright they were. Walking away, the crystals dimmed enough for him to see the pulsating rune work when he made the stairs.
Sasshassa moved towards the crystal.
What do you see, Harry asked the basilisk.
Power. It smells corrupted. The singing is trying to cleanse it, he replied to Harry.
Harry left the sword on the stairs and approached the crystal. He looked at the runes. Eros Peverell had cracked most of the runes. The few Latin scrolls, ones he thought went all the way back to Merlin himself, had more information, but he had not been able to piece together a full alphabet or translation key yet.
Merlin had also mentioned a bronze sphere. Harry was getting a suspicion the sphere was something from Hephaestus. Could it be a master key? Or the source of the magic to make the gems? Harry wondered if the reason the goblins stopped making these in the twelve-hundreds was because they lost the ability too.
As he traced the runes with his hand, he thought they looked off from the ones on the sword. Going back, Harry cast a mimic spell on the sword so that the runes floated up in a mostly solid blue wisp. It was something from Eros’ journals. He would have to teach Daphne. There were a lot of things he would need to teach Daphne after a year of intensive studying of the journals and scrolls. If Dani or Terri wanted to learn, he would gladly teach them as well. The fact he had family to share family magic with was something he felt extremely happy about.
Harry sat back down on the hard stone floor. Sasshassa moved around Harry and the crystal. He looked at the glowing runes of the crystal then the smoky ones. He studied them for a while before he suddenly clapped his hands together and cried, “That’s it! They are inverted, and some have extra markings.”
Sasshassa hissed in irritation at the sudden noise.  Is it bad? Do I need to attack?
Harry laughed. No. Don’t attack. I get it. Eros had it backwards on some of these. I need the scrolls, Harry exclaimed, rushing to stand up. He had seen something like this in the scrolls from the island off of Sark Island.
Sasshassa followed, worried about this sudden change in his masters mood.

  -oOo-


  August 28, 1997


  London, England

Croaker was frustrated. He had spent most of his life researching the magics of Camelot and the protections around it and felt as far away from understanding it as he did forty-six years ago when his then mentor had first taken him to the hidden city. It was apparent that it was much older than previously thought. It had been built about the time the Romans left the isles in the late fifth-century. Merlin had lived for almost three hundred years, but passed far before the Founders of Hogwarts had lived. Godric Gryffindor and Helga Hufflepuff had been trained by an Aurelius, but it was Merlin’s many times great grandson with the name Peverell.
Slytherin had been trained by a descendant of Le Fey.
Having those two lines now combining led to a power in the old magics not seen for a millennia. The fact that the line of Pendragon and Aurelius already existed in Neville had him salivating. He could find a way to convince Neville to help, but Croaker knew he needed all three lines.
He also knew he needed to know how to use the bronze ball that was in a felt lined box on his desk. It was the key to the protections of Camelot. It was key to changing their world and making sure Wizards would go on as the Muggles left them behind. He feared what would happen once the Statute of Secrecy was breached. Why couldn’t Potter understand that?
Why did he have to interfere with his apprentice?
Croaker knew it was Harry that convinced her to leave. She was brilliant. Really, a savant that he had only seen once or twice before. Her mind made leaps at fifteen he hadn’t had at fifty.
He was stewing in all his failures over the last two years when a knock came at his door.
He closed the lid of the box. There was no need for anyone to know about it. The goblins thought the sphere destroyed in some ancient revolt. Most wizards had no clue it existed. The most interesting thing was that the runes had started to glow a fortnight ago. He didn’t know what it meant, but the almost magically inert sphere had started to gain power, like it was recharging. He wished he knew what that meant.
“Come in,” he said.
The door opened to admit a non-descript person in grey robes. “You don’t need to wear your hood up when the department is sealed,” he told the relatively new recruit.
“Yes, sir. Director Croaker, there is a young man waiting in the lobby to see you,” a non-descript voice told him.
Croaker’s brow rose. The department was supposed to be sealed today as an experiment was underway that should not be disturbed. “How did he get it?”
“His ring. He is a Wizengamot member and part of the founding families,” the Unspeakable said.
Croaker thought of that for a moment. Only three young men could fit that description. Intrigued, wondering if Potter was finally coming around, he said, “Show him to my office and get us some tea.”
The hood moved as though the Unspeakable was nodding his head.
He leaned back in his chair after putting the box on a shelf behind him.
Why would Potter come to him? The boy had been very rebellious and had the damned goblins at his side. He feared that they would find a way through the mists. If they did, then the little blighters could get at information hidden for centuries. He wasn’t sure what it was they wanted, but he knew it couldn’t be good.
A moment later, the door opened. The young Unspeakable ushered Potter in, then shut the door. “Take a seat,” Croaker offered, a seat growing out of the floor.
“Thank you,” Potter said. He was wearing a black cloak. When he took it off, Croaker was interested to see he was in Muggle attire. Over the last few years he had grown into a young man that reminded him so much of Charlus Potter, though Harry had a presence more of Charlus in his early twenties. Charlus had grown up with his brother, both being pampered and only forged into the hard men they became during the Great War. Harry had already been through a forge.
The Unspeakable that had shown Harry in silently opened the door and put a tea server on his desk before they could go any further. When the door closed, Croaker indicated for Harry to make his tea. “What has brought you seeking me out? I thought after our last conversation you were going to be seeing me with a wand in hand when you finally broke into Camelot?”
Harry didn’t say anything as he made his tea. He took a sip before sitting back in his chair. “The goblin revolt of twelve-sixty-two,” Harry started and Croaker had to use his prodigious occlumency skills to remain calm. “A small army of wizards and Nomajes managed to breech the goblin stronghold of Grimlast in the mountains of Wales. Until then, the goblins had been winning. From the records, the army lain waste to Grimlast and the goblins sought out a peace treaty soon after.”
Croaker made his own tea. Harry sat there as though he had just made a profound statement and he was waiting for Croaker to respond. After clinging the spoon on the China cup, he steadied himself. “I see you pay attention in your History of Magic class, but I fail to see what this has to do with our previous conversations and the goals we each seem to want.”
Harry took another sip of his tea. “What would you say if I told you the runes of Hephaestus have been perverted?”
Croaker had his own tea half to his mouth. His eyes locked on Harry’s. It was a long silence before Croaker put his cup on the saucer. “I would say that you are dealing with myths and rumours that have no foundation.”
Harry nodded his head, as though thinking of what he wanted to say next. “And the myths that the goblins were the original servants of Hephaestus before he created the cyclops and automatons?”
Croaker found himself forcing himself to breath normally. Could it be true? He had found references, but nothing that would confirm something like that. If it was true, then the goblin race was millennia older than thought. It also meant they had been the spawn of gods. How much magic could they possess?
“I take it that your library has found something about this?” Croaker enquired.
“I won’t say where I got this information, but it is important. It is hinted at that the goblins took some of the knowledge with them when they betrayed their creator. They were then cursed to always long for the riches they gave up and to never know peace,” Harry instructed Croaker.
If this was true, then the goblins had been so war like and treasure hording as a revenge of a god? It was like how the high elves were now a servant race. They had walked too close to the sun, as it is said, and were cast low by the deities they worshiped. He had an uncomfortable thought that Wizards or other magical races would be cast low like that. But there were no gods anymore. Or so he believed.
Not unless… there was an old prophesy that said the old magics could be revived, but he didn’t know the details.
He leaned back in his chair again. “That is an interesting myth. I have not heard that before.”
“It’s not a myth,” Harry stated.
Croaker looked at the boy. “Do you care to tell me how you know?”
“No. What I am interested in is the artefacts that the goblins once possessed. The most powerful were made of celestial bronze,” Harry said, reaching to his side. Croaker had noticed the pommel sticking out of an extended pocket sheath. Harry undid the clasp and pulled out a long bronze sword that had a slight flare towards the tip. Glowing runes ran down the length. Larger ones ran down the centre, while fine etchings lined either side of the blade. “Goblin silver and steel are cheap replicates, but the best we have now. I think you have some celestial bronze nearby.”
Croakers eyes widened. He had studied the rune work on the walls of Camelot, never being able to identify the material they were made out of. He had never considered that it might actually be the metals of the ancient gods. The boy must be the descendant of Merlin, the last known wizard speculated to know secrets like this. He was just about salivating over this heirloom.
“Do you have other family heirlooms like this?” he found himself asking.
“It’s not an heirloom,” Harry told him.
Croaker took his gaze off the sword. “What do you mean? Nothing like this has been seen or found in hundreds of years.”
“Not since Grimlast?” Harry questioned.
Croaker knew the boy knew. How could he not with how specific his information was. Potter must know much more. Croaker needed this information, but with Potter being part of the Wizengamot, he couldn’t touch him. There were rules, laws and oaths the Unspeakables took. It was why Croaker had to return most of his most valuable references. Losing the two Peverell journals and some of the others had hurt his research. Seeing what was before him and the object on the shelf behind him, the loss of the Peverell books was even worse.
“I don’t know what you are talking about,” Croaker said.
Harry sighed. “I went to the goblins because I need to get into Camelot. I need the information in there to set up protective enclaves. Neville should be able to take up his heritage. Daphne should be able to clear up her family name. The Le Fay’s were not dark. I have a feeling the Unspeakables have what I need. Do you have any idea why the goblins are helping me?”
Croaker let his concern show through his mask by pursing his lips. “I take it has something to do with that sword and why you suddenly know of their origins?”
“I received a warning. There is the potential that the secrets of making such weapons is there, not to mention artefacts that could help the goblins regain some of their knowledge. If you let me in, I will not be breaking my deal with the goblins, but they will still want some type of payment. Daphne, Neville and I can decide how much we give them,” Harry told Croaker.
Croaker thought on this for a minute, taking up his cooling tea to sip at it. “You fear that the goblins will revolt again?”
“The goblins have not won a war with wizards since their defeat at Grimlast. Whatever they lost has broken their ability to hold their own against wizards. Ragnar wants what’s in Camelot. I don’t know if I want him to get it. The deal is they take a sphere that is said to control magic. I think they used it to make wards. There is also other knowledge there that could be catastrophic if the goblins get it. I agree that we need to get along, but their curse of greed and to now know peace will not be good for us or anyone,” Harry replied.
Croaker studied the boy for a long moment. “You know what is there, don’t you?”
“I have my suspicions. The question is, will you allow Daphne, Neville and myself to get in?” Harry asked to him.
Croaker didn’t like this. He had his desires and wanted to control anything that might be found in Camelot. He wanted Hermione back. She had teased out more information about the seals that made up the Wizengamot and Ministry than he had in how it relates to family magic. The way Harry was talking though, Croaker wouldn’t be able to get anything out of Harry.
“I need something in return,” Croaker said.
“I have offered to train an Unspeakable in the warding I have been developing. They will have to take the oaths of guild once established, but it would give you unfettered access to our services. You will not be trained in the actual methods,” Harry told him.
“I need more. There is untold knowledge and artefacts inside that city. It has been sealed for over thirteen hundred years. The wards are still impenetrable and far more powerful than anything we can create today. I can’t even tell you what it would be worth to understand how to make the Mists of Avalon,” Croaker told him.
“The greed of that knowledge and power is what caused Merlin to lock up Camelot and Avalon,” Harry retorted. “I won’t just let it run rampant. We can see what is there and offer the Unspeakables some when I know. I will not make any promises.”
Croaker let out a sound of aggravation. “Not good enough. You want me to just open up a treasure trove that has been highly sought after for over a millennia and just go on a promise that you will give me the scraps? I still want the bloodlines. There are other things that can be accomplished.”
Harry pursed his lips, deep in thought. “What are you going to do with our bloodlines?”
Could he finally be getting somewhere? “I never lied to Heiress Granger. I want to change our government. It is still corrupt and far too prone to nepotism. A more diffused and open government like many Muggle governments will do us better and may even save us. I don’t think our goals that different, we just have other ways we want to go about it.”
Harry was quiet as he finished his tea. “I have to talk to some people. If I can get everyone’s agreement, you will give me access to Camelot? No questions? No other deals? No interference until we agree to release anything?”
Croaker had to swallow his desire. He wanted both, but if he could get the bloodlines, which were the key to the Ministry Covenants, then he would get one of his desires, and most likely Hermione back.
“I will have to get agreement from some of my colleagues, like you do,” Croaker told him.
Harry nodded. “Should I see myself out?”
Croaker chuckled. “We don’t just let anyone wander our halls. There are secrets here. May I keep the sword for a bit to study?”
Harry took the sword and put if back into its sheath as he stood up. “You let me study what is in that box and I’ll let you study my sword.”
Croaker put his occlumency into full force. “I don’t know what you are talking about.”
Harry shrugged. “Then I don’t either.”
Croaker wanted to slap the boy. Secrets were supposed to be the realm of the Unspeakables, not a whelp of a boy playing at powers he doesn’t understand.
“Good day, Croaker,” Harry said, opening his door. Croaker couldn’t keep his eyes from bulging. The wards used in the DOM were the best he knew of, and he was in control of the ones in this room. No one should be able to do that. The door was quietly closed. Croaker was fuming at the audacity of Potter.
A larger part of him was crazily going over the conversation and the implications of what had just been said.

  -oOo-

 






      

  











The Conspiracy Begins



    Chapter Notes

      My readers are AWESOME!
I present the next chapter in this saga and the final story arc: Camelot.







  
  September 1, 1997


  London, England

Daphne was straightening Harry's robes while they waited to meet the Danforths just outside the barrier. The Nomajes walked by without paying them much attention. She made sure the Head Boy badge was prominent on his left chest, just above the Hogwarts crest. As Head Boy, he would still be considered a Gryffindor, but technically of no house since he was to be representing them all.
"Are you going to fuss over me like this all year?" Harry asked with a smirk.
"Only when you look messy," she told him, usually not caring how he looked. Though, Harry was usually impeccably dressed and well-groomed now, compared to when she had first approached him in the library third year.
Harry chuckled. "So, all the time, mum."
She huffed. "Do you have to be so incorrigible? You are Head Boy and should be presentable."
He took her hands in his, then kissed the palm of each. "Thank you."
Daphne smiled and moved to give him a soft kiss. "You'll do great."
He laughed. "I think you are more nervous than I am. Are you still disappointed you didn't get Head Girl?"
She gave him another soft kiss. "If it had been anyone else besides Hermione, I would be. This gives me more time to focus on other things."
"Like me?" he asked cheekily.
She rolled her eyes. "Thinking a little highly of yourself, aren't you?"
He gave her a grin. She liked how boyish he looked when he did that, like he was up to no good. He shrugged. "I just like having you paying attention to me."
She chuckled this time. "You won't have to worry about that."
"Harry! Daphne!" Dani said excitedly, catching their attention. Harry's smile grew. They hadn't seen the Danforths since coming back.
After some hellos and goodbyes, they made their way through the barrier. Auntie Ami, her parents, Lady Zabini and the Grangers were all gathered, saying goodbye to everyone else. For Auntie Ami and the Grangers, this was the last time they would be sending them off to school.
"You be good this year. I'm proud of you," Aunt Ami told Harry while giving him a hug.
"I will. Otherwise, McGonagall will disown me," he told her.
Aunt Ami laughed. "I'll have my own words with you. Keep him in line, Daphne?"
"I will, Aunt Ami. He will not lose his Head Boy badge," she said.
"Keep an eye on Susie," Aunt Ami reminded him.
"I'm telling her you said that. She can take care of herself," he cheekily said back, earning him a raised brow.
Once on the train, Hermione and him made it towards the head car right away. She went to find Neville, Blaise and Tracey before going to the prefect car. They were towards the front of the train this year. Theo and Luna were in the car as well. "Hey, Daph. Where's your other half?" Tracey asked.
"In the prefect carriage. Hermione and him are going to stay up there," Daphne said, hugging her friend. They hadn't seen each other since Greece. She moved to hug Luna next. "Luna, how was your summer?"
"It was really nice. Daddy and I were in Africa for a month. Look what we found," she said proudly, taking a Quibbler out of her bag. Daphne looked at the cover, not recognizing the dragon on it. Tracey took in a breath though.
"Is that a Nigerian Night Puffer?"
Luna beamed. "Isn't he handsome? We found a colony. Also found evidence of a Blackthorn Fire Drake."
"Bloody hell, they are both thought to be extinct," Tracey said.
"I wouldn't have believed it either if I hadn't been there," Theo said.
Daphne rose an eyebrow. She had spent some time with Hermione and Blaise, but hadn't seen Theo or Luna all summer. She had been too into Harry and the time they had spent at Potter Green. The inn was now open and three wizarding families had rented plots to build on.
Tracey jumped on Theo before anyone else could. Though, Blaise looked to already know what was going on.
Luna's smile couldn't grow any larger. "Theodore came as my father's apprentice. He wants to become a reporter and photographer. He came to Africa, and then Sweden with us. Oh, you should have seen him when we saw a nundu. I have the pictures."
Luna dug into the satchel at her side.
Theo caught her questioning look. He shrugged. "I have to do something after school and my family can't get me a comfy job in the Ministry anymore."
She had a feeling it was more than that though. The Notts had been bankrupted and tossed out of the Wizengamot when the Dark Alliance members were found to be Death Eaters and the corruption they had perpetrated were all tried. Theo didn't have any connections except the friends he had made since his father had been sent through the veil. If he really needed a job, she knew Harry could help him, but perhaps he really enjoyed this?
Or, perhaps, he liked the blonde next to him? When Luna pulled out the pictures, many spilled out onto the floor. She didn't miss how many were of Luna… or the ones that were rather artistic with her in her all.
Blaise gave his friend a wink. Daphne just gave him a raised brow when Theo bent down to help. He gave a boyish grin. Neville's neck reddened when he caught the pictures too. Tracey just gave Luna a huge grin. She would get the truth out the girl later.
"Neville, can you help me get my trunk up? Then Blaise and I need to head up front," she told them.
"But this is just getting good," Tracey said like a kid at Christmas.

  -oOo-


  September 6, 1997


  Mosedale, England

Harry needed them all out of the castle of Hogwarts. He was being paranoid with what he had dug up over the last few weeks. Things that had confused him or he thought he had done the translations wrong on were making sense.
What Croaker wanted…
What the goblins wanted…
What he wanted…
They all met, meshed and clashed together.
What was good about this situation was that he could ask his closest friends and family to come, and not one of them questioned it. That was why he had them all at Potter Green for the day. There were important things to discuss.
They were in the library. It was a large thousand square foot room that went two stories up. There was a large fireplace along the main castle wall with two doors on either side. A sunken square with three large couches, a few chairs and desks for studying were scattered about the room. Two walls had books on two levels. There was close to a thousand volumes in this room. It was what he had found in the Potter and Peverell vaults, as well as new ones that had been added.
Except for two cases on the lower level, he had opened it to all the people here.
Daphne sat next to him. Neville and Tracey were on a couch opposite them. Hermione was behind them, a book open in her hands and a finger tracing the archaic script. Blaise was drinking some coffee as Dobby served them.
"Thank you, Dobby. Can you tell Melly that we will be eating lunch, and most likely dinner here? We may stay the night as well."
Over the last year, Harry had adopted two other elves. Melly was a younger house elf that knew how to tend the garden, cook and do all the laundry. This past summer she had set up a large vegetable garden on the grounds and in one of the greenhouses. Most foods she made were with fresh produce.
Dobby was still his personal elf, tending to him and Daphne when she called. Harry never really told him what to do, and didn't care how much time he spent here or at Grace Hall with Tipsy and their elflings.
Elden was an older elf that had been cast out from the Parkinsons. Harry hadn't known that when he sold off of their lands that he had freed three house elves. When he had asked the goblins where to find other elves, he had found they had been bound to lesser branches of the House that had mostly died off and were not documented. Once he did, he had Dobby track them down. One had died, mostly of old age and the shock of suddenly being freed. He felt guilty about that. Another had found work at Hogwarts, and had bonded with the castle. Elden had not found work and had been sick. Harry had bonded with him, and within a few weeks he was back to normal. He happily tended to the needs of the castle and grounds.
Daphne and him had decided to wait on one more elf, unless they found one that needed a home, until they were married and the greenhouses started up. She would need the help if her ambitions were anything to gage by. She wanted to be as large a supplier as her parents or the Longbottoms, though she wanted to provide potions, more than the ingredients.
"So, what was so important you wanted to drag us all here and activate the wards?" Neville questioned.
Hermione looked up from her book, curiosity on her face. Harry smiled on the inside. Hermione was growing up and was growing more patient to satisfy her curiosity. Daphne knew everything. He had needed someone to talk to besides auntie, and she was his deepest confidant.
Harry took a sip of his tea before putting it on the table between the couches.
"I'm pretty sure most of you are in on this, but Camelot is real." He wasn't surprised when no one else wasn't either. Neville knew that he confided most thing in Tracey. He should. Blaise and Hermione were as close and as trusted by him as well. "There is a lot more to it than any of you think."
"Like what?" Hermione asked. "Is this related to all the family histories and lands you had me researching?"
"That helped us find it last summer," Harry told her. "I'm sorry I didn't tell you, but I have been very apprehensive for anyone to know what is in my study. There are secrets there that I don't think anyone should really know."
"Like what?" Tracey asked, sounding like she was about to find out something juicy.
"Understand that whatever is talked about here is talked about with family and the strongest confidence," Daphne told them all. "Harry doesn't want an oath, but I think it important enough we all should."
Blaise sat up. "This must be some deep shite for that."
Hermione took the book and joined them. "What is going on, Harry?"
Harry let out a deep breath. "The wards that I put up will not allow you to talk about this outside these walls, except with each other, or unless I give you permission. I'm sorry I didn't warn you, but I think these secrets would shake our world to its core. If you don't like it, you can leave, but I really need you. Tracey, you really aren't involved in this, but if you are going to be with Neville, then you should probably know all this. I could also use your help."
"This is rather serious. What would happen if we did talk about anything we discuss today or it is forced out of us?" Neville asked worriedly.
"You won't be able too," he told them simply.
"What do you mean? Will it kill us?" Tracey asked worriedly.
"I would never endanger anyone I care for that way. No. You just won't be able too. Others won't know you know the secrets and if they tried to force it then you just won't know it. If they try to use Legilimency, they won't like it and let's just say a carrot will have more life in it than the person that tried to get into your head," Harry told them.
Blaise whistled. "That is serious wards."
"How is that possible? There shouldn't be anything that can do that," Hermione said. "I've never read anything about that. Uhm… that isn't family magic, is it?"
"It is, actually. It is something I was wondering if you might like to learn?" Harry put to her.
Hermione's eyes widened and he thought she would start drooling if her mouth was to open. "But… really?"
Harry gave her a smile. "I've been able to crack some very powerful runes. I need people to help. Next December I will be presenting the Ministry with a new charter for a Ward Weaver guild. I can't before then due to goblin treaties, as you and Daphne found, but I think I have a chance to get our first wards created, and you and Daphne are the only others I know of that can understand runes like I can. Daphne wants to work on a Mastery in Potions. If you would join me, Hermione, we could work on this, probably have a project for end of year to give Babbling, then next summer we can find a Master that will work to certify us."
Hermione was gripping the spine of the book. "Are you sure? You said this was all family magic. I don't want to upset you again."
"I mean it, Hermione. I need someone else to help with the translations. I can teach you what I know if you don't know Latin, Old Futhark and Ancient Greek," he offered.
"You know ancient Greek? How did you even learn that? You know you must be able to pronounce the runes to activate them? What are you doing that you need Ancient Greek anyways?" she asked excitedly.
He chuckled at her. "I will tell you all of this, but we will only talk about this and do our studies under these wards. I have permission from Head Mistress McGonagall, and plan to spend a half day here three or four days a week when I have my free periods. I passed the captains badge to Ginny this year. I've given her the choice if she is to keep me on the team or not, but I won't be available for half the practices we normally have."
Hermione looked conflicted for a moment. "What about changing the Wizengamot and the Ministry? I still want to change it so that we don't have to rely on dynastic nepotism."
Daphne shook her head. "You do realize you are part of that now?"
"I don't want it," Blaise said. They all looked to him. "You all know that my step-father and his family are one of the few that have studied our history. Hermione is right that we are our own worst enemies when it comes to passing down the reins of power."
"Most of the Dark Wizards in the last few hundred years have come from families that were considered dark or grey. They were also from Houses on the Wizengamot, had been cast out or from another government like ours," he added.
"And what about the dictators in the Muggle world?" Tracey asked. "Some of them have risen from the same type of background or from an elected society like you want. My family and Neville's have been on the Wizengamot for generations, and we have never supported a Dark Lord."
"That is the point," Hermione started.
Harry held up his hand. "Hermione, it was you that brought up that the covenants and protections enforced by the Ministry require magic. That magic is given by the hereditary swearing of those to the Wizengamot and all their family members. Have you found a way to supplement that?"
Hermione deflated some. "No. I haven't," she said a little morosely.
"We will," Blaise told her.
"I may have found a way," Harry told her.
This got her attention. "How? I can't find anything in Blaise's library. What did you find? Was it in the section you won't let me into?"
Harry sighed. "I think I have found something. The original Wizard Council, and the Druids Council before it, all go back to Camelot. You all know that Neville, Daphne and I represent the original triumvirate that protected the isle after the Romans left."
For Tracey this looked like new information. "Wait… are you saying that between the three of you, that you are descendants of Arthur Pendragon, Merlin and Morgana Le Fay?"
"It's actually Myrddin Aurelius," Hermione corrected her. "Harry is the last direct line of Merlin through a cadet branch. Neville is the last of the Pendragon line, and has a link to the Aurelian line through Harry's aunt. Daphne and Astoria are the last of the Le Fay line."
"Merlin's saggy balls!" Tracey exclaimed. She turned to Neville. "Why didn't you ever tell me! Or you!" she accused towards Daphne.
"We aren't married yet. I didn't know until about a year ago," Neville told her.
"Harry, what is so important about Camelot? I feel there is more than just wanting to find the fabled city," Hermione asked.
"There is a lot more," Daphne said. "Harry has been scouring the libraries of my family, the Longbottoms and his. My mother has been helping him. We found some hints that most of the foundations of our society, and even some on the continent, start with Camelot and our families."
"The Merlinian bindings?" Blaise asked.
"The what?" Hermione questioned. "What are the Merlinian Bindings? You never said anything about this and I haven't seen anything like that in your library."
Blaise took her hand. "Hermione, you know that we haven't shown you everything yet. Not until we are married."
Hermione pursed her lips. "I want to get married as soon as we can."
Blaise looked a little shocked for a moment. "I thought you wanted to wait a bit. We aren't required until we are both twenty-one."
"You two can talk about that later. The important thing is Camelot. Yes, I think it goes to the Merlinian Bindings. There is so much more. The goblins want secrets from there. The Unspeakables have secrets we need to get into Camelot, and they want their own secrets from Camelot. Croaker is still looking for all the Bloodlines of those that were part of the Triumvirate and the Round Table. I think he still wants to change the government, but I don't know why or what he wants to do once he does," Harry told them.
"And why do you want to get into Camelot so badly," Neville asked.
Harry looked at his cousin. After a moment, he reached for his new sword. "I've cracked how the goblins used to make their most powerful wards, and they are just a shadow of what they can be. My goal is to get the Ward Weaver Guild operational as soon as possible after we graduate. I need to see if there is a library or other information from Merlin or Le Fay."
"What do you mean you cracked the goblins' methods? I thought that impossible," Hermione said.
He drew the sword. The runes were softly glowing, like they always did when they were near other celestial bronze or his crystals. Everyone looked at the blade as Harry put it down on the table. "Not if you have a key."
"I've never seen a metal like that," Blaise said.
Neville looked at it. "Is that what I think it is?"
"Celestial bronze," Daphne said. "As far as I know, it's been millennia since anyone has seen some."
"There is no such thing as celestial bronze," Hermione said with some awe. "Is there?"
"You are looking at it. I think the Unspeakables have some, and that Croaker knows about it. I can't tell you how dangerous this could be if this information got into the wrong hands," Harry told them.
"Are we the right hands to have this?" Blaise asked. "Hermione wants a revolution. The three of you could have possible claim over the crown at Camelot, if those old stories are true. The Merlinian Bindings keep the wild magic at bay and allow us to focus magic like we do. You and Hermione talk about not putting too much power into just a few hands. You could be talking about having the power for our whole world at your disposal."
They were all quiet for a long moment.
"I don't trust the Unspeakables and the more I learn about the goblins, I don't trust them either," Harry told them.
"Where did you get that sword?" Hermione asked.
Harry looked her in her eyes. "I am pretty sure it was from Hephaestus himself."
She gawked at him. The others were just shocked.
"There are texts in my family's library that talk about the origins of many of the magical races," Daphne spoke up. "The Le Fay's were once thought to be of High Elf stock. It was Morgana that brought the magical races together. Merlin was the one to bring the beasts and wild magics under control. Arthur was the bridge between man and magic. Some of the oldest scrolls we have talk about the goblins being cast out of the realm of the gods somewhere around three-thousand BC. There is no record of them before that."
"Morgana's tits," Tracey uttered. "What the bloody hell am I here for if you all have this power and knowledge?"
Harry looked to her. "Well, if you want, I have a position for you too. I need Hermione's brilliant mind to help make sense of what I found. Many of the runes and formulae require the charting of stars and to understand important celestial moments. You are still planning to go for a Mastery in Astronomy and Arithmancy, right?"
Tracey looked at him with her mouth open.
"And me?" Blaise asked.
"I have a potential deal with Croaker. He will give us the means to get beyond the Mists of Avalon with unfettered access to Camelot, but like I said, he wants all the Bloodlines. Your family seems to have the most complete records on this. I am uncertain if I want him to have this, but I don't trust the goblins. I think they are looking for a way to win against us if they revolt again. It's been a hundred and fifty years or so since the last revolt, and I think that is only because they know they can't win," Harry told them.
"What do you mean they can't win? Wasn't it them that negotiated the last charters for Gringotts and that they are the only ones able to mint any wizarding money," Blaise enquired.
"You would think that, but if you read the treaties, the goblins don't really get anything from it. Yes, they can charge for the service. They can charge us for using them for our banking and vaults, but they lost the ability to charge wizards for heirlooms or items they sell to wizards. They have lost the ability to use foci to use their magic. They are unable to use the Merlinian Bindings, which limits their use of their own wild magic. They are now confined to only two strongholds in Brittan, and a handful on the continent, compared to the hundreds they once had. They have also lost some of their ability at curse breaking and ward weaving. That is why they employ wizards," Harry told them.
"Bloody hell," Neville said. "Here I thought they were smart little blighters for controlling our gold."
"But they don't, do they?" Hermione asked. "They have to follow Ministry rules, unless the treaties allowed them otherwise. Many have said how greedy they are. If they are so greedy, and prone to revolt, why would they protect our gold and treasures, instead of fighting against us and taking it all?"
Daphne looked to him. He wasn't sure she had understood all he was trying to tell her lately. "They can't, can they?"
Harry shook his head. "Wizards have some items that the goblin prize above all else. It all comes down to these runes, the celestial bronze and knowledge mostly forgotten. The goblins know that wizards have the keys to be their undoing. We just haven't known that for a long time."
"Every time they have revolted in the last eight hundred years, the goblins have lost more of their ancient powers. Camelot holds many of those secrets. I don't trust anyone besides us right now. I think the guild will be a good way to hide that until we decide what to do." Harry looked to them all.
After a moment, Tracey asked, "How much does it pay to be the Lead Astronomer? I assume that will be a pretty high position?"
Harry chuckled at her. "We can negotiate."
"What are the risks of Croaker knowing the family trees?" Blaise questioned.
"He wants them so that he could find the original bloodlines to break the covenants. I don't know what else he could do with this information," Hermione told them. "Blaise and I have been able to make some detailed trees to help you find Camelot. I don't think we should give him this information. Croaker wants something I don't know about."
"Are you saying that family magic and knowledge shouldn't be shared with everyone," Daphne asked amused.
"I still think it need to be shared, but nor to everyone," Hermione countered.
"Is there something else he wants?" Neville questioned.
"Camelot," Harry told him. "My library. This sword. Is there something else we could offer that would be as valuable but not as harmful?"
They all sat there for a few minutes. None of them coming up with anything. "Let's think about it," Daphne said after a few.
Blaise looked at his watch. "It's only half past ten. Why are we here all day?"
"I want to go through the bloodline trees you have found. We may need representatives of any of the remaining families to get into Camelot. Croaker admitted the Unspeakables haven't gotten in and I have some information from my ancestors on this. Neville, could you get into your vaults to see if you have anything else on Pendragon or your relatives? I am looking for a key. I don't know what it is, but one of my ancestors mentioned one. Tracey, I have a project for you. I have a feeling we will need to access an important pagan holiday to use the key, but I can't figure out which one," Harry told her.
"And you said Astronomy wasn't important," Tracey playfully replied.
"I did tell him," Daphne added.
"Oh, shut it," Harry replied to them, his smile showing he didn't mean anything by it.
"Do you think we will get this all done in a day?" Blaise asked.
"If we are efficient," Hermione told him.
"I doubt that. Hermione, I want to show you the main ward stone of the keep. There are secrets there that only Daphne knows about and I think you can help me," Harry told her. "Daphne will work with you Blaise."
"I'll have to talk with Gran again, Harry. She is still reluctant to let too many secrets out. There is also the chance if I take anything out of my vaults that my uncle could get them," Neville told him.
"I'd rather that than the goblins," Harry replied.
"You really don't trust them, do you?" Hermione asked.
"You won't either once we tell you all we have found," Daphne told her.
"Mother and father always told me to respect them, but never trust them," Tracey pipped up.
"Sounds about right. To answer you, Hermione, we won't get this done today. I think it will take several months, and we will only do the research here. Dobby, Melly and Elden all know to let you in. You can use any of the bedrooms if you need to stay a night. I want all our research notes and other materials to be kept here. We can't risk anyone finding this out. The only other people that have access is Anders, Iliana, Sirius, Remus and Aunt Amelia. I've only talked to Aunt Ami about this," Harry told them.
Hermione looked excited. His other friends not as much, but they all agreed to support him in the end. His only hiccup of the day was how would Hermione take meeting Sasshassa and Harssess? It had scared him the first time, and he had only fought Slytherin's monster, not been petrified by it…

  -
  oOo-


  October 13, 1997


  Hogwarts, Scotland


  A black eagle owl landed on the table, trying to push Hedwig out of the way. Harry's owl snapped her beak at the other owl before letting out a screech. "Easy, girl. He only wants to get me a letter. You know Arcturus. What do you have for me today?' he asked Sirius' owl.


  Hedwig wasn't much please and took off. Daphne chuckled. "I think you're in trouble."


  "
  I'll bring her some bacon and owl treats in a little bit. I don't have any classes until this afternoon," he told her.


  "
  You better bring some bandages too," Hermione absently said from across them.


  Blaise chuckled.


  Harry shook his head as he gave Arcturus the rest of the bacon that Hedwig hadn't already taken. He had a letter for auntie as well.


  Opening the one from Sirius first, a smile grew on his face. "Wicked."


  "
  What has you so chuffed?" Neville enquired as Harry handed the parchment to Daphne. 


  "
  I'm a godfather," he said with a grin. "Quinten Sirius Black."


  "
  I thought the blacks always used a star name," Hermione asked, looking up.


  Harry shrugged. "I don't think he cares."


  "
  It was probably Erica," Daphne said. "I think one of her grandfathers was named Quinten."


  "
  I'm going to talk with Professor McGonagall. I would like to go to St Mungo's after classes," Harry told her, giving Daphne a peck on the cheek.


  "
  I'm going too," she told him.


  It was close to four-thirty when they made their way down to the Three Broomsticks. As much as he loved apparating, it was too far to do London in one hop. After a short Floo ride to the Leaky Cauldron, it was just a short apparition to the Wizarding hospital and to find the room on the first floor.


  Inside the room they found Sirius walking around, making annoying sappy baby sounds as he held a bundle of blankets. Erica was sitting up in a rocking chair. The brunette looked a little tired, but rather nice.


  "
  Hey," Harry said. "Mind if we come in?"


  "
  We weren't sure you would make it," Erica said with a smile.


  Harry moved over to her to give her a hug. "I wouldn't miss it. I think someone promised to make me a godfather."


  Erica laughed. "Siri's been a little excited about that. How are you, Daphne?"


  "
  Very well. You look good. Feeling well?" she asked, moving in to take Harry's place.


  "
  You are too kind," Erica told her.


  Sirius came over to them. "Quinten, this is your Uncle Harry. Harry, your godson," Sirius said with some pride in his voice. Harry looked into the blankets where a small boy was sleeping. He had a thin head of black hair, slightly chubby cheeks with reddish splotches and a tongue that was going in and out of his mouth.


  "
  A little small, isn't he?" Harry asked, never really been around babies before.


  Sirius laughed while Daphne tapped his arm. "He's adorable," she told him.


  "
  I doubt Erica will agree with you on that small comment," Sirius told him.


  "
  Felt like a bloody melon coming out of me. We'll let Harry deliver the next one," she said with a gimlet eye.


  "
  No, no. All set, thanks," Harry told her. "He's beautiful."


  Erica gave him a happy smile. "I like him. The baby's even better looking."


  "
  OI!" Sirius complained. "You want to hold him?" he offered Daphne.


  "
  Please," she said happily, taking Quinten from his godfather.


  "
  There. Oh, forgot, Quinten, meet your godmother, Daphne," Sirius said totally seriously.


  Daphne looked up to Sirius. "Godmother? I thought you were thinking Hermione?"


  "
  I love Hermione, but I thought someone with more a sense of humour," Sirius said.


  "
  Siri!" Erica chastised. "We thought of Hermione, but thought it might be better to have you and Harry as godparents, unless you have changed your mind to get married?"


  "
  Like she would let me run?" Harry teased, earning himself an unimpressed look.


  "
  I would be rather put out," Daphne warned.


  Sirius chuckled. "Glad to see I'm not the only one that gets in the doghouse."


  "
  You are the only one that has a doghouse in the yard," Harry retorted dryly.


  Erica laughed. "God, I miss you two when you are at school. Remus just doesn't check him like you do."


  "
  That doghouse is actually used by our dog, you know," Sirius reminded him, looking like he was amused. Erica had wanted a dog so they had a sheepdog that would run all over the yard they had in the countryside.


  "
  Godmother," Daphne said in a slightly wistful tone. She snuggled her nose into Quinten's.


  "
  Uh oh," Sirius said. Erica was giving an amused look.


  "
  What?" Harry asked.


  "
  I know that look," Sirius told him.


  "
  What look?" Harry questioned.


  "
  Let him figure it for himself, Siri," Erica said with a hint of a laugh on her voice. She was so perfect for his godfather.


  Harry looked between them. "What?"


  Daphne came over to his side, sidling up to him so that Quinten was between them. "Isn't he so handsome?"


  "
  He is. So, when can I get him on a broom?" Harry asked, not seeing the looks that Sirius and Erica were sharing.


  -oOo-


  October 31, 1997


  Hogwarts, Scotland

Dani was walking out to the Quidditch pitch with her Nimbus 3000 on her shoulder. Her friends were giggling about something that had her smiling too. Daphne and Harry were leading the way. They all had brooms today. It was a nice day for the end of October. The sun was warm enough to fend off the cool air. It was still an hour or so before it would dip below the mountains.
She was just happy to be getting some practice with Harry. He was so busy this year that he had decided not to play Quidditch, and she got so little time to fly with him compared to last year. Never having any cousins, she was happy to have him and Daphne now. Astoria was pretty nice too.
"Adams wants to study with us tomorrow," Gwen said.
"He wants to study with Dani, you mean," Cordi replied, and her friends giggled.
Dani blushed some. They had been on her case for weeks about the Ravenclaw. Dani was at the top of their year, with her friends not far behind. Harry and his friends were a large part of that, but she was no slouch in her studies. Slytherin were supposed to be ambitious. She was determined to be top of the class, get a prefects badge and make Head Girl. She knew Daphne was a little disappointed she didn't get it, but Hermione was just as good. Dani would be the top. Being Quidditch captain wouldn't be bad either.
"Adams just wants my notebook," Dani told them.
"I think he wants a kiss," Gwen teased.
Dani was still flush. She would be thirteen soon, but didn't really want to date. Adams was cute, though.
"I think he wants to know how Dani is beating him in most classes," Cordi replied.
"I just study," Dani told them.
"And the fact that you are the one Daphne picked to become top snake when she leaves doesn't hurt either," Gwen added.
Dani stuck her chin up. "I am still a few years away from that. Astoria will probably get that before I do."
"Oh, come off it. We all know you'll have it fourth year. No one else in the house will challenge you and you whipped Cuthbert's arse all over the floor in Defence this week," Cordi stated.
Dani smiled about that. She had been working with Harry and his friends this year. She couldn't believe his skill at duelling. If she could manage it, Auntie Ami said Dani could earn the right to a sword by the summer. She was finding she preferred more of a rapier type, not the broadsword like Harry enjoyed.
"Cuthbert was poking fun at you. I didn't use anything that anyone else could have learned," Dani told them.
"We haven't learned the stunning or disarming spells in class. How far along are you?" Gwen questioned.
Dani shrugged her shoulders as they walked through the hall on the pitch.
"Dani is about where a third year should be at the end of the year," Harry told them. "You ladies are welcome to join us."
Gwen made a face. She was much happier reading a history book or studying the stars than in Defence against the Dark Arts. Cordi was more active, enjoying the greenhouses, but not Defence. She was dying to start Care of Magical Creatures next year. Dani was finding she enjoyed Charms, Transfiguration and Duelling.
"I like to sleep in," Gwen replied.
Cordi gave an uncertain look. "How far do you run again?"
"A few miles," Daphne told them. "It is a good workout, and you'll like the figure you have when you get a little older."
That got both her friends' attention. Daphne had to be the best looking girl in school, and if they could look half as beautiful as she did when they got older, it may be worth it. Harry reached into his pocket. "You want a go?"
Dani gave him a huge smile to see a snitch in his hand. "You ready to lose?"
Harry laughed, releasing the snitch and getting on his broom. "Bring it, little girl."
She was fuming at his cheeky grin.
Daphne gave her a look. "Just beat him," she ordered.
Dani had a determined set to her to launch off and follow Harry. He may not be playing this year, but he was the best competition she had. Playing professionally for a few years before she started a career was something that really interested her.
She levelled off against him as he circled the pitch, giving the snitch time to hide. "How is your year going?" Harry asked. "I know I haven't been able to spend much time with you."
She gave him a smile. "It's really good. I am getting top marks and we did our first duelling practices in DADA this week."
Harry nodded. "I heard you levelled Cuthbert and Gwen."
Dani grinned. "He was being an arse. I went easy on Gwen."
Harry laughed. "You know I'm not letting you join us just because you can beat someone up."
"I wasn't beating him up. He didn't have too many bruises," she told him. "Besides, he wants to be top snake in a few years and I won't let him."
"You have been hanging out with Daphne and Tracey too much," he replied.
"I like them, though Daphne says I need to be a little more subtle," Dani told him.
"You are too much like me. Ready?" Harry warned before taking off.
She had only peripherally been looking as she talked with Harry. Cursing, she took off after him.
They played until it got too dark to keep going. The whole time Daphne had been flying around with her friends. The girl she considered her cousin liked to fly, but she was nowhere near the level of her and Harry. Harry flew down to Daphne and gave her a peck on the lips. Gwen was next to Dani and sighed. "I want a boyfriend like that."
"You're only twelve," Dani pointed out.
"I'll be old enough for a courtship in December," Gwen told her.
"I want to wait," Cordi pipped up as they followed the couple. Daphne and Harry were holding hands and talking with their heads close together as they headed back towards the school.
Her stomach grumbled. "I can't wait for the feast," she told her friends.
They both giggled at her. "You're always hungry."
"I am not," Dani complained.
"You are too," Gwen and Cordi said at the same time, bringing another fit of the giggles to all three of them.
"I'll see you at the feast," Harry called to them as he headed off to the Head Boy rooms.
Daphne fell into step with them. "You're getting better," she told Dani.
Dani grinned. "If we can get him to play the last game, I'll win."
Daphne gave a sly smirk. "Are you asking me to convince him?"
"I would never do that. He says he's too busy," Dani replied.
"Real subtle," Gwen whispered. Cordi laughed.
"She's getting better. I'll see what I can do," Daphne told her.
Dani grinned. She would like one last game with Harry before they graduated.

  -oOo-


  November 6, 1997


  London, England

Harry had been avoiding this meeting for months. Unfortunately, when the Senior Bank Manager summons you, you have to respond. For months now, Harry had slowly been increasing his exposure in the muggle world. He wanted to make sure he still had something to his name if things went south over the next year. This could be the cause of the meeting, but he doubted it.
It was more likely due to his lack of progress.
Auntie was accompanying him. He may be of age now, but that didn't mean he didn't want her help or need her if things didn't go to plan.
They were shown deep into Gringotts. For the third time he was brought before the bronze scale doors. Unlike the last two times, they were not asked to disarm themselves. Harry wasn't sure if this was a good thing or not. That was when it hit him that in his rush to get hold of auntie after getting the owl this morning, he had not left his sword behind. That might explain their odd behaviour. Some looked ready to gut him. He actually saw a few that looked at him in fear. At least, that was how he interpreted the wide eyed, ready to bolt look, never having seen a scared goblin before. The others were more reverent.
Not knowing how this might go, he took in a deep breath as the doors opened.
Usually, several guards and senior accountants would be present in the office. Today, it was only a put out looking Ragnok and tea set on his desk. The closing doors had an ominous feel to them. They walked over to the desk and took seats when motioned. Auntie and him both knew that this goblin didn't go for long winded niceties.
"I am having a hard time not calling you oath breaker," Ragnok said to him. He was very pointedly looking at him.
"And I am having a hard time not to be offended. I have not broken any deals," Harry replied.
Ragnok bared his teeth and Harry was immediately on edge. It took some will power not to reach for his sword. The goblin's voice was low and dangerous. "Then what is that sacrilege you carry at your side? You have entered Camelot."
Auntie looked about as ready as he was. They would not draw any blade or wand unless Ragnok did first.
"I have not entered Camelot. I have not broken any agreement. This sacrilege, as you call it, was a gift I obtained away from these shores," Harry told him.
Ragnok's lip curled down to cover his teeth. The goblin's eyes moved to the pommel just visible inside his partially opened robes. Ragnok had laughed in the face of his basilisks. Today, Harry wasn't sure if he was afraid or angry.
"Did you call us here to just call us oath breaker?" Aunt Ami questioned.
Ragnok didn't take his eyes of the pommel. "There has been no progress by either Gringotts or Scion Potter-Greengrass for months, almost a year now. Some grow restless while waiting, and now this whelp appears with a blade forged in a place once sacred to us. The only place my people know of where such can be found is the wizards' Ministry or Camelot, and we know nothing has moved out of the Ministry," he said in an angry tone. "What am I to say to keep certain factions from seeking you out?"
"You need only say that I didn't break any deal. This blade is not from here," Harry told him.
Ragnok bared his teeth again. "Then I expect you to have progress or let us go after our prize. Should you not have answers by summer, perhaps much sooner, I will not be able to keep some goblins from trying to breach the mist."
Harry stared the goblin down. He was most likely signing his death warrant in the future, but he wasn't about to back down. "Trying to unravel notes, runes and manuscripts over a thousand years old is not an easy task. Perhaps if we could have worked out a deal for me to understand how you make crystal ward stones, I would be farther along. I think the mists use some of that lost art."
"It is not lost," Ragnok said with some heat.
"Are you sure? Goblins have not offered it in almost eight hundred years," Harry snarked back.
Ragnok's lip curled up. "Wizards broke their word. A goblin will never give them such powerful wards again."
"Then you must wait for me," Harry told him. "What is another year or two compared to the fifteen hundred it's been since you last had a way to make an Arkenstone? That is what you want. I am pretty sure that is what the Unspeakables stole from Grimlast. Without them, you are not as strong as you once were."
Harry had intentionally tipped his hand. He now knew what Croaker had and how the goblins had forged the runes and manipulated the celestial bronze in the crystals.
Ragnok's lips closed. His anger abated some. Auntie and him sat, regarding the aged goblin. "I thought you just bluffing when you said you knew what was in Camelot," Ragnok said after a moment.
"I know what you want. I can get you an Arkenstone, but the Pelanstone is not part of the deal. It was freely given to Myrddin Aurelius. As his descendant, I claim it," Harry said.
Ragnok's eyes narrowed. "That is not the deal."
"The deal was to get you back the power you lost. You never specified which power. I didn't know about the Pelanstone then, so my intention was an Arkenstone," Harry told him.
Ragnok looked very upset. "You tricked us, human."
"No more than you tricked me. I will uphold my side of the bargain. Will Gringotts?" Harry challenged.
Auntie didn't look comfortable with how he spoke to Ragnok. Harry knew that Ragnok would only respect strength, even if he felt like he was being shagged the wrong way.
"Gringotts will not be an oath breaker. I see in the future I will have to be more to the point," Ragnok stated.
Harry nodded. "Is that all you wanted?"
Ragnok sneered. "This isn't over, whelp."
"I have already brought down two Dark Lords, four Houses on the Wizengamot and stand to be head of a powerful alliance. Can Gringotts claim as such?" Harry shot back.
Ragnok glared at him. "Overconfidence can be a killer, whelp."
"That goes both ways," Harry replied.
They stared each other down for a few. "When can you be sure you can bring down the mists?"
Harry shrugged. "Are you willing to teach me your runes?"
Ragnok huffed. "No outsider has ever been taught that knowledge."
"Then maybe a year or two. A good chance of more," Harry replied.
"We will move by summer," Ragnok informed him.
"Then you will die," Harry easily said. He knew what the mists were and the guardians within. Without a celestial bronze focus, it would be impossible to change the wards that make the mist, and Harry was certain the goblins didn't have one anymore. He didn't know if any other clan would, or if there might be more Arkenstone outside of Britain. He did know that his sword was a key to what he needed.
Ragnok didn't look impressed. "We are not as weak as you think we are."
"I never said that. I just know what awaits you," Harry told him.
"And you would have us just go with no warning? I thought you different, whelp. You are just like every other wizard," Ragnok accused.
Harry leaned forward. "I was not the one that didn't say anything about the differences in the Pelanstone or Arkenstone. Were you ever going to tell me that it would take more than just me to open the gates if I didn't want to die?"
Ragnok just sat there, his face going passive. "It would appear we are at an impasse."
"Potentially," Harry told him. "Unless you want to make some profit out of this?"
Ragnok's eyes became slits. "What profit? An Arkenstone or two is not what we desire. Any goblin made items are a shadow of the wealth any god made bronze would be. I didn't even think any wizard still knew of such materials. What profit would you have us make if you only limit us to the best our own crafters can do?"
Harry grinned at the upset goblin. "If my ancestors are right, I have found the location of the goblin stronghold of Rogsnorg. I have no idea what is in there, but I would not stand between you and your kin's lands. I have the approval of the heirs to release those lands to you. They would be outside of any treaty you have and anything inside is all yours."
Ragnok's eyes widened. Harry could see the greed. Rogsnorg was rumoured to be the goblins' main stronghold during Merlin's life. Harry figured this would keep them satisfied and busy until Harry was ready to give them their reward for helping him so far.
"How? How could you know of Rogsnorg or its location?" Ragnok questioned.
"I am a descendant of Myrddin. I have been able to find information. Do you know what the goblins could do to earn this information?" Harry had dangled the carrot. Would Ragnok bite?
"What can Gringotts give you?" Ragnok asked cautiously.
"First, I want to know your complete written language and how to translate it. Not the one you give your curse breakers and speak in the open. I wand the true goblin tongue. Second, I think you have information on the Druids and Wizards council, possibly copies of the original covenants or oaths. I want everything you have," Harry told him.
Ragnok rose an eyebrow. "What makes you think goblins would be interested in wizard things like that?"
"Because they both required the sentient races to ratify them. I know the Ministry has hidden them in the Department of Mysteries. It seems the information has been magically purged from family libraries or other knowledge sources. These are my terms," Harry told him, sitting back in his chair.
Ragnok looked to ponder this for a while. "How do I know you are not tricking me?"
"I am willing to swear an oath or sign a contract. No ambiguity on either side. No tricks. Just what I promise and what you will give me," Harry told him.
After a moment, Ragnok snorted as though amused. "I summon you here ready to gut you like a pig, instead you want to walk out of here with closely horded knowledge?"
"And you get the information and location I have for Rogsnorg. Aside from Camelot, is there a larger prize you would like?" Harry questioned.
Ragnok gave a gravelly chuckle after a moment. "Perhaps you are not like the other wizards. We shall draft up a contract. Oaths can be tricky or changed by your intent." He didn't seem as happy about the word 'intent'.
"Agreed. Regent Bones will act as my solicitor and witness to this deal," Harry told him.
When they got to the bottom of the stairs, Harry looked back. The guards looked to be mostly of the awed persuasion. Auntie took his arm in a vice grip, dragging him down the alley and stopping at an alcove between buildings. "What the bloody hell was that! You didn't tell me about half of what you just talked about in there and what is Rogsnorg!"
"Rogsnorg is supposed to be the largest goblin stronghold that was abandoned after it was raided by a nesting pair of Icelandic Elder Dragons. The goblins were scattered far and wide, with Gringotts and a few other clans settling where we know goblins to live now. There was some clues that the goblins didn't know where it was anymore, and that they wanted what was still there," Harry told her.
"And what is still there?" she demanded.
"No clue. But there is no way I am letting them get the Pelanstone. This will keep them busy for a long time," Harry told her.
"You didn't just send them on a wild goose chase, did you?" she demanded.
"No. At least I am pretty positive I didn't. There was information on it inside the Greengrass vaults. If I find anything else, I will give it to them, as agreed upon," he promised.
She took in a sharp breath, then let it out. "Is this all worth it?"
Harry took on a very serious look. "Yes."
The Pelanstone would give the goblins the power to do rune crafting, create celestial bronze and other things he didn't even know. Potentially it was the source to make automatons. Arkenstones were really only good to make rune enchanted items. Yes, it could be scary what the goblins could do with just that, but Harry knew that he could counter it, if needed. The Pelanstone were just too much power to put in their hands. Harry was afraid of the power that was implied to be contained in it.
"And what are these stones?" she questioned.
Harry looked around. "Can we go back to Potter Green or home?"
She nodded, letting his arm go. "You are explaining this all to me."
Harry nodded. "We better go to Potter Green then." He hadn't had time to go over anything his friends and him had found since September.

  -oOo-


  December 21, 1997


  Rotherham, England

Her family had offered to host Yule again this year. Daphne was pleased to have even more people here than last year. The Grangers, Bones, Thomases, Zabinis, Higgs, Davises Abbots, Longbottoms, Danforths, Umbridges, Weasleys, Prewitts, Blacks, Lupin, Professor Slughorn, Headmistress McGonagall and a others of their alliance or important to them were here. It was as much family as it was politics tonight.
The barn fire was ready. For now, they were inside. The game room and parlour had been set up for the large affair. Looking around, she smiled to see Astoria whispering into Eric's ear. The boy had grown on her over the years. It was also obvious how much he cared for Astoria. She had a feeling they would be participating in the Rite of Yule tonight. She certainly had her own plans to drag Harry off and redo their own rites like they had last year.
The younger group, who all coalesced around Dani, where in a corner. They were laughing and playing snaps. There were eight of them, from three houses and ranging from ten to thirteen. Dani and her friends were definitely at the centre of that group.
Other groups included a smug looking Professor Slughorn. They had known he wanted into parties like this as part of his 'help' to connect them with who Harry needed for the guild and Mosedale. On the whole, he was a harmless old man, she just was like Harry who didn't want to be 'collected'.
Her own friends were scattered throughout the room. At their age, they were at the cusp of being able to either only hang out in their own group, or to mingle around. Tracey was holding her nephew while talking with Wendy, her parents and Madam Longbottom. Neville was talking with Harry, Gary, Mr Umbridge, Lord Weasley, Head Creswell and Lord Prewitt. Bill was a character, better suited to adventuring than this stuffy environment. He fit in relatively well though. Percy was made for this, easily acting as snobbish as any proper pureblood could be. Harry and Neville were joking with the others while Percy didn't look as amused. She knew Harry was trying to get them to support some new legislation that would make it easier for him to contract jobs without the goblins raising a protest. That was something Harry was very concerned with once he could close the deal with Croaker.
Speaking of her least favourite Longbottom, Algernon was talking with Mr Weasley and a few other Ministry workers.
Her job tonight was to talk with the wives to get them to convince their husbands. It was the first time that either of them were actively using their budding political acumen. Her mother stepped up besides her and handed Daphne a fluted glass of elven wine. "Your scion is being quite the social butterfly tonight."
Daphne smiled. "He still hates the attention, but looks to be making some headway."
Her mother took a sip of her sparkling water. Daphne was sure she would like the wine, but she was far to far along with their brother. Her mother was due in February. "I would say he is. Horace has been beaming at the two of you all night. Is this about the changes to the contract law?"
"Yes," she simply said.
"Your father has some reserves. Curtailing some of the powers that the goblins have is not always a good thing," her mother said.
"They will get a half percent leeway on loans and services that should more than make up for the loss. Most wizards will still use the goblins since they can use blood quills and other magics to ensure deals," Daphne told her.
"Have you talked with Mrs Creswell yet? I think she will be key to getting her husband on board with this," her mother suggested.
"That is my next step. I am starting to think I will have to interrupt her and Lady Abbott. They have been talking for a while and the Yule fire will be lit in about an hour," she told her.
Her mother gave her a smile. "You are going to be a very powerful Lady someday soon."
Daphne gave a satisfied smile at the praise. "I promised Harry I would see his dreams come true."
"And I assume he is helping with yours?"
"Most definitely. If you would excuse me," Daphne said. Her mother was very pleased to see Daphne, at just under eighteen, being the Lady she had been brought up to be.
When they were called out to the Yule pyre, she found Harry. He took her hand, looking a little tired. "How did it go?"
"Creswell is still being stubborn. He's afraid that the goblins are already riled about something, and that this might push them closer to the edge," Harry told her.
Daphne knew they were riled, but not because of the wizards this time. "I talked with his wife. I think she's on board, especially when I told her that the Ministry would get an additional on tenth of a percent, which would bring in tens of thousands of galleons more each year to her husband's office," she said.
Harry smiled. "That was genius of you to do that."
She preened a little. "I'm not just a pretty face."
Harry laughed, some of his tiredness disappearing. "Merlin, I never thought I would be doing something like this."
"Well, you are. I'm very proud of you. Now, let's enjoy the ceremony and I have a place in the orchard for us later tonight," she said, her voice more sultry at the end.
Harry's green eyes matched her desire. "You are a vixen, aren't you?"
She gave him a grin. "You can chase me before you lay with me."
"If I can have all your attention," her father's amplified voice came over the crowd. It took a moment or two for everyone to calm down. Being in such a public setting, Harry only slipped an arm around her back. She would have rather had him come up behind her and put both arms around her, but they had to act more mature tonight.
"On behalf of my family, I would like to say thank you for joining us on such an important occasion. Yule is the night of celebration from one year to the next among the old magical sabbaths. It is a night where we leave behind the old year and welcome the new," he announced.
"As such, the Yule pyre will be lit in a few moments. Any gifts you wish to give to magic are all welcome. For those old enough, we are also offering locations for the rites. Our elves can help anyone that wishes it in a little bit."
"Before then, I would like to recognize my daughter, Astoria, and her betrothed, Eric Higgs," he said.
There was polite clapping as Astoria waved and Eric stood tall next to her.
"I would also like to recognize my eldest and her betrothed, Scion and Heiress Potter-Greengrass. Most of you will receive wedding invitations in the coming months for their nuptials in August," he said with pride in both his daughters. Daphne stood tall, Harry dropping his arm and they both did small bows in a few directions.
"Lastly, I ask for all your well wishes as my wife approaches the end of her pregnancy, as well as the future parents to be, Lord and Lady Weasley, Lord and Lady Prewitt and Scion and Heiress Davis, who will be welcoming their second some time over the summer," he said, indicating the pairs. There was more clapping and pleasant whispers. "If I missed anyone, it was not intentional."
"Lastly, I would like to recognize two new ladies that will be joining our ranks when they get older. Heiress Glamorgon and Heiress Peverell as cadet lines of the Potter line, soon to be Potter-Greengrass," he said. Dani gave a big grin and waved. She was fully accepting her new role. Terri gave a small wave before burying her face into her mother's dress.
He did a dramatic look at his watch. "It is close to midnight. If you would all raise your wands," he said, holding his up.
Daphne held hers close to Harry's. As the time approached, raw magic built on their wands. She hadn't felt this much ever. Magic was rejoicing in having so many participating the Yule celebration tonight. "If you would," he indicated. Everyone flicked their wands. The balls of magic flew into the pyre and it went up almost immediately. She could feel the magic rejoice in this.
She took out her gift and sacrifice. It was a bracelet she had picked up in Greece. It may have only been a cheap Nomaj bauble, but it had a special significance to her. Harry took out a length of rope. She was sure it was from their Greece trip as well.
"I give this gift for wishes of a good year to come," her father said, throwing something into the pyre. Everyone else followed.
As the magic welled, she could feel herself wanting Harry. They may have performed the rites last year, but there was nothing saying they couldn't again. Harry leaned over, "I am going to catch you."
She gave him a coy smile. "You haven't yet."
"Are you sure about that?" he asked.
She knew she was totally smitten with him. "Let's just make sure we say goodbye to our guests and then you can try again."
Harry gave her a short kiss. "I won't need to try hard."
She playfully pushed him away. "I think you are a little too confident, Scion Potter-Greengrass."
He just gave her a cheeky grin before they turned to start working through the crowd. By the time those that had decided to leave were going or gone, and those that were staying found their own private spots, it wasn't missed the playful sounds of two foxes chasing after each other for a while.
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  December 28, 1997


  London, England

Harry was going to the Department of Mysteries. Croaker wanted to meet with him, and Harry was not going to allow the man into the wards of Potter Green. There was too much information there that he couldn't risk anyone finding. He would have to look at building a guild hall at some point, but he wasn't ready. He still had years ahead of him to complete a mastery or two before he could train others. He still had a while to be able to make the crystals. A task he couldn't do without getting into Camelot, and after his last dealings with the goblins, Croaker was his best avenue to get there.
Thus, he was in the Ministry.
As he approached the door to the DOM, he rose his hand. The ring of the Peverell's glowed blue for a second, and the door opened. Terri may be the Heiress, but Harry would remain the Lord of the Houses. After a lot of talking with Daphne, Sirius and Aunt Ami, his cousins would be cadet lines. Only if they were all to die off would Dani and Terri become the primary Ladies. They would be able to sit on the Wizengamot. When they all had children, it would have to be decided if he split the houses off or kept them as cadet lines. Harry didn't like so much power in his hands, but he felt if they had more than two children, they should have the option to take a title.
The room just inside the door spun. He closed his eyes until it stopped. "Croaker," was all he said. The third door on the left opened.
He walked down the hallway to the third door on the left. It was a different door than last time, but his ring told him this was it. That was one thing he had found. The original twenty-eight families that founded the Wizard's Council had access to the Ministry if they had legitimate business. Harry's business today was a legitimate concern about the Ministry and Wizengamot, so his ring let him past all the wards that would keep him out. He would still fall afoul if he tried to hurt anyone though.
Harry knocked on the door.
"Come in," a voice said from inside.
He opened the door. Croaker frowned to see him. "You will have to tell me how you do that, Scion Potter-Greengrass."
Harry just shrugged. If Croaker didn't know, then Harry wasn't going to tell him. Harry found it hard to believe the man didn't know though.
Harry took a seat when one grew out of the floor. It was a neat transfiguration that he was wondering if he should copy. Croaker regarded him for a moment before saying, "I think I am underestimating you and your alliance. That was an unexpected turn around on the second day of the Wizengamot meet on the contract bill and funding restraints to my department."
Harry fought the urge to smile. This time around he had caught people off guard. Harry may not be eligible to fully take up his voting rights and seat until he was twenty-one, but auntie had promised to vote his way unless she had solid grounds to oppose him. "I have been learning at the hands of some very knowledgeable politicians."
Croaker regarded him for a moment. "You remind me very much of your grandfather. I assume Lord Greengrass and Madam Bones are tutoring you?"
"Among others," Harry admitted. He wasn't about to say that Slughorn, Daphne and others were teaching or guiding him as well.
"I assume the funding restraint is a direct shot at me?" Croaker questioned.
"No. We didn't stop any research, the Wizengamot just wants to form a committee to review your research and where your budget goes. It wasn't my idea, but I do agree with it. The Unspeakables should report to a body that can review what you do. You say you want a more Muggle style government, this is just one way the government works. The thirteen people on the committee will be sworn to secrecy, it will just be an oversight board," Harry told him.
"A board with teeth that can constrain our budget and research," Croaker told him.
"It can also act as backer for more funding or to keep certain research going," Harry replied.
"I assume my research into the ancient sites will be stopped?" Croaker asked.
"No clue. I'm not old enough to be on the board and I won't tell any of my allies which way to vote, what to back or not since I won't know what you are doing," Harry told him with a little smile.
Croaker snorted in amusement. "I take it this was Hermione's doing?"
"She is very dedicated to changing our government," Harry answered.
"What do I need to do to make sure you won't shut down my research?" Croaker questioned.
Harry shrugged. "No clue. You have six months to get all your projects and the divisions in your department to present a report to the new committee. It's whatever they decide."
Croaker shook his head. "How did you hide this? I usually know everything that is going on."
Again, Harry shrugged. "No clue. Though, we didn't talk to anyone inside the Ministry. Are you suggesting that the Unspeakables are listening or observing everything here?"
Croakers passive face seemed to lose even more emotion. "That would be illegal."
"It would," Harry agreed, not really knowing if it would be or not. So much of the Department of Mysteries was clouded in mystery, for lack of a better term. Most of its orders and rules were shrouded by sealed orders and laws. The Unspeakables took oaths to keep it that way. The new committee would be given access to all this.
Croaker regarded him. Harry felt a small touch on his mind, which quickly retreated. "Your mental capacity is very impressive."
"I have to learn to protect myself. If that was just a probe, Voldemort, Snape and Dumbledore were far more skilled," Harry told him.
"Let's call it a tap," Croaker told him. "What do you want if you are not here to gloat?"
Harry reached into his robes and took out a book. "This."
"And what is that?" Croaker questioned.
"The complete language of the goblins," Harry told him.
Croaker couldn't hide his greed around his eyes. It was gone as quickly as it came. "I already have texts and scrolls on Gobbledygook."
"This isn't Gobbledygook," Harry simply said, putting the handwritten book onto his lap.
"Impossible," Croaker whispered.
"Not really," Harry replied.
"Let's say for a moment I believe you. How did you get that and what do you want?" Croaker enquired.
"Well, that depends," Harry told him. "Do you want to keep the Arkenstone you have or not?"
Croaker's face stayed impassive. "The what?"
"That celestial bronze sphere you have," Harry simply answered.
"What is an Arkenstone?" Croaker asked.
Harry had the feeling the man didn't know what he had. Harry wasn't going to tell him everything, and he doubted that Croaker would ever be able to figure out its full potential, even with the book in his lap. Harry wasn't even sure if he had found the full potential of an Arkenstone. His concern was if the goblins got one or more, the Ministry would need a way to counter it. With Harry having a purer translation that was linked to his blade, he knew he could use its power better than anyone.
"It is a tool that is used for inscribing, powering and empowering runes. Most specifically those languages that go back to ancient Greece," Harry informed him.
Croaker took in a sharp breath. "And this relates to the true goblin tongue how?"
"If you don't know, that is a secret I will keep. This book could give you the power to use it," Harry told him.
Croaker leaned back in his chair. "Why would you give me that?"
"I don't need it and the goblins agreed I could give all the secrets to one other. This is my price to get into Camelot," Harry told him, patting the book.
Croaker’s mask broke. He wanted the book. "The book and the bloodlines."
Harry shook his head. "The book or I will work with the goblins to break in."
Croaker pursed his lips. "How do I know this is the true goblin language? How do I know what I may or may not have is and Arkenstone and it will work?"
"It is an Arkenstone," Harry told him.
Croaker didn't miss the distinction. "An Arkenstone?"
Harry nodded. "I don't know how many there are. I have references to at least three. I know the goblins are looking for one. I offer the Unspeakables a way to defend the Ministry and our world."
"Again, why would you give me this? If this is as powerful as I think, I could find a way to get everything I want," Croaker said.
Harry laughed. "Hardly. There are restrictions, and it is used to make runes, not break them. I guess you could make runes to destroy other runes. That is an interesting thought," Harry said to him.
"What type of runes?" Croaker questioned.
"Ones as powerful as the ones that made Hogwarts and the Wizard Council seals. Maybe stronger," Harry replied.
Croaker looked hungry. "As powerful as Camelot?"
"Don't know. I don't have one, so I couldn't say," Harry said. "If you would rather give me the Arkenstone, I can find something as valuable."
"Like?" Croaker asked after a moment.
"The bloodlines you want," Harry offered.
Croaker looked torn. "If I give you this Arkenstone, you will be able to get into Camelot, won't you?"
"Potentially. Potentially not. Like I said, it should be possible to craft runes that would counteract those protecting the city. I would need it to know though," Harry said, hoping an Arkenstone would work, but he doubted it would do anything except give him a way to counter the wards. Merlin had used the Pelanstone to make the wards.
"And the bloodlines?" Croaker asked.
"All that is known about those that made up the Wizarding Council and Wizengamot," Harry told him.
Croaker looked to have an internal struggle. "But not back to the Camelot Court and yours or the other Triumvirate?"
"A lot of that is shrouded in time," Harry replied. It wasn't the total truth, but they had not been able to verify six of the thirteen knights. None of his inner circle wanted that knowledge out there. Hermione felt very confident that knowing the families involved in both covenants would allow Croaker to change things.
They sat there for a long time. Harry being patient as Croaker made his decision. He had a birthday party to get too, but that didn't start until four.
"I have to decide today?" Croaker asked.
"The goblins know where Rogsnorg is," Harry told him.
Croaker must know what he was talking about because he paled some. "How?"
"I told them," Harry said.
"You fool. You could kill us all," Croaker hissed in anger.
Harry held up the book. "Would you like the Arcenstone or me?"
Croaker had a string of swears that had Harry's neck heat. "You are a bloody fecking dick," he ended with.
Harry gave a cheeky grin. "Perhaps. What option would you like?"
"Give me the bloody book. How many people will be entering?" he asked.
"Six for now," Harry told him.
"Three days. I will have a way for you and three others to get in in three days," Croaker told him.
"Then I will hold onto this until then," Harry said, putting the book back into his inner pocket.
Croaker looked extremely upset with him. "I hope you understand what you are playing with, Potter. This isn't a kid’s game."
Harry gave a serious look to the man. "I may know better than anyone the stakes of this game. Three worlds hang in the balance."
Croaker snorted. "There are only two. Wizards and Muggles."
Harry stood up. "If you say so."
He left a fuming Croaker. The knot in his stomach tightened. He understood this was a dangerous gambit, but he couldn't figure out a better way. Now he wanted to go enjoy his betroths eighteenth birthday.

  -oOo-

January 2, 1998

  Laverstock, England

Harry stood on the edge of what the maps said was a large moor. Given how much of the countryside was farmland or small towns, it seemed odd that it would be here. Looking at the mist that started only a hundred or so from him had him nervous. He knew what those mists could do to someone and what was supposed to be inside it. After a thousand years, he wasn’t sure if the guardians were still there, but he wasn’t sure he wanted to find out.
Sirius and Remus were standing with him. As much as the others wanted to come, Harry only had four of the badges that were supposed to get them through, and his godfather and Remus were the only other adults he trusted for this. Aunt Amelia would come, but she wasn’t an adventurer like Remus, or insane like Sirius…
“There is a lot of magic there,” Sirius said.
Remus sniffed. “Do you know what is in there?”
“Lesser dragons,” Harry told them.
“What type of lesser dragons?” Sirius questioned.
“Wyrms and lindworms,” Harry told them.
Remus whistled. “I didn’t think there were any left.”
“Do you smell them? I know they were there when the mists were crafted,” Harry told them.
Remus and Sirius both sniffed. “There is something in there that smells dragonish.”
“Brilliant,” Harry snarked. “We can apparate beyond the mists with these or walk through it.”
“Why aren’t we just apparating?” Sirius questioned.
Harry looked at the mist determinedly. “The mists are created by using crystal ward stones. I need to study them. That can wait, though. What I really need is inside Camelot. Supposedly, the Aurors have a secret prison in the mists, but I suspect that is part of Avalon. These are the mists of Camelot.”
Remus blinked a few times. “Are you saying Avalon is real too?”
“Pretty sure. After looking at these badges, I think Croaker thinks Avalon is Camelot. I think they are two different places,” Harry told them. He lifted his wand, moving it in an intricate Celtic knot. After a moment, a shadow of the runes lifted off the badges in a round cypher. He kept it up until some of the mist pulled away. It wasn’t the full rune scheme that made them up, but it was enough that he frowned.
“What are you doing, pup?” Sirius asked.
Remus was looking at the runes. “What language is that?”
“Ancient Greek,” Harry told him.
Remus’ eyes rose. “I thought Merlin adopted the Roman alphabet and magics.”
Harry shook his head. “There are deeper secrets here that I haven’t told either of you. Do you want to join the guild when its established?”
Sirius looked at the mist. “You know I’m with you, but I don’t understand any of that.”
“What does it say?” Remus asked.
“These badges won’t work. Either Croaker gave me the wrong ones, or Avalon still exists too,” Harry told them. “I could use your help, Remus. You’ve been on curse breaking teams. I admit I’m a little over my head here.”
“Why not ask Bill?” Sirius questioned.
“He works for Gringotts. They can’t know how to get in,” Harry told them.
“I feel like you’ve been keeping some big secrets, Harry,” Remus said.
“I have. I’m willing to let you both into them if you want. I don’t know if this will be dangerous, Sirius. I don’t want Quinn growing up without a father,” Harry told him.
“Erica and Quinn will be taken care of. I don’t have much to do beside be Lord Black now and let me tell you that isn’t all that time consuming or interesting,” Sirius told him. “Besides, I promised you when you got this idea I would be by your side.”
“I’m with you too,” Remus told him. “Now, you want to tell us what you are hiding?”
“Not here,” Harry told him, taking out a leather-bound journal. He copied the runes that his tests could get. He did a few more of the complicated test spells.
“I’ve never seen a curse breaker do that,” Remus commented to Sirius.
“It’s all Greek to me,” Sirius replied.
Remus cracked a smirk. Harry rolled his eyes. “Trying to concentrate here,” Harry muttered.
“A regular Aristotle. Maybe we should get some pi after this?”
Remus snorted. “Maybe gyros for lunch?”
“Arses,” Harry said, having to start his spell over again.
“What is the Greek word for arse?” Sirius enquired.
“Not sure, but I’m sure your face is next to it in the dictionary,” Remus said deadpan.
“I hate you both,” Harry said annoyed, having to start the spell for the third time. The two ‘adults’ behind him kept cracking jokes and by the fifth time he was casting stinging hexes at them.

  -oOo-

February 7, 1998

  Redhill, England

Hermione was sitting on the edge of the toilet. She had come home, not knowing where else to go, after doing some dress shopping with Tracey, Daphne and Susan for next weekend. Their boys were doing something special for them and they had been told to look presentable… or to get dolled up for them. She liked doing that and the way Blaise looked at her.
Now, her eyes were wide as she looked at the plastic stick in her hand. She had not been feeling that well for the last week or two, actually off for more than a month now, but after an off comment by Tracey earlier and a trip to the chemists, she was now sitting in her bathroom.
When had she had her last period?
Things had been so crazy. They were all studying for their NEWTS, helping Harry where they could and trying to keep up with their head duties… Being late was not an uncommon thing when being stressed… but five weeks late?
Had she really been that busy she hadn’t noticed she never had one in January?
She had thought her slight weight gain and belly change had only happened because she wasn’t working out with Harry and Daphne now that things were so busy.
Fear raced through her as she watched the first strip appear, and then a moment later, the faint signs of a second line started and she started to feel sick. Within another minute, it clearly showed that she was pregnant.
Her stomach roiled. She quickly plopped on the floor and emptied her stomach. Her mother knocked on the door. “Hermione, are you alright?”
“Yeah, mum. Just feeling a little sick,” she said, leaning her head on her arm as she sat on the floor, unsure if she was going to get sick again.
The door handle rattled. “Maybe I should come in to just look you over?”
“I’ll be fine, mum. Just give me a few,” Hermione said. She was unsure what her parents might think and knowing she had to go get this checked out right away.
“Alright, but when you get out, let me just take a look at you,” her mum said through the door.
“Sure, mum,” she said, not going to do anything of the sort.
Taking the box and the stick, she waited for her mum to walk away before she rushed into her bedroom. What was she going to do? This was not what Blaise and her wanted right now. She was only eighteen. NEWTS were in a few months. Harry needed her. The research they were doing was beyond NEWTS and she was pretty sure she had just found her passion for when they graduated. The arithmancy of the ward schemes they were making and researching was fascinating.
She was indecisive for a few before making up her mind.
She apparated from her bedroom to the front of St Mungo’s. It took an age to get through the line, which was probably fifteen minutes. A half hour in the exam room. Ten minutes with the Healer and ten more minutes as her brain tried to catch up with what was going on.
More than seven weeks... she was more than seven weeks pregnant.
Thinking back, she realized that would put her getting pregnant the night of Yule. She was sure she had taken her potion for December… right?
Looking at the pamphlets in her hands, she was trying to figure out how she had missed taking the potion. Madam Pomfrey said it was near infallible.
With a big sigh, she realized that ‘near infallible’ didn’t mean totally infallible.
The Healer had said that Apparition was not recommended while pregnant, and Hermione didn’t want to take the Knight Bus. She was sure her still unsettled stomach wouldn’t handle it. That left getting a portkey or Nomaj transportation.
Looking at her watch, it was almost four in the afternoon now.
With a sigh, she made it to the main road near St Mungo’s and hailed a taxi to take her to the train station.
It was half-five when she finally walked into her home. She didn’t feel like going back to Hogwarts at the moment. She wanted Blaise. He had to know.
Hermione was still standing in the hall, just inside the door, when her mother found her. There was a look between them that told Hermione her mother knew. Her mother took the positive test out of her pocket. “Something you need to tell me?” she asked.
Hermione felt the tears bite at her eyes. “I thought we were being safe,” Hermione said.
Her mum didn’t look upset. Maybe slightly disappointed. “Does Blaise know?”
“I just found out,” Hermione said across the distance.
Her mother’s face softened. “Come here, princess.”
Hermione rushed into her mum’s arms. She started to cry. “You must be so disappointed in me,” Hermione got out.
Her mum kissed the side of her head. “I don’t think you could ever disappoint us, Hermione. The question is, what are you going to do? Do you want to keep the baby?”
Hermione pulled back as though struck. “What? Of course, I’m keeping the baby! Why would you even ask that?”
Her mum took her face in her hands. “I had to ask. I’m glad you will keep the baby. Now, do you want to tell Blaise before we tell your father?”
She nodded her head.
“You know we will always be here to support you?”
“I love you, mum,” she said, hugging her mother again.
“I love you too, Hermione. I suppose this means you need to get married soon,” she said.
Hermione buried her face into her mother’s shoulder. She hadn’t been totally serious with Blaise about getting married earlier, but her mother was right. Marriage and children were very important in the Magical world, and she wouldn’t have her child being illegitimate, even if she didn’t like the Wizengamot nepotism.
“Let’s get some tea going. Your father is bringing some take home tonight. Can you contact Blaise and maybe have him come for dinner?” her mum asked.
Hermione pulled away and took out her wand. They needed cellular phones or something better. “Expecto Patronum,” she said. Her playful otter came out. “Go tell Blaise I need him to come to my home as soon as he can.”
“You made that sound like its dire,” her mum commented.
Hermione gave a wan smile. “No. Not dire. But he needs to know, and we need to start talking. I will have to go see Madam Pomfrey and Headmistress McGonagall tomorrow.”
Hermione was starting to make the plans she would need. Blaise had to be here. Her parents and Phoenicia would need to be involved. Would Easter be too soon? Would they be able to get married rooms at Hogwarts? How was she going to get her mastery now?
“Come on, princess. Let’s get some tea and we can start making some lists,” her mum said.
“I’m going to be due in September,” she told her mum.
“Then we have time to plan and do things,” her mum told her, leading her into the kitchen.

  -oOo-

February 21, 1998

  Hogsmeade, Scotland

Blaise was feeling nervous. The last two weeks had been a bit of an eye opener for him on life.
That night she had taken him into her room to say that she was pregnant had him feeling like his world was falling out below him. He loved her. He knew they were going to get married, most likely sooner than either of them had originally thought, but he figured having a child would be years off. Years and years off. Like maybe they never would?
Now he was looking at being a father in September.
Merlin! He was still having a hard time believing it.
So far, he had only told Theo. He knew that Daphne and Harry knew, but he was pretty sure none of their other friends did. That was part of why he was going down to the Three Broomstick for a pint with the boys while Hermione was having a tea with their girls.
Harry, Neville, Theo, Dean and Seamus were walking and joking with him. Blaise wasn’t a huge fan of Dean or Seamus, especially Seamus, but Dean was with Susan and Susan was one of them. Hermione was going to ask Susan to be one of the bridesmaids because she was Harry’s cousin, and they were good friends.
“You going to finally tell us why you look like you’ve been going to the gallows this past week?” Neville asked as they walked down the drive.
“Well, I don’t know about the gallows. Maybe the cradle,” Theo said.
Blaise punched Theo’s arm. “Shut it,” he said.
Harry shrugged. “It’s not that bad. We’ll all be around.”
“Easy for you to say,” Blaise griped. “There is a reason I’ve asked you all to come, but I want a pint first, and not butterbeer. That’s too soft.”
Theo laughed. “It’s not the end of the world, you know.”
“I feel like we are going to drink your last guy’s day out,” Seamus said.
“It’s not,” Blaise said. At least he hoped not.
They made it into the bar and had a round of ale, butterbeer and fire whiskey shots delivered to them. Blaise toasted to them all before downing his first shot.
“Alright, now that we all have our liquid courage, you going to tell us what is going on?” Harry asked, giving Blaise a significant look.
“I’m getting married,” Blaise said as though it was the end of his life.
Most around the table laughed. “That’s usually what a betrothal means,” Dean teased.
“You won’t see me tied down like that,” Seamus said. He pointed to Harry, Neville and himself. “You are all barmy, you know. Not that I blame you for catching the hottest birds in the school, though.”
“Fuck off, Finnigan,” Harry said. “I’m quite happy with Daphne.”
They all laughed as Seamus gave him a two-finger salute.
“Blaise, I have the feeling you mean you are getting married sooner than I thought you were,” Neville said.
Blaise took another shot, the heat from the fire whiskey taking the edge off his nerves. Don’t get him wrong, he wanted to be with Hermione for eternity, but not like this. “Hermione’s pregnant.”
There was a silence for a moment.
“Well, they always say it’s the uptight ones,” Seamus said.
Harry hit the boy for him. Blaise gave one of his best mates a nod. Neville and Harry may not be as close as Theo, but they weren’t far behind.
“Shut it, Seamus. Does that mean you two have decided to get married over Easter?” Harry asked.
“Yeah. I’ve asked this lowlife to be my best man,” he said nodding to Theo.
“I’ve been mental enough to accept,” Theo said before taking a swig of his ale.
“I wanted to ask you three, sorry Seamus but not you, to be groomsmen. Hermione is going to ask Daphne to be her maid of honour, and Luna, Tracey and Susan to be bridesmaids,” Blaise told them.
“You know that I’ll stand by my sister whenever she asks,” Harry said.
“Blimey, mate, you really want me? I’m only dating Susan,” Dean said.
“Only dating?” Harry asked.
Dean glared at Harry. “Just dating. You sure you want me there?”
Seamus shook his head. “This is how it begins.”
“How what begins?” Neville questioned.
“All your friends start getting married, then you see them less, next thing you know its twenty years later and you are stuck wondering what happened to your life,” Seamus said.
“Bloody dick,” Blaise said, tossing his napkin at the boy, who laughed. “What do you say?”
“Of course, I’ll be there,” Neville said. “Tracey would kill me if I said no anyways.”
This had them all laughing.
“I thought Tracey would just kick your arse. Daphne’s the one I see killing someone,” Theo said in a joking manner.
“You don’t have to tell me. I already said yes,” Harry said back with a grin.
“I’ll be there,” Dean said.
“Thanks,” Blaise said to all of them.
“So, when is Hermione due?” Neville asked.
“End of September. She is wondering if she will deliver on her birthday,” Blaise told them.
“That would be wicked. You would never forget either of their birthdays,” Seamus said with a cheeky grin.
Most of them laughed. “That would make it easy,” Neville agreed.
“Would you want to share a birthday with your mother?” Theo asked.
Harry shrugged. “Wouldn’t matter to me. Daphne is excited that she is going to be an aunt. I’ll have to learn how to take care of a baby. She is going to want to babysit.”
Blaise was starting to feel better by the time he was stumbling back up to the castle. He knew he had friends that wouldn’t abandon him and others that would give him and Hermione the support they needed.

  -oOo-

March 27, 1998

  Laverstock, England

Harry was supposed to be at Hogwarts this afternoon. His best friend was starting to go into freak out mode. Not that Harry blamed her. She was getting married in a few weeks, had a baby on the way and was trying to get through her NEWTS. Harry had picked up most of her Head duties, so wasn’t exactly allowed a ton of time himself, but he just couldn’t let this go.
He would be back in an hour or so and study with Hermione. Daphne would probably want the break by then. Blaise was being super mature about everything, but even Harry could see his stress.
He felt a little guilty to leave Daphne to deal with Hermione, but Harry had to try out this new calculation and rune set. If he could get this, then they could start exploring Camelot by the summer.
He cast the cypher spell on the modified amulet. He would make new ones if this worked, but he needed some of the base rune chains that the Unspeakables had come up with. He looked at the circular readout of the runes and enchantments.
“That is still amazing that you can get that. I’ve never seen a cypher like that,” Remus said from just over his shoulder.
“I’ve tried to modify the one the Peverell Grimoire has. I haven’t been able to find a better one to show the links and power levels,” Harry said, concentrating on what he was looking at.
“Is it that impressive?” Sirius asked.
“Very, actually,” Remus confirmed.
Harry cast the spell at the fog. The cypher that came back was only half complete and broken. He was too far away from the ward crystals to get a full reading. The important parts were here. Taking out his notebook, he copied down the information. Each time he came back he got a little more. He now had about forty percent of the full cypher. Most importantly he was sure he had the full key now.
“Are we going in today?” Sirius inquired.
Harry shook his head. “Not today. I want to make new badges. I don’t trust the Unspeakables to not hide something I haven’t found yet.”
“You sound so much like Lily at times,” Remus said. “The Unspeakables wanted her to work for them. Approached her a number of times, but she always turned them down.”
Harry smiled. “I heard she was a pretty bright woman.”
“The brightest,” Sirius said.
Satisfied, Harry put his notebook back into the extended pocket in his trousers. “I need to get back to Hogwarts. I’m sure Daphne and Hermione are missing me. I’ll see you both over Easter?”
Sirius extended a hand and pulled Harry into a one-arm hug that Harry happily returned. “Come by to see Quinn and Erica soon.”
“I will,” he said, letting him go and doing the same with Remus.
“We’ll see you later, pup,” Sirius said.
“I plan to be at Potter Green on Sunday if you want to come over for lunch or dinner,” Harry told them.
“Wouldn’t miss it,” Sirius said.
“I was going to head over there this afternoon for a little bit to do some work,” Remus said.
“Say hi to Melly and Elden for me. If you could let Melly know that there will be a bunch of us there on Sunday, I would appreciate that,” Harry told him.
“Sure, Harry,” Remus said.
They all said their final goodbyes before they apparated away.

  -oOo-

April 10, 1998

  Mosedale, England

Hermione was looking out the window at the slightly dreary morning from the rooms that Harry had given her to stay in whenever she was here. It was a large room with all the furnishings that a proper lady should have, along with a small receiving room, full bath and walk-in closet. It was one of four such suits after Daphne requested a few changes, though this time it had been Wizarding builders since Harry didn’t trust the goblins any more.
Out the window was the growing village of Mosedale at Potter Green. There was a large inn and a few three story row buildings next to it, and a half dozen other houses being built around a small network of streets off the town square. The first three shoppes had opened in the row buildings, with apartments above them.
She was surprised to see how quickly the town was building given how busy Diagon Alley and Hogsmeade was. She suspected that the Potter name had a lot to do with it. Her brother was becoming one of the most influential wizards of their age, even if he couldn’t officially use his Wizengamot seat.
She put her hands on her stomach. Something fluttered in her midsection. It took her a moment to realize that she was probably feeling the child growing in her. It had been a shock when she had first realized what had happened, but now she was starting to grow to like the idea. Her parents had struggled so much to have her, and if things went well, she would have the opportunity to provide them with a few grandchildren. She hadn’t thought she wanted children so soon, but the idea was growing on her.
It helped that Blaise, her friends and family were being supportive and offering to give her and Blaise all the support they could.
She smile to see the tents on the lawn outside of Potter Green castle. Her family was staying in the castle. Her parents had agreed to a small Nomaj wedding yesterday. It had been fun to see the little bit of her mother’s and father’s family she didn’t normally see and their friends and colleagues, and to have her friends there because they didn’t stick out like a sore thumb. Today was going to be the day that Blaise and her would share their true vows before magic. Getting married in the church had meant a lot to her, but to be bound to Blaise in a way that only a witch and wizard could understand had the butterflies really going in her.
The child in her moved again. She smiled. “Mummy’s alright. Just nervous,” she told her stomach.
A knock came at the door. “Come in,” Hermione called out.
The door opened and her mum came in. “I wasn’t sure you would be up yet or not,” her mother said.
“I couldn’t sleep,” she said. “I can feel the baby moving today.”
Her mum gave her a soft smile as she shut the door and walked over to the window. “I can remember the first time I felt you. I thought I was having gas.”
Hermione chuckled. “It feels like butterfly touches.”
Her mum put an arm around her shoulder and Hermione leaned her head onto her mum’s shoulder. “I can’t wait to meet the little angel.”
“Neither can I,” she said, meaning it.
“The girls were going to having a breakfast for you about nine and then get you ready,” she was informed.
“I can’t believe they would go through all this for me. I need do to something to thank Harry for all this,” she said, wrapping her arms around her mum’s midsection.
“You found the best of friends. I’m glad that things worked out for you. I know how much you struggled in primary,” her mum told her.
“That feels like a lifetime ago,” Hermione said, not having thought about that for years. Ever since her fight with Harry over the Firebolt in third year, life had changed so much. She had friends, friends she viewed as family, friends that were family, and would soon have more family. She still hated that she had done that to Harry, but she never could have foreseen that it would have led to this.
Her mum laughed. “I’m sure at your age it does.”
“I’m eighteen,” Hermione said in the way all young people did when they were finally an adult.
Her mother chuckled. “You are, dear.”
They stood there for a moment before her mother said, “Your father and I are thinking of moving here. Are you and Blaise still thinking of building a new house here?”
Hermione looked up to her mum. “What about your practice? Wizards won’t need dentists,” she said.
Her mum smiled. “We’ve been talking about it for a little bit. I’ve been a dentist for twenty-two years. You are moving out. I want to do something different and be near my grandchildren. You see that house,” her mum pointed to a two-story Tudor style house that was closer to the castle.
“Are you serious?” she questioned.
“We have already talked to our two partners. They will buy us out in June. The new house should be done by then. Harry has said we can use portkeys and there is talk about extending a rail line to Mosedale from Penrith, even if it only serves us. We can leave our car at the edge of town until Harry can figure out how to allow Muggle electricity here. I hear that Muggles are welcome here too,” her mum said.
Hermione hugged her mother tight, her slight bulge pressing between them. “You are welcome here. Harry and Daphne would not allow that bigotry in Mosedale.” Tears started to roll down her cheeks. “I hate these hormones,” Hermione said wiping her face.
Her mother laughed. “It only gets better from here.”
“Brilliant,” she said in a sarcastic way.
“Isn’t it? Why don’t you go take a shower and put some of that hair tonic in your hair to get it more manageable,” her mum said.
That was one of the few downsides of her pregnancy. Her hair had been curlier, now it was frizzy again. The Healers said it should be temporary while she was pregnant.
About nine she was invaded by her wedding party. Melly laid out a spread in her receiving room. Daphne, Tracey and Susan were the first to hug them. They were joined by Luna, her mum, Phoenicia, Iliana, Reba, Dani and Terri. It was a fun morning until Daphne and Tracey got the gleam in their eyes that Hermione was in for a few hours of primping and pampering.
Even then, there was a lot of laughter.
It was close to one-thirty when she was finally in her dress. Looking in the mirror, she ran her hands over the fine material. It was a fine satin with bead work around her bodice. It didn’t try to hide her small bump. She was pregnant and wasn’t ashamed. It went over her slight bump and in a line down to the floor with artful folds.
Daphne stepped up to her in a lavender dress. The girl was a picture of beauty. She was happy that Harry had been lucky enough to catch her. “You look beautiful. If Blaise isn’t impressed, I’ll hex him for you.”
Hermione laughed. “Merlin, Daphne, I love you. I don’t recognize myself.”
Daphne gave her a smile. “You are beautiful, Hermione. Blaise is a lucky man. I can’t wait to see how beautiful that little bump is going to be.”
Hermione smiled, putting her hands on her bump. “I never thought it would go like this.”
“Are you happy?” one of her best friends enquired.
“Very,” she said contentedly.
“Good. I have to make sure Tracey is finished. We love you, Hermione,” she said. Daphne lightly hugged her shoulders from behind so that neither of their makeups or hair would be bothered, even though the magic they had used today should prevent that from happening for a few hours.
A moment later, a knock came at her door. Dani went over to answer it for her. “Hello, Mr Granger,” the girl said. Her time in training with Madam Bulstrode had Dani acting very proper and prim.
“Hello, Ms Danforth. You look rather fetching today. Is it safe for me to come in?” she heard her father.
Dani looked to her and her mother. Reba nodded her head. “It is.”
Her father came in and everyone seemed to find a reason to leave the room. He was gracious to keep the door open, earning him a kiss from her mum before they were the only ones in the room. His eyes looked to be shining and her eyes teared up. “Daddy, don’t do that. I don’t want to tear up.”
He gave her a watery smile. “It’s hard not to, princess. It’s not every day that a father gives his little girl away. You look beautiful,” he said, coming over to her.
“Thank you,” she said.
“You about ready?” he asked her.
“I am,” she said. Her Gryffindor courage wouldn’t allow her to say anything else. “Are you happy with this?”
He gave her a genuine smile. “I won’t admit this isn’t the way I saw you getting married, but Blaise is a good man and he’ll take care of you and my grandchild. That is all that really matters.”
She felt a few tears roll down her cheeks. She reached for a handkerchief to have her father hand her his. She patted at the tears. “Thank you, daddy.”
“Anything for my princess. You ready? The ceremony is ready to start in about ten minutes,” he offered his hand.
She had to fan her face with her hands. “I’m ready,” she confirmed again.
He moved to lower her veil for her, then extended an arm. She wrapped her arm around his, putting her other hand over the one holding his arm. When they walked down the stairs, to the small guard room, her bridesmaids were in the small room making sure their flowers and everything were just perfect.
She opened the heavy door at the base of the gate house. Peaking around, she could see the huge tent that took up most of the courtyard.
The slight mist that had dominated the morning had turned into a mostly sunny day. Inside the tent she could see the more than hundred and fifty that had come. She had never expected so many, but given that she had a large friend group, allies and other of British Wizarding Society that would want to be here to see two Wizengamot Houses wedding, she shouldn’t have been so surprised. She couldn’t imagine what it might look like when Harry and Daphne were married. Daphne had said it may top four or five hundred.
“Don’t let him see you yet,” her father said in a teasing story.
She rolled her eyes. “You know that is just a wife’s tale?”
“Perhaps, but I do believe in tradition about this. Plus, your mum and I have a bet as to his reaction,” he said with a grin.
“Really?” she asked incredulously.
He just smiled as the music started.
“Time for the show,” Tracey said happily.
Susan giggled. “I bet Blaise will freeze up when he sees Hermione.”
“If he doesn’t, he’s a moron,” Daphne said with a grin.
Luna giggled too. “How much is it for him to say something like ‘wow’?”
“Why is everyone betting of this,” she huffed.
“Because you are beautiful,” all three of her friends said at once.
Hermione blushed.
Susan went out first, followed by Tracey and then Daphne. Hermione took in a deep breath before the traditional wedding dirge started. She walked out into the full sun before going underneath the tent. Rows and rows of people were looking at her. Hermione was only looking at Blaise in his smart wizarding robes. He was tall, fit and his dark eyes were locked on hers.
His jaw dropped open a little bit before mouthing something that looked like, ‘Bloody hell.’
She smiled at him, forgiving him his mouth today.
When she was led to his side, her father lifted her veil. “Love you, princess.”
The bonder asked, “Who is presenting this woman to her betrothed?”
Her father sniffed, took a second to gain his composure before saying, “I, Daniel Granger, father of the bride, present my daughter, Heiress Hermione Jean Granger, to her betrothed on behalf of her mother and I.”
She fought down tears again to see the ones her father was fighting off.
“And who presents this man to his betrothed?”
His mother stepped forward. “I, Lady Phoenicia Cadenza Zabini, Regent of House Thatcher, mother of the groom, present my son, Scion Blaise Terrance Zabini, Scion of House Thatcher.”
The bonder nodded. Her father kissed her forehead before turning to put her hand in Blaise’s. He went to join her mother.
“We are gathered here today to celebrate and join these two young people in marriage through the bonds of love and magic…” the bonder started. Hermione listened as the man gave a small liturgy.
“Now, with this cloth, the two will be bound by hand and spirit. Before I put it over their hands, are there any objections?” the bonder asked.
Hermione was trying not to grin like a fool at the love she saw on Blaise’s face. Thus, she was not expecting the deep voice saying, “I object to this joining.”
In shock, she watched Blaise turn his head, shock and anger quickly following suit. She turned to see an imposing black man with short, grey hair, impeccably cut black robes, dark eyes and features similar to Blaise’s. What caught her eye was the crest on the man’s robes. It was that of House Zabini. The crest that Blaise had been denied for his whole life.
A sense of dread came over her. Not now! Not on my wedding day! NOT TODAY! she screamed in her head.
Phoenicia stood up and moved towards the man. Harry went to move and Blaise reached out to stop him. “You were not invited and have no right to be here,” she hissed, but in the silence everyone could hear.
“I have the right as Head of House Zabini to be here and approve or disapprove of my grandson’s choice in a spouse,” the man said authoritatively.
“You have no right,” Phoenicia hissed, grabbing his arm and trying to drag the man out of the tent.
Even with he man’s age, he was not swayed in the least. “I have the right.”
“Grandfather, leave now. This is my wedding, and you are not welcome,” Blaise said. She had never heard him so angry before. He had stepped to be before her, his wand out. This caused many others to pull their wands.
The man only raised an eyebrow.
“Lord Zabini, leave now,” Phoenicia demanded.
“I would see my grandson. You have denied me that all these years. I would also make amends,” the man said, his tone still hard.
Blaise stiffened, as did his mother.
“Amends! Amends! On my son’s wedding day! What amends would you make!” Phoenicia said angrily.
“I would make amends for my rash actions more than eighteen years ago. I would cast Blaise Terrence Zabini and Phoenicia Cadenza Zabini out of my house, breaking the curse on you both,” the man said in a heavy Italian accent but very clear English. He looked down at his daughter. There was a pulse of magic that rippled out from the man. A black shadow she hadn’t even knew was there suddenly lifted. “I cannot take back the years of torment you may have suffered, but I can prevent another tragedy before it occurs.”
Hermione’s eyes widened. There were sounds of protest, anger and other stuff. Blaise was ramrod straight, his hand gripping his wand so tight his hand was paling. Phoenicia looked dumbstruck.
“My damage is done,” the man said, finally turning and walking back towards the tents opening.
Hermione, for reasons she would never know, suddenly called out. “Lord Zabini, please wait a moment.”
The man stopped and the tent quieted. He turned to look at her. “Heiress Granger would want a word with me?”
Blaise gave her a questioning look, the anger still on his face.
“I would ask your blessing, Lord Zabini,” she said. She knew this man would never be forgiven by her new family, but she felt this was important. Something in her had her magic calling for this.
The man looked at her long and hard for a moment, then Blaise and finally his daughter. When he looked back to Hermione, his face had softened just a little. “I give the blessing of House Zabini to this union. May you ever prosper and not suffer for sins that were never yours.”
With that, he nodded and walked out of the tent.
“Want me to go rough him up?” Harry whispered to them.
“I would sooner kill him,” Theo added.
Blaise finally relaxed, his wand falling to his side. “If he is to be killed it will be at my hand for what he has done,” Blaise said.
She reached out and took his hand. Blaise squeezed, letting her know he would be alright eventually. “I need to get my mother and then I will marry you,” he said rather determinately.
She nodded.
Daphne stepped up to put a hand on her shoulder. Hermione felt comforted by the touch.
A few minutes later he had led his mother back to her seat. She looked a little shocked still. When Blaise was certain she was alright, he stepped back to Hermione. “Do you still want to marry me?” he asked.
“With all my heart,” she said. She took both his hands in hers.
With a nod to a question by the bonder, the man asked one more time, “Does anyone else have an objection to the joining of this couple?”
When none did, she was happy to take the vowed of the hand fasting with the runes of the cloth and the intentions of those around them cementing their bond. The bonder put his hand over the clothe, “Do you, Heiress Hermione Jean Granger, take this man as your husband in bond and agree to combine your magic, love and houses?”
“I do,” she said solemnly.
“Do you promise to honour Scion Blaise Terrance…” the man paused, suddenly realizing that Blaise didn’t have a last name.
Blaise caught the pause and whispered, “Thatcher.”
“… Thatcher for as long as you live? Do you promise to provide children and heirs? Do you promise to be by his side through sickness and health, riches or none, good times and bad?”
“I do,” she said, a smile coming to her lips as Blaise playfully rolled his eyes as though this was taking too long.
One set of blue runes lit up on the cloth. She could see them as blessing for fertility, longevity, peace and bonding.
“Do you, Scion Blaise Terrence Thatcher, take this woman as your wife in bond and agree to combine your magic, love and houses?”
“I do,” Blaise said, his playfulness gone. She felt his heart swoon at how he was looking at her.
“Do you promise to honour Heiress Hermione Jean Granger for as long as you live? Do you promise to provide for your children and heirs birthed of this woman? Do you promise to be by her side through sickness and health, riches and none, good times and bad?”
“I do,” he said. The rest of the runes glowed a blue colour. These were for happiness, prosperity, health and the last of the binding magics. She felt the magic move between them. It had a pleasant feeling and the butterflies inside her were from their unborn child.
The man leaned in. “Am I to assume that it will be Thatcher now?”
She looked to Blaise. It would be sad to lose her last name, but she knew the traditions and was willing to go along with them. Blaise gave her a knowing smirk. “Thatcher-Granger.”
Hermione had a huge swell go through her. She didn’t wait to move in and kiss him. This caused a stir of laughter and other responses as the bonder laughed out. “Magic has blessed you as husband and wife. I’d say to kiss your bride, but…”
Theo let out a wolf whistle at them.
Hermione pulled back, a flush on her face. Blaise’s eyes blazed with passion. “I am going to make you my wife later.”
She smirked. “I think you already did.”
The girls behind her giggled as Theo clapped him on the back.
“If you would turn and walk down the aisle,” the bonder encouraged. “My I present Scion and Heiress Thatcher-Granger.”
There was applause and cheers. Hermione beamed as she walked on her husband’s arm.
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  April 10, 1998

  Mosedale, England

She walked from the lively great hall at Potter Green down to the inn. It was enough time for her to go from the joy of seeing her Blaise and his new wife enjoying themselves to the cold fury she had held for her father for decades now.
The fact he would wait for today, of all days, to finally show was galling. It had almost ruined the wedding until she realized he had given her son and his wife a blessing that would keep them from suffering the same fate she had. She had thought Blaise would be free of the curse, but apparently had been mistaken.
The inn was just off the large circular common that was soon to be the heart of Mosedale at Potter Green. It sounded loud and rowdy tonight. She knew that it had started to be as busy as the Three Broomsticks or the Leaky Cauldron, but hearing about it and seeing it were two different things.
Inside, the bar room was mostly full. Two barmaids were moving about bringing drinks and food to various tables. She wasn't here for this lively scene, where it seemed the celebration up in the castle was shared in the budding town.
Behind a full bar a man was cleaning a tankard. Caledon Fortescue, one of the sons of Florean Fortescue in Diagon Alley, was the proprietor. He was a relatively young wizard with impeccable taste in clothes and an attractive physique.
When she caught his eye, he nodded to her. "What can I get ye, madam?"
"Lord Zabini," she said in a haughty tone.
The man seemed to know what she wanted. "Up the stairs, last room on the left. Be careful. He has a few guards."
"He will talk with me," she said with a great amount of surety.
Caledon nodded. He looked so much like his father.
She went up the stairs to the first floor. Down the end of the corridor stood two men outside a room. She walked up to them, still in her finery from the wedding and holding herself like the Lady she was.
One of the men stepped out. She could tell they were expecting her as no wands were drawn. If her father didn't want her here, she would have been stopped already. In Italian the man said, "He has been expecting you. Leave your wand out here."
She just stared at him. "I will go in and you will not stop me."
After a moment, he nodded and stepped aside, not insisting he take her wand again.
Inside the room the imposing figure of a man that she had once thought her hero when young, then a strong man, and the bane of her existence, was sat in a chair at a small table. A bed and a dresser were the only other furnishings in the room.
A half empty bottle of sake was in the centre of the table. His hand rested on a half full glass of the liquor. His dark eyes were looking at her as she came in. Her rage was barely contained, but she had been through too many hard years to let it slip. She would have answers and blood for her and Blaise's suffering.
"I was wondering if you would come, my daughter," the man said.
"I am not your daughter. I haven't been your daughter for almost twenty years," she said, her voice devoid of emotion.
"Yet you kept my name all these years," he said.
"I had little choice. I could not change it, could I?" she asked him.
Her father swirled the clear liquor. "No, I suppose you couldn't. Is my grandson well?"
"Why would you care? You cast us out of the family long ago. I was forced to find my own way. Blaise is far more adjusted than I would have suspected, and that is mostly thanks to that woman he married and the friends he has made," she replied.
Her father took a drink of the Japanese liquor. "I care. I am a proud man, my little phoenix, but I have always cared about family."
She snorted. "You only cared about your ambitions and what your family could do for you. I have buried seven husbands. Do you know what that is like? What that has done to Blaise by not having a steady father figure? Knowing that it was his own vindictive grandfather that caused him to not only have a father but any other man I might have fallen for. Do you know what it is like to fall in love and know it was your own father that cursed you to live a lonely, widowed life?"
The pain of all these years was starting to leak through her composure.
Her father took another sip of his alcohol. "I only know the pain of when your mother passed. You were our favourite daughter… my favourite child. You cost the family dearly when you chose to run off with that English swine."
"SWINE!" she bellowed. "Terrence wasn't a swine. He was a good man. A far better man than you ever could be. He loved me. He loved his son. You killed him."
Her father was undisturbed by her outrage. "You were to marry a respectable Italian. No Zabini has ever married outside of those linked to our homelands. If you had stayed, I would have forgiven you in time."
Her face scrunched in anger. "I would curse the line of my birth if I could. You are to leave. Never come back. Never reach out to my son or his wife. They are no longer Zabini. He has taken on the name of his third father. Third! Not the name of the man that fathered him because you forced him to renounce that name."
Her father sighed. "Little phoenix, I am dying. Your brother, Ribault, passed last week. I have no other grandchildren and your cousins have all been barren these last two decades. The curse I lain on you has affected us all. If casting you out has brought us redemption, then I would see you and my grandson accepted back in."
She spat on the table. "That is what I think of you and your family. I hope you all die. I have suffered through seven husbands. I have had three miscarriages. I hope you suffer through seven generations of grief, if your family doesn't die first."
The man sighed again. "I need you and Blaise, little phoenix. Do you really want us to all die?"
"Yes!" she said vindictively. "If you do anything to go after my son, his wife or the child she is carrying you will find the allies here hold more power than any Zabini ever has, and they yield it with the grace and humility that you have never known."
She stood up. "If you are not gone by the morning, I will request of my ally that you be expelled. If you are not out of this country by tomorrow afternoon, I will put a bounty on your head so high that any wizard, beast or being would not give you shelter. If you do anything to my family, I will ensure the Zabini name dies and is cursed for all eternity. I am now a Thatcher-Granger. A Thatcher-Granger I shall stay."
Her father sighed. She had never seen him so defeated. He was always a proud man. A regal and ruthless man. Now, he looked broken. "Little phoenix, I know you don't mean that. I gave my blessing to your son and his wife. I give my blessing to their child. All I ask for is to have our line continue, and if we fall, take up my position in Italy."
She scoffed at him. "Never. I will die before I go back to the place I was born. I belong here. My child and my grandchildren belong here. We have pledged ourselves to uphold the magic of this country and will not fail. Not like you and the others you call friend and allies. I will rejoice the day I hear you pass."
She flung open the door.
"I never meant for you and the family to suffer like this," he said.
She gave a mirthless laugh. "I believe you never meant the family to suffer. I hope you know nothing but suffering."
The man sighed again just before she slammed the door shut. The two bodyguards were looking at her. "I did not kill him," she informed them. She had a desire too, but if his actions would lead to the death of the family that cast her out, that was a far better revenge.
The one that had stopped her earlier said, "He seeks redemption. There has been no end to suffering in the family since you left," the older man said.
She sniffed. "Talk to your Lord. He is the one to bring ruin to you all. Now, I am going to go spend the rest of the evening with my family, rejoicing in the start to their lives and the new one that my family will be blessed with. Goodbye, Uncle Benito."
She walked out of the West Wand Inn and back up to the castle. She had heard of the hardship that had befallen her family but hadn't known it was as dire as it was. A vindictive smirk crossed her face. Her father had not only curse her but the entire family. If he needed her forgiveness, he would never get it. Nor would he get the family that she claimed as her own. The Zabinis would die out and she would toast the end of that line if she was still alive to see it.
As it was, she was in time for the last dance of Blaise and Hermione, raising a toast to her son and daughter-in-law, giving her blessing for their bright future and the dismal one of the family that brought her into this world.

  -oOo-

May 16, 1998

  Hogwarts, Scotland

Dani was smiling like a loon at Cordi as she blushed furiously. It was hard not to laugh at her, but she knew that would be the wrong thing to do at the moment. Nathan Tasker, a Ravenclaw, was standing just behind her, his face looking mortified. “Oh, uhm, yeah… sorry,” he said.
He went to walk away before Cordi reached for his hand. He stopped to look at her hand on his wrist. When he looked up, Cordi was still red. “I would like to sit with you, but I have to cheer for my friend today.”
The boy opened his mouth a time or two before saying, “I could sit with you? Ravenclaw won’t win the cup, but Slytherin might.”
Cordi smiled. “I would like that.”
“Your friends could join us too,” Dani told him.
Tasker smiled. “I’ll ask them.”
When he walked back to the end of the Ravenclaw table, she couldn’t help but break down in giggles with Gwen. Cordi sat up tall, her nose in the air and acting all haughty… except for her red face. “You two could have been better friends,” Cordi told them.
Dani started laughing now. “We were,” she said.
“Dani invited his friends to join us,” Gwen pointed out between her giggles.
“I hate you two,” Cordi said in a whisper.
“Not yet you don’t,” Dani said with an impish smile.
Today was the last Quidditch game of the year and like had been going on as the year went on, there were parents and siblings in the hall. Dani wished her parents could see her once, but she knew that wasn’t really possible. Still didn’t mean she didn’t watch a red-haired woman and man walk over to the Gryffindor table and go to their Captain Weasley.
Dani was smirking with Gwen when Cordi perked up, her bright face lessening some. "Good day, Scion Potter-Greengrass," she said.
Dani turned to the shouts of, "Surprise!" and a smaller girl barrelling into her. Dani took a moment to realize it was Terry and her parents next to Harry with Madam Bones.
"Mum! Dad! You came? How," she asked.
"Madam Bones brought us here. There is so much magic. Does the ceiling always look like the sky? Harry said I could use his broom for a while. Dani, can I see Slytherin common room? Harry is going to bring us up to Gryffindor common room later…" her sister kept on chirping away like the squirrels she liked.
Dani got up and hugged her parents. "It is so good to see you."
"We wouldn't have missed this. I've wanted to see you play for a while and I hear they are letting Harry play one last time today," her father said.
Harry shrugged when she looked to him. "Someone has to break your winning streak," he said.
Her mother laughed. "He thinks pretty highly of himself, doesn't he?" she asked hugging Dani.
"I think I'm up for the challenge. The team is going down to the pitch in about a half hour. Are you here all day?" she asked them. Terry was now talking with Cordi and Gwen about their common room.
"We'll be here until Amelia decides to leave," her father said.
"Hey, I'll see you in a little bit, Dani. Ladies," Harry said to them.
Gwen sighed. "Daphne is so lucky."
Dani screwed her face. "That's my cousin," she said.
"Harry, wait," Terry said, taking off after him.
"I got her, Reba," Harry said, taking her hand when Terri caught up to him.
"Just have her back before we leave," her mother said. "She loves that boy."
"He's a good sort," her father said.
"He's hot," Gwen whispered.
"He's like your brother's age," Cordi replied.
“He’s still hot,” Gwen said petulantly.
"Oh, that's gross," Dani replied.
Dani was happy to have her parents sit with her and her friends before she had to go to the pitch with her team. Her parents found the Greengrasses as she trouped off with her teammates. They were here to watch Astoria.
When she found herself in the room waiting for the doors to open, Ben asked, "Is it true Potter is playing?"
"So, I heard," she said, excitement and nervousness racing through her.
"He hasn't played all year. I bet you win," Amanda replied.
"I'll take that for five galleons," Blaise said.
“I’m game for that,” Theodore replied.
There was a general round of laughter until they heard the announcer. "And for Slytherin, we give you…"
Dani wasn't sure she heard all their names as she filed out and took off, doing a circuit or two of the stadium before going to centre field and waiting for the Gryffindors. When they came out, she knew she had to concentrate. Harry may not have played this year, but she knew he had still been flying and had still been training with her every other week. He was no slouch. If her team thought otherwise, they were in for a surprise.
Flying up to her, Harry nodded. "Little cousin," he said with a cheeky grin.
"I am not so little," she shot back.
"Little enough," he replied.
Her eyes narrowed as she realized he was trying to get a rise out of her. "I'm going to make you eat grass."
Harry just grinned. "Bring it, little girl."
She made an aggravated sound, nearly missing the whistle being blown and the quaffle being tossed into the air. Harry took off towards her goal posts. She made the decision that she wouldn't allow him to ruffle her. She stuck close. The Firebolt was still faster, but she easily turned inside of him.
"Potter and Danforth race around the pitch. I can't tell if they've seen the snitch already… Gryffindor is first to get points on the board!"
A cheer went up around the stadium. Harry did a sudden right turn. She saw him heading towards her chasers and followed him. Harry was a big opponent, so she would have to use her speed to veer him off course today. Was he going to play interference today or look for the snitch?
Deciding she wasn't going to play his game, she pulled up, starting her pattern near centre field. Harry dove through her chasers again, getting a curse from Astoria, before he finally pulled up. He had a wicked grin on his face. "It's a beautiful day for a game."
She rolled her eyes. "You going to get serious about this now? I want to have bragging rights I beat Potter in his last game."
Harry laughed. "We'll see about that Danforth."
She eyed him before noticing he was scanning the pitch now. She turned to her own scanning.
"… the game is already getting a little rough after Potter broke up the first few plays of Slytherin… oh, that was a glancing blow to Potter by the Beaters… the Gryffindor chasers use the distraction to pull off a Tarentela Tangle. Greengrass takes a bludger to her side but stops Weasley from scoring… this game will be decided by the Seekers with how this match is going," the announcer called out.
Dani caught a glimpse of gold in the centre of the field about level where the chasers usually would go. Seeing the Gryffindor chasers charging up, she decided to do a gamble. She suddenly looked down field before slumping to her left and going into a dive. Harry was right behind her, but she was closer to the snitch.
The small ball flittered there for a second before taking off right into Weasley's face. Weasley was forced to bat it out of her hair before a bludger hit her in the side. Dani was concentrating on the snitch and almost missed the bludger that hurdled towards her. She rolled over on her broom, pulling off a slough hold. Harry shot past her, the bludger just missing both of them.
She pulled herself close to her broom. It responded to her need, and she took off. Harry lost the snitch, and they were forced to climb out of the action again. When they came up, Harry was grinning like a loon. "That was a good play."
She smiled back. "I heard a story about something like that once," she replied.
Harry laughed. "Yeah, well, I never practiced it before I did it."
They bantered back and forth as they searched for the snitch.
"70-60 to Slytherin. There is some real flying out there today with most of the players having three seasons or more under their belts. And Weasley passes down the field to Robbins, who catches it… GOAL! 70-70! Can you believe that spin toss. Westford didn't have a chance to get it from the far goal. Greengrass and Heatherhoc line up. Both bludgers are before the Slytherin beaters…"
She was looking. Both Harry and her had taken the risk to break up plays over the last hour or more. She was ready to help her team when she saw Harry tense. She went to roll over, but Harry was already off. By the look on his face there was no way he hadn't seen the snitch.
As she took in the line he was making towards her goal posts as the play got tangled down the Gryffindor side of the field, she caught sight of the snitch close to the ground. She was closer but Harry was already accelerating to a point she might not catch up. She pressed her body to her broom. The air started to scream in her ears as she shot straight towards him. On instinct, she rolled, a bludger just missing her.
Harry was almost at top speed as he raced towards the snitch, which was just sitting there. She hugged the broom between her breasts, willing it to go faster. The broom went just fast enough that she was able to hit his twigs. Harry veered off course. She sat up, pulling on her broom hard as the ground raced up towards her. Her feet grazed the ground before she flattened herself out again, flying just high enough so that her toes brushed the grass. Her broom reached its top speed as she saw Harry going for the snitch again. He was forced to deviate as a bludger almost hit the front of his broom. It gave her a chance.
The snitch was still just hovering a few feet off the ground. She was getting close enough to get it before Harry, then the snitch took off straight for the sky. She pulled up to follow it. Harry lost more ground as his chasers tried to score and he was forced to avoid them. It allowed her to stay even with her cousin.
They were both concentrating on the snitch. Harry pulled up next to her. She braced and held out an elbow to keep him from pushing her off course. Harry hit her hard. He was playing to win, just like she was. Her elbow got him in the face while her side opened up in pain at the impact.
Harry grunted but didn't slow. The snitch was still going straight up and getting closer. Harry tried to push her away. She grabbed his broom to pull him to the side with her. Harry used the motion to force her to pull off. He shot up. Dani kicked out at his footrests. Harry wobbled enough to let her pull even.
The snitch was six feet ahead of them.
She kicked his shin.
Five feet.
Harry slammed his broom into her hands. She cursed at him before making contact with his knee with her foot. He winced in pain.
They both stretched out their hands.
Three feet.
Harry tried to grab her broom to pull himself ahead. She slapped his hand, wobbling a little as she let go of her broom.
Two feet.
Harry yelled, "DEMENTOR!"
Dani screamed. She had heard about them and knew that Harry had been attacked once while playing Quidditch. The distraction was enough for him to pull himself on his broom. He leaped up, his free hand still on his broom and his other hand wrapped around the golden ball.
"Bloody hell, Harry!" she cursed him as the whistle blew far below them.
They pulled up, stopping after a few seconds. Down below the stands had erupted in cheers. Dani rubbed her side. "Did you have to hit me so hard?"
Harry pinched his nose. She hadn't realized he was bleeding. "I told you I wasn't going to go easy on you today."
She shook her head, a smile coming over her face. "I suppose you'll add that to Daphne's collection?"
"Is there any other choice? Come on, butterbeers in the Gryffindor common room," he told her.
They flew down. She caught the final score of two hundred sixty to one hundred. Even with this win, Slytherin would win the cup with all her other catches this season. She was treated to just as raucous a crowd as Harry was.

  -oOo-

June 23, 1998

  Hogwarts, Scotland

Most of the other students had gone home on the Hogwarts Express earlier today. The ones left were the graduating students and any siblings or relatives that stayed for the final ceremonies. Thirty-three. The smallest class that Minerva could ever remember. The seven years that this class had been here had seen massive changes, most of them perpetrated by these students or their parents.
Hundreds of parents, guardians, aunts, uncles, cousins and siblings were in the hall. As the doors to the great hall opened, Minerva smiled to see some of her most prized pupils. Usually, the graduating students would walk in by house. This year they came in in a hodgepodge.
Head Boy Potter walked next to Head Girl Thatcher-Granger. There had been some talk about having her step down, especially with the situation she had gotten herself into, but Potter had refused to serve without her, and even though it wasn't ideal, she had gotten married and was still an exemplary student. She was really starting to show now.
Behind them walked Ms Greengrass. She had been passed over for Head Girl after much debate. She wondered if Mrs Thatcher-Granger would be disappointed to know that Greengrass had gotten the top marks this year?
Next to her was Mr Thatcher-Granger. He wasn't top five, but he was top six. He walked with the air of a strong young man and one she was immensely proud of. Like Potter, he had brought his grades up after their group of friends had formed.
Behind them walk Mr Longbottom and Ms Davis. Both top ten students, they both had bright futures in the fields they excelled in. Mr Longbottom would be back next year for an apprenticeship with Pomona while Ms Davis had indicated she would start work on a Mastery in Astronomy and Rituals.
Then there was Ms Bones and Mr Thomas. They had grown quite serious with each other over the last two years. Bones was in the top ten, like her other friends and cousin. Having expressed interest in Healing, Minerva had given her a recommendation for St Mungo’s.
She wished she knew what her top students would be doing next year, but all she got was working on masteries.
As everyone filed up and stood before the house tables, she addressed the hall. "Welcome all our graduates, past and present, family members and friends. We have gathered for this final feast to say goodbye to those that have been with us the last seven years and have passed their NEWTS. This is no small achievement, as most of you know. Nor was it always easy to see these fine young adults get to stand before you."
There was some chuckling from the graduated parents.
"Before we celebrate their achievements, I would like to call a few out for special awards for academics, achievements or services to the school or their classmates. First, a round of applause for our Head boy and Head Girl. Mr Potter and Mrs Thatcher-Granger, would you please step up?"
There was a loud round of applause for both of them.
"As always, they stepped up to the post of Head students and accomplished all that was asked of them and more. They both achieved academic excellence. Mr Potter is third in his class and Mrs Thatcher-Granger is second." There was applause and Hermione looked a little shocked. "They managed to keep all the prefects in line, not to mention the students." She smiled at them. "And lastly, they have been exceptional leaders and role models that I think most aspire to be."
When the applause and cheering slowed, she held up a hand. "Thank you, Head Boy Potter and Head Girl Thatcher-Granger."
Harry bowed to her and the crowd. She inclined her head and took Ms Grangers inclined head as assign of gratitude.
“Next, I would like to acknowledge our top student. Ms Greengrass,” she said.
Daphne stepped up. “It has been many a year when the top students were separated by so few points. Even though Mrs Thatcher-Granger and Ms Greengrass achieved the same number of outstandings in their classes and NEWTS, Ms Greengrass was able to get three accommodations. I would like to say that Mrs Thatcher-Grangers two accommodations is worth celebrating as well.  For both young women, I would like you to celebrate their achievements.”
The hall cheered loudly. She gave the young woman a satisfied smile when Ms Greengrass did a slight curtsey in her Slytherin house robes.
“Among these high achievers is the largest group of students to be accepted into mastery apprenticeships in years. Mr Longbottom, Mr Potter, Ms Greengrass, Ms Davis, Mrs Thatcher-Granger, Mr Carmichael, Ms Abbot, Ms Bones, Ms Parkinson and Mr Corner should all be applauded for such achievements right out of school,” Minerva told the crowd. She had a great deal of pride in all her students, but this class was special. The last classes to make such high achievements was the classes around Lily Evans, James Potter and many of their friends. Unfortunately, too many of them died at such an early age. She had confidence that the children of this class would go onto having long and productive lives. Their society needed it.
When the applause subsided, she addressed the entire class. “You have all achieved the status of full witch or wizard. You all should be proud. Not a single student achieved less than an acceptable on all their Newts, and every one of you made at least one outstanding.”
She beamed with pride. “As an educator, there can be no higher reward than to see our students excel, and I have high hopes that many of you may surpass us someday.”
Many bowed or curtsied to her and the staff out of respect, started by Potter and Greengrass.
She watched Potter take Greengrasses hand and step forward. “Headmistress McGonagall, if you would, the Potter and Greengrass families would like to present the school with a gift for our gratitude for the years of service you have given us.”
She rose an eyebrow. This had not been brought to her before this.
“I will allow it, Mr Potter and Ms Greengrass,” she said.
“Thank you, Headmistress.”
She watched as Potter stepped up onto the raised platform and she stepped back from the podium.
“My self and Heiress Potter-Greengrass started here at age eleven, just like all graduates of Hogwarts. It was my first home. This home has not always been easy or safe to be at, but it has brought me a sister, a betrothed and my family,” he said towards Neville, Susan, Aunt Amelia, the Danforths, the Greengrasses, Remus, Sirius, Erica and Quinn.
Greengrass nodded. “Yes. Hogwarts has been our home away from home for the last seven years. I can never thank the professor enough for passing along their knowledge, or the castle leading me to my future husband.”
Potter nodded. “Yes. As we are so thankful for being here, our families, soon to just be one family, would like to offer a hundred thousand galleon gift with twenty thousand a year to continue the work of modernizing the curriculum, grounds, classrooms and Hogwarts herself.”
Minerva’s mouth opened for a moment.
Potter turned to her and she saw the ghost of James Potter as he smirked. “I think you will catch flies like that, professor.”
The hall broke out into laughter as he got a scathing look from his betrothed.
“I… Yes. Yes. This is very generous. On behalf of Hogwarts School of Witchcraft and Wizardry, I would gladly accept this gift and will see the changes made that you would like,” she said.
“I’m glad you feel that way, professor, for the Longbottoms, Bones and Blacks have offered a yearly fund that will match our donation,” Potter told her.
She blinked. They had just provided most of their yearly class operating funds for next year and a significant amount for the years later to upgrade and fund more staff. A tear came to her eyes. “The staff and I would be honoured to accept such a generous gift.”
Instead of bowing to her, Potter moved in to hug her. She would never usually do this before all these people, but he had been the student that had made the largest turn around she had seen and filled a spot just as large in her heart as his parents.
When he pulled back, she nodded at him before Ms Greengrass did the same.
She was happy to hug her now former student. This was the girl that had brought about this change in Potter, and she would be forever grateful to see him reach his potential. “Thank you, Professor McGonagall.”
She whispered back, “It’s Minerva, dear.”
When they joined the other students, she was fighting back tears. As much as other classes had had achievements that could match this one, none of them had brought such change as these young adults.
“If you would, I would invite our graduates to join their families for one last feast,” she said.
She would be sad to see them leave this evening.

  -oOo-

July 4, 1998

  Rotherham, England

Daphne was going over the final preparation plans for her wedding in just over five weeks. Tracey and Neville's would be two weeks after her and Harry, but there wedding was going to be nothing like the one her mother and her had been planning.
Daphne didn't exactly want the huge wedding it was going to be, but she understood the importance of the Houses of Potter and Greengrass joining together. They led an alliance of almost forty houses that accounted for forty-eight votes. It was the largest alliance in the Wizengamot, and the one that was leading it right now. As such, the wedding of Harry and her was going to be the most significant event for years.
Acknowledging that didn't mean she wasn't slightly daunted by the scale her mother had planned, with the acceptance of Madam Bones. Looking at the plans that Harry and her had agreed to, it felt more like a royal wedding or coronation than the more family affair she knew Harry would have preferred. The only good thing was that he understood the significance of this as well as she had.
The courtyard and great hall of Potter Green would never be able to hold the five hundred and thirty-seven guests that had been invited. The invitations had gone out at the beginning of May and so for over four hundred had been returned with a 'yes'. As such, three large tents were going to be erected on the lawns. If the weather was good, they would be married before the fountain in the square of Mosedale. Since the town was essentially theirs, it only seemed fitting.
Then, they would take a carriage up to the tents and host their closest allies and family in the central tent, with everyone else welcome in the other two. It would be a long day of going between everyone with a few special moments when she would be able to dance with her husband, share a piece of cake and maybe eat something…
"I really like these flowers," Tracey said from besides her.
"I was told to pick what I wanted. Neville is going to provide most of them," she replied.
Tracey smiled. "He's doing that for us too. He had to open one of the older greenhouses to grow everything."
"We are going for the final fittings tomorrow. Are you girls all good?" her mother asked, going down the list she had made for these final weeks.
"Yes," she said, butterflies in her stomach.
Hermione shifted in her chair. "I'm not sure I will be able to stand all day," she said.
"You don't have too, Hermione. I'm only glad you will be there. How are you feeling?" Daphne asked her, going through the pictures of the place settings they had had to order for this affair. What Harry and her would do with five-hundred and fifty sets of fine China after the wedding she had no clue about.
Hermione rubbed her large belly. "If this little one would get off my bladder, I would be better."
Her mother gave Hermione a sympathetic look. "Yes, I don't miss that. Speaking of which, I need to go check on Phillip."
Her mother got up to go check on her baby brother. Daphne smiled to think about that. Phillip was about five months old now. He was a cute baby with light brown hair and brown eyes. He would be the Greengrass heir to the cadet line of the Potter-Greengrasses.
"Have you and Harry decided what you are going to do for your honeymoon?" Hermione asked as she reached for some tea.
"We are going to go to Java and Fiji end of August. We don't want to miss you and Neville getting married and are hoping we are back in time for you to have your baby," Daphne told her.
"Oh, that sounds like fun. Neville won't tell me what he has planned for us. It's supposed to be some massive surprise," Tracey said. Daphne had a challenging time not letting her best friend in on the secret. Part of why Neville was keeping it a secret was because they were going to go with them.
"Is Harry going to be alright with the size of this wedding?" Hermione asked as she went through the itinerary again.
Daphne nodded. "I know he would like a more intimate setting but understands how important this is."
Hermione nodded, then winced. "Okay! I'll go to the bathroom," she exclaimed, grumbling at her stomach. Tracey looked a little apprehensive at Hermione as she left the room.
"Do I have that to look forward too?" Tracey enquired.
"Most likely. I want a child. Harry wants a big family and I think he will be a good father," Daphne said with a slightly wistful look to her.
Tracey eyed her. "I thought you didn't want children for a while?"
Daphne smiled. "Plans change, Trace. I am going to stop taking the potion next month and see what happens."
Tracey's brow rose. "Right. Well, I guess a green-eyed brunette would be cute."
Daphne's smile grew. "Just as long as their hair is more manageable."
Tracey giggled. "I don't know, I thought you liked his messy hair."
"I do, but sometimes it would be nice if it behaved," she replied.
"True." Tracey looked at some of the photos on the table. "Are you really ready to be married?"
"Yes," Daphne said. "I miss the nights I don't get to lay with him. I want to start my life and establish the greenhouses and potion lab at Potter Green. My mother starts my apprenticeship in the fall. I love him, Trace, and only want to spend the rest of our lives together."
Tracey smiled and took her hand. "Good. I'm happy for you. It will be odd to think that Harry will be my employer."
Daphne chuckled. "You were the one mental enough to say yes."
Tracey grinned. "Well, not as mental as you to marry him."
"Well, it's better Harry than Neville," she teased.
"HEY! I love Neville," Tracey complained.
"I know, Trace. Neville is a good catch. Now, when can I expect to be a godmother from you?" Daphne questioned.
"Not as soon as you think. I would like a year or two or four with Neville before we have any little ones," she told her friend. "I don't have to give him our first child until we are twenty-five."
Daphne smiled. "So, next Christmas?"
Tracey rolled her eyes. "I'm not baby crazed like you."
"Next Christmas?" she pressed.
Tracey stuck her tongue out at her. "I have no bloody clue."
Daphne grinned. She had seen the way Tracey looked at her brother and Hermione. She had the feeling it was only the jitters of going through pregnancy that was stopping her.

  -oOo-

July 10, 1998

  Laverstock, England

Harry, Sirius and Remus stood outside the fog. He had given them a badge he had created. If all his calculations and analysis were correct, these would take them through the fog without causing them any damage or to lose their minds.
It still didn't mean that he wasn't nervous about this. Daphne and him were getting married in a month. He wanted to be at her side in one piece, but this was so important he didn't want to wait anymore, not when Croaker and the goblins were starting to breathe down his neck again. He had a feeling the goblins didn't find what they wanted to at Rogsnorg and Croaker wasn't having much luck in getting the Arkenstone to work for him. That meant Harry needed to get the treasures of Camelot before either of them and to protect them.
He let out a big breath.
"You alright, pup?" Sirius asked, looking into the mists.
"Yeah. I just hope this works," he said.
Remus put a hand on his shoulder. "Let me go first. I can send you a Patronus if this works. I would rather not risk you or Sirius first. You both have families that need you."
"We need you too," Sirius told his oldest friend.
"But I am more expendable at the moment," Remus told them.
Harry thought about it for the moment. "The mists are supposed to be about two hundred yards wide. Fields and farms are supposed to surround the city, which isn't that large. Merlin said about eight thousand used to live there. If you apparate about three hundred yards straight in you should be safe," Harry instructed.
Remus nodded. "Tell Erica, Quinn and Daphne that I love them if this goes wrong."
"It won't go wrong. Harry is too good for that," Sirius said with some confidence.
"Thanks," Harry said, feeling nervous anyways.
Remus took in a deep breath, then turned. The crack was the only thing heard on the dreary day of the moors outside of Laverstock. Storms were threatening to the west and the birds that they often heard were silent.
After a moment, Sirius said, "Harry, do you have a way to get Remus back?"
"The badges are designed to take you back to Potter Green if something goes wrong," Harry replied.
"Good," Sirius remarked.
It was another long moment before a silver wolf came out of the mists. It stopped before them. "The landing zone is safe. Apparate four-hundred-and-twenty-meters in."
Harry let out a breath. He wasn't sure how he would have taken it if Remus had been hurt. "Ready?"
"If you are, pup," Sirius said.
Harry turned on the spot, focusing on the short jump that Remus wanted them to make. Estimating distances you couldn't see wasn't easy. If you were within five yards on a jump like this, then you were very skilled.
Harry popped out onto a cobbled road. Before him was an overgrown hedge row. Turning around, he caught Remus standing a few yards away and Sirius standing in a sodden field. By the looks of it, Remus had come out in the same field and hadn't cleaned off his pants yet.
"I didn't' think this would be a bog," Sirius griped.
Harry gave him a cheeky grin. "I don't know what you are complaining about. I'm dry."
Sirius grumbles some not so kind words. About a hundred yards back the soggy field disappeared into the mist. They heard something give out a strangled cry. Sirius and Remus turned to it. "Harry, are you certain the things in the mist will stay in the mist?" Remus questioned.
"According to the scrolls," he said, not so certain.
"Right. Let’s get going and find this fabled city," Sirius said, trudging through the field.
The all kept their hands on their sword hilts and were ready to draw their wands. It was rather eerie. There was an occasional squirrel and a badger that ran across one field, but everything else was quiet. The houses looked different from what they were used too. Single story stone shells that once must have been thatched. Some old barns. The largest structures were two huge roman style villas on the top of two hills on either side of the road. It was like they were walking through a time capsule of what England looked like almost fifteen hundred years ago.
The villas still looked to be in decent shape, their tile roofs still intact. "They must have wards that are still active," Remus mused.
"I can feel it. There is magic all over the place here. I think those villas are the ward anchors for Camelot itself," Harry told them.
Sirius looked to him. "You can feel all that?"
Harry shrugged. "Sort of. I also know what Merlin said it was like, but I have no clue he meant they were actual villas."
As they crested the hill between the two villas, a small city spread out before them. Half the architecture was roman, the other was more Norman in origin. Most buildings were covered in red or black tile roofs. Thirty-foot-high stone walls surrounded the small city with square towers equally spaced around. By the straight lines of the streets and the way it was lain out Harry had the suspicion it was once a large Roman fort that had expanded into the city.
Sirius let out a soft whistle. "I always imagined a golden city on a big hill with a huge castle and flags all over the place."
Remus snickered. "You always did like those fairy tales that Lily had. From the scrolls that Harry let me see, Camelod was a Roman stronghold in the region that was then taken over by the local warlord after they abandoned Britain, then Arthur, Merlin and Morgana defeated the warlord and this became the crowning jewel of the new empire," Remus said.
"It was more than that, Remus. Camelot was the centre of all trade, knowledge, magic and peace for almost two hundred years. But when Arthur died, squabbling broke out among some of his children and knights and Camelot was sealed off to prevent them from destroying everything," he said.
"And then the Dark Ages descended," Remus said.
"Sounds about right," Harry agreed.
"Do we go in today or wait?" Sirius asked.
Harry surveyed the city, his eyes falling on the large building in the centre of the city. It was obviously the administration and palace, but it looked more like an ancient Roman palace. He wanted to go there. The only other place that drew his eye was a section to the north-east that had several buildings with domes inside a walled off section. From the descriptions, that would be the mage quarters.
"Except for the main gates, there isn't supposed to be any traps or other things to keep you out of the city. I'm not sure about the treasures, armouries or other places that were meant to be kept safe," Harry told them.
"Can you get us through the gates?" Remus asked.
"I don't know. It was all sealed off to prevent Arthur's children and knights from becoming too powerful. He mentioned something about the three descendants having to make the decision to open the gates," Harry said, not wanting to get closer yet. He could feel the magic in the city. It was drumming in his veins. He wanted to go but didn't want to press his luck.
"Right, so we know the badges work. We know it is here. There wasn't any sign outside that the Unspeakables know about this, and the goblins are still distracted. Do we press to go in today or wait to get the team together?" Sirius asked towards him. As much as Remus and Sirius were older, they deferred to him on this issue.
Harry looked around him. "I'm not going to waste this opportunity. I want to get closer to the walls to get any cyphers I can, then explore the villas. We should be able to enter those."
"It's your call, pup," Sirius said.
It was getting towards the middle of the afternoon when Harry was satisfied with his and Remus examination of the walls and the Southern Gatehouse before they apparated to the edge of the grounds around one of the villas. The villa was huge. He could easily see a large family of dozens of people living here, or in the houses around the fields. Standing at the edge of the stone wall about halfway up the hill, Harry could sense the wards that protected the structure and then extended to protect the lands inside the fog.
"I can feel that," Sirius said, walking the edge of the wall.
Harry moved his wand in intricate patterns to have three round cyphers materializing in the air. Remus started to look at them. "The badges should let us pass," Remus said.
"I was thinking that too. The wards are tied into the mists. It looks like the villas are built over a pentagon array that is the base for all the other wards around here," Harry agreed.
"How many ley lines intersect here? That is a lot of power to ward this type of area," Sirius asked.
"Three. The same as with Hogwarts and a few other places," Harry said.
When they were certain, Harry led them up the cobbled road to the main entrance of the villa. The wards of the place thrummed with energy. If they hadn't been recognized through the badges he would hate to find out what would happen. He also noticed that as they got closer his sword started to vibrate with the magic here.
Pulling it out, it was already glowing as bright as it did when he was at his ward crystal.
"You trying to blind us?" Sirius questioned.
"Well, it would make it easier on me to not see your ugly muzzle," Remus teased.
"Bloody dick," Sirius griped.
Harry smiled. It was the first time any of them had joked since getting here. Harry put the sword back into his expanded scabbard. The large oak doors opened silently. A thick layer of dust lay over everything. Harry was surprised to see the place still furnished. A tapestry hung on the wall. It had faded with time, but he could see it was a family tree.
"Is it safe to enter?" Sirius questioned.
"Yeah. There isn't anything bad here," Harry told him.
Harry walked over to the tapestry. At the base was the name Caius Everwand. Everwand was one of the original knights, not ones that had been made up years later. Harry looked at the tree. It was slightly older than the Peverell tapestry, so it had almost as many branches and generations. It ended with three branches at the top. There was an Everwand, Parkinson, and Corner branch.
"Bloody hell," Harry murmured.
"What you got there?" Sirius asked, coming over.
"A family tapestry. Look, where it ends," Harry pointed out.
"Well, shite," Sirius remarked.
"Did you know this?" Remus asked.
"If Hermione and Blaise knew they didn't say anything. We knew about the Everwands, but not that the Parkinsons were a break away branch only three generations ago or that Corner is four generations removed from the main branch. I wonder if there are more of these around," Harry pondered.
"Potentially. Family tapestries used to be a vogue thing to do," Sirius told him.
"Harry! Sirius, you have to see this," Remus called out.
Harry turned to see Remus standing at the end of the hall and looking out into a courtyard.
They walked over to him, and Harry's eyes went wide. Around the courtyard was wrapped the body of a sinewy dragon. It was covered in golden scales and had a maw open to the sky as though it was roaring to it.
"Is that a Golden Asian Dragon?" Sirius questioned.
"Looks like it. By the size it must have been centuries old when it was killed," Remus told him.
Harry frowned. "I hate trophies like that," he told them. Since finding Harssess and Sahassa he was rather protective of creatures’ rights to live, especially those of higher intelligence like dragons.
"Back then it was a sign of a great warrior to best such a beast. I bet this was their family symbol. I knew that the Romans went all over the world, but how would they even get something this big back. They didn’t do magic like us back then,” Sirius questioned.
“I don’t know, but to know this is at least a thousand years old is incredible,” Remus said. “Golden Asian Dragons have been thought to be exist for at least that long.”
“It is such waist. Why do wizards have to kill anything that is more powerful than them?” Harry asked.
“It’s human nature, pup. It’s why wizards hide from Muggles,” Sirius commented. “Alright, why does it feel like my magic is pulsing in me?”
“It’s the ward anchors,” Harry said. “I’ve been feeling it ever since we passed through the mists. My sword is vibrating with the magic.”
“Merlin, no wonder this place was hidden,” Sirius said.
“You don’t know the half of it,” Remus and Harry said at the same time. They both shared a look. Harry had not given Remus all his scrolls. He wondered what the man had discovered he may not have. The look his parents’ friend gave him broadcast the same thoughts.
“I want to find the runestone chamber,” Harry told them.
“Are you sure it’s safe?” Sirius questioned.
“Yeah. Should be,” Harry assured him, feeling mostly positive about that response.
They went back inside to find a stairway down. They found rooms that were covered in dust. Beyond that they looked ready to move in. The silence with the thrumming magic creeped him out a bit. On the far side of the villa, they found a door with stairs that led down. Below the villa were cellars made for storage or workshops. Like at Peverell Keep the found another staircase that led to a cave below the villa. Harry had to shield his eyes as they found the underlying cause of the stairs. The crystal array was already glowing brightly.
“That is some light show,” Sirius said, handing Harry some conjured sunglasses.
It helped, but he still had a tough time seeing anything. The power in the cave had his ears buzzing. “I’ve never seen anything like this,” Remus commented.
“I don’t know if anyone has,” Harry replied. Looking around, Harry could see differences. The crystal under Peverell keep looked more like naturally grown quarts. This one was a giant emerald almost as tall as him. It had been shaped to be multifaceted, with each face containing a full set of wards. There were hundreds of facets. Harry knew he had never seen anything so complicated, and the scrolls and books at the castle didn’t cover this.
“Merlin, how is this made?” Remus asked, moving around the crystal. “I’ve never seen an emerald of this size.”
Harry took out his wand and started to cast analysis spells. In between them he said, “There should be five about this size. An emerald, a ruby, an amethyst, a diamond and a sapphire. Most arrays use more common gems like quarts, amethyst or garnet. If I had to guess, this gem was not this size to begin with, but enhanced to channel the amount of magic here.”
“How in Merlin would you do that? I thought if you enhanced the size of gemstones they would become unstable. Rogthrots law or something,” Sirius said, looking around the chamber.
“Robethorn Law,” Remus said. “It doesn’t make them unstable. It dissociated them so that they ‘thin’ and collapse in on themselves.”
“Actually, that is a little wrong too,” Harry told them, making both men raise an eye at them. “It actually works more at a Nomaj level. Like how you can’t transmogrify any precious metal like gold, silver or platinum without something that breaks magical laws, like a philosopher’s stone or a Pelanstone. Magic has something that blocks it from changing things at the molecular structure of certain things, or so Hermione is speculating. I think she is going to get her Transfiguration Mastery on that. I think it has something to do with the Merlinian bindings against wild magic and Camelot is the binder. It’s also really important for how these crystals are made. Merlin didn’t understand arithmancy or science like we do now, but magic hasn’t changed much in that we can sense how to manipulate or change those laws.”
Remus looked deep in thought while Sirius looked at him open mouthed. “Merlin, pup. I’m going to have to start calling you Lily. What in Merlin’s saggy pants are you talking about?”
Remus chuckled. “The more you open your mouth the less handsome you are, you know? Now just stand there and be pretty for us.”
Sirius bristled at Remus condescension. Harry chuckled and lost his concentration. “Bloody hell. Now I have to start on those last three again.”
Remus laughed while Sirius huffed.
It would turn out to be hours for Harry to be satisfied enough that he got everything he could. By that time his stomach was growling and night had taken over. He made sure everything was in his book before closing it.
He turned to see Remus writing in his own journal.
“Where is Sirius?” Harry asked.
“He went upstairs to explore the villa more.”
Harry nodded. “Let’s get out of here. I’m hungry and I’m sure Daphne and Erica are wondering where we are.”
“You’re probably right,” Remus agreed, stretching his back as they made it up the stairs. “When do you want to come back?”
“Tomorrow if we can. I want to catalogue all the ward stones and study them before we enter the city,” Harry said.
Remus nodded his head in agreement. “I’m glad to see you taking this one step at a time. I’ve seen a few Curse breakers get themselves killed by rushing something like this.”
“Well, I have a good reason to go home every night. Speaking of which, when are you going to bring him by?”
Remus stopped on the step. “Excuse me?”
Harry turned to the man. “I know you don’t like women, Remus. We don’t care. Sirius said you have someone you are seeing. Bring him around. Auntie won’t mind.”
“I’m going to kill the mutt,” Remus muttered.
Harry chuckled. “Good luck with that.”
Remus made a face. They were silent as they found Sirius in the courtyard looking at the Golden Asian dragon. Harry had to say he was sad to see it. They were impressive beasts and supposedly were like the greater dragon, able to speak and not as aggressive towards humans.
“You ready?” Harry asked.
Sirius was eyeing the dragon. “Are you sure this thing is stuffed?”
Harry looked up at it. It was in the same position it had been in earlier. Its eyes looked glassy and there was no hint of it breathing. “Yeah. There hasn’t been any seen in about a thousand years.”
Remus sniffed. “I don’t smell anything, Sirius.”
Sirius didn’t look convinced. “I swear I saw a claw move.”
“I think it’s just the shadows of the night. Come on. I’m hungry,” Harry told him. He eyed the dragon too. His godfather had good instincts, but there was nothing about the sinewy dragon that was encircling the courtyard that said it was still alive.
After a moment, they decided to leave, walking beyond the wards of the villa before apparating away.

  -oOo-

Omake:

  With all my planning and notes, I realized I forgot the birth of Phillip Greengrass in February. Thus, I present this omake…


  -oOo-


  February 17, 1998


  Rotherham, England

Daphne appeared just outside the main doors of their manor. Astoria swayed a little as she had side-a-longed apparated with her. Harry cracked into existence just besides them. They had received an owl this morning that their brother had finally come, so after Astoria’s classes were done for the day the three of them were here. Eric wanted to come but didn’t have permission.
Ginger met them at the door. She was bouncing with happiness. “The misses and master are here. Mistress Iliana will be so happy. The new master is up.”
“Easy, Ginger. Where is mother?” Astoria asked excitedly.
“In the master’s rooms. Come. Come,” Ginger said as excitedly as Astoria.
Daphne rolled her eyes at her sister. As grown up she was getting, she was still her little sister. “Do you want to run too?” Harry asked.
“I’m a little more mature,” she told him.
Harry laughed, winked and she called out, “Harry!” as he turned into a red fox and took off with a yip. She jumped, landing on her four paws of her snow fox form, barking at her daft betrothed as his fox yipped like it was laughing as he charged past Astoria and Ginger.
“NO animals near the new master!” Ginger cried out.
“That’s no fair! I can’t change yet!” Astoria called after them. Daphne yipped in her own laughter as she tried to catch the faster form of Harry. He stepped back into himself, a huge smile on his face, as he approached her parents’ rooms. She stepped, transforming back with her arms crossing under her chest.
“And are we proud of ourselves?” she asked rather imperiously.
“Yep,” Harry said with a huge grin. Astoria was running down the hall with Ginger behind her.
“Don’t runs! The master Phillip is too young,” Ginger called out.
Harry looked slightly guilty to see the house elf chasing them down. “Ginger, I’m sorry. We didn’t mean to upset you or Master Phillip, did you say?”
Ginger emphatically nodded. “Yes. Master Philip. You’s will behave or Ginger will be seeing yous does,” the house elf warned.
Harry held up his hands in a supplicating gesture. “I promise I will be good,” Harry told Ginger. After a moment she nodded and let them into the room.
“I can’t wait to find out what I am. I hope I’m a big wolf and can outrun you and Daffy,” Astoria huffed.
“Or a little cat,” Daphne told her.
“I hear mice can move pretty quick,” Harry added.
“I am not going to be a mouse,” Astoria said while slamming her foot into the floor. “Are you sure he needs to be my brother-in-law?”
Daphne sighed as though it was a great burden. “I’m afraid the ink is dried, and we have already met the clauses that we can’t turn back from, though it is a dream to reconsider it.”
“Oi! I’m right here, you know,” Harry sounded put out.
Astoria giggled. “I’m sorry, Daphne.”
“I am too,” she agreed, trying to keep the smirk off her face.
“I think I’m the one that got the worst of the deal,” he muttered.
Her father met them inside their room. “What is this about reconsidering a deal?”
“Oh, Daffy is just thinking of dropping Potter. Where is Phillip?” she said, gliding away like the little minx always did after dropping a grenade.
Her father gave them a questioning look.
“Astoria is just dreaming about it. He’s still good enough to keep around,” Daphne informed him.
“Good to know I don’t have to talk with the goblins,” Harry said sarcastically. She just stuck her nose up in the air. “It’s good to see you, Anders. Congratulations.”
“Thank you, Harry. Someday I’ll be doing this with you and Daphne,” he said.
Harry gave a nervous chuckle. “Someday,” he agreed.
She knew that he had been spooked a little with Hermione suddenly becoming pregnant. Daphne had gotten tested, just in case, and wasn’t. She wanted to wait. “Hello, father. How is mother?” she asked, moving to hug her father.
“She is doing well. Still a little tired, but up and moving about as the midwife suggested. She is excited to see you all.” She moved into the bedroom. Astoria was already holding the bundle that must have held their brother. She was making faces and noises.
“Do you have a camera?” she asked Harry as quietly as she could.
“Knew I forgot something,” he said.
They moved over to her sister. “Look, Daphne, he looks just like father.”
The little baby in her arms was moving his mouth, his tongue going in and out and his very dark blue eyes moving around but not really focusing on them. She knew they would most likely change to the Greengrass brown as he grew. “He’s beautiful,” Daphne said, giving him her hand to take her finger.
Their mother laughed. “I think he’s rather handsome myself.”
Harry hugged her mother and congratulated them.
“You know, it’s probably a good thing he’s a boy,” Astoria said.
“Why is that?” she questioned.
“Could you imagine having another sister with Harry and Eric around? No one would want to touch her knowing how Harry gets when he’s really upset and that he’s already duelled and won,” Astoria said.
Daphne laughed. “He hasn’t been too bad.”
Astoria gave her an astounded look. “Not too bad? He threatened to throw Eric off the Astronomy tower if he touched me the wrong way.”
Daphne moved to nuzzle Phillip. “Good. Though he didn’t tell me that one. I thought it was only the Black Lake?”
Astoria’s face scrunched up. “Oh, he did that too.”
Daphne laughed as Philip grabbed her hair before releasing it. “I’ll talk to him later.”
“Does that mean a reward or a scolding?” Astoria questioned.
“Depends. He’s still in a little bit of trouble from running up here,” she said. Phillip smiled. Daphne smiled at him until there was a squelching, liquidly sound from him.
Astoria looked aghast. “He didn’t just poop, did he?”
Their mother laughed. “Sounded like it.”
Daphne scrunched her nose. “Smells like it.”
“OH! YUCK!” Astoria said, suddenly holding Phillip away from her.
“Give him here. It won’t be the first diaper I’ve changed,” their father said.
“Can’t Ginger do it?” Astoria questioned.
“Ginger will take care of Phillip when we need her too, but it is better that you learn to take care of this too,” her father said, taking their brother over to a basinet near their bed.
“I don’t ever want to do that,” Astoria said.
Daphne shrugged. “I’ll do what I have too. Can you teach me, father?”
“Of course,” he said.
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  July 31, 1998

  Brighton, England

Today was his eighteenth birthday. After the last couple of years, he had gotten used to an amusement park to celebrate his, Susan's and Neville's birthdays. They had celebrated Neville's birthday yesterday, with Tracey pulling him off somewhere today.
Even though he was a little disappointed they were not at an amusement park, he wasn't disappointed to see Daphne in a two-piece swim costume as they played in the cool waters of the Atlantic on a rare balmy day. Harry found himself with Daphne, Hermione, Susan, Dean and Blaise on the beach of Brighton, while Daphne had told him they would be having a party at Grace Hall later today.
In the meantime, Daphne was screaming and laughing as she rode on his shoulders while Susan was trying to knock her over. Dean was splashing water on them. Harry was trying to get closer to kick Dean's legs out from under him.
"Ha!" Susan cried out triumphantly as Daphne over balanced and they both fell back into the water. They both came back up spluttering the salty water. Daphne threw her hair back. "I am so going to get her," she said with narrowed eyes.
Susan maturely stuck her tongue out. "Bring it, Daphne. That's twice now," Susan crowed.
Daphne splashed them as Dean laughed.
"You know, there is a pregnant woman here," Hermione said as she waded into the water.
"If Blaise finds someone, I'll take him on too," Susan said smugly.
Hermione rolled her eyes. "Blaise is off getting us some drinks. Oh, this water is cold."
"I find it refreshing," Harry said, playfully tossing some salt water at her.
Hermione screamed, trying to block it. "Harry!"
"Don't worry, I'll protect my godchild," Daphne said as she jumped onto Harry's back.
"OI!" Harry cried out, stumbling and almost face planting into the water. This made the others laugh before Dean suddenly leaned back.
"Don't you da…" Susan cried out before she went under. Dean came back up laughing as Susan spluttered and hit his arm.
Even in the warm day, they came out shivering. After drying off, they all decided they were done with the beach and to go explore Brighton Pier. Coming out of the changing rooms, Harry thought Daphne looked just as hot in the green sundress as she had in her two-piece. Some days he found himself wondering how he had landed such a girl and wondered why she would have ever agreed to marry him.
She gave him a satisfied smile to see the way she was looking at him. "If I didn't know better, I would think you're checking me out," she teased as she came up to him and gave him a small kiss before taking his hand.
"Well, you are beautiful," he complemented her. "Also just amazed that I'm going to be marrying you in a week."
She gave him a huge smile. "Yes, there is that."
"Are you two ready or are you going to be all lovey dovey for a while?" Dean called out.
Hermione had one hand on her stomach. She was getting big but refused to just sit around. Blaise had an arm around her shoulder while her other arm was around his waist. Susan hit Dean's arm.
Daphne moved to put her arms around Harry's neck. "I can snog him all I want," she said, giving him a much more chaste kiss than if they had been in private. The others laughed and teased them when she pulled back and they joined their friends.
"So, is Brighton Pier that good?" Harry asked, not having been here yet.
"There are a few arcades, lots of food and a small park at the end," Hermione told them.
"Wicked," Harry said, looking at the roller coaster down the end of the pier.
"I suppose you want to go on that death trap?" Daphne asked.
"Why wouldn't I?" Harry asked while Dean said, "That's the best part."
The two boys shared grins. Daphne put his arm over her shoulders, and he pulled her in.
After an afternoon playing arcade games and riding on the rides of the pier, they apparated back to Grace Hall. It was still about two hours before the rest of their guest would arrive. Hermione looked dead on her feet, so she went up with Susan and Daphne to the guest room they always let her share for a bit.
Blaise and Dean went him to the kitchens to get a butterbeer and something to eat. They had gotten only some junk food from the pier. Dobby was there with Tipsy and their two elflings, both of which were getting bigger and helping. It was still a few years from them being old enough to bond, but their magic was already maturing, and they were being taught by their parents to control it.
Mopsy was walking over to the table, a plate hovering rather precariously before her as the boys watched. When it landed on the table without spilling any of the crisps or the sandwich, Harry nodded at her. "Excellent, Mopsy. I can see you will be as good as your parents."
The little house elf beamed at him. "Thank you, Master Harry," she said. Harry had noticed that she had been rather more attached to him than either Bones, while her brother adored Susan.
Blaise chuckled to see Harry's annoyance. "Face it, mate, there is no way you are going to stop them from calling you that."
"I just hate how they feel they have too. Dobby and the others are family. I shouldn't be called master," Harry grumbled.
Dean nodded. "I agree. Very nice job, Mopsy," he praised the elfling that looked uncertain.
Dobby and Tipsy were watching, but not getting involved, seeming satisfied with how their daughter was acting. After eating their meals, they went to the family room to find Daphne and Susan talking. Hermione was taking a nap.
"I'll just go check on her," Blaise told them.
"He's so good to her," Susan said with a sigh.
"And I'm not?" Dean asked with a grin.
"You get it right some of the time," Susan said, then giggled and squealed as he started to tickle her. "DEAN! STOP!"
Daphne gave him a gimlet eye. "Don't you dare," she warned.
He held up his hands in surrender. "I'd like to see my cake tonight."
She smirked. "I guess you are good enough to keep."
"At times," he said. Susan was now breathing heavily as Dean leaned over to kiss her. When it got a little heated, Harry mentioned, "You do have a room, you know."
Dean pulled back while Susan gave him a heated look. "Later," she said, sounding like she didn't like that. "Auntie should be back soon and everyone else will be arriving in about an hour. We should go see if everything is ready. You can go find something to do and stay out of the kitchens and the hall."
"You are stealing Daphne too?" Harry asked as she got up with Dean and Susan.
"I am part of the planning committee. If you want, I'll go back to Potter Green with you tonight," she said with a wink.
He growled, remembering the promise he had made that they wouldn't do that until the wedding after Anders had walked in on them at Greencross a few weeks ago. "You're evil," he told her.
She gave him a smirk. "Father can't tell us what to do anymore," she said with a grin.
"Merlin, I love you," he said.
She leaned down to peck him. "I love you too. Now no peaking."
"Fine," he huffed.
Retreating to his room, Harry went over the stuff he had packed. They had decided that once they were married next weekend, they would live full time at Potter Green. He was looking forward to it, but at the same time he felt somewhat sad. Aunt Amelia had rescued him from a life that he wasn't sure he would have survived to see his eighteenth birthday. She had given him a home. A family. A room. His own stuff.
In the last few years, she had been a mother to him when he hadn't known what one should be like.
Looking at the two trunks and the few boxes, he felt odd that his room was empty now.
This was his home as much as he felt Potter Green was.
Fishing through his boxes, he found the quidditch banners for Gryffindor, Slytherin, the Applebee Arrows and Wimborne Wasps. He felt he needed something here to know that he still belonged. He knew Aunt Amelia would never toss him out and he wasn't sure if they wouldn't stay here in the future. He felt a little selfish, but this was his room, and he wasn't giving it up.
He had just put the banners on the wall and was looking for a specific picture he always left on his nightstand when a knock came at his door. He looked up to see Aunt Ami in the doorway. "Didn't we just pack those?" she asked, looking at the banners.
Harry shrugged. "I thought they looked better here," he told her, going back to looking in the trunk he knew he had all his pictures in.
"I won't disagree," she said.
Harry found the picture he wanted. He could get another. In it was auntie, Susan and him that had been taken four years ago on his fourteenth birthday. He shifted to put it on his nightstand.
Auntie stepped into his room. "You know that you will always have a place here, Harry."
"I know. I just felt like making sure no one forgot," he said, standing up.
She gave him a knowing look. "We would never forget. You are one of my children. Grace Hall is always your home, no matter how old you get or how far or near you are. Daphne and you are always welcome. Don't wait for an invitation."
He reached out to hug her. Aunt Ami returned the hug. "Thanks," he said.
"You never have to thank me," she replied.
When they pulled apart, Harry was trying to blink away tears. How this woman had shown him so much love and caring to an orphan that wasn't hers was something he could never repay. The hardened woman, who never usually showed emotion like this, wiped at a tear herself. "I'm proud of you and Susan. Don't ever doubt or forget that."
"I won't, Aunt Ami," he said.
She wiped at another tear. "Right, you ready for what they have for you?"
Harry looked at her dubiously. "Uhm, should I run now?"
She took his arm. "Too late for that. Years too late," she said in a joking tone as she led him down to the great hall and the couple of dozen people waiting for him. It was a bittersweet birthday that he would always remember.

  -oOo-

August 8, 1998

  Mosedale, England

Months of planning had come down to this day. Like Hermione had done a few months back, Daphne looked down on the town of Mosedale. Unlike then, though, the town had been decked out for a wedding that she couldn't believe had finally come.
The first four row houses with shoppes where now completed and open next to the inn. Another was being constructed across the street. There was an apothecary, a bookstore, a café and small subdepartment of the DMLE. It was mostly an Auror office, but most simple paperwork could be done there as well. It had helped with all the construction that was occurring around the growing village. Eight smaller residences had been constructed on what was the outskirts of the planned centre, and another six were under construction, including a small manor on the small mountain that led to the valley with a few farms. More than a hundred lived here and Harry was expecting it grow to a few thousand with all the applications for building permits. Even though the Ministry had say in the approval of the buildings, Harry had say in the final permissions.
Even with that, she was impressed with the rows of garlands that had had been strung down the lamp posts of the streets and were hung on every door. The main square had a small white gazebo before the fountain with hundreds of white chairs taking up half of the square. She could see some vendors set up on the street, ready to feed all those that came or to offer souvenirs.
On the lawns outside Potter Green were a few tents. The centre tent was where their closest friends and allies would sit with them. A large dance floor and stage took up more than half the tent. The one to the right was where their other guests would have dinner before making it to the dance floor. The last tent had a kitchen manned by fifteen house elves and a few waiters. Most of their friends had offered up the help with the four-hundred and eighty-five guests they were expecting. Her mother had said to leave about twenty setting open for anyone that had decided not to return the invitation, as that always seemed to happen.
She had thought that as ridiculous as Harry had, but with all the clout their families had in the Wizengamot and what they had done in the last few years, not to mention Harry's status as an Order of Merlin member for saving countless lives, it was expected that thousands may show. It hadn't helped that the Daily Prophet, Witch Weekly and Teen Witch Weekly had been building up this wedding for months.
A large part of her wished they could do this in a more undisclosed setting, but she knew that this would be as important to their allies and others as much as it was to them.
Behind her, her wedding party was chatting as they primped for the day. Tracey was her maiden of honour. Astoria, Hermione, Susan and Dani would be her other bridesmaids. Terri had agreed to be a flower girl. She had chosen Dani and Terri because of how much she knew Harry would appreciate it.
The tiara her father had commissioned for the wedding was exquisite and sparkling in goblin gold and diamonds. In her wedding gown, which sat low on her shoulders with an embroidered bust, sparkling diamonds here and there and a train that swept out behind her, had her feeling like a real princess. The fact she was about to live in a castle just enhanced that feeling.
Tracey stepped up beside her in the soft pink dresses that all her bridesmaids were in. They stood before the window, watching as people started to meander in. Those with invitations were being shown seats by a few ushers in smart black wizarding robes.
"Feeling nervous?" Tracey asked.
"A little," she admitted to her best friend.
"I bet Harry is more so," Tracey said with a smirk.
"He's different now. I just hope he holds up to all the attention today," Daphne told her.
Tracey snorted. "He can stare down almost three hundred Lords and Ladies in the Wizengamot, and you worry about this?"
Daphne gave a slightly satisfied smirk. "He is rather impressive at times, isn't he?"
Tracey giggled. "If you mean downright scary, yeah, I'll give you that."
Daphne smiled. "He is rather hot when he acts that way."
Tracey grinned. "With how much magic he gives off I'm surprised that every witch he's met hasn't tried to shag him yet."
Daphne snorted. It was true that great magic could attract others to have strong children. "If my soon to be husband has any sense, he'll only ever lay in my bed."
Tracey rolled her eyes. "I think that boy is in love with you, Daph. He won't ever stray. Like Neville, he's incredibly loyal to his friends and family."
Daphne's smile was back. "I know, Trace. Merlin, I'm getting married in about an hour," she said.
"Yeah, there is that" Trace agreed. "Have you told him yet?"
Daphne shook her head. "Let's enjoy the day first."
"Up to you," Tracey said.
Lady Davis came up to them. "You both look beautiful," the woman said. "I feel like I've seen you grown up as one of my own daughters."
"Thank you, Lady Davis," Daphne said. They shared a small hug, making sure that neither of them mussed their makeup or hair.
"Your old enough to call me Maria now. Are you ready for this? I think your mother thought this a royal wedding," Lady Davis said, looking at the way the town was decked out.
"Isn't it?" Tracey asked.
"In a way, it is," Daphne agreed.
"Either way, you look beautiful, and Harry is a lucky man," Maria replied.
"I feel like I am the lucky one," Daphne said softly.
Tracey put a hand on her arm. "You are. If you hadn't decided that Harry was the best option to get our grades up, then we wouldn't be here."
"And you wouldn't be marrying Neville in two weeks," she said.
"And that is another young man that I am happy with," Maria said.
"Thanks, mum. I kind of like him too," Tracey said with a cheeky grin.
Daphne laughed at her friend. "I'm telling him it’s ‘only kind of’," she said. A carriage that was decked out in flowers and had intricate carvings and gold filigree was pulled up from the town by a giant of a man. Nervous butterflied sudden took up to see it being pulled by two unicorns.
"What is that?" she asked.
"Merlin, Daph, how did you get Professor Hagrid to get unicorns to pull the carriage?" Tracey questioned.
"Harry is still on very good terms with him," Daphne said.
Her mother came up to the window. "Oh, good, Hagrid wasn't sure if he would be able to make it here on time," her mother said with a sigh of relief.
Daphne looked to her. "You never mentioned this."
Her mother gave her a small smile. "Hagrid contacted me a few months ago. Said he wanted to bring you and Harry a special wedding present."
She looked in wonder at the two snow white unicorns proudly prancing up the cobbled street to the castle. "Merlin, I am a princess."
The others around her chuckled or laughed. "I think Harry already knows that," Tracey teased.
Daphne shot her a glare, making her best mate snigger.
Her father stopped by about twenty minutes before she was to go down to the carriage. She would ride down with her bridesmaids.
"You look just as beautiful as your mother did on her wedding day," her father said with some pride in his eyes.
"Thank you, father," she said.
"Harry is a lucky man. I know the two of you will do our family proud. Just promise that you will come around. Your mother would like that, and you should know your brother," he said.
"You know that Harry and I will always come around," she said to him. "Phillip will be welcome over here anytime you and mother need a break. Harry's grown quite fond of him."
Her father chuckled. "Yes. He will be a fine role model for him. He will also be a good big brother."
She nodded. "He will be a good father someday too," she said, not realizing that her hand had gone to her stomach. Her father didn't think anything of the movement.
"I have no doubt of that. Are you ready to be Heiress Potter-Greengrass today?" he asked.
"We have been ready for a while, I think. I will miss Greencross, but this will be a home that we both enjoy," she said.
"It will be one of the seats of power soon. You chose well and your mother and I couldn't be prouder," he said.
She shook her head. "Harry doesn't want the power."
"But he is taking to it well. If you are ready, I would escort you to the carriage and meet you in the village," he said.
She took his arm. In the courtyard her four bridesmaids were talking with Hagrid and petting the unicorns. Her father stopped a respectable distance back not to spook the marvellous creatures. He lowered her veil. "I will see you in a short bit."
"Love you, father," she said.
"Love you too. You and Astoria." He nodded to her sister who was looking rather fetching and like a young woman at sixteen. She still saw her bratty twelve-year-old sister at times… the one that had made Harry spit milk all over the table… but she also saw the regal young woman she was growing to be.
"Hello, there, Daphne," Professor Hagrid said. "I thought you and Harry would enjoy a specially made carriage and I managed to get these nice stallions to pull it for ye special day."
She smiled at him. "It is wonderful, professor. I know Harry will be very appreciative."
The big man smiled. "It be the least I can do. Harry be a good friend."
"He is," she agreed.
When they were ready, they all sat in the carriage. Hermione, Dani and Susan sat across from her. Tracey sat next to her. She really did feel like a princess as they left the castle. There was a festive feel to the air as they approached the square. Her eyes widened to realize that there were thousands of witches, wizards and even a contingent of goblins around the square. The seats had been reserved for those invited. People of all ages had to move as the carriage made its way into the round drive of the square.
The crowds were loud and excited.
When they made it to a white carpet that led to the small gazebo, it was lined with aurors on one side and a line of goblins in full armour on the other. "Bloody hell, Daphne. Do you know the last time a goblin honour guard was seen at a wizarding function?" Tracey whispered.
Her eyes were just as wide as she struggled to not let her reaction show. "No."
"The last I know was in Hogwarts: A History. In eighteen-thirty-three when Headmaster Alabaster Tibbits died," Hermione said.
"That's probably about right," Susan said.
"How do you remember things like that?" Dani asked.
Daphne hadn't thought Harry was on friendly terms with the goblins right now. Ragnok hadn't talked to him in months. Perhaps their goose chase turned out better than was thought? Or a more Slytherin part of her thought, they were trying to curry favour to have Harry finally grant them a permit to build a branch here? Harry was weary of that only because he wouldn't be able to control where dug their tunnels or install vaults, which the goblins wanted to do. Especially since it would get them out from under some of the Ministry regulations due to the Nomajes of London.
When the carriage stopped, an usher came to the side and music started from a band near the fountain. She held herself like a proper lady as her ladies were helped out of the carriage and lined up. Her father greeted her as she got up and moved to the door and stairs down. He helped her and she put her gloved hand around his arm.
When she was ready, Susan started down the aisle, followed by Dani, Hermione, Astoria and Tracey. Terri gave her a brilliant smile before following Tracey. She was spreading rose pedals down the aisle. Daphne wanted to let her serious face slip to smile at the happy girl. When her father started to lead her down the aisle, Daphne was feeling a little overwhelmed and thankful for her years of training in occlumency and how to port herself.
As she approached the small white gazebo, she caught her first site of Harry for the day. He was standing tall with Neville besides him. Blaise and his godfather rounded out his groomsmen. She focused on Harry though. He was standing firm, like the rock he had become. His face was passive, but a small smile curled his lips up when he saw her. His intense green eyes were full of power. She could feel herself being drawn to him. Merlin, he looked nice in the trim House robes he had on. He wore the Potter crest on his left breast, with the Peverell and Glamorgon beneath it. On his right was that of House Greengrass. The Potter and Greengrass crest would be replaced with a new on later.
When her father walked her up to the gazebo, the music stopped. The bonder nodded at them before casting a silent 'sonorous' charm on himself. "On behalf of the House of Potter-Peverell-Glamorgon and the House of Greengrass-Clearwell, I would like to welcome everyone that has come to attend the joining of these two young people in eternal matrimony and to see the combining of the Potters and Greengrasses into eternal union."
The bonder turned to her and her father. "On this day, the eighth of August, nineteen-ninety-eight, I would ask who is presenting the bride?"
Her father was standing tall. "I, Lord Anders Greengrass, Lord of House Greengrass and Clearwell, present my daughter, the Heiress Daphne Potter-Greengrass, as the bride to be."
"And do you present her of your own will with the understanding that her and her husband shall become heirs of your house and Lady of your line?" the bonder asked.
"I do. She has the blessing of our House and my heart. Her mother, the Lady Greengrass and I, will be pleased to step aside to let my daughter and her husband claim Lordship over my family," her father said.
It was really striking home to her that the Potters and Greengrasses were combining. As part of the new line, Harry and her were the heads of the house when this ceremony was done. There would be no other direct line with as much power or wealth as they would have. She caught Harry's eyes over her father's shoulders when she turned to her father.
"You may unveil the bride to signify your acceptance of this union," the bonder said.
Her father did so. She was standing tall, wanting to do him and her family proud. "I freely give you away, Daphne. May you have all the happiness and may all your dreams become reality."
Her father wasn't usually a person to say something like that. She had to fight down the burning in her eyes at the pride he was showing her. "Thank you, my Lord Greengrass," she said formally. "I will do you and mother proud."
He gave her a satisfied smile before stepping to the side.
"Who presents the groom?" the bonder questioned.
Lord Black stepped up. "I, Lord Sirius Black, Lord of House Black, present my godson, the Scion Potter-Greengrass, heir to the Houses of Potter, Peverell and Glamorgon, as the groom to be."
"And you represent him of your own free will with the understanding you are presiding over the union of the Houses and the couple present?" the bonder requested.
"I freely represent my godson in this union as he has expressed his acceptance. His family and I ratify the decision to form a union and will accept his Lordship and his choice for Ladyship of the Houses under his purview," Sirius replied.
"The two to be unified can take each other's hands if they accept this as well," the bonder offered.
Her father reached out her hand as Sirius did the same with Harry. The second they touched she could feel the tingle of the magic here. Their magic was already preparing for the union. A murmur went through the crowd as they could sense it as well.
The bonder took out a rune embroidered cloth. "To all those gathered here today, I present the cloth of fasting to be used to link these two in the bonds of love, marriage and magic. By doing so, Daphne Greengrass and Harry Potter, have agreed to join and combine their family magics, thus casting away the titles of Potter and Greengrass to make the new House of Potter-Greengrass. Are there any objections to this?"
Daphne was nervous after how things went for Hermione and Blaise. After a moment, she let out a barely noticeable breath when the bonder went on. Harry and her moved to place their hands over each other, left taking right and right taking left, one over the other. The bonder moved to place the cloth over their hands. "Unlike a normal hand fasting, both hands will be required. As I wrap the cloth, let it be acknowledged that as magic makes, only magic can break. Magic will not break this bond unless it deems that a great wrong has occurred. Do you accept this unbreakable promise and bond?"
"I accept," Harry said first, his green eyes looking into hers. She felt his magic start to flow through her hands. It sent pleasant shivers down her spine.
"I accept," she said just after him and felt her magic start to flow into him. Harry's hand tightened on hers just a little. She could see the desire in his eyes as their magics started to intermingle.
"Do you, Daphne Ophelia Greengrass, pledge to share your love, magic, family and heart? Will you pledge to be faithful, through wealth or not, health or sickness, good times or bad? Will you pledge to be provide heirs and be mother to your children in service of your House and your Lord?" the bonder asked.
Daphne felt her magic rise in her. "I pledge to share my magic, love and all that I am. I will be faithful, mother to my Lord's children and will always serve my House as is required."
"Do you pledge the blood of your lines to be shared with that of your Lord as he will share his blood with yours?" the bonder enquired.
"I pledge that my blood is my Lord's blood, as his blood is mine. Our Houses shall be as one, as are out hearts," she said.
Her magic welled even more, as though waiting for something. Runes on the cloth started to glow, accepting and amplifying her magic.
The bonder nodded and turned to Harry. "Do you, Harry James Potter, pledge to share you love, magic, family and heart? Will you pledge to be faithful, through wealth or not, health or sickness, good times or bad? Will you pledge to sire heirs and be father to your children in service of your House and pledges to your land?"
"I pledge that my magic, love, family and heart is my wife's. My pledge will be firm through all challenges. I will sire all the children she may want and provide for them as best I can. They will be raised in the way of our Houses and the oaths to our lands," Harry said. She felt a flush run through her as his magic flared. It was almost like she could see his aura. Little did she know that her own was just barely visible as well. Those looking on could feel the power. It was a pleasant feeling that let everyone know that this was a bonding of love, not obligation. It was known for the combining of blood lines to be powerful, but no one in living memory could remember anything this strong.
"Do you pledge the blood of your lines to be shared with that of your Lady as she will share her blood with yours?" the bonder enquired.
"I pledge that my blood is my Lady's, as mine is hers. Our Houses shall be one, as are our hearts," he said. The rest of the runes lit up. They grew in intensity for a moment before the bonder said loud and clear.
"As Daphne Greengrass has accepted Harry Potter, they are joined in marriage and magic. Magic has accepted the bond. If everyone would raise their wands to give their blessing to seal the magic, I would encourage it now," the bonder called out.
She didn't notice the almost three–thousand wands that were raised, everyone present wanting to send their blessing. Some did it in hopes of receiving their own blessing, others for the love the two obviously shared, while others had their own motives.
No matter what the reason, her eyes grew wide to see the small globes of lights with everyone's blessings join the light of the runes, causing the entire clothe to glow. The raised magic that was between them came crashing down. It was a surge of magic from Harry as hers surged into him.
He looked shocked for a moment. His strength was keeping her up. All those around them felt the strength of the union of the Potter and Greengrass lines, with only a few probably realizing it was also the combining of the Merlin and Le Fey lines. Magic approved and was enhancing the union. All those present were blessed to see this and approve.
After a moment, the magic still moving back and forth between them, the bonder said, "As magic has accepted, our blessings have bound, and love shall see it strengthened. May I present the Scion and Heiress Potter-Greengrass. You may kiss your bride."
Harry pulled her in, their hands still bound beneath the clothe. She leaned in. It had tingled before when they kissed. This time it was like an electrical shock that had her pulling closer. Harry's tongue entered her mouth and she returned the kiss just as passionately.
It was only when she pulled back did she realize people were clapping and cheering. Harry's burning green eyes had her wanting to jump him here and now. She had to refrain though. "Well, Mrs Potter-Greengrass, shall we?"
She gave him a radiant smile before schooling her face. The bonder unwound the cloth and lain it over Harry's arm as he took her hand, holding it up before them. She turned to see her father and mother give them approving nods and a small smile from her mother. Aunt Ami did the same. She did a slight dip to her head to acknowledge them.
They walked down the aisle to the carriage, their wedding party following them, with Sirius taking Dani's arm. The younger girl was taking to all this very well.
When they got close to the carriage, Harry leaned over to whisper over the crowd, "Where did you get the carriage and the unicorns?"
"A gift from Hagrid," she said, letting Harry give her a hand to get up into the carriage. Tracey made sure her train was in before the door closed, and Harry sat next to her.
"I'm going to have to go have some tea with him soon to thank you," Harry said. He waved to the crowd. She could tell he was uncomfortable but did it anyways.
"I'll come with you this time," she said as the people stepped aside to let the unicorns pull them back towards Potter-Green. Their guests followed them. Hagrid met them on the lawn before the centre tent. Dobby and Ginger were there. "Mistress Greengrass would like you to go to the small tent," Ginger informed them.
"We know, Ginger. Have some refreshments been lain out for our guests?" she asked, taking Harry's hand as he helped her down.
"Hagrid, thank you so much." Harry was thanking the big man while she made sure everything was going as planned.
"The Misses Daphne is not to worry. Dobby and Ginger being instructed to wait on you and you not to worry," Dobby told her.
She gave the elf a smile. "Then I put myself in your capable hands today."
Dobby beamed.
Things were a blur soon after. They were joined by their wedding party, her parents, Erica and Quinn, Remus and Aunt Ami. There was a round of hugs, congratulations and then more photos than she had ever had before.
When they finally made it out into the tent, they spent enough time at the table to say thank you, have a few bites of a meal she didn't even remember having, before they were moving among the crowd to say thank you. Then a first dance. A dance with her father. More moving among the guests. Then to the side tents. Somehow, she got in a dance with Harry again. Then the cake.
The most memorable part of the night was Tracey standing just before they started their rounds at the end of the meal.
The clinking of the glasses had her leaning over to peck Harry, as tradition demanded. When she straightened up, a smiling Tracey was looking down at her. Daphne's eyes narrowed on her best mate.
"If I could have all your attention," Tracey said, an obvious sonorous charm on her.
Daphne's face promised pain to her grinning maid of honour.
"We are all here today to celebrate the wedding of my best friend to a man she fell head over heels for after asking him to help us in Defence of the Dark Arts," Tracey said, her grin turning cheekier. "For whatever reason Harry was mental enough to say yes and let Daphne get her claws into him."
"I don't have claws," she huffed to some laughter.
"I don't remember it being me being mental. I think Tracey was telling you no," Harry added to more laughter.
Tracey laughed. "Merlin, I forgot that. Anyways, she goes up to him, asks for his help and then starts to train him in how a proper man should act."
"I had to start him early," Daphne said haughtily.
Tracey laughed while Harry muttered something. "I think that day she had decided she would be the future Lady Potter. Since then, I have had the privilege to see Harry grow from an awkward teen to one of the scariest people with a wand, while my best friend has gone from being determined to be her own woman to being the heiress of one the most powerful alliances in the Wizengamot. If I had known, I might have gone after Harry."
Some laughed. Daphne muttered, "I didn't know I wanted him then."
"Through it all, I saw them fall in love. Even though I think she knew she would marry Harry, it wasn't love at first site. I think she actually whinged about him for a bit, but Harry is such a sweet person he turned who some were starting to call the Ice Queen into one of the most caring people I know," Tracey said. She reached for a wine glass. Daphne reached for hers, knowing it was non-alcoholic.
"Over the last few years, Harry broke down Daphne into someone that I am proud to call friend while she helped him to see what he was truly worth. The love you two have is something we can all try to achieve. Because of that, I need to thank you for bringing me and my Neville together. Without you two, we would never have even talked, let alone dated or become betrothed. I think there are many of us that wouldn't be with who we are, or even be the people we are, without you," Tracey said.
Daphne felt her eyes burn a little.
"I want you to know that I love you both. Neville and I…" she swept her hand over the crowd. "We all love you and couldn't be happier to share this special day with you. I want you both to have a life full of love, happiness and everything you want. So, please join me in a toast to our gracious hosts, the Potter-Greengrasses. I really wish you all the happiness."
Daphne could feel the tears as she got up, hugging Tracey. "Thank you, Trace. I love you too."
"I know," Tracey said rather smugly, making both the friends laugh and wipe at their faces with a napkin when they pulled apart.
"Now I get to tell you about the time Harry was first told he was going to marry Daphne," Tracey said grandly. Astoria went white as Harry reddened. Daphne wanted her friend to stop. Tracey then continued, having the whole tent laughing as Astoria tried to hide her face.
Honestly, the hours of the party flew by until she found herself clinging to Harry as they slowly danced around the floor. More than half the guests had left by now as the night drew in. There was still a large party going on in the town. Fireworks were starting to light up the darkening sky. All she cared about though, at that moment, was the way her arms were wrapped under his arms and holding his shoulders. Between that and his arms around her waist, she was able to stand on her sore feet with how tired she felt.
"You look beautiful," Harry softly said into her ear.
She gave a contented smile. "Thank you. How much longer do we need to do this?"
Harry chuckled. "I think we can leave at any time now."
She sighed, leaning her head against his shoulder. "I want to dance more with my husband."
"As my wife wishes," he said, kissing the side of her head.
"We are really married," she said, the day starting to sink in.
"Merlin, I hope so, because I plan to sleep with my wife tonight," he said with a slight laugh to his voice.
"And I plan to sleep with my husband. Is there something I need to know?" she asked teasingly.
"Not unless you have taken polyjuice," he said.
She moved her head against his shoulder in an attempt to shake her head no. "I can't. It's not recommended if you’re pregnant."
It was another three steps when Harry suddenly paused. The music was still going, so she couldn't understand why he had stopped. "You stopped," she said, too comfortable to pull her head up.
"Daph, was that a joke?" he asked, his tone rather serious.
"Was what a joke?" she asked, not understanding what she had said. She was getting tired after everything today.
"You said you couldn’t take polyjuice because… because your pregnant?" he questioned.
She blinked. Merlin! She did say that. She was going to wait for tonight. There was nothing for it now. Her head still resting on his shoulder, she said. "Well, the pamphlets I got yesterday didn't recommend it," she said, hoping he wouldn't be upset.
She made a face as he pulled back some, a hand leaving her waist to gently take her chin. She let him turn her face up. His green eyes looked a little scared, but hopeful at the same time. "Daph, are you?"
She gave a small smile. "About six weeks," she told him.
He looked totally dumbfounded for a moment. "But… but… how?"
"You don't remember?" she asked playfully.
"Well, I mean, I know how… but how?" he asked, a little colour coming to his cheeks.
She found it very endearing. She went on her tip toes, even though it hurt in the shoes she still had on. "Well, I guess the contraception potion doesn't work on animals," she said, kissing his cheek. That had been an interesting night while they had been in their animagus forms.
"Oh," he said, his eyes looking at her in a gentle way. "Oh," he said again, something more akin to wonder, than shock, on his voice. "Oh," he said again, a small smile slowly coming over his face. "I'm going to be a father?"
"Pretty sure that is what this means," she said.
"And it will be a baby, not a fox, right?" he asked a little cautiously.
She had to laugh at him. "Yes, it will be a baby. Conceiving while an animagus does not mean they will be an animal."
"Brilliant!" he suddenly exclaimed, his strong hands going to her waist again. He lifted her up. She let out a small scream as he suddenly spun her around. She started to laugh. "I'm going to be a father!" he said loudly.
"Put me down before everyone knows," she laughed at him.
He spun her around another time before putting her on her feet and then pulling her in to snog her enough that the tiara in her hair came loose. When he pulled back, she immediately pulled him back down. If she wanted to snog her happy husband, she was going too.
When they finally separated, Harry's eyes were burning with desire. A clearing of a throat interrupted what would have been an even deeper snog before she demanded he take her to their bed. They both turned their heads to look at a small crowd of people staring at them.
"Ah, hi, Aunt Ami," Harry said, who was the one standing closest to them and tapping her foot. "Ander and Iliana, I hope you are enjoying yourselves?" Her parents, Astoria, Eric, Susan, Dean, Neville and Tracey were right behind them, with a few dozen others around the dance floor having stopped to see their antics.
"Ah, hi to you. Is there something you haven't told us?" Aunt Ami asked. Her mother had a huge smile on her face.
"Well, I was just told I'm going to be a father," he said, a huge smile on his face.
Aunt Ami's brow rose in question at her. Daphne blushed a little. "I only found out yesterday," she said to the unasked question.
"Oh, this is wonderful," her mother said, coming over to hug her. She was separated from Harry as they were crowded with their friends and family. She swore once she made it back to his side, she wouldn't be leaving it again tonight.
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  Cleasby, England

Neville happily led Tracey out to the dance floor for their first dance. She was beaming at him as she stepped up to him. He took her right hand in his and put his left on her waist. "I promise not to step on your feet this time."
Tracey giggled. "You haven't done that in years," she told him before the music started.
"I haven't been this nervous in years," he replied, easily matching her smile. They were about to dance before a hundred and seventy guests. He was glad it wasn't as big as Harry and Daphne's. Their wedding celebration had gone into the next morning in Mosedale, and the papers were still talking about it for numerous reasons.
"You will do fine, Nev," she said confidently.
When the music started, he stepped, and she followed. Even with all the eyes on them, Neville guided her through easily, earning a smile and dancing, gleeful eyes from his wife.
His wife. Tracey was now Heiress Longbottom. He couldn't say how happy he was with that, but if anyone had told him he would be marrying this beautiful blonde… well anyone really… a few years ago, he would have thought them mental. Completely barking mad. Now though, he got to lead who he thought was the prettiest woman around the dance floor to her delight.
Seeing her this happy made him happy.
Tracey had been right two weeks ago. Without Harry and Daphne, he would never have gotten with Tracey. He could never thank them enough.
As the music ended, Neville stepped back, taking her hand and kissing her knuckles. Tracey's blue eyes looked at him appreciatively. There was pleasant applause. "Is that all you're going to kiss?"
"Well, if my wife wants…" he said, straightening up and pulling her closer. Neville could feel her body sink into his as their lips met. Clinking silverware on glasses and friendly catcalls were heard throughout the great hall of Longmarche.
"One more dance?" Tracey asked.
"As the Heiress Longbottom wants," he said. Tracey's beaming smile had funny things happen inside him, like it always did when she did that.
He nodded to the band, who struck up a cord. Others came out to the dance floor. Tracey giggled as her sister-in-law danced up to them with her two-year-old nephew. Neville greeted Wendy before offering, "Would you like the rest of this dance?"
"If the Mrs Longbottom wouldn't mind another man?" Wendy said with a smirk.
Tracey eagerly took Mathew. "If I must," Tracey said. She blew a raspberry on his face and the little boy giggle, happy to be in his aunt's arms.
Wendy stepped up to him. "Where is Roger?"
"With Yvette," she said. Neville started to lead her around the floor as Tracey twirled with Mathew. "She really loves that boy."
Wendy looked to them. "You two will make pretty babies."
Neville was a little nervous. After seeing Hermione and Daphne getting pregnant, he wasn't ready to be a dad yet. "If they look anything like Tracey, I'm in trouble."
Wendy laughed as he spun her. "You have no idea. Roger is already wrapped around Yvette's finger."
Neville laughed with her. "He's wrapped around yours as well."
Wendy gave a grin. "You have no idea. Tracey seems to have you pretty whipped as well."
Neville grinned. "Nah, she doesn't like that type of stuff."
Wendy tripped in her surprise, Neville chuckled as he dipped her, and pulled her into another spin. She looked at him incredulously. "Neville Longbottom!"
"Wendy Davis?" he replied.
She laughed. "Merlin, you hang out with your friends to much."
"Merlin be right," he said back.
She laughed again. When the song ended, he found Tracey back by his side. "Do you mind if I have one more dance with my husband before dinner?" Tracey asked.
"Of course. I wanted to say congratulations," Wendy told them, taking Mathew and kissing Tracey on the cheek.
"And I will see you later, cutie," Tracey said to Mathew. "If you need us to look after Mathew and Yvette when we get back, just let us know."
"I think our parents have you covered, but we'll remember that," Wendy said.
When Tracey stepped back into his arms, the music struck up again. Neville looked at Tracey a little nervously. "So?"
They started to dance around the floor to the slower song. "So?" Tracey asked. She was a radiant person, and he swore she was glowing today.
"So… you aren't going to tell me your pregnant or anything today, are you?" he questioned.
Her mischievous smirk had his insides twist. "Why, my husband, are you saying you don't want children?"
Neville swallowed. "I wouldn't say that."
"Good," she said, the twinkle in her eyes had him uncertain if she was going to drop a bombshell on him or pull off a joke. She stopped them so she could push herself up to kiss him. He was convinced that this was going to be bad… well, not bad… but he was not ready. When she pulled back, she whispered, "I want to give you children, but not yet. Maybe in a year or two."
His heart started to beat in his chest again. "Thank Merlin," he muttered.
Tracey giggled. "And if I had been?"
"Then we would have gotten through it together, but I don't want children yet," he said.
"Good answer," she told him, kissing him again, then leaning her head against his shoulder. It wasn’t quite that type of song, but Neville didn't think he would ever deny Tracey something she wanted, so he just wrapped his arms around her waist and they more swayed until the end of the song.
After that, they joined their wedding party. Harry sat next to him, with Blaise on the other side of Harry. They had decided on a small wedding party, both of them only wanting those closest to them here. She had been afraid Roger and Wendy would be offended but had been very understanding. Neville liked that his in-laws were such good people.
They were about halfway through the meal when Harry stood up and clinked the golden spoon against his fluted wineglass. Neville gave him a look that said, 'you better behave', even though Neville had taken the mickey out Harry at his wedding.
"If I could have your attention," Harry called out.
The hall quieted and everyone looked to his best man. Harry gave him a wink and Neville groaned. Tracey had a huge smirk. "It won't be as bad as the Astoria story."
Neville had his doubts.
"On behalf of the Longbottoms and Davises, I would like to say thank you for coming. We are all here to celebrate my cousins and his wife wedding. If you would, a toast to the Scion and Heiress Longbottom," Harry said, holding his glass up before taking a sip. Most of the other guests followed suit.
So far so good, Neville thought to himself.
"Neville and Tracey are two people that have been in love with each other for a while. It's been nice to see them slowly fall for each other… though I think that was quite literally on Neville's behalf," Harry said with a cheeky grin. Many laughed. Neville used to be very clumsy.
Tracey giggled. "I like it when you fall for me."
This got more laughs.
"Seriously though, my wife and I view them as some of our closest friends, family even. They have stood by each other and supported those around them, making them some of the best friends around. Tracey has given Neville a confidence he once lacked while he has allowed his wonderful wife to become one of the best pranksters around," he said. "From what I hear, she was even able to get a few over on Fred and George Weasley, both inside and outside of school."
There was a "Here! Here!" from the crowd, making other laugh when a few small fireworks shot out of the sleeve of Fred's dress robes.
Tracey scoffed. "Amateurs."
"We accept the challenge," the twins said at once. Next to them, Angelina Weasley hit Fred, while the brunette next to George looked a little wearily at her date. Tracey eyed them, bringing more laughter from around the tent.
"Yes, yes, children," Harry mockingly said. "What I am trying to get at is that I wish my cousin and his beautiful bride all the happiness, love and children that magic will bless them with. I know Daphne is anxious to be a godmother."
"We aren't as daft as you," Tracey said affectionately to laughs and some talk. "And no, we are not expecting."
This brought about a few more laughs and murmurs. Harry rose his glass in another toast. "Well, when you are, you have family and friends that will be at your side. Congratulations. Another toast to the Scion and Heiress Longbottom."
When he sat down, Neville leaned over. "Thanks. I thought you would take the mickey out of me."
Harry just grinned as Daphne sat up. "Like you, I saved that for my wife."
"Oh, bugger," Neville said as Daphne tapped her glass. Tracey didn't look as amused at the cheeky grin on Daphne's face.
She looked about ready to start when she looked curiously at the crowd. Neville followed her gaze to see a person in lime green Healer robes being escorted by an Auror. He felt his heart drop as they approached his gran. She looked around at the crowd silenced to see the two.
The Healer got to his gran. Leaning down, they exchanged a few words. He saw the colour drain from her face before she nodded. "No. No. Not today," Neville said in a faint voice. Tracey's hand instantly found his.
His gran motioned towards him. He was up, Tracey at his side.
Daphne gave them a worried look before Harry stood up. "If you would all excuse the Longbottoms for a moment, I'm sure I can entertain you with a few stories of the happy couple."
Neville gave Harry a grateful look, putting a hand on his shoulder briefly as he made it around the table and towards the back of the hall.
When he joined his gran, there were tears in her eyes, and she was holding a hand over her mouth. He felt like the happiest day of his life had just soured. "Is it mum and dad?" he asked, Tracey trying to give him all the support she could.
The Healer gave him a small smile. "I'm sorry to interrupt you on your wedding day, but there is a change in your parents."
Neville paled. "What type of change."
His gran came over to take his hand. "Healer Crabtree just told me they woke up this morning…" she seemed choked up. Neville had almost never seen her like this. "They woke up and asked for you."
Neville blinked stupidly. "They what?"
Healer Crabtree nodded. "With Madam Longbottom's permission, I've been trying a new potion and mind healing regimen for the past two months. We've seen some positive improvements, but not like today. When your mother woke, she was asking for her Neville, her baby. I'm not sure how much she remembers, but she has been quite adamant to see you. Your father is responding to her saying you are in the nursery."
"Sweet Merlin," he said. He looked to Tracey, asking permission to go. He knew this was their wedding day, but this was also his parents.
She squeezed his hand. "Do you think we aren't going?" she responded.
He felt tears bite at his eyes. "I love you."
His gran squeezed his hand. "Take Tracey and go. I'll be right behind you after I inform everyone."
Neville nodded his head. "Are you sure?" he asked Tracey.
She moved to kiss his cheek. "I'm Mrs Longbottom. That's all I wanted. We can do another celebration when your parents are fully healed."
"I love you," he said, pulling her towards the Floo as Healer Crabtree followed with the Auror.

  -oOo-

August 25, 1998

  London, England

Harry was walking up the stairs to the second floor. Daphne was beside him. "Do you think they remember?" Daphne asked.
"I don't know, but Neville asked for us to come," Harry told her.
She held his hand tighter. Harry was hoping beyond hope that something good had happened to his aunt and her husband, more for Neville's sake than anything else.
In the lobby on the second floor they met Tracey. After a hug for both of them, she led them down the hall to a private room. Last time he had been here with Neville they had been in the Pious Thickness Ward for Long Term Patients. He prayed that was a good sign.
Tracey knocked on the door and they all entered when he heard Neville call them to.
Inside, Neville was sitting on a chair. His parents were sitting across from him. His aunt looked better than she had a few months ago but having been half an invalid for almost seventeen years had taken its toll. She was forty-two, but looked more like she was in her mid-fifties… a muggle mid-fifties, with some of her black hair already going white. The important thing though was that her blue eyes didn't look faded or lost. There was a sharpness to them than he had never seen in them.
This was the Aunt Alice he had only seen in photos.
Next to her was Uncle Frank. He looked slightly worse for wear than his wife, especially since he had been a larger man with muscles like Neville, but now looked half that size he had in the pictures. Even so, he looked years better than he had and his darker blue eyes were clear. Neville did look so much like his father. He was more Longbottom than Potter in appearance.
His Aunt Alice got up. "Harry, is that you?" she asked in a tremulous voice.
Neville had a small smile on his face.
"Aunt Alice?" Harry asked. Until now, he never really thought about it that she was his real aunt. His only direct blood relation after those pigs that kept him for years. He could see some of his features in her and that she had been his father's sister.
Tears welled into her eyes. "Good Merlin. You look so much like James," she said as she shuffled towards him. He let go of Daphne's hand to move over to her. He reached out to hug her. When his aunt wrapped his arms around her, Harry found himself sniffling, hot tears coming to his eyes. "You've gotten so big," she said.
Harry chuckled. "Time will do that so I'm told," he replied.
She laughed back. "Just as cheeky as my brother."
He laughed at that, more tears coming to his eyes.
His uncle had gotten up and shuffled over to them. He held out a hand. Harry reached over his aunt's shoulder, his real aunt's, even though Aunt Ami was closer to him than anyone else, to shake his hand. The man's grip was still soft, but Harry could feel the echoes of the strength it once had. "It's good to meet you again, Harry."
"It's great to meet you, sir," Harry said.
His uncle screwed his face. "What the hell is with this sir stuff? It's Uncle Frank," he said.
Harry squeezed the man's hand a little harder. "Alright, Uncle Frank."
Harry pulled back from his aunt. "Uhm," he said, trying to clear the lump in his throat that was forming. "I suppose I should introduce my wife," he said.
"That would be the proper thing," Daphne said behind him.
Uncle Frank smirked. "Lily had to keep James inline as well."
Harry laughed. "So, I've heard. Lord and Lady Longbottom, may I introduce my wife, Heiress Daphne Potter-Greengrass," he said. He reached over to take her hand in the proper way to present her. Daphne did a half-curtsy for their station. "Daphne, this is my aunt and uncle, Lord and Lady Longbottom."
"Oh, posh. You sound too much like my father. Come here so I can get a look at you," Aunt Alice said with a grin, moving to see Daphne properly. "How is it Potter men always find the most beautiful brides? Welcome to the family, Daphne."
Daphne was pulled into a hug by his aunt. She wrapped her arms around the woman. By now, Neville had gotten up. Harry extended a hand to him. "You alright, Nev?"
"Never better, actually," his cousin said with a huge smile.
"Neville has been trying to ease us into everything we missed, but Alice insisted on seeing you," Uncle Frank said. "Merlin, you look like James, but your eyes are Lily through and through. I've heard that you been busy reviving the Great Alliance that your grandfather built?"
"Something like that. Though, from what I can see, we have been able to expand it. If Daphne hadn't come into my life though, I don't know if any of that would have happened," Harry said.
His uncle looked at him for a few. "I admit, I was surprised to learn who you wed. I look forward to understanding more of what is going on. That can wait though. Promise me that you will drag Neville and Tracey off with you tomorrow?"
Harry looked to Neville. "Dad, Tracey and I can wait," Neville said.
His father shook his head. "You know that your mother and I will have a few months to regain our old strength and we need to find out what is going on. I want you and Tracey to go enjoy yourselves. Two weeks won't make a difference Neville. We aren't going anywhere, and the Healers say we won't go back again."
"But dad, it's been seventeen years," Neville protested.
"And we will have many more decades to get to know you again and your beautiful wife," his mother said. Tracey came to his side.
"It's up to you, Nev. Daphne and I don't need to go on our honeymoon right away. As it is, we are going to fly there so it doesn't upset Daphne," he said.
Neville looked unsure.
“That is a long way on a broom,” Uncle Frank commented.
Harry chuckled. “On a plane, Uncle Frank.”
"Why would you take a plane? You mean a Muggle areaplane, right?" Uncle Frank asked.
At a look from Neville, he could tell his cousin still had a lot to tell his parents. "Uncle Frank and Aunt Alice, Daphne is expecting."
His aunt smile, moving to hug Daphne again. "Oh, that is brilliant," she said. "I get to see everything I missed."
Daphne smiled at the woman, hugging her back. "Harry wouldn't miss being around you. I know how much he values family."
Harry gave her a small smile back.
His uncle was starting to look tired already though. "Dad, why don't we sit and have some tea. I don't think Harry or Daphne have anywhere to go soon," Neville suggested.
"We have the whole day off," Harry agreed. Even if they didn't, he would find a way to be with his family. He conjured two more chairs as Daphne helped his aunt to her chair.
"Now, I've heard you are more of a book worm, like Lily. Is that true?" his aunt asked.
"When he's not duelling ex-Hit Wizards," Tracey said.
His uncle spit some of the tea back into his cup as his aunt looked at him like he was up to no good. "It wasn't my plan to call a blood feud," Harry tried to defend himself.
"No, but it was your plan to have you and Aunt Ami to duel. Don't do that to me again," Daphne scolded him.
"Wait. A blood feud? Duelling? You're only, what, eighteen? Right?" his aunt asked.
"I was waiting to tell them this Trace. You know the Healers said not to get them too riled yet," Neville said softly.
His father scoffed. "I've been stuck in this hospital for seventeen years. Getting my heart rate elevated a little won't kill me. What is this about a blood feud?"
Harry gave a look to Tracey who didn't look abashed. "Well, there was one and you took down a European Duelling Champion and two Hit Wizards when you were sixteen."
"SIXTEEN!" Aunt Alice exclaimed. "Merlin! Not even James was that reckless."
"I wasn't trying to be reckless. Aunt Ami and Sirius had been training us for years and if I didn't then they could have taken Daphne. I wasn't about to let that happen," he said a little heatedly.
"OH! Sirius Black. That man got James into more trouble than anyone else. I don't suppose Peter or Remus were involved as well?" she questioned.
Harry couldn't keep the scowl off his face or the way the others went silent.
"Mum, Peter Pettigrew is the one that betrayed your brother and Aunt Lily. Sirius Black spent a number of years in Azkaban when everyone thought he killed Peter and betrayed the Potters," Neville said softly.
The two elder Longbottoms just stared at Neville, then looked to Harry. Tears looked to be welling up in Alice's eyes. "I never even got to see them buried," she said.
Harry reached out to hold her hand. "When you are ready, I'll take you to their graves in Godric's Hollow," he offered.
She took his hand and put her other hand over it. "Thank you, Harry. I'm so sorry. I should have been there for you."
Harry shook his head. "Don't, Aunt Alice. You have Neville to worry about and I understand what happened."
"You are my godson and nephew. There is nothing more important than family. Dumbledore wouldn't tell us where you were," she said, starting to get worked up. "Oh, I remember now. He told us Sirius had given the Fidelius secret to You-Know-Who. I couldn't believe it. Our parents just about adopted him, and he was our brother. Oh, that old man! Once I get my hands on him, I'll throttle him. Where did he put you? Oh, Merlin! The will. Harry, Dumbledore illegally sealed the will. We had a petition into Gringotts and the Wizengamot…"
"Aunt Alice, it's alright. You don't have to worry about any of that right now. The will has been taken care of. Aunt Ami made sure of that. Dumbledore was walked through the veil a few years ago for what he did to our family and others. I am the Scion Potter-Greengrass. Our house and family are safe now," he said.
Angry tears were biting at her eyes. Uncle Frank put a hand on her shoulders. "Alice, we have a lot to catch up on. Harry and Neville are safe now. We can sort all the rest out as we go along."
She still looked angry. "It's not right, Frank! Those people stole our child, my brother, his wife and our nephew from us. We lost so many years! I just feel so angry."
"I know, dear. I do too, but it won't do us any good now. Just tell me that the Lestranges are taken care of, and Barty Crouch Junior?" Uncle Frank said.
"They are all dead, dad," Neville said with a hard tone. "The Lestranges were walked through the veil and Barty Crouch Junior was given the dementors kiss."
"Thank Morgana," Aunt Alice said. Letting out a deep breath, she changed tact. "So, we have heard how Neville and Tracey have met. How about you and Daphne? I would love to hear how a Potter married a Greengrass."
Harry gave a warm smile. "It's really all her fault," he began.
"Yes, well, I wouldn't say you were the best catch to start," Daphne deadpanned.
"Oh, Merlin, here we go again. Don't forget the dementors," Tracey said and Neville chuckled.
"What dementors?" his aunt demanded while Harry shot a glare at a grinning Tracey. So much for not exciting his aunt and uncle.

  -oOo-
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The Gates of Camelot
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  September 14, 1998

  London, England

The goblins that met him in the lobby were different today. The last few times he had had to deal with any besides his account manager or the lobby tellers, he had seen some hate him, some look at him as though neutral, and yet others that were near giddy by goblin standards. He knew that had much to do with the sword he had at his side. He was marked by their maker, and apparently there were a myriad of feelings about Hephaestus.
Today, he didn't see one snarl or nasty look come his way. He actually received a slight bow from three different goblins as he was led into the bowels of the bank to see Ragnar. Harry returned them with a nod and slight dip of his shoulders. Again, the guards didn't ask him to hand in his weapons when he stood before the Vipertooth scale doors.
When they opened, the room was more active. Two new desks had been added to the room, making four goblins working on books and parchment work. Two guards stood behind Ragnar while two others were just inside the door. Harry knew Ragnar was not one to parse words, but he did a quarter bow anyways, given the way most goblins were acting today.
Ragnar waived for him to take a seat and waited until another goblin poured them both tea. Harry rose an eyebrow at the goblin that had had an antagonistic relationship with him at the best of times. Ragnar took his tea and sipped it.
Harry did the same, unsure what this was all about but knew the goblins would not do anything to hurt him after being invited here. After a moment, Ragnar pushed a parchment to him. "For your help in locating Rogsnorg," Ragnar said.
Harry looked curiously at the goblin before taking the paper. He quickly read it, then his eyes widened. "I wasn't aware I was entitled to anything," Harry said as evenly as he could. His half-percent share was eighty thousand galleons.
"That is just the first payment. As part of the archaeological team, you are entitled to that as the lead investigator. We still have years to go to explore everything, but the upper vaults were relatively untouched," Ragnar told him.
Harry swallowed. He was using his Occlumency to keep a straight face. "I take it your Curse Breaking is going well then?"
"Better than hoped but not as well as wished," Ragnar said cryptically. Harry interpreted that as they hadn't found an Arkenstone yet but found other important stuff.
Ragnar then motioned his head to a goblin that had been standing off to the side holding a tray with a cloth over it. The goblin came over and put the tray on the table. "It would appear that some of our treasures are beyond our means to use."
Ragnar took the cloth off the tray. Harry's eyes widened to see two celestial bronze daggers. They were a pair, about five inches long, thin with the runes on the blades that were shining an iridescent blue. They had leather scabbards with a bronze cap.
Harry looked up to Ragnar. "I appreciate the honour you have given me in this, but why present these daggers?" Harry asked.
Ragnar scowled. "It would appear you are the representative of Hephaestus. The last wizard to be so was your ancestor. We cannot touch or use such artefacts without your leave."
Harry's brow rose up his brow. When he had told Croaker it was three worlds he was trying to save, he doubted the man thought about the beings and creatures that also called their world home and viewed it differently than wizards.
"And if I was to give you my leave?" Harry asked.
He felt that every eye in the room was watching them at the moment. He was sure Ragnar had kept his guards and chief accountants here to witness this. Harry wasn't sure how dangerous a game he was playing, but whatever it was, Ragnar needed him.
Ragnar eyed him. "The Gringotts clans would be open to negotiation on such grants."
Harry counted to ten in his head. "Negotiations that might include Camelot and what we originally discussed?"
Ragnar nodded after a moment.
Harry thought about it for a few. After a moment, he said, "I have three conditions."
"And they are?" Ragnar enquired.
"First, I want to know every celestial bronze tool or weapon you find. I won't stop you, but I want to know what you find," Harry told him.
Ragnar gave a reluctant nod after a moment.
"Second, Camelot is mine. I will hold our deal to give you an Arkenstone if there are any. I will make a magical oath if you want," Harry offered.
Ragnar's beady black eyes looked back at him in a hard way. "I will require that oath."
Harry nodded. "Third, I want Lord William Weasley or another licenced ward weaver to oversee my apprentice test next month and then certify my journeyman over the next three years to achieve my mastery. The master must be available here in England."
Ragnar sat back. "That is not the standard path to certify Rune Masters. You must serve your apprenticeship and then your journey man. Journeymen must go field work. The next apprentice test is at Yule."
Harry shook his head. "I have an apprentice work that is ready for review, and you will set up a test next month. I have field work here that can be submitted."
At this, Ragnar's beady eyes showed his greed. "You do know that the certifying Master will have to go to your site?"
Harry nodded. "I do." He didn't need to tell Ragnar that his site would be for rune weaving, not that it would be at Camelot or Mosedale. He figured that Ragnar thought he could use this to steal some of Harry's secrets.
Ragnar scrupulously regarded him for a few moments. "I have learned you are as shrewd a negotiator as we are. I know there is a trick in here somewhere. Should you go back on the intent of our conversation, I will name you enemy of the clan."
Harry gave a cheeky grin. "Just as I am sure there are things you are trying to pull over on me. Should I fear your duplicity, I am sure I can find a different clan to bank with."
If a goblin could pale, he was sure Ragnar was doing as such. Harry knew he didn't have many options where the Gringotts clans were the lead bankers across much of Europe, but there were other options, but not ones Harry particularly cared for at the moment. "We shall hold our word, wizard," Ragnar said in a dangerous voice.
"I shall as well. I have not dealt with you with bad or misleading intentions before, even if we didn't understand each other’s intentions at times, and I will never do so if you keep to our bargains, Chief Executive Ragnar" Harry told Ragnar.
"Very well, Scion Potter-Greengrass. I think our business is done today," the goblin said.
Harry nodded and got up. Ragnar held up a hand. "These are part of your payment. I will have a listing of the other objects we have found sent to you in the next couple of days."
Harry looked surprised for a moment. The gift of the two daggers was almost priceless. Either they had found more celestial bronze than he had thought, or they were regarding him as someone of senior rank at the bank. Harry gave a half bow to the goblin. "I thank you for your generosity and will endeavour to keep our relations pleasant."
Ragnar just waived him away.
Harry took the two blades and put them into his pocket. He would have to investigate them later.

  -oOo-

September 16, 1998

  Laverstock, England

Harry was a little nervous to have Daphne here, but he needed her. After a month of analysing the crystal ward stones, he was certain that they all needed to be here. He wasn't certain how this would go. The runes were so intricate that he couldn't be certain that they would activate any defences. That made him incredibly nervous about Daphne and their unborn child.
He was on alert for any changes to the magic or lands as they walked down to the city. Neville was just as nervous since Tracey had refused to let him go without her. Sirius and Remus rounded out their group. Harry wanted to risk as few people as he could.
The walls of the city towered over them as they approached the gatehouse. The gatehouse was an imposing structure with two passages, each arched, perhaps twelve feet high and ten wide. By the looks of it, Harry wondered if one was an in and the other an out gate?
"My skin is tingling with the magic here," Tracey said into the quiet group.
Daphne moved a little closer to him. "Are you sure this is safe?" she asked him.
"I wouldn't have brought you if I didn't think so," he said.
"What do we do, pup?" Sirius questioned.
Harry looked at the glowing runes in the doors. He unsheathed his sword, then nodded to Neville and Daphne, who each took out one of the celestial bronze knives the goblins had given him. He figured this would be the safest way. He had spent the last few days when they had free time going over what they needed to do.
Harry didn't want to destroy the protections here, so he was going to use the blood traces to them to satisfy the agreement that Merlin wanted. There was probably another way, but this would be the quickest and least dangerous with how the wards were built.
"I'll go first," Harry told them. "Then Daphne and finally Neville. To answer you, Sirius, we are going to use our blood to prove our inheritance and let the city know we all agree on this."
Sirius nodded.
Harry studied the runes to determine where the identification area was, then cut his palm. He reached out to the aged wood. When his bloody palm touched the runes, they flared. He felt a shock run through his body. A second later they heard a bolt open on the other side of the door.
"That was a bit dramatic," Sirius said in a flat tone.
"What did you expect? The doors to fly open and a parade to welcome us?" Remus asked in a quiet tone.
"Something more," Sirius told him. "Fireworks. A trap. Something."
Daphne cut her palm and put it over the same spot. After another bright flare, another bolt could be heard.
"Neville?" Harry said, ignoring Sirius and Remus.
"Just be careful," Tracey told him.
Neville gave her hand a squeeze before walking up and doing the same as him and Daphne. The runes glowed brighter but there was no click this time. The runes stayed bright. They all looked at each other, unsure what had gone wrong. Remus, Sirius and him were on alert for something. A trap? Another rune set? Something.
After a moment, the bright runes in the centre of the doors started to spread. It was like a Christmas light show as runes lit up all around them. Harry stepped back, his wand coming up. Neville scrambled away from the door.
"What's going on?" Daphne asked.
Harry didn't know. Had he misread the runes and Merlin's notes? "I don't know."
Runes all over the walls started to light up. They watched in wonder and trepidation as millions of runes could be seen in the wall. His sword sung in his hands as the power of the city started to become known.
"Do we run?" Remus questioned.
Harry was about to agree when a roar echoed in the valley. Harry's eyes widened as he turned. Even from a half mile away he could see the sun glinting off golden scales as a sinewy form snaked over the side of the villa closest to them.
"Oh, bloody hell. I told you I saw it move," Sirius told them.
"Can we apparate?" Neville asked as he shielded Tracey.
Daphne had her wand out. "Harry, there is another," she said, looking to the west. Harry looked to see a black dragon throwing a gout of fire into the air from the roof of that villa. Each Villa had one. There was the Golden Asian Dragon, the Hebridean Black, a North African Shriek, a Turkish Fire Drake and a Gaulish Rendering.
"I don't think we can," Harry told them. "One of the wards was supposed to be an anti-travel ward. I'm pretty sure we just set it off."
"Bloody fuck," Sirius cursed.
It was obvious that the dragons were making their way to them. "So, do we need to fight them then?" Neville asked.
"I won't let Daphne get hurt," he replied.
"I can take care of myself," she said, though not sounding as confident. The Golden Asian dragon was moving towards them now. The Hebridean Black had taken to the sky.
The backed towards the gate house. If they could have something at their back, then they couldn't be snuck up on. "Would Merlin want to kill us if we were allowed to get this far?" Remus questioned.
"He didn't want anyone but the worthy to get in," Harry told him.
"You tell us this now?" Sirius questioned.
"I never kept that hidden," Harry snarked back.
The Golden Asian dragon charged down the hill. They all put up shields and raised weapons. The dragon suddenly stopped about seventy feet before them. It wasn't making a sound and looked more to be regarding them than threatening them.
Tracey screamed when the Hebridean Black dove and landed not far from them. It blew a jet of black fire into the air. The shriek landed next. It was a large dragon with green scales, muscular and with a head of horns and spikes. It roared, causing Daphne to flinch and Tracey scream again. It sounded like a shrieking banshee, just not as deadly. He shifted to stand more before Daphne.
Behind them something large landed on the gatehouse. Stone cracked under the weight. Harry looked up to see the Gaulish Rendering dragon. It was another extinct dragon that was about the size of the Hebridean Black, but with scales that shifted colour like a chameleon.
Lastly, the smaller Fire Drake landed next to the Golden Asian dragon. It's red scales and lack of forearms stuck out.
Once all the dragons were there, they didn't do anything. Harry looked at them apprehensively. He felt as though they were being weighed and measured. He prayed they were not found lacking. He hadn't wanted to take Daphne, not while she was pregnant, but they needed to get in.
After a moment, Sirius leaned in towards him. "So, what now, pup?"
He gave his godfather a 'bloody hell if I know' look. When the dragons still hadn't attacked them, Harry shared a look with everyone before stepping forward. Daphne grabbed his jacket. "Harry, what are you doing?" she sharply questioned.
Harry took another step forward. Daphne let go of his shirt. "Ah, hello? Are you guardians of Camelot?"
The Hebridean Black dragon snorted. The whelp asks if we are guardians? Is that an insult?
Do we kill them now? the Fire Drake questioned.
They smell of the blood, the golden dragon said.
Harry's eyes bulged. "Please tell me you heard them speaking?" Harry asked the others.
He missed the looks they gave him. "Looks like you are the only one hearing voices, pup."
"Brilliant," he said. The was unexpected. Pulling on his magic like he did to speak parseltongue, he rumbled, Great dragons. I meant no insult. Please don't kill us. I will defend my family if you do attack us. 
Merlin had written some about dealing with dragons. They respected strength. Most liked to be flattered.
It sounded like a rolling rockslide as the Shriek chuckled. Brave, this one. Should we test his medal? They invoke the blood, and we were tasked with ensuring only those brave enough to challenge us could enter.
Mycilie, you know we were tasked with protecting the city and judging if those of the blood are worthy, the Golden Asian dragon said.
What better way to judge than if they end up in my maw? the Gaulish Rendering said from over their heads.
"Harry, what are they saying?" Daphne whispered.
He waved her off for a moment.
If I need to challenge you, I will, Harry told them, pulling up his magic. As he did, he took in a sharp breath. The magic from around him pulled up with his own. He had only meant flare his aura for them. Instead, it was like the land was eager to have him there.
The dragons all shuffled at the sudden power in him.
"Merlin," Sirius muttered.
The Golden Asian Dragon put its head to the side. You are a child of Merlin. The land has judged you and find you worthy.
How about the others? I'm hungry, the Fire Drake said, shuffling a little closer.
Harry rose his sword. Over my dead body.
Challenge accepted, the Shriek said. It shrieked at them and its clause bit into the ground as it moved to attack.
Harry moved, his wand coming up. He had meant to throw a dirt ball into its face. Instead, the ground exploded as the magic of the lands channelled through him. A rock the size of the dragon’s head impacted it. The dragon reared up and fell over, shaking the ground. His magic flared in anger. Everyone except Daphne stepped back from the magic that was bleeding off him. We do not come here to kill you, you bloody lizard. You say you judge us. We need to get inside Camelot. Judge us. I am Harry Potter-Greengrass, blood of Merlin and demand entrance to the city.
The Shriek rolled over, its head shaking and a small amount of blood dripping from its nose. It shrieked at them again and moved to go after him.
Enough, the golden dragon snapped its jaws towards the Shriek. It stopped then snorted, obviously not pleased. You are the blood of Merlin, young one. You have already been judged. It turned its head to Daphne. Who is your mate?
Harry turned to Daphne. "Come here. They want to see you and judge you."
Daphne looked to the dragons and then him before moving to take his outstretched hand. This is Daphne Potter-Greengrass, my wife and blood of Morgana Le Fey.
The golden dragon stretched, its neck coming closer, then it took a few steps more. Harry could smell fish on its breath. It sniffed her as the others stood ready to fight or flee behind them and the dragons looked restless. You have both killed a wilder dragon.
We did. It was trying to kill us. We only met the challenge, Harry said.
“I don’t like not knowing what you are saying,” she said out of the side of her mouth.
“The dragon was talking about that Horntail fourth year,” he replied.
“Oh, is he upset?” she questioned.
The golden dragon chuckled. You have nothing to be concerned about. I hear the truth and see it in your head. You were challenged and you won. Wilder dragons are not part of us anymore. I am afraid most of our kin are wild now.
There seemed to be a rumble of approval and the Shrieker didn’t look as upset. Harry was concerned that he didn’t feel anything. Shouldn’t he know if something had been hitting against his occlumency shields or rummaging in his head?
The golden dragon lowered its head to look straight into Daphne’s eyes. She didn’t flinch. After a moment, she gasped. He looked to her. Her eyes were wide.
You have chosen a good mate, blood of Merlin. The blood of Le Fey is acceptable. She may pass, the dragon rumbled deep in its throat.
When it turned its head to Neville, they heard the first sound of discontent from the large sinewy dragon. I can smell the blood of Pendragon on this one. What does he have to say for himself?
Harry looked to Neville. He hadn’t noticed that Neville’s eyes were wide. His mouth was open. “Neville, I think you should come here,” Harry told his cousin.
“Bloody hell, Harry, I understand them,” Neville said.
Harry looked dumbly at Neville for a moment. He had the blood of Merlin and Pendragon. The golden dragon stepped past Harry. Tracey squeaked, pulling herself in close to Neville. The golden dragon huffed in Nevilles face. Harry had to give him credit that the large, muscular boy didn’t flinch.
You understand us, blood of Pendragon? the dragon asked.
“Bloody hell,” Sirius murmured when Neville gave a small bow and grunted and growled. I understand… great dragon. I am Neville Longbottom, blood of Pendragon and blood of Merlin. May I ask your name?
The dragon lowered its head to look into Neville’s eyes. Names are of special importance, Neville Longbottom. You have not earned mine yet. This is your mate?
This is Tracey Longbottom, my wife, Neville said. “It’s all alright, Trace,” Neville told her as he moved to present her.
The other dragons were watching intently as the Golden Asian Dragon measured Neville and Tracey. You do not yearn for the sword like your relative?, the dragon asked, moving its head to indicate Harry.
Neville met the dragon’s gaze. I only yearn to till the earth, take care of my plants and be with my wife.
The dragon snorted. I see the truth in your head, Neville Longbottom. Blood of Pendragon. Blood of Merlin. We once fought besides you and your knights. Merlin protected us while Morgana tended us when needed and never looked down on any being. I do not see the corruption in you that had Merlin shutter the gates of Camelot and build this refuge for us. Do you seek the throne?
Neville cast a quick glance to Harry. When Neville met the dragon’s gaze again, the maw was now just inches from his chest. Tracey was shaking.
I do not seek the throne or any power. I will sit on the Wizengamot someday and serve my family and country, but I do not want the power, Neville replied.
The dragon touched his snout to Neville. Neville was pushed back a foot or two but came up to stand defiantly. I won’t be pushed around though.
The golden dragon snorted in amusement. You will do, Neville Longbottom.
Behind them a bolt could be heard sliding. The runes on the walls started to fade.
We are not going to eat them today?’ the fire drake asked disappointedly.
We are to remain the sentinels. Magic has accepted these three as the blood of the Three. As agreed, when the King first held the sword of the Lady of the Lake, forged in the citadel of Avalon, we honour and protect those of the true blood and those they protect. As long as they remain true to the oaths and do not seek power, but wield and accept it to govern and protect, we shall stand by them. But know this, wizards, should you violate the oaths or seek power that is not yours, we shall stop you, the golden dragon said.
Neville nodded.
Where are the oaths so that we do not violate them? Harry asked.
In the room that all knights and Kings swear their fealty to the lands and its people. Now, we hunt or rest, the golden dragon said. It pulled its head back from Neville and turned. The other dragons grumbled but pulled back. The five dragons turned their backs to them and made off in different directions.
When they were far enough away, Sirius let out a sigh, then sat on the cobblestones. “Bloody fuck, pups.”
Daphne swayed a little. Harry moved to catch her. “Daph?”
She let out a long breath. “I’m alright, though no more stress like that today.”
“No, no more stress. Are you sure you’re alright?” he asked concerned as much for her as the little one inside her.
“I’m not going to break, Harry. The baby is fine,” she told him. He didn’t miss her shaking a little. This wasn’t the first time they had faced down a dragon together…
“Are you two alright?” Remus questioned. Harry turned to see Neville holding Tracey in a hug, her face buried him his chest. Sirius rubbed his face before getting up.
“Yeah. We’re fine, but I think Daphne should get back,” Harry said.
She grabbed his hand. “Camelot was sealed so only the blood of the three descendants could open it. I’m staying in case you need me.”
He looked to Neville. “Neville, you good to try going in?”
“You’re sure that aren’t any other traps or guardians?” Neville asked.
“No, but that’s what adventure is about,” he said with a cheeky grin.
“You know what, I’m finding a different godfather for Quinn,” Sirius said while looking at Harry as though he had a hole in his head.
“Oh, come on, you and my father got up to worse than this,” Harry said back.
“He’s got you there, Padfoot,” Remus agreed.
Sirius gave his friend a nasty glare. “Whose side are you on?”
“The one that causes the most trouble,” Remus retorted.
Daphne chuckled at them. “It’s like watching the court jesters.”
“OI!” both men said turning to her.
“Pregnant woman here,” she told them and they both looked less angry.
“I’ll give you that. All those pregnancy hormone thingies,” Sirius said.
“You know about hormones?” Remus questioned.
“My wife is a muggle. She had me read all those books,” Sirius replied.
“You read?” Harry asked surprised. He grabbed Daphne to pull her before him as Sirius raised a finger.
“Heart of a lion,” Daphne deadpanned.
“Just supporting my wife,” he said.
Sirius laughed. “I think she has the right of it.”
“James used to use Lily too,” Remus said.
“And how did that turn out?” Neville questioned.
“It didn’t. She used to hex him. I think he liked it,” Sirius said, sounding conspiratorial at the end.
“Right, are we going in or not?” Daphne questioned.
They all looked to the doors. They had cracked opened. After a few shared looks, and Neville coaxing Tracey to not wrap herself around him, they opened the gates. Sirius and Remus took up the lead until Harry held his hand out.
“Pup, this is an age before beauty moment,” Sirius told him.
“Sirius, Neville, Daphne and I are the heirs. I think we should step through first, then I think we’ll be alright,” Harry told him.

  After a moment, Sirius nodded his head, knowing that Harry wouldn’t risk Daphne anymore today. With a deep breath, Daphne’s hands in his and Neville at his side, they pushed the heavy gates open. They could see a broad paved street before them with brick and stone houses lining the road that 
  led
   straight towards the old roman style castle in the centre of the city.

Holding Daphne's hand, they moved down the main street. It had the feel of a once thriving city. Now the blackened windows, closed stalls and shops gave it an eerie feeling. Tracey tried to look into a window.
"There is still stuff in there," she said.
"We can take a look later. We need to make it to the Mage Quarters," Harry told them.
"What about the palace? Didn't you say I would have to go there?" Neville asked.
Harry stopped and looked around the group. He felt slightly indecisive at the moment. He knew what his goal was here, but Neville was right. He was the line that were the rulers here. Do they retake the seat of his ancestors or do they go the Pelanstone first.
Remus gave him a look of understanding. "I don't remember your journals or scrolls warning of any significant warding once you made it through the main gates. All the warding around the mage quarters and the palace should be related to your blood."
He looked to Daphne. He really wanted her to leave but he had to make it to the Pelanstone. "Do we split up?" Harry proposed.
"I think it safer for us to stay together," Sirius told them. "Harry, you are the largest source of Cursebreaking and knowledge of this place. Remus has read everything you gave us, but has anyone else?"
Harry looked to Daphne. The only other one that was as familiar with all this as him and Remus was Hermione, and with her ready to deliver any day now there was no way she was coming close to here. Her hand squeezed his. "We have stayed together so far."
He nodded and led them towards the northeast. It took them ten minutes to find the outer wall of the mage quarters. There was a gatehouse that was similar to the main gates. Looking at the runes he realized that Merlin hadn't written anything about this.
Letting go of Daphne's hand he took out his wand and his sword. The ancient Greek runes inscribed on the blade were glowing a bright white. He hadn't seen them do that before. Usually, it was a blue glow when around other celestial bronze or the Arcenstone in Croaker's office. Casting detection spells, he soon had runes, ancient Greek and even some hieroglyphs lighting up on the doors and walls.
Remus whistled. "Merlin, pup, that looks more complicated than the main ward crystals."
He had a sinking feeling as he looked at it. He was so close and now so far from his goal. "I've never seen anything like it," Daphne said.
Tracey took a step forward, her head cocked to the side. "Trace?" Neville asked.
"It's not that complicated," she told them.
Harry raised a brow to look at her. "There are at least three languages on that door alone. I don't even know all the hieroglyphs," he told her. "They aren't Egyptian."
Tracey looked at him oddly. "Egyptian Hieroglyphs? I thought they were mostly constellations."
Harry blinked at her a little owlishly. He looked back at the symbols. Daphne sniggered. "Told you that Astronomy was important."
"Hush you," he told his wife. Sirius chuckled. "Tracey, how do you see constellations?"
She moved a little closer. "Here, this is the Mesopotamian lion. It was part of their pantheon. Of course, the star on its foot is now gone, but the rest is still there. And over here, I recognize this as a Celtic symbol. I think it was Bridget."
"Huh," Harry said stupidly. He really had hated Astronomy.
"Ok, so they are mostly constellations. This is ancient Greek," Remus said. "What does it all mean?"
Tracey put a hand on her chin as she looked at everything. She really was a genius when it came to Astronomy and was one of the best in their year for arithmancy. "It's like points of a compass," she said walking along the wall. "It keeps repeating. This one is always in the Southern sky around mid-summer. This one is in the western section around the start of spring. It does the same here, but with different constellations."
"And are these in the northern and eastern sky for winter and spring?" Daphne asked.
"Rough enough," Tracey said.
"It's a year chart," Harry said. "But why?"
"I don't know the ancient Greek as well as you. Do you know what it says?" Remus asked.
"We just spent months working out the mystery of those ward stones. Are we going to have to wait months again?" Sirius asked.
"We haven't fully figured out those ward stones yet," Harry stated as he looked at the script. "Walk in the path of the… no direction," he said as he tried to read. "Walk in the direction of the dominant symbol. Those of blood will be allowed. All other… beware? Avoid danger? I don't really know this last phrase," Harry said to himself.
"Tracey, what is the dominant constellation this time of year?" Daphne asked.
Tracey looked around. "I don't know what you mean by dominant. Half of these are visible right now," she said.
"It is closer to the beginning of fall," Remus said.
Tracey seemed to think about that for the moment. "Oh, so the constellations align with the season. It is still technically summer, so wouldn't the constellations that are most prominent now be the dominant one?"
"Well, you said some of them are only visible at some points. What one is highest in the sky right now?" Harry asked.
Tracey looked around. "There are so many," she said.
"Just take your time. Walk the wall if you need. We can come back if we need," Remus told her.
"You can do this, Trace," Neville said to her.
Tracey bit her lip and looked around. After a few minutes she walked a good fifty feet from the gate house. "These are the ones that are more visible right now," she told them.
Daphne looked at them. "Which is highest in the sky right now?"
Tracey scrunched her brow. "I don't know. They make star charts and tables for that. It might also depend on the time of day. I mean the stars do move as the planet moves so that could change."
Harry frowned. "If you had to guess, which one might be higher right now?"
Tracey frowned. "It's the middle of the day. I would need a night room to see that," she told him. "Some of these would be below the horizon until later today."
"Which ones are above the horizon?" Remus questioned.
Tracey looked and then walked to look at four of the star maps. She looked very uncertain. "I think these two," she said.
Harry walked over to them. "No clue which one?"
"No. I need my charts," she told him.
"Harry, you aren't thinking what I think you are thinking?" Daphne challenged him.
"I'm not as reckless as that anymore," he told her.
Daphne snorted. "Have you met my husband?"
Sirius laughed. "She got you there, pup."
"And you are just as reckless," Remus snarked.
Harry was studying the symbols. The ancient Greek didn't change. It kept repeating through the centre of the star maps. As he looked, he had the distinct feeling that this would be the same key at the gates. Knowing he would pay for this later, he didn't hesitate to suddenly grab the blade of his sword, cut the palm of his wand hand and then jam it against the wall of the summer constellation to his left.
"Harry!" Daphne yelled.
There was a pulse of magic as everyone flinched or reacted to his sudden mad move.
When the magic dissipated the constellations and writing was disappearing. There was an audible screech of a lock opening from the gates. "Well, that worked. Oi!" he complained as his head jerked forward. The sound of Daphne smacking the back of his head reverberated in his skull.
"I just told you not to do anything mental. Did you even know that would work?" she said hotly.
He looked a little sheepish as he turned to her. "Ah, I had a strong feeling."
"Bloody, fecking Gryffindor idiot," she scolded.
Sirius was grinning like a loon behind him. Harry gave him a glare before turning his attention back to Daphne. "The writing said that blood could enter. It was the same thing we had to do to get into Camelot. Merlin wanted to make sure that only his descendants could get in. The warning was only for those not of his blood."
"So, you just assumed you would be safe if you got the wrong one?" she asked in a now cold tone as her arms crossed her chest.
"Well, I didn’t think it would work and then I would just try the other one," he told her.
She huffed and then held out her hand. Harry hadn't realized he was still bleeding. Her wand came out and healed the cut. "Are you going to do anything else today to risk us getting eaten or killed?"
"Uhm, not planning to," he said.
Neville shook his head and Tracey chuckled. "It was you that said yes," she reminded her friend.
"And I am rethinking that," Daphne shot back.
"Do you get a sense that it is like when Lily used to get upset with James?" Sirius said in a loud whisper to Sirius.
"Yeah, well, James used to do some pretty stupid things as well," Remus replied.
Daphne huffed. "Are we going in or not?"
"Yeah," he said. With how active his sword was, he didn't put it away. They approached the now open doors and walked into a large courtyard. At one time there must have been lawns, trees and gardens. Now everything was overgrown and strangled. A wide cobbled path let to the only three buildings in the quarter. Each was a large round building with a front façade that looked like an old roman temple.
"I thought you said Merlin was a druid?" Daphne said.
"And then he adopted the Roman methods of spell crafting," Harry said.
"So now what?" Sirius asked.
"The central building," Harry told them.
They made their way towards the larger of the three buildings. "They remind me of the Parthenon in Rome," Remus said.
"Maybe Merlin visited there," Harry said. "He did live for over three hundred years."
Remus nodded.
As they got closer, Harry could feel the hair on his skin start to crawl. They all stopped a good fifteen feet before the nearest pillar. "Merlin, can you feel that magic?" Neville asked.
"It's like nothing I have ever felt," Daphne said.
"I don't like it," Tracey said as she rubbed her arms.
"What is in there?" Sirius questioned. He looked uncomfortable himself.
"It’s not wards," Remus said. He sniffed the air as though he could smell the magic.
"No, it’s not wards," Harry said. He looked at the building and then at the rest of the group. "Listen, I have a feeling that I should be the only one to go in."
"Over my dead body," Daphne told him.
"Daphne, I'm not sure, but that is what might happen," Remus told her gently.
Harry gave her a soft look. "I think only the blood of Merlin can approach. That means Neville, myself, Dani or Terry, and there is no way I am letting that little mischief maker in there."
Daphne didn't look sold on the idea but gave a small smile at the mention of Terry. "She's the one that set you on this path."
"I know. I'll just go in and look. I promise," he told her.
"Are you sure this is safe, pup?" Sirius asked.
"I don't think that Merlin was out to kill anyone. He just wanted the secrets protected against those not worthy," Harry said.
"You better be worthy," Daphne told him. She moved close and went on her tip toes to kiss his lips. "You better come back, or I am going to come in after you."
"I need you to protect that little one in you," he said.
Daphne gave him a hurt look that he would use their child against her. "I mean it. I will come after you."
Harry nodded. "Give me an hour or two, just in case."
"One hour," Remus told him.
Harry nodded again before turning towards the building. He took a steadying breath before taking a few hesitant steps closer. He could feel the increase in magic. His skin literally felt like it was crawling. The sword shown brighter. "Merlin, please say I am worthy," he muttered as he walked between the pillars and into the entrance.
The shadows under the eve were too deep at first as he had just walked in from the bright sun. It took a moment for his eyes to adjust. When they did, he could see that there was a central passage through the entrance. A dozen doors lined the passage on either side before it opened into a bright light. Looking around, he didn't think there was any traps or anything, but he still moved cautiously toward the light. His sword grew brighter so that it was like a lantern by the time he made it down the hallway.
This was where the magic was coming from. It was almost overwhelming as he stood in the doorway. Looking around, it took him a moment to realize what he was looking at.
The room was large and circular, maybe a hundred and fifty feet across. It easily went four stories up. The floor was made of marble and at the centre was the largest crystal he had ever seen. It was easily two stories tall and twenty feet wide. Thousands of facets were covered in runes. Around it was an array of twelve smaller crystals that were the size of him.
Looking at it he wasn't sure what he was looking at. The magic was nothing of what he was used too. It felt more like a containment field…
A sinking feeling started to come over him.
He looked around to see if he could get a confirmation of his suspicions. After a moment, he did find something that intrigued him. There was a bronze sphere, about the size of a Muggle softball, on a pedestal before the central crystal. He instinctively knew it was the Pelanstone. He also instinctively knew that it was linked to the array in this room.
He knew he said he would just look around, but he felt compelled to touch the Pelanstone. He felt the pressure on his occlumency shields. He also felt that it if had been anyone else they would not feel this compulsion.
Looking around the chamber, he tried to figure out if there were any wards or traps, but the magic from the crystals overwhelmed everything else except the pull on him to go to the bronze orb. He looked back. He couldn't leave Daphne and his unborn child, but he needed to get to the orb. He couldn't let the goblins or Croaker get it.
Finally making the decision, the type that Daphne hated his Gryffindor tendencies for.
Stepping into the room, the power of the crystals seemed to lessen. It was like his magic was tuning with them. It sent a surge of power through him. He could see the script covering every facet. The interesting thing, now that he was closer, was that the crystals were not cut or polished like the outer ward stones establishing the mists. These were rougher. Wilder. The facets were more natural, with some looking to have been made where it was needed. The sheer size of them is what got Harry. There was no way that they were natural.
As the resonance of the magic settled in him, the compulsion to go to the Pelanstone grew. It was now hammering on his mental shields. He fought it, but still approached. When he was close enough to touch the orb, he stopped. This was the prize he had come for. The one that would allow him to become the best rune master since his ancestor. Looking at the work on the outer ward stones and here, there was no doubt that Merlin must have been the best rune crafter in history.
Looking at the orb, it was a duller celestial bronze than his sword or knife. As though it was starting to tarnish. He had never seen celestial bronze look that way and wondered how old or what would make that happen? There were raised veins that looked like a braided rope sunk into the surface. Between the braided ropes were ancient Greek letters. There was one facet for each of the letters. He wondered if you have to use each facet for each rune. Either way, he could feel the power from the bronze sphere. He had the sense there was a crystal contained inside the sphere.
After looking around for a few more minutes, Harry finally decided to give into the compulsion and touch it. The second he did, his head shot back as a surge of magic rushed up his arm…
Harry blinked a few times. The magic of the room had fallen away. He didn't feel the resonance or hum. A small golden bird flitted by. It chirped happily in the midday sun as it flitted between patches of flowers and tall grass. A lone tree was dotted here and there around the rolling fields. Impossibly high mountains with jagged, snow-capped peaks rose behind him. Down the slope of the grassy hills was a small town. A quidditch pitch dominated the centre of the town. The castle of Potter Green was off to the right. A partial built town lay around the quidditch pitch. The forest in the distance swayed in a gentle breeze...
Harry was standing on the edge of his mind scape. It hadn't changed much over the years, being his ideal place, he would like to be and was guiding the town of Mosedale to emulate.
"The landscaping is rather spectacular. This is not the view I expected," a man said from besides him.
Harry jumped. As he did, he felt alarmed. Snakes started to hiss around them. Dozens of golden snitches swarmed and hovered within ten feet. A fox growled from the tall grass, soon joined by a few more. Harry looked in surprise as a golden dragon suddenly came out of the sky. He hadn't had one of them in here before.
The man chuckled. Harry got a good look at him. He was an elderly man with short white hair that stuck up everywhere, expressive green eyes, a scruffy beard, simple peasant clothes that wouldn't have been out of place fifteen hundred years ago and was leaning on a tall stave that had a crystal at the top. "Very impressive. Most create walls and defences. You use the environment. I can even feel storm clouds building. That is a technique I have not seen before."
Harry rose his wand, knowing it wouldn't do much in here but was comforting all the same. "Who are you?"
The man smiled. "I am unsure if I should be offended or not that you don't recognize your many times removed great-grandfather."
Harry blinked a few times again before his wand drifted down towards his side. "Merlin?"
"Is that what they call me now?"
Harry looked at the man confused. "Isn't that your name? Merlin Aurelius?"
"Myrddin Octavius Aurelius, at your service," the man said before giving a small bow.
Harry still felt a little confused. "You don't sound like you are fifteen hundred years old."
The man laughed. "This is more of a memory, if you want, and I found over the years that if I converse in more modern speech things go better."
Harry raised an eyebrow. "Who else have you talked with?"
"You are not the first of my blood to find this place and access the Room of Binding. Though, you are the first that has come not really seeking the power," Myrddin said.
Harry was confused. "I thought Camelot had been sealed since you put up the mists."
"It has, and it hasn't. I left clues. I never wanted for no one to find it. I just wanted a true heir that would want to protect the lands I loved so when I was alive and not use the power to rule over others," Myrddin informed him.
"And you think I am that person?" Harry asked.
Myrddin smiled wider. "I think you are the heir I have been searching for. None of the others ever united the lines of the old blood of Pendragon, Aurelius and Le Fay. Your aunt started it. You have completed it with your wife. The blood lines have finally mixed and the heirs to them have found a peace and comradery that had founded this city."
"Huh," Harry said. "I never set out to do all this."
"I know, and that is part of the reason I think you worthy. Now, I can our time is growing short for the day. My memories can only be accessed for limited time each day. I must tell you the importance of where you are and what you must do if you wish to claim the Pelanstone and this city," Myrddin stated.
"I'm listening," Harry said.
"As you know, I bound the wild magics of these lands… all of what you know call Europe, actually, to protect people and magic from each other. The room you stand in is the physical representation of that binding. It must be protected, cared for, and looked after. Should it fail, the old realms will collide again and not even the normal people will be able to stop it. Even with their innovative technologies I see in your head," Myrddin said.
"The goblins getting the Pelanstone will see this come about. In their greed they will want to riches they know to exist. The old gods will be able to roam the world again, not to mention creatures more terrible than you can imagine. Thus, it is imperative that you and only those you implicitly trust know of this."
"Next, the knowledge you seek on how to make the crystal ward stones is knowledge I can teach you, but it will be a long road. You must learn to know your own magic, the magic of the lands and the magic of the Pelanstone before you can do it. Are you willing to learn?" Myrddin enquired.
Harry nodded. "I am not afraid of a little work or to learn."
Myrddin chuckled. "No. I didn't think you were. My time is nigh for the day. When you are ready, find a safe place and join me again by channelling a little magic back into the Pelanstone. I will join you in this pleasant world you have."
Harry nodded again, just realizing now that all his defenders, besides the golden Asian dragon, had left. Myrddin turned to the new protector in his mind. "It has been too long, my friend. I am glad you found a new companion."
The dragon rumbled its approval, the ground shaking as he did. Harry could feel the power of the beast. It was almost stronger than his own. "Yes, my old friend. This whelp should prove quite amusing."
"I bet. Until we meet again…"
Harry was thrown out of his own mindscape. He stumbled back and fell on his bottom. He had to blink a few times to clear the vision of the fields from his mind's eye. "Bloody hell," he muttered. Looking at the Pelanstone, Harry thought he would leave it here for now. It was safe where it was. No one else could get into the city and he wasn't sure he had the right place to safeguard it yet. Once he understood the way the ward stones of the mists were constructed and got more training from Myrddin he would take it away. Until then, he would return as often as he could.
It was a little bit later that he walked out into the sun. It was lower in the sky. Daphne was sitting on an old stone bench. Sirius had been pacing while Tracey and Neville were looking around the overgrown lawns and gardens.
Daphne got up as soon as she noticed he was out. He held his arms open as she ran to him. "You were gone almost two hours," she said worriedly as he engulfed her in his arms.
"I'm alright, beauty. I have some things to tell you later. Let’s go home," he told her.
"Everything alright, pup?" Sirius asked as he came over.
"Yeah. Better than alright. I'm going to lock the gates to this sanctum when we leave," he told them.
"What did you find in there?" Remus enquired.
"Secretes even bigger than I expected," Harry said cryptically.
Neville came over with a few plants in conjured pots. "Harry! Can you believe this? Iridescent night caps. Westfold wisteria. Bulberring pritpulls… I can only find references to these in old books. They are all extinct, as far as I know," he said enthusiastically. Tracey had a few pots as well.
Harry smiled at his cousin. "I think we will find more secrets and stuff thought forgotten."
Daphne finally let her hold of him go and stepped back. "Can we go home now? The little miss is hungry," she said as her hand rubbed her stomach.
"Sure, luv," he said to her.

  -oOo-

September 28, 1998

  London, England

Hermione was tired. It had been a long twenty hours since Blaise had taken her to St Mungo's. Twenty hours of pain and cursing her dark skin boy for putting her in this position. Now, though, it seemed worth it.
She was holding a small girl with brown skin in her hands as she suckled at her tit. The girl had her eyes closed, but Hermione already knew she had the most beautiful brown eyes, slightly frizzy short hair and a smile that could melt butter. In short, Hermione was already forgetting the pains of bringing her daughter into the world and had fallen in love with her.
Blaise sat in the chair next to her. His head was back, mouth open and a slight snore coming from his mouth.
"I see dad had a rough night," Andi said as she stepped into the room.
Hermione gave a small smile to him. "I think I did a number on him."
"Usually, it's the women complaining about that. How are you?" The brown hair woman took out her wand as she asked.
"Tired," Hermione said honestly.
"Sore? Any excess bleeding? I see your daughter is taking to breastfeeding well."
"A little sore. It's been a while since I had a pain potion. I don't think I've had too much bleeding," Hermione said back.
"Good. The scan says you are recovering well. You can probably go home in the morning. And what about this little miss?" Andi asked leaning over some to look at the girl.
"Little miss Juliette is doing well," Hermione said with a satisfied smile to look at her daughter.
"Ah, so you named her. What would you like me to put down on the birth certificate and our records?"
"Juliette Phoenicia Thatcher-Granger," Hermione said.
"A beautiful name for a beautiful little girl. She looks like she will have a mix between yours and Blaise’s hair," Andi commented.
Hermione frowned. "I had hoped she wouldn't. My mane is hard enough to control at times."
Andi chuckled. "I don't think it bad."
"Not anymore, but I have to use some potions on it.
A knock came at the door. "Whose there?" Hermoine called out.
The door cracked open. "The godfather of a little one?" a hopeful voice enquired.
"Just give me a second, Harry," Hermione said. She took Juliette off her nipple. The girl had been slowing down. After shifting the little bundle to her shoulder, with Andi's help as she got used to handling her daughter, she made sure her breast was covered and called out, "You can come in now."
She was burping Juliette when Harry stuck his head in. He had a huge smile on his face. "Is it a boy or a girl?"
"A girl," Hermione said as the door opened more.
Harry snapped his fingers. "I guess I lose that one."
"Yes. You owe me a massage now," Daphne said following him in.
"Hope you don't mind, but I brought a few stragglers along," Harry said.
"How many?" Hermione asked dubiously, not wanting a lot of people yet.
"Where is my grandchild?" her mum asked coming into the room with her father following. Blaise had started to move. He gave out a large snort then started. "Wha…" he said rather unintelligently.
"MUM!" Hermione called out happily. Juliette burped on her shoulder.
Her mum rushed over to the side of the bed as Daphne and Harry stepped to the side. "How are you? Oh, look at her, Hermione. She has your nose. Oh, how beautiful."
Hermione beamed with pride. Blaise rubbed his eyes. "Hello, Jane."
Her father chuckled. "Usually, it's the woman that falls asleep after giving birth."
"Yeah, well, I've been up since early yesterday. How are you and Juliette?" Blaise asked her.
"I feel fine," Hermione answered her mum and husband.
"Juliette? I love it," her mum said. "What is her full name?"
"Juliette Phoenicia Thatcher-Granger," Hermione repeated for all the newcomers. "I think she's burped now. Do you want to hold her?"
"Do I want to hold my granddaughter?" her mum asked incredulously.
Hermione handed the small bundle to her. Her mum picked it up, immediately bringing the small girl to her face to rub noses before holding her back to get a better look.
"You did a wonderful job, princess," her father said as he moved next to her mum.
Hermione smiled and leaned back in bed. She was starting to feel the fatigue. Blaise reached over and took her hand. "Take a nap. I have Juliette and the others."
"I just need to lean back for a few," she told him.
Harry and Daphne had come over now to look at Juliette as the proud grandmother showed off her granddaughter. After a few, Harry stepped over to the bed. "You look great," Harry said.
She snorted in mirth. "I look like shite," she said. Her filter had taken a bashing and then been shredded last night.
Blaise chuckled. "You still look wonderful to me."
"Oh, hush you," Hermione said to Blaise and felt her cheeks heat just a little as he lifted her hand and kissed the back of it.
Harry took her other hand and she squeezed it. "When you are ready for Daphne and I to take the godparent oaths let me know."
"In a few days," Blaise said. "We should get back to Thatcher manor and get settled first."
"Just let us know," Harry told them.
She squeezed his hand again. "Thank you, Harry. I really can't thank you and Daphne enough."
Harry leaned over and kissed her forehead. "It's what family does," he assured her.
"Well, I'm glad Juliette will have a big family," Hermione said before yawning.
"Take a nap," Blaise told her.
"Maybe just a little," Hermione said. She let her body rest into the pillows and was soon out to the world.
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  October 31, 1998


  Godric's Hollow, England

Harry popped into existence in a side alley next to the greengrocer in the centre of town. It was the main apparition point. Daphne popped in next, followed by Aunt Alice, Uncle Frank, Neville and Tracey. It was a day of sadness and celebration. The sadness showed on the faces of the six coming to pay their respects. The celebration showed around the town as they were preparing to celebrate all Hallows Eve.
"This place hasn't changed much," Uncle Frank commented as they walked out into the main square.
"I don't remember it. I've only been here a few times in the last few years," Harry replied.
Daphne took his hand. "We could have apparated closer to the cemetery."
"I know, but Aunt Alice wanted to look around," Harry reminded her.
"I still can't believe that statue," Neville said nodding to the old war memorial in the centre of the roundabout.
"What statue?" Aunt Alice asked.
Harry sighed. "You won't believe this. It was a brainchild of Dumbledore," Harry said bitterly. Even after almost four years of the man being gone, Harry still hated the man. Daphne's hand tightened in his.
They walked across the road and Aunt Alice gasped as the war memorial disappeared to be replaced by the statue of his parents and him. He had wanted to get rid of it, but the Wizengamot had decided to leave it as a memorial. At least he had been able to get the cottage back.
"James never looked that way and Lily loved James, but that is just wrong," she said to the way Lily looked up at his father so adoringly.
Uncle Frank chuckled. "Lily was more apt to curse him then worship him like that."
Harry smiled. He had been learning more about his parents and what they said sounded like the vision he had of them in his head.
"Lily Potter sounded like a real firecracker," Tracey said.
"Oh, she was. Exceedingly kind woman, but not one you wanted to get on the bad side of," Uncle Frank said.
"Just ask your father-in-law. He upset her once when she was pregnant and I had to save him," Aunt Alice said.
Uncle Frank shrugged. "How was I to know commenting on her kitchen would set her off."
They all shared a laugh. "She was pregnant at the time. Can we blast it?" Aunt Alice asked.
"The Wizengamot voted to keep it," Harry informed them.
"Well bugger that," Uncle Frank said.
When they left, Aunt Alice still didn't look as pleased. They looked into the shoppes, had a nice lunch, then made their way to the old church. As they approached, Aunt Alice took his arm. "Please tell me that the old fool didn't take care of their graves too?"
"He did, but I've made some changes and made sure they are taken care of," Harry assured her.
The others followed behind them as Harry led his aunt to her brother's grave. She touched a few graves stones as they passed: Peverell, Roberta Abbott, Andrew Potter. "He was my great Uncle. Died when James and I were still young. We weren't even in Hogwarts yet."
"I've seen his name," Harry said.
"He was a rather serious person. A Master in transfiguration. There is still so much I need to teach you of our history. He used to live in Godric's Hollow. The cottage that James and Lily moved into was his, originally," she told him.
"I would love to learn more," he told her before stopping before two graves he knew all too well.
Aunt Alice had noticed where they were and fell silent. She stared down at James Charlus Potter and Lily Maria Potter. Harry had made sure his father's name had been properly changed to his real father's middle name. He had also made sure that silly epitaph, 'The last enemy to be defeated is death', had been changed to 'In loving memory of those we always love'.
Aunt Alice leaned forward. Her right hand reached out and touched the stone. Harry didn't cry anymore when he came here, but he felt the sadness. Aunt Alice hadn't had the same experience yet. Tears were streaming down her face as she clung to his arm. "Oh, James."
After a moment, Neville came over and put a hand on his mother's shoulder. Her hand left his to put it over Neville's. "I so wish you two could have known Lily and James. They would have loved you both. They would have loved your wives."
"I wish I could have known then as well," Harry said sadly.
"They were wonderful people. Much like you and Daphne," Aunt Alice said before breaking down into a sob. She dropped to her knees. Neville dropped next to her. His arms wrapped around his mother, and she cried onto his shoulder.
As the family mourned, Uncle Frank conjured flowers to place at the grave while Daphne stepped up to him and Harry put an arm around her shoulders. He felt her comfort as her arms wrapped around his waist.

  -oOo-

November 5, 1998

  London, England

Harry had been putting this meeting off for months. He knew what the goblins wanted, and he still wasn't sure what he was willing to give them. They had been relatively quiet on their demands of the Pelanstone or Camelot since he had given them Rogsnorg. He could only assume that they had found more than they had thought they would. It made him a little nervous and would need to talk with Croaker again soon. The Wizards and No-Maj's had to be prepared if the goblins chose to revolt again.
As he had been shown the curtesy the last time, the guards didn't require him to remove his wand or weapons when he got to the bronze Vipertooth scaled doors. They opened to Ragnok and one other goblin today. All his staff, guards and accountant desks were empty.
He nodded to the aged goblin he didn't know before giving a slight bend at his waist to Ragnok.
It wasn't until the doors closed that Ragnok indicate the single chair before his desk. "You have been avoiding me," Ragnok said. It was a statement.
Harry shrugged. "I've been busy."
"So, I have heard," the goblins said. "You have recently made a large deposit into your accounts. By the make-up of some of the artefacts I am to assume you finally got into Camelot?"
Harry shrugged again. "If I did or did not, it is none of your concern," Harry told him.
"And the rumours that the Longbottoms and Greengrasses have suddenly located herbs long thought to be no more?" Ragnok asked.
"Again, none of your concern. We have been out of the country a few times. They could have been found elsewhere," Harry said.
The Head of the Gringotts clan snorted in mirth. "You must think me a spring babe that understands nothing."
"No, I would never think that. You and your people are bright, dangerous and control far more of the wizarding world than most realize. I do not mean to go against you, but as you have a power I cannot match, I have one you cannot," Harry said simply.
Ragnok's eyes narrowed. "It is true then? There is a Pelanstone in Camelot?"
Harry reached into his cloak. The older goblin next to Ragnok stiffened and his hand went towards a knife at his side. Harry stopped. "Peace," Harry said. "I made a deal with Ragnok and Gringotts. The goblin nation kept its side in finding the location. I simply wish to keep my side of the deal."
After a moment Ragnok nodded and the aged goblin moved his hand away, but still looked poised to strike if Harry did something wrong. He reached into an inner pocket and took out a square wooden box that was six inches on each side. After leaning over and placing it on the table he sat back. "One Arcenstone, as promised."
The goblin next to Ragnok took in a sharp breath. "The human would just hand it over? What do you want?" The aged goblin was suspicious.
"Nothing for this. It was a deal made in good faith and I always keep my deals," Harry said.
Ragnok snorted. It seemed as much mirth as disgust. "Yes, you used our words and intentions against us, but this is the deal."
Ragnok reached and pulled the box to him. When he opened it, Harry could see the greed in his eyes. He took it out and the Arcenstone runes glowed a dull green. Harry had never seen that before. Perhaps it was the difference in the powers of goblins and wizards?
Ragnok said something in gobbledegook before placing the Arcenstone into the box and closing it. There was a brief conversation before the aged goblin, who had looked at the bronze sphere with as much longing, bowed to Ragnok and then took the box. He hurried out as fast as his older body allowed and then they were alone.
Harry didn't say anything as he waited for the head of the bank to say what Harry expected to come. Ragnok sat back in his chair, crossed his clawed hands over his chest and regarded Harry for a few. When the goblin spoke, Harry knew they were getting to the basis of the goblins' needs.
"Gringotts would like to offer a formal thank you to your acknowledgement of the Honour Guard at your wedding, Scion Potter-Greengrass," Ragnok said.
Harry dipped his head in acknowledgement. "The House of Potter-Greengrass recognizes the honour and looks upon the Goblin Nation and Gringotts in a favourable light."
Ragnok chuckled in amusement. "You are not a normal wizard and have provided as much profit as consternation for our clan."
"I'll take that as a compliment," Harry said with a slightly cheeky smile.
"I should gut you here and now for such cheekiness," Ragnok said.
"Ah, but I can still provide much profit to Gringotts," Harry said to him. "If you gut me and leave me to the flies, Gringotts would miss out on much."
Ragnok's black eyes bored into Harry. Looking to take the diplomatic approach today, he said, "And what profit could you offer Gringotts over what you already have? You have fattened our coffers to the point that many of my people regard you as a valuable asset. Some even say friend to a race that has been at odds with your kind since either race can remember."
Harry raised an eyebrow. He had seen how many were deferential, almost nice to him, over the last year. It was still odd. The fact that he could meet with the head of Gringotts like this was enough to show the normally untrusting and warlike people trusted him.
"I wouldn't go so far as to call us friends. I still plan to cause you much consternation, but I think the profit for both of us will be worth it," Harry said.
"Again, what profit? I don't usually do such niceties, but you have proven worth it, Harry Potter-Greengrass."
Harry gave a toothless smile. "I would propose a treaty."
Ragnok waited a moment before making an aggravated sound. "You are causing consternation now."
"Like I said, I plan to do that a lot. I would propose a treat between Gringotts and the House of Potter-Greengrass. As you know, I have bought and control all the lands around Potter-Green and Mosedale, including the mountains," Harry said.
Ragnok was immediately interested and leaned forward. "Have you considered our proposal for building a branch in Mosedale?"
Harry shook his head. "No. I won't let you build a whole bank in Mosedale. A branch. With a single tunnel to one of the mountains in the valley… that is something we could talk about," Harry offered.
Ragnok looked slightly disappointed before he seemed to get the full implication. "One of the mountains?"
"I mean it that I own all the surrounding land. Some of it was a challenge to get, but it is mine. Mine to do with what I want. The goblins want away from some of the regulations the Ministry imposes on them for being in a Muggle area and I want a return on my investment," Harry told them, knowing this would be one of the best ways to convince the goblins to work with him. Ragnok looked interested through his surliness.
"I currently lease out all the lands that are being used. I'll admit it essentially comes down to ownership by those using it, but it is still mine," Harry said.
"I thought fiefdoms were illegal by Ministry law," Ragnok said.
"I never proclaimed myself king and I comply by allowing the Ministry to do its thing, but in a way you are right. It is the only way I can add the wards I want and ensure they remain. It will be the same with Camelot. You will see a quiet claim come through soon by Scion Longbottom. He is the rightful heir of that kingdom, and we plan to eventually use it to protect Magical society from the No-Maj's," Harry said.
Ragnok nodded. "I see you heard about the large breach in the Americas?"
"Yes. The No-Maj media is now playing it up as UFO fanatics, but it was a dragon that escaped from a preserve and nearly made it to downtown Phoenix. I heard that the No-Maj's actually sent fighter jets after it. I can't imagine the damage it could have caused," Harry said. "It is reasons like that I want to make safe havens where magicals can hide."
"It was a near thing, but I thought you were pushing for a larger integration of wizards into the Muggle society?" Ragnok questioned.
"I am, but we will need safe places should things go wrong or just so we can be ourselves," Harry told him. "That is what I have been pushing for."
"And you are willing to offer Gringotts haven in one of these safe places?" Ragnok asked as though understanding what Harry was saying.
"I plan to offer safe havens for all magical folk and creatures. Mosedale and Camelot are just the start. If the Ministry approves, I plan to use my guild to safeguard Hogsmeade and even Hogwarts better," Harry told him. "Who knows, there may even be more settlements as time goes on."
"And where is the profit in this for us?" Ragnok questioned.
Harry reached into his cloak again and took out a thick stack of parchment. "Here is the treaty I propose. From Gringotts I will need the largest raw gems you can provide or dig up. Each project will take at least six, potentially more. It doesn't matter what they are. In return, I will pay ten percent under market value and allow the goblins to pretty much do what they want in their mountain. It will allow you to remain on British soil with the rights of a normal No-Maj bank to interact with both worlds."
Ragnok leaned far enough forward to put his hands on the table. His lip curled up a bit. "What is the catch for such a boon?"
"You leave me, Mosedale, any lands I do not lease to you and my guild alone. I will train ward weavers, and if they compete against Gringotts and get more business, you do nothing about it. This may expand into enchanting as well. Any Goblin wrought item that is enchanted by the guild will be held in perpetuity by the family that commissions as such without challenge. Anything the guild uses will be paid crafters fee every twenty years to the goblin, family or Gringotts until such item is returned. Ten percent of the cost will be paid to the goblins in recognition whenever a goblin wrought item is enchanted," Harry told him. "I will not interfere with your Cursebreakers, the quality tools, weapons and heirlooms you build. Nor will I interfere in your banking or other services."
Ragnok's lip curled into a snarl. "You would insult us like any other wizard that way? A goblin wrought item is only to be used during the lifetime of a wizard that commissioned or paid for it."
"I understand, but that is not the way Wizards see it. To them, it is an investment and a sign of status. Surely you can understand that?" Harry asked. "I will not stop you from requesting any item back, or even offering fair price. Wizards would understand that."
Ragnok leaned back. There was a long silence. "You ask much, young wizard."
Harry shrugged. "I ask to be fair."
Ragnok snorted. "I will look at this treaty. It will be ratified by the Ministry?"
"They don't need to. I am a senior House on the Wizengamot with the blood of Merlin in me. I hate using it, but that gives me rights over the Ministry by the very seals they used to make the Ministry. What I do on my own lands is up to me. I do plan on filing the treaty and there are provisions in there for the Goblin Liaison office to take over certain parts of it, but I don't think you will ever find a better deal," Harry told him.
Ragnok's face went passive. "I will be the judge of that."
"I would figure nothing less. If you need to talk about it and when you are ready to haggle, you know my solicitor. I will make myself available, and my wife will have a say in it as well," Harry informed Ragnok.
The goblin moved his hand to tap a long fingernail on the rail of his chair. "And if we choose to rebuild our stronghold? It would bring the wizards to their knees without our services. There hasn't been a wizard led bank in the history of these isles."
"Considering it's outside the British Ministry, you have the full rights to do that, but if you abandon Gringotts you lose all the treaties and the rights to bank on British soil. Can Gringotts afford to lose that? I know it will be difficult, but you forget that my allies and I have spent much to educate wizards on the No-Maj world. I am sure I can find squibs or Muggleborn that understand banking and would be willing to establish a bank or two. Now that I know this is a possibility, I think I'll get a plan together," Harry challenged.
"Britain is not the only lands that the goblins deal in," Ragnok said with a snarl.
"It is the only nation that the Goblins of Gringotts are allowed to bank in," Harry said. "If you can find a way to get along with another clan, you are welcome to it, but I rather think you would have done that centuries ago instead of staying here."
There was a long, pregnant pause as Ragnok was thinking. After a moment, he started to laugh. "You have the largest bollocks I have ever seen. You negotiate like a goblin. By the way, how are your pets?"
Harry smiled. "Sahassa and Harssess are doing well. There is a clutch on the way. I am not looking forward to it, but I fear that Harssess will not survive another year or two." There was a sadness that coloured his voice.
Ragnok tapped his finger. "A shame. Fine specimens. Gringotts will offer fair value when the basilisk dies."
Harry made a face. "I'm unsure I will do that. They have been my familiars and good friends the last few years. She deserves a proper burial."
"Perhaps. There is much profit in a basilisk though. Especially one so large," Ragnok said. "It could net over a hundred thousand galleons."
Harry snorted. It was always about profit. The legendary goblin greed. "Perhaps. I will see what her wish is and what I would like to do."
"Very well. Now, I am a busy goblin and you just made me busier," Ragnok said. It was clearly a dismissal as he took up the pile of parchments and started to read through the treaty.
Harry got up, showing himself out. He doubted any other wizard would be afforded such a pleasantry on goblin soil. Outside the door a contingent of goblins in suits were waiting. Three of them bowed their heads to him as he passed. Harry inclined his head back. He waited for a single guard to start walking him towards the main doors.

  -oOo-

November 6, 1998

  London, England

After Harry's talk with the goblins, he finally knew it was time to confront Croaker again. As he enjoyed doing, he used his Peverell ring to just waltz into the Department of Mysteries. After asking the spinning room for Croaker's office, a door opened into the hallway that his office was down. He knew it drove the man barmy that he could do this. In truth, not many could. Only the oldest houses that had signed the original Council pact, before the Ministry, could.
He walked down, counting the doors until he got to the seventh one on the left. Just like all the others it was nondescript. He knocked and waited a moment for it to open. When it did, he found Croaker sitting at his chair and leaning back into it.
"I have finally figured out how you do this," Croaker said without preamble.
"It wasn't any great secret," Harry said with a smirk.
"No, but it was lost to the annals of time. Which house?" Croaker questioned.
"The Peverells," Harry told him, giving the man a winning smile before Harry tried to crush him for the final time.
"Take a seat, Scion Potter-Greengrass. I have not been able to congratulate you on your nuptials. I didn't seem to get an invitation, though my nephew and my sister-in-law did," the man said.
"It was a family affair," Harry said cheekily.
Croaker gave a smile. "With how the Daily Prophet and most of the magazines and papers across the continent covered it, I highly doubt that."
Harry shrugged. "I have a large family, lots of friends and allies," Harry said.
"Including the goblins?" Croaker asked.
"I wouldn't call us allies. Business partners most likely. They did that of their own accord," Harry said.
"And it had nothing to do with you giving them secrets that put us all in peril?" Croakers' voice was harder now.
"I think it's mutually beneficial for now that both our races get along. I don't see that changing any time in the next few centuries," Harry replied.
The man's hard eyes regarded him. "What have you done now?"
Harry shrugged. "Nothing that is too dangerous. I would say that the Ministry and the clans of Gringotts are more on equal footing now. It's nothing that I didn't tell you I was already doing."
Croaker frowned. "You have no clue what dangers you have unleashed. All I can say is that I am thankful you gave up the quest for Camelot."
Harry gave a smug smile. "I wouldn't say that."
Croaker's frown grew. "I know that you have never used the medallions I gave you to get in and there has been no sign of other activity."
Harry's smug smile didn't drop as he shrugged. "I don't think you are guarding what you think you are."
The man blinked at Harry, his face going blank as he seemed to think of what Harry had said. It seemed like a slow dawning thought. "The citadel… it's not Camelot, is it?"
"Not ever going there I couldn't tell you, but I can say I have been into Camelot. It's a rather interesting place. Lots of history. Some pretty unique magic," Harry said.
"Bloody fuck!" Croaker exclaimed before shooting up. "If it's not Camelot we are protecting, what the bloody hell is it?"
"My guess?" Harry asked, enjoying seeing Croaker lose control.
Croaker growled at him in consternation. "Your guess," the older man demanded.
"Avalon," Harry told him. "Though, there are two other sites it could be. One is St Christopher's Monastery. The other is one we don't know the name of yet, but it is said to protect a gate to a most horrible fate."
Croaker blinked at him. "What is St Christopher's Monastery?"
"If the records I've heard of are true, it holds a Holy artefact from the Crusades that is said to be able to kill hundreds of men in a single go. Not sure what it is, but it sounds pretty nasty and has wards made by the Monks of the monastery, who were rumoured to be wizards that fought in the Crusades and were baptised to be Holy fighters. I doubt that protections are like the mists around Avalon and Camelot, so most likely Avalon," Harry said.
Croaker closed his eyes for a moment and looked to be counting, regaining his occlumency calm. "Right. I suppose Hermione found all that?"
Harry shrugged. "There are many libraries and other knowledge in my family and alliance. I just thought you should know in case it was something the Unspeakables wanted to investigate. You are tasked with protecting the British wizards, aren't you?"
"You're a bloody dick," Croaker said before making it back over to his chair.
Harry grinned back. "I can get you the information I have. You know, purely as a concerned citizen."
Croaker glared at him.
"So, what can I do for you today if I have nothing for you now?" the man asked bitterly.
"Well, it is a mixture of what we can do for each other," Harry said.
"And what is that?"
Harry took out a small black notebook from his cloak. He placed it on the desk. "The complete bloodlines of every family we know about that signed onto the Council and Ministry compacts. I want to make some changes but leave most of the current system in place. It is imperative that we don't destroy what is established."
Croaker stilled. His eyes looked at the small diary size book. "That seems smaller than I thought it would be."
"Like I said, it's all the bloodlines we have that would be required to change things," Harry said.
Croaker licked his lips. "It goes all the way back to the Camelot Court?"
"No," Harry told him.
Croaker's eyes flicked up. The hunger that was in them turned to anger quickly before he schooled himself again. "We need the original bloodlines and their relatives to change the original accords that Arthur, Morgana and Merlin put in place. There is no other way to change the base of our government."
"I don't want to change the base of our government. After talking this over with Hermione and my allies, none of them want too either. We do want to change some things though. Most importantly is land ownership and what the Ministry classifies as fiefdoms," Harry told him. "Oh, and replace the old hereditary seats of those families that are dying out or already gone with elected positions or elevate other families. But there will be special requirements for that."
Croaker's eyes narrowed. "That is not Hermione's or mine vision."
"Not the original vision, but I have found out stuff that would have very dire consequences if we were to abandon the base foundation of our government," Harry said. He would like a more egalitarian government, but there was something about the hereditary system that was required.
The man across the desk eyed him. "What has changed?"
"Magic," Harry said simply.
"Explain," Croaker said in a level tone.
"Well, more specifically our magic. Our magic isn't wild anymore. We rely on the constant that a spell can be learned, and it will have the same effect each time. Magic has changed with that. Surely the Unspeakables understand this?" Harry asked taunting the man that he had grown to dislike. This was a major discovery that had rocked Hermione over the summer. Her pregnancy hormones probably hadn't helped either.
"Anyone that has studied the deeper mysteries of magic knows it changes over time. I don't get what you are getting at," Croaker said.
"The Merlinian bindings," Harry said simply.
Croaker looked a little bothered. "They are just rumours and made-up tales by those that don't understand the baser rules of magic. There is no such thing as 'wild magic' or the bindings. If there was, the Unspeakables would have been able to find them."
Harry grinned. "If you say. Unless the binding is so ingrained into the current magic of the world that you couldn't detect them without breaking the laws of magic," Harry said. It had taken him the better half of two weeks to get that lesson from Myrddin.
Croaker blinked. The man sat back in his chair as though thinking hard about a thought he never had. "That doesn't make sense. The Unspeakables find ways to break many of the laws of magic."
"Do you? Or do you just find work arounds?" Harry pressed.
There was a longer silence this time. "You are saying that the laws of magic are so ingrained and ruled by our magic that it is impossible to detect? That can't be possible. Even shirting around the edges of the fifteen base laws we know you should be able to detect or infer something."
Harry just shrugged. "By binding the wild magics, Merlin was able to introduce a stable a methodology for casting. It was more of how the Roman's used magic, but it was still more controllable. Over time the magic available to us has changed again. It is now the magic of our Wizengamot, and a few other bodies like this around the continent, which maintain the bindings. I can tell you that they need to be maintained. Hereditary seats are far more important than you think. Well, actually, it's the shared magic of the houses and all that are blood related. The purebloods and old families got something right, even if they forgot why. If we are to change the system, then those voted in will need to make pledges of their magic to uphold the Wizengamot. That will work, but it is not as strong as binding your bloodline to upholding the magic of the Wizengamot. Otherwise, if we keep losing the old Houses, those that have pledged their magic, and their families, to upholding the Wizengamot, very bad things will happen."
There was another silence.
The silence dragged on for a few minutes.
Harry was starting to wonder if he said too much when Croaker reached for the book. Harry let him take it. Croaker opened it and started to leaf through it. After a moment, he asked, "How many families?"
"There are only fifty-three left that can be traced to those that signed and pledged their magic to the original compacts. Thirteen of them are no longer on the Wizengamot. They will need to be reintroduced," Harry said.
"There is an entire treatise in here about how the magic is bound," he said, turning another page.
"I only asked Hermione to give her foot notes version. I don't want everyone to know how it is done or what is fully required," Harry told him.
Croaker looked up. His eyes looked through his bushy brow. "This isn't even the whole thing?"
"It is all the families. All the information that the Unspeakables need to work with the seals and bindings. It won't be enough to break them, not even with an Arcenstone. The blood is too strong. Not unless you want to commit suicide and kill off the Wizengamot and their families," Harry said, trying to make sure the man understood the gravity of what would happen if he tried to go through with his original plans.
Croaker looked back down, and Harry waited as he scanned a few more pages. "Merlin, this girl is brighter than I thought."
Harry smiled. "She has been called the brightest witch of her age."
"She may be one of the brightest of our Age," he said. "Can I talk with her?"
"That is up to her. I don't control Hermione. Though, she is rather busy with Juliette and will be starting her mastery in the spring," Harry said.
"What is she mastering in?" Croaker enquired.
Harry rubbed the back of his neck. "Well, I'm afraid that I've steered her away from her more revolutionary thoughts, but she still wants to be a solicitor, though her real talents lay in Arithmancy and Runes. She is going to get her mastery in Arithmancy, and then I have no clue, but she says she would like to still work with me."
"A pity," Croaker said. "That sounds like a waste in talent."
"Maybe. Maybe not. I have big plans. Plans that will see many of her dreams become known," Harry said.
Croaker looked back up from the book. "Plans that involved Camelot, fiefdoms and wild magic?"
"Wild magic, no," Harry said definitely. He would not unleash that plague. "Protecting our world, yes. Protecting the No-Maj's, definitely. Protecting magic and ensuring it is still around for future generations, which is my biggest aspiration, most assuredly."
Croaker regarded him for a long few moments. "We may not be as diametrically opposed as I thought."
"No clue. I am having a meeting of my alliance in two weeks. I would like you and whomever else you need there. We will need the Unspeakables to be able to explain what this is about and how the process works. Are you willing to work with us?" Harry asked.
Croaker looked back down at the book. He flipped another page. "She was always good of taking simple concepts and breaking them down to the most basic and convoluted way of seeing things," Croaker mused.
"She is brilliant," Harry said.
"An understatement," Croaker agreed.
"Can we work together?" Harry asked.
"I need to read through this and look at the blood lines. Thirteen you say?"
"Yes. Most of them were banned for past transgressions. Only four of them are still considered of society, so it may be a hard sell, but they would need Wizengamot seats and to take the original vows for this to work," Harry told him.
"And how many of them are of the Sacred Twenty-Eight?" Croaker asked.
Harry snorted. "Only nine," Harry said. "You know the three houses that were banned from that group."
Croaker shook his head. "So many of the issues of the last hundred years were from that block and their beliefs. I wonder how well it would go over for those left to understand they weren't as old or revered as they thought."
"Well, nine of the houses are extinct now. The rest were mostly neutral, or light aligned in the last fifty years," Harry said.
"Have I ever said how much I hate politics?" Croaker told him as he leafed another page over.
Harry snorted. "You and me both. I'm glad to have a woman that doesn't mind it."
"Behind every great man is a great woman," Croaker said in a wizen tone.
"I like to think it's the other way. I don't want to be a great wizard. I know I am. I know I've been thrust into it, but I would give everything I have to see Daphne get where she wants," Harry replied.
"Yes, well. Ambition is one of the strongest Slytherin traits. I am not surprised she wants more. I am actually surprised you were not a Slytherin with what you have accomplished already," Croaker said. He sounded a little amused at the thought.
Harry grinned. "The Sorting Hat considered it. Draco Malfoy made my decision not to go there. Daphne's ambition is to see me be great, be everything needed to see our dreams become a reality and for her to see her family continue."
Croaker snorted. "Yes, I do not lament the loss of the Malfoy's to our society. You both have lofty ambitions that are to be celebrated. Is there anything else today?" Croaker asked. He flipped back a few pages.
"Just to let you know, I am claiming the rights as the last direct decedent of Merlin to enact a new treaty with the goblins," Harry said. Croaker snapped his head up. There was a brief anger across the man's face. "It will give them some of what they want, I get what I want, and it should put in safeguards for the Ministry and our world. Like I said, I am putting us and the goblins on an even footing. I would not just allow them to run ram shod over us though."
Harry got up. Croaker made a face. "You play dangerous games, Harry."
He shrugged back at the man. "Like you, I want us all protected. Keeping other races supressed, angry at us and looking to get one over on us does no good. I have plans to keep them so busy over the next hundred years that I doubt we will see a possible revolt for a long time. If we ever do again."
Croaker's frown deepened. "What other secrets do you have that the Unspeakables don't?"
Harry gave him a cheeky grin. "That is for me to know and you to find out… if I want you too."
"Veritaserum mixed with a panicking drought and legillimency works wonders," Croaker deadpanned.
"Try it and you will see how fast the Potter-Greengrass alliance comes down on you," Harry warned. "I may even have the goblin support for a transgression like that."
Croaker looked to think twice before he responded. "You are not above the law, even being a decedent of Merlin."
"I have broken no laws and the secrets I have are covered under my Lordship and family charter, as approved by the Ministry. I guarantee that Minister Longbottom, Lord Longbottom and Neville will be the least of your concerns. My aunt is the DMLE director and most likely slated to be the next Minister. Do you really want to start a feud?"
Croaker shook his head. "No. I do not want a feud. I have seen how you end those, and I would like to live another hundred years. I will be in touch."
Harry nodded and walked out of Croaker's office. He gave a bright smile to another Unspeakable that came out a door with a look of incredulity that Harry would just be walking through the Department of Mysteries unescorted.

  -oOo-

December 21, 1998

  Rotherham, England

Anders looked happily around at the gathered crowd in his large games room. Somehow this simple celebration of Yule with his family and close friends had turned into something larger. They would be going out to the pyre in a few minutes, but he had called attention to the people in the room before shuffling them outside.
At his side was his wife. Iliana was as beautiful as ever, even after twenty-one years of marriage. His son in her arms was just as much a source of pride as his two daughters, is son-in-law and the boy that would soon be betrothed to be his future son-in-law. It was the perfect picture of a happy family, and one that was not forced or coerced.
"Thank you all for your attention for a few moments. The pyre is ready for our celebration, but it is still a short bit before I begin those celebrations," he said to the gathered crowd. "My family and I would like to thank you for coming to celebrate the night of rebirth with us as we usher out one year and welcome another by the ways of magic."
He rose his glass and most of those in the room followed suit.
"As we have all seen large changes in the last year, I would like to give special recognition to my son, the Scion Greengrass, whom was gifted to Iliana and I when we thought no more gifts would come. For everyone with us that has welcomed in a new addition to their family, or is expecting, I hope that the blessing of the mother and horned god is on you, as with my family."
He indicated Lord and Lady Weasley, Scion and Heiress Thatcher-Grainger, his daughter and a few others. There was a general murmuring of those passing on the blessing either in the goddess's name or whichever deity they believed in.
"I would also like to recognize and ask for a blessing to those that joined in marriage this year. My son and daughter, Scion and Heiress Potter-Greengrass. Our close allies and friends, the Scion and Heiress Longbottom, the Scion and Heiress Thatcher-Granger, the newly minted Lord and Lady Prewitt…" he looked around the crowd. "If I miss anyone it is not by choice, but there is a larger gathering here than in many years."
There was some chuckling and acknowledgement.
"May the couples be blessed with fortune, happiness and children," Anders said. He took a sip from his cup after most repeated his words.
"I would also like to ask for the blessing of the coming union of my daughter, Astoria, as she has now become betrothed to Scion Eric Higgs. We will be some years away before they are married, but it is a cause of celebration just the same," he said. He got a nod from Harold, the Lord Higgs.
"Lastly, before we go outside, I would like to acknowledge the miracle that has so recently happened to ones that were once thought lost. The Lord and Lady Longbottom has rejoined us after many years, and I look forward to working with them as Lord Longbottom takes his place on the Wizengamot. I see many prosperous years before us if you are anything like your mother, son and nephew," Anders said.
Frank held up his glass in acknowledgement as there was a round of clapping around the room. It was not built to hold so many people, but Greencross didn't have a ballroom. He would have to talk to the goblins about that as he could see more gatherings of this size or larger occurring here more frequently.
"The only announcement I have left is for those that are sixteen or older," he said, looking around the room. "Tonight, is the celebration of Yule, the night old magic dies and new magic is born. If any wish to participate in the Rights of Yule, locations will be made available. The Potter-Greengrass and Greengrass elves can show you, but I do stress, this is for anyone sixteen or older."
There was a murmur through the crowd, but not a great stirring.
"Now, if you would all join me with your offerings to the pyre, we can gather around and start the true celebration of the night," he said, gladly ushering people out to the real purpose of the night.

  -oOo-

January 13, 1999

  London, England

It had been two months to work out the final details of the treaty. He had thought it would be far longer, knowing how hard the goblins bargained and fought for every advantage they could, and wizards were generally unwilling to give an inch when it came to 'lesser beings'.
Harry was willing to give and take, and he felt it had been a good balance. Most of the treaty was still intact in its original form. It had been more a semantic of words than any real groundbreaking changes. Now was the day to sign it.
His now showing wife stood at his side. On the other side of them was Auntie, Sirius and Ted Tonks. The goblins had almost ten times that many in the conference room. Ten guards, all the senior managers of the bank, a few senior goblins that Harry didn't know but looked very important, and finally Ragnok. He was in full battle armour that shined silver and looked scaly, instead of a nice suit.
Harry and his group were in formal House robes with his Order of Merlin taking pride of place above the new crest of Potter-Greengrass. He felt pompous and disingenuous, but this was a formal affair.
A goblin in a very smart business suit stepped forward and placed a thick stack of parchments on the centre of the table, which would require him and Ragnok to move. "If the parties have agreed to all stipulations of the treaty, step forward," the officious goblin said.
Harry bent his arm and Daphne put her arm into the crook of it. He walked Daphne to the centre of the table, with the others just behind them.
Ragnok approached from the other side with three other goblins. They were in business suits. All had gold earrings and other jewellery. One of them had two medals on his left breast. Harry didn't know what they were but must be important to the goblins.
When they met in the centre, Harry and Daphne gave Ragnok a respectful bow. Ragnok returned it, though not as deep in his armour.
"Does the House of Potter-Greengrass and the clans of Gringotts agree to this treaty?" the goblin between then questioned.
Harry stood a little taller as he spoke. "The House of Potter-Greengrass is willing to accept this treaty that will be active on all lands owned by the House of Potter-Greengrass. It will be witnessed by the House of Bones and Black. The House of Tonks will officiate for the wizards."
Ragnok replied, "The Clans of Gringotts ratifies this treaty and its hold over them when on the lands owned by the Potter-Greengrass clan. The Clan Chiefs of Gringotts will witness and Head of Contracts will officiate for the goblins."
"With both parties in agreement, please sign," the one that put the treaty down said.
In a sign of faith, Harry indicated for the goblins to sign first. Normally they would not be trusting enough to do so before a wizard did, but Harry had garnered enough respect that they didn't doubt his word he would sign.
Ragnok and the three clan chiefs signed the parchment. When Harry bent over, he could feel his own magic bleeding into the binding of it as he signed. His intention was to see this upheld. It was the first treaty that Gringotts had willingly signed without a war, revolt or threat over their head in many hundreds of years. The magic from both parties was complimentary, not confrontational.
Daphne, Aunt Ami and Sirius signed before Ted and the officious looking goblin did the same. Ted withdrew his wand while the goblin took out a rod of gold that had been highly stylized and encrusted in gems about a half inch across at either end.
Ted and the goblin touched the page with the signatures. The magic of the bindings pulled on them all for a moment before he knew it was sealed as all the signatures glowed blue before it faded.
Ragnok clapped his hands together, his armour clinking and rattling with the movement. "We will have our survey teams in Mosedale and at Grey Mountain tomorrow. Ground will be broken as soon as possible. Gringotts looks to continue its very prosperous dealings with the House of Potter-Greengrass."
"That is fine. I need my first shipment by March," Harry told him.
"Yes. Yes. Gringotts will honour its side of the bargain. Now, file this with your Ministry. I have plans to execute," Ragnok said, almost looking giddy for such an older goblin as he turned and indicated for all the others to follow.
Harry gave a bemused smile as they all walked out of the room, the official taking the original and leaving two copies for them. Daphne commented, "Can a goblin be giddy?"
"Apparently. You didn't sign me up for anything that will get us killed, right?" Sirius asked, suddenly apprehensive.
"I reviewed the treaty and worked out the details. There is no ambiguity in the important clauses, and I made sure the goblins didn't put it in. Very devious," Ted said.
"I know others reviewed it as well, but I can't shake the feeling you just did something we might regret," Auntie said.
"I think it will be the opposite," Daphne said. "I don't think the goblins realize how much they stand to lose if they break the treaty."
Harry shrugged. "I didn't hide anything in there."
"They do understand if they revolt again without going through the proper channels that you can claim half of all their holdings?" Auntie asked.
"As I would lose half of mine if I broke my side," Harry said.
"Why do I feel like there is a trick in here beyond that?" Sirius questioned.
Harry smirked. "I was honest with everything we agreed too."
"Pup, what did you do? I can't afford to do anything to upset my wife," Sirius said.
Harry just grinned. Daphne replied for him. "The goblins tried to pull one over us. I don't think they realized we did the same to them."
"What did you do?" Sirius demanded.
Auntie was looking at them curiously.
Ted just chuckled. "They'll figure it out eventually. I'm still not convinced that they didn't manage a few advantages as well."
"I'm sure they did," Harry acknowledged.
"Pup? Don't leave me hanging," Sirius whinged as they walked out of the conference room.

  -oOo-

January 28, 1999

  Camelot, England

"Good. Good. You are getting the feel of the magic," Myrddin said as Harry was sweating as he worked with the Pelanstone. He was in his mindscape as his magic worked the physical sphere outside in the real world.
He stood in the centre of a room that looked almost identical to the one containing the wild magic containment array. It thrummed with magic, like the room, but this was his own. Over the last two months he had been working to build up his core and tolerance to channel the almost incomprehensible power of the Pelanstone. He found it easier to picture his core this way than anything else, especially since he knew the power in the real thing.
He was trying to be careful to not burn himself out.
"It's been months and I still struggle with it," Harry said when he let the magic go. He felt to his knees as he panted.
"You are doing well, my heir. It took me decades to get to the point of making the binding crystals. I expect it to be another year or two to be able to channel enough to make the ward crystals you want," Myrddin said.
"Bloody hell," he said. He straightened his back and put his hands on the top of his head to catch his breath.
"I think that is enough for today. I would like to talk to you about the infusion of the crystals. You have made great strides in your own studies, but you are missing key elements that are far more important than you realize," Myrddin said. He waved his hand, and they were suddenly out of the crystal room and sitting in a private box in the stands of the stadium.
Harry blinked. He thought he was really starting to master occlumency and his mind, but the way this thought of his ancestor just moved about his head like it was nothing had Harry feeling like a mere babe. It was very humbling in a way. He was just pleased that the memory didn't brag or make him feel bad about it. No, he had a feeling the man, in real life, had been a great teacher and someone who cared for people and his homeland very much.
Harry took a seat in a chair as Myrddin took a spot next to him. "I must admit that there was no sport like this when I was alive. It must be very thrilling."
Harry smiled. "It is. There is nothing like the rush of air as you chase after a snitch, nor the thrill of victory."
"Something you had very little of in your early life," Myrddin commented.
Harry nodded. He was getting old enough, healed enough and far enough away from the pain and hurt to not let it affect him that much anymore. "It was how I grew up. I am a different person now."
"Yes, but your roots have kept you humble, appreciative of what you have and where you are now," Myrddin said.
"Is this part of the lesson?" Harry asked. Myrddin had a way of often bringing aspects of Harry's life into the lesson the man was getting at.
"It is a very important part of what I am to teach you," Myrddin said.
Harry pondered it for a few moments. It was the way of this master and apprentice relationship. Myrddin preferred to guide him where he needed Harry to go, but not give him the answers. After a few minutes, Harry said, "I don't understand what you are trying to tell me? I have accepted what happened to me. I am in a better place. I know what love is now. Those people are still in prison. What are you trying to tell me?"
"That the magic of the Pelanstone is a type of wild magic. All wild magic is ruled by emotions, intent and our perspective. The fact that you have already figured out who you are, and who you want to be, has greatly accelerated the base teachings I had expected to do. In here," Myrddin said as he put a hand over Harry's heart, "is the core of who you are. Wild magic uses that. It feeds and builds off that. You are a good person. One that does not seek power or to rule over others. You only wish to help and protect those, like you were not when you were younger. This will be your greatest strength when you learn to infuse and mold the crystals. Forget the magic that is bound by the runes. That means nothing if the base material is not formed properly."
Harry met his mentor's eyes. A deep understanding that all he had gone through, all the challenges that had forged him in his eighteen and a half years, had prepared him for his chosen path in a way little others could have. "So, because I want to protect, my magic will be stronger to make the ward stones?"
Myrddin gave him a smile. "In a very basic way, yes. There is far more too it, and we will delve deep into the forging of the crystals over the next few months. You just remember that it is in here," Myrddin patted his chest, "that makes the largest difference. I have a feeling you will understand more when your child is born. Children have a way of maturing people in ways unexpected and unpredictably, but I feel it will just make you stronger."
Harry nodded.
"That is all the time I have today. Please return tomorrow. I would like to talk of this more," Myrddin said.
"I will," Harry promised.
A moment later he was sitting on a pillow he had brought so he didn't need to sit on the cold, hard marble floor of the chamber. The two-story tall main crystal towered over him as the Pelanstone runes still glowed a dull blue. Harry took a few moments to make sure he had caught his breath before standing up.
Tomorrow would be a new day and a new lesson. For today he had to ponder on what he was just told.
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  March 21, 1999

  London, England

Harry sat next to his auntie in the Wizengamot seats. Daphne was at his side today. They were there to witness the Unspeakables talking to a closed and private session, while being allowed to exercise their votes. Anders was on the other side of his wife with Susan next to Aunt Ami. He had to admit he was starting to look forward to turning twenty-one when he could fully take up his seat and not vote at the behest of his regent. Daphne had less than two, while he still had over two years to wait.
On the main floor, Croaker and three other Unspeakables had set up a large screen and were using a projector like Professor Bouvier had. "Recent research has revealed the importance of maintaining the fidelity of the blood lines, as well as making sure they are healthy and long lived. The magic of this chamber, the Ministry and the foundations of our entire society depend on the magic of us all to maintain the covenants and protections of the Statute of Secrecy and the safeguarding of secrets that are dangerous to get out," Croaker explained. He had a page of arithmancy on the screen.
Most people looked glazed at the presentation. Harry thought Croaker was losing them, but there were enough that were following along to understand the implications of what was going on. Harry just feared it might lead to more blood bigotry in the future, just in the opposite way.
"To keep the blood lines strong, it is the recommendation of the Unspeakables that all families that have not introduced new blood, which will be classified as those born of muggle decent, or have at least a grandparent of muggle decent, should do so in the current generation." He flicked his wand, and a new slide came up. It was one of birth rates by generational gap, blood 'purity' and those of 'new' blood. There was a sharp decrease in the number of births the 'purer' the lines got. This was nothing new. What was new was the measured magical capacity.
"Our research has shown that the potential magical capacity and the birth rate of squibs is far more linked to only allowing magical blood to marry magical blood than thought. In Britian, the blood lines are so interlinked, that eight of every ten pureblood families had an increased ten percent chance of reducing the magical potential of children, capping out about seventy percent, for each generation past the third. There is also a five percent chance of birthing a squib child until you get a fifty-fifty chance about ten generations in. By the time you get to a family that is ten generations pure, you have a seventy percent chance of having a magically weaker child, and a fifty percent chance of having a squib," Croaker said.
There was a murmuring of shock, discontent and surprise going through the chamber. Harry knew this but hadn't seen the numbers before. Anders didn't look surprised in the least.
"How can this be? It is proven that those born of pure blood stock are magically more powerful than most Muggleborn, or even a first of second generation wizard," an older man yelled out.
"Lord Westford, it is true that magical lines that have not interbred will give a high chance of stronger children. It is also true that most muggle born children are not as strong as those that come from two strong magical parents, but that is not always true," Croaker said. His wand flicked and a sheet further in the stack replaced the one on the projector.
"If you look at this, about fifty percent of all Muggle born have a lower magical potential, but often match or exceed their peers by the time they graduate Hogwarts. I do not know the full reason for this, but it appears motivation, having a harder time to learn spells initially and the fact that most seem to work at magic more while learning allows their cores and potentials to grow faster. It is still below the final potential of those that are first, second, third generation, or even more, but they do end up 'more powerful', if you want to say, because they work at it and want it," Croaker told the man.
"So, you are saying that carrying on a purer line still leads to more powerful wizards," Lord Westford insisted.
"There is always a twenty percent chance of having a magically stronger child, no matter how many generations, but once a bloodline becomes too pure or interbred, the chance to have a weaker child often shows. The ten strongest wizards in the last century were all what are classed as half-bloods or first generation purebloods. Albus Dumbledore had a mother that was Muggleborn. Tom Riddle, also known as Lord Voldemort, was the son of a muggle and a line that was twenty-two generations pure. The mother was just barely stronger than a squib. Scion Potter-Greengrass, arguably one of the strongest young men of our Age, is the son of a man that was eight generations pure and a muggle witch," Croaker said. Harry narrowed his eyes at the man, who looked to give him a small smirk. Harry knew Croaker was trying to twist his knickers. "Even Gellert Grindelwald had a grandmother that was a muggle born."
That caused quite a stir in the chamber among many of the members. Those in his inner circle of friends or the inner circle of allies didn't say anything. "Lord Westford, not a single witch or wizard that was more than five generations pure has tested above four hundred points on the Rexford scale in the more than hundred and forty years the Unspeakables have been maintaining records, meanwhile more than eight Muggleborn, fifty-three Half-bloods or first generation purebloods and forty-eight of fourth generation or less have."
Lord Westford, one of their outer ring of allies looked shocked. As Harry had just recently learned, the average adult wizards usually came in about two-hundred. Anything over three hundred was exceptional. Anything over four-hundred was approaching a wizard that everyone would know. Over five hundred put you in the class of Dumbledore, Grindelwald and Tom. Harry was a little over four hundred himself now, and still had decades for his natural magical potential to increase.
"You are saying we are breeding ourselves into extinction?" a woman behind them asked.
"That is a point that I think Lord Greengrass has been making for a few years now. We just have verifiable proof now," Croaker told them.
"The point of all this is to increase our magical potential as a society, maintain that strong magic to protect our world and to increase the overall number of witches and wizards," Croaker said to the assembly.
Auntie spoke up. "What is your proposal then for the declining number of families that have pledged their magic to this body and to maintain the protections of our world?"
Harry knew this was what they had been building too.
Croaker put a new slide in. "I propose a change to the Ministry Covenants to allow a broader range of family ties to this body. The houses that are currently voted in are not capable of lending their magics to keeping our world together. This change will allow oaths to last the term of their offices," Croaker said.
There was some talk and nodding of heads.
"To do this though, the Wizengamot will need to allow thirteen houses back in as peerage members that have been removed over the last hundred years," Croaker explained.
"And what houses are those?" Phoenicia enquired.
Croaker flicked his wand again. There was a sound of disproval from many of the light and neutral houses, and a grin of delight from of the darker houses that still held some sway. Harry knew the list, which included Parkinson, Flint, Malfoy and Avery.
He didn't want them back, but the oaths they would be required to take should help to keep them inline.
Harry just watched the fireworks as the chamber became the most raucous he had seen in a while.

  -oOo-

April 5, 1999

  Mosedale, England

Daphne had a hand over her stomach as the baby was moving around. She was so ready to get this little one out of her, but it was stubbornly holding on. Her due date had been four days ago. To distract her from the way her little one was dancing on her bladder, she had gotten out of bed and was looking out the window of their room into the town below.
In less than a year, the number of buildings in town had doubled. There was a main street of row houses and shoppes, with two more buildings adding onto the main street. A new white marble Gringotts branch was well underway. It curved around the edge of the main square, looking almost twice the size of the bank in Diagon Alley.
She smiled at herself with how much that had kicked over the Goblin Liaison office and others in the Ministry. Harry may not like the limelight, and he didn't want to think of himself as a Slytherin, but he was showing far more ambition, cunning and resourcefulness than any other Slytherin she knew. Draco Malfoy had made a dreadful mistake that day he had turned her husband away from her house.
On the reverse, he was achieving some of his goals by being daring and a little reckless at times. The hat had been right to consider him for Gryffindor as well.
She held her stomach as a small pain rippled through her and onto her back. She had been having these damned Brecks-Hicks contractions for days now. She just wanted it to be over. There was a good kick, and she could feel a small amount of fluid leak between her legs.
"Alright, fine! I'll go to the bathroom again," she said irritably.
She turned, took two steps, felt a larger pain that stopped her, then there was a gush of fluid out of her. She blinked tears out of her eyes after a moment. The baby had suddenly settled. She looked at the pool spreading out around her feet. It took a moment to realize she hadn't gone to the bathroom. "DOBBY!"
A second later Dobby came rushing into the room. "What can Dobby do for the misses?" their main house elf asked.
"Get Twinky in here. Go get Healer Tonks and then get Harry. Hurry," she said.
Dobby looked at her, then the mess on the stone floor, then nodded. He snapped his fingers. Daphne moved away from the puddle. She thought about taking out her wand to clean it before another pain hit her lower back and spread to the front. She leaned over and started to breathe. If the pain was only supposed to get worse, she was going to kill Harry if he suggested another child…

  -oOo-

A brief time later…
Harry let Daphne scream as her hand just about crushed his. Even with all his strength and conditioning he was amazed at the strength in his wife.
"That's it, Daphne. I need you to push a little more," Andi said as she looked between Daphne's legs.
"Your bloody fecking dick did this to me," Daphne panted before she pushed again.
Harry was concerned. He had never heard Daphne talk this way or show such anger towards him. Andi had assured him a few hours back that this was normal. He wasn't sure it was.
Daphne's hand squeezed his more. It was so tight he wasn't sure she wasn't going to break his hand. She screamed again.
"I see the head. It's almost done, Daphne," Andi told her.
The other Healer and Mediwitch that had come to the castle were off to the side, ready to help at a moment's notice.
Daphne clenched her teeth and cried through the pain before Andi moved. "I have him," Andi said.
Daphne let out a small cry before falling back onto the pillows that had been propping her up. She was panting.
"Are you alright?" He knew it was a stupid question, but he was too concerned for her not to ask.
"Is it out of me?" she asked. Her eyes closed for a moment
The sound of a new set of lungs crying answered her. "It's a baby boy," Andi said. "Let me just get him cleaned up and you can hold him for a few, dad. In the meantime, come over here and you can cut the umbilical cord, if you want.
Harry beamed. Dad! He was a dad. He cut the white cord with the blue and red veins in it. Then his son was swaddled and placed in his arms.
Daphne sighed. "Is he beautiful?"
"The most handsome," Harry assured her. The boy's eyes were a blueish-green. He had a thick head of black hair. His skin was splotched in places and bright red.
"Daphne, you just have to get the placenta out and then we are done," Andi told her.
A few minutes later, he was placing the boy into Daphne's arms as Andi made sure she was healed. The other Healer was running his arm over their son. "Oh, Merlin, Harry, he's gorgeous. He's going to have your eyes."
"They are a blue-green right now though," he said to her.
The other Healer said, "It's very common for babies to have blue eyes and then change in their first year."
"Oh," he said.
"Felix," Daphne said.
Harry rose an eyebrow. He thought they were going to use a different name.
"Felix?" he asked her.
"Felix Harry Potter-Greengrass. We are incredibly lucky to have him, so Felix," she said.
After watching what Daphne had just gone through, he wasn't going to argue with her, especially since she seemed happy with him now, compared to the last ten hours. "Felix it is," he agreed before leaning over the bed to kiss her forehead. Daphne closed her eyes and smiled
"Right, when you’re ready, mum, we can try a first feeding. If you want to go tell everyone, Harry, we can watch over her for a bit," Andi said.
"Will you be alright?" he asked her.
"We'll be fine, luv," she said. "Go tell everyone."
"How long is he and how much does he weigh?" Harry asked, knowing that others would ask. After seeing his two godchildren and his brother-in-law he knew that was a common thing to know.
"Twenty and a half inches and eight pounds three ounces. He's perfectly healthy and mum is too," Andi replied with a smile.
"I won't be long," Harry said, leaning over to kiss her forehead again, and then the forehead of Felix.
It was late in the day now, just about dinner time for most. As such, he apparated to Grace Hall first. "Auntie! Susan!" he called out. Tipsy came rushing out into the atrium. "Hello, Tipsy. Where is Aunt Ami and Susan?"
"Missy Susan is out with master Dean and Mistress Amelia is in her study," the elf said.
"Thanks," Harry said with a smile. He bounded up the stairs, to the left and called out, "Auntie!"
She met him at the door. "What is all the yelling about?"
He came in and hugged her. "It's a boy!" he happily exclaimed. "Felix Harry. He came out just about an hour ago," he said to her.
She hugged him back. "Oh, congratulations. I can't wait to meet him."
"You can come by whenever you want. We're going to tell most of the others tomorrow," he told her. "It's a boy!"
She laughed at him. "So I heard. Felix is a good name. Susan and Dean are supposed to be back in an hour or two. I'll give you a call and see if Daphne is up to seeing anyone," she assured him.
"I can't wait for you to meet him auntie. A boy. Felix," he said, the enormity of him being a dad starting to really hit him. "Bloody hell. I have a boy."
She looked sympathetic. "You'll be a great father. I have faith in you."
Harry gave her a small smile. "Thanks. I need to go tell a few more and then get back to Daphne."
"Go. I'm sure Susie will be thrilled once she finds out," Aunt Ami told him.
Harry gave her another hug then walked away. "Felix," he said to himself. He was smiling, even if his insides were clenching, praying to any deity that would listen that he wouldn't screw this up.

  -oOo-

May 24, 1999

  London, England

Harry was sitting in on the last of the reaffirmation hearings. It had taken well over a month of special sessions for the Wizengamot to agree on a path forward on how to induct the thirteen houses back. He had never seen politicians move so fast, but the presentation by the Unspeakables had spooked many into action.
Over the last three weeks special council sessions had been called to go over the crimes that had expelled the houses, then have a hearing with the current heir of the line. If they were found acceptable, new oaths were presented to them and they were sworn in, to have their first official privileges reinstated at the summer solstice.
If not, then they went to the next person in line of the family.
Today was the one that Harry was most looking forward to… or was it dreading? He hadn't seen Draco Malfoy in years. Not since that disastrous field trip to the No-Maj mall. That was over four years ago now? Five? He couldn't remember.
Sirius put a hand on his leg. "It's not proper to bounce your leg like that," the man said.
Harry cast a glance at his godfather. "Since when do you care about proper?"
"When it shows weakness to those around us. Being nervous is alright. Showing you are nervous is not," Sirius told him.
Harry should be more surprised, but his godfather had been taking his responsibilities more seriously, for lack of a better word, over the last few years. He had a feeling that Quinn was a large part of that.
Harry made sure his leg was still. He didn't want to start a new blood feud, but he wasn't about to stand for the ponce to be bigoted. The only issue was, until Draco had an heir, there was no one else for the Malfoy line and they needed the Malfoy line.
It was about two minutes before the time set to start when the doors on the floor below opened. Harry raised his brow at a young blonde man he instantly recognized, though he seemed a little different than he remembered. Not as cocky. His head was held up high, but he didn't look to be looking down at anyone. Instead, this was a proud young man.
Harry also noticed that Draco looked rather fit. His skin wasn't pasty white anymore, it had some colour to it, as though he actually spent time in the sun. He also wore fine robes, but they didn't scream wealth like Harry was used to Draco's clothes doing.
Behind him was Narcissa Malfoy. She still had the same haughty expression she had had the last time Harry had seen her, but she looked subdued as well. Two men in black robes walked next to them. They all sat at the table in the centre of the room. Twenty-eight houses sat in the stands with the Chief Warlock to make up any ties.
Draco sat, leaning over to listen to something one of solicitors was saying. After a moment, Draco sat back up and looked around the room. When his eyes landed on Harry, the two of them stared at each other for a long moment before Draco's eyes slid to the next person.
"He didn't sneer at you," Sirius whispered.
"Maybe he's grown up?" Harry replied.
"Maybe. Lucius got worse the older he got," Sirius noted.
Harry gave a slight shrug.
Chief Warlock Doge came out of a door at the top of the stands, and they all stood for him. Doge got to the podium. "This is the reinstatement hearing for the House of Malfoy to rejoin the body of the Wizengamot and serve the people of Britain. Is Scion Malfoy present?"
"I am here, Chief Warlock," Draco said in a clear tone. Harry looked a little surprised. Gone was the drawl of superiority and the tone that he owned the world and the world owed him.
"Very good. You can all sit." They all did. "Before we proceed, it is to be understood we are gathered here to ask you a series of twenty-one questions, and any follow-up to your answers, while under oath. You are to answer them truthfully. Should it be determined you are ready to take up the responsibility, you will pledge your oath of yourself and your family to the Wizengamot. If not, we will determine a path for you to undertake to earn your seat again. Is that clear?"
Draco hadn't sat yet. "It is clear, Chief Warlock."
"Very good. Head Auror, please administer the oath," Doge said.
A man that Harry recognized as Auror Shacklebolt stepped to the table. He held out a stone. "Place your hand on the stone and repeat after me."
Draco didn't hesitate.
"I, Draco Malfoy, Scion of House Malfoy, pledge to speak the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth until released by this board of inquiry and judgement or until I leave this room. Otherwise, magic judge me for my untruthfulness," Shacklebolt said.
Draco repeated the oath, the stone and his hand glowed, then he sat.
"You have received the questions?" Doge asked the men next to Draco.
"We have, Chief Warlock, and have no complaints," the man to the right said.
"Very well. Draco Malfoy, do you believe that Pureblood wizards should rule over all?"
Draco pondered the question for a moment. "I used to think that. Now, I have been taught that working hard can get almost anyone to a superior level. If a Pureblood is the best option, I would still support them, but not over a better qualified wizard."
That seemed to satisfy most. Either Draco had been well coached or Durmstrang had beaten some sense into him.
Doge nodded and asked the next question. "If given a choice to marry a half blood or Muggleborn to strengthen your family, would you consider it?"
"I don't know. Aren't they weaker than those of long pureblood lines? I mean there are exceptions, but that is rather rare, from what I have seen," Draco said.
"And if I was to tell you that the longer a line remains pure the larger a chance there is of birthing squibs or weaker magically potential children?" Doge asked.
"I would need to see the research. I do not believe that to be the case," Draco said.
Doge pressed, "But you would consider it if there was credible research?"
Draco seemed to consider this for a moment. "Is there credible research?"
Draco was a changed person. Harry was still dubious if he was a good person, but he would never have asked something like that before. He would have just stated purebloods were better.
"We believe there is," Doge replied.
After a long moment, Draco said, "Then I would consider it."
"Bloody hell," Sirius said next to him. "Are you sure that is Lucius's son?"
"Looks like him," Harry muttered back.
"Would you be willing to work with and compromise with members of other factions if it was in support of an oath to uphold the values of the Ministry, Wizengamot and an oath to serve and protect all witches and wizards that are recognized under the British Ministry?" Doge asked.
"As long as there is an equal or greater give back," Draco said.
It went on like that for another hour before Doge called a recess for the Wizengamot members to discuss Draco's testimony.
"Scion Malfoy is not as progressive as some of the others we have talked to in the last few weeks," a middle aged woman said.
"But he is better than his father. Lucius would never have agreed to listen to anything against his beliefs," Lord Patil argued.
"Who are we to say that he isn't as bad as his father? I still think this is a risky affair to allow these Houses back in. We are returning the backbone of the pureblood faction," Lord Abbott said.
"I thought we wanted a balanced government? Shouldn't that mean all viewpoints are represented?" Lord Higgs countered.
"I think that we should consider it," Harry said and most turned to him. "Draco Malfoy has been out of the country for over four years now. Things have changed. The core of the old Dark Alliance is broken. As much as I hate to say it, maybe we should give them a chance. If Draco is willing to listen to the Unspeakables about their research, who knows?" Harry said with a shrug. "Maybe he will change?"
Less than an hour later, Draco was called back in. Doge shuffled the papers before speaking, "Scion Draco Malfoy, of House Malfoy, this council has decided you have earned the right to rejoin the Wizengamot. If you would take the oath, you may present yourself at the next Wizengamot meet to reclaim your seat. In the meantime, an appointment with the Unspeakables shall be scheduled to present research that will be vital in the coming Wizengamot meets. Do you accept?"
Draco cast a look towards Harry. Harry was sure he would never like the ponce, but he didn't feel like killing him anymore. Draco looked back at the Chief Warlock. "What is this oath you require?"

  -oOo-

June 5, 1999

  Mosedale, England

Hermione had found she like the joys of motherhood, but also found it to be cumbersome at times. She loved Juliette with all her heart, would do anything for her girl, but some days found it a little overwhelming. At ten months the frizzy hair girl was crawling everywhere and getting into everything. Her mother said she had felt much the same way the first few years, especially as she had to put off some of her own professional goals, but after it was said and done, her mum said she would have done it again if they had a second child. Blaise was doing well, actually taking care of Juliette most days as she had started her apprenticeship. Without that, Hermione figured she be would pulling her hair out and be bald by twenty, which wasn’t far away.
Today she was pleased to hand off Juliette to Daphne. Her little girl loved being around Felix. At two months old he was laying on his back on a blanket as Daphne played with him. Juliette came over, sat and mouthed at a teether she had been given, happily smiling at the boy. Felix looked a lot like Harry already, though his green eyes were going to be lighter and his hair not as messy.
"Ba. Ba. Ba," Juliette said as drool dripped down her cheek.
"Harry is waiting for you all in the library," Daphne told her. "I have these two if you want to go in."
"You are such a life saver, Daphne," Hermione said.
"I don't mind," the dark hair young woman responded.
Hermione made her way from the nursery, down the stairs and through the long hall below the family rooms to the library. Inside she found Sirius, Remus, Tracey and Harry around a large table. It made the place look crowded as it was one of a half dozen such tables. All the rune and Wizengamot projects he had them working on were spread throughout the room.
"Don't everyone all greet me at once," she said jokingly as she stepped up to the table.
"Hey, little sis," Harry said giving her a sideways hug.
She huffed at him. It didn't matter that he was a good half foot or more over her. She was a little on the shorter side anyways.
"I am older," she reminded him.
"And I keep telling you I will remind you of that someday," he cheekily said back.
Most around the table chuckled. "Hello, Hermione. It's good to see you. No Juliette or Blaise?" Sirius asked.
"Juliette is with Daphne and Felix and Blaise is working today," she said. They didn't need to know he was actually working with Theo at the Quibbler. She loved her boy, but for a Slytherin he really didn't have much ambition now they were making some changes to the Wizengamot.
"Ah, I see that Xeno pulled him in as well. Good," Harry said.
"Hello, Hermione. I hope Juliette is well?" Tracey asked.
"Very. She is crawling everywhere," Hermione said a little exasperatedly.
"They do that as they get older," Sirius said rather knowingly.
"Oh, hush," Hermione snarked back. "Now, what is this about, Harry?"
"This," he said expansively as he waved his arm over the large blueprints on the table.
She cocked her head, unsure what she was looking at first. "A new building or something from Camelot?"
"You are looking at the Ward Weaving Guild of Mosedale," Remus told her.
Her brow rose. As she looked, she realized it was an expansive building that curved. The front face was two stories of marbled columns and capped by a third of windows. There were gargoyles and other coats of arms and such on the top of the columns. It looked like an elaborate façade that was better for an eighteenth century palace than a guild building. "A little ostentatious, isn't it?"
"Well, it wasn't supposed to be, but the new Gringotts branch kind of rose the ante," Sirius said in a serious tone.
She looked up. Tracey answered her question. "They are going to build it on the main square right across from Gringotts."
"Oh," she said. She looked back down at the building. "How many are you expecting to work for you?"
"No clue, but this will easily accommodate workshops, libraries, offices and vaults for hundreds," Harry replied.
"He doesn't go by halves," Sirius put in.
Remus chuckled. "This is more than that. How much is all this going to cost?"
"Enough," Harry said. "Tracey, do you want the star rooms to be here or in an observatory on the mountain?"
Harry flipped a few of the long pages to show a small observatory on the roof with a few rooms below it designated for the girl. Tracey's eyes gleamed. "You are giving me all this?"
"If we are going to be as busy as I think, you will need it. I am not planning to cover just Britain," Harry said. "I actually plan to run all my enterprises from here."
"There are three star rooms," Tracey just about squealed.
"Yeah, well, someone has convinced me how important astronomy and astrology are," Harry told her.
"You said libraries?" Hermione questioned.
He grinned at her. "I have three planned. One for runes, one for the potions and herbology division and the last for you and Tracey."
Hermione looked up at him as he pointed out rooms across from the ones given to Tracey. "Me?"
"Well, I figure that I will need a department of Solicitors and arithmancers, so why not?"
Remus chuckled at the greedy look in her eyes. "Harry, I'm still years away before I could take over my own practice," Hemione reminded him.
He shrugged his shoulders. "So? If things go well, I will be certified for my Mastery by Christmas next year. That is when the guild will be opened."
"With ambition like that, why not take over the world?" Sirius teased.
"Nah, I'll leave that for Daphne," he said.
Most chuckled.
"Harry, this is all too much," she told him.
"Maybe, but this is mine and Daphne's dream. I was just hoping you would all just come along," he said looking up at her. "The greenhouses are going to be expanded to account for everything we found at Camelot. Neville can't keep up with the demand we think there will be, so Daphne and him are going to go in on a joint venture. She starts her potions apprenticeship in the fall with Slughorn. On the ground floors, here, will be the main commercial potion labs. They think they will have to employ a dozen or more, and not to mention the twenty or thirty they plan for the greenhouses."
"Merlin, Harry, when did you dream this all up?" Tracey asked.
He shrugged. "A few years ago. It's just grown a bit bigger than originally thought," he replied.
Hermione hugged him. "This is all wonderful. What do you need from me?"
"To say yes that you will be a founding member of the guild, make sure everything is to your specification and then get your mastery in the next few years. I need a full master to certify each division. With Neville getting his Herbology, Daphne Potions, Tracey Astronomy, me Runes, you Arithmancy and to get your solicitors licence, we can get this off the ground. I'll look for a few other masters, but it’s going to happen, Hermione," Harry told her.
"Are you sure you aren't trying to take over the world, pup?" Sirius asked.
"Not today," Harry replied cheekily.

  -oOo-

August 2, 1999

  Wiltshire, England

Harry walked down the path of the old countryside manor house. It was a crushed white marble that contrasted drastically with the green lawns, bushes and flowers. Where most of the old supporters of Tom and the Blood Supremacist has lost most of what they had, the Malfoy's had been able to avoid some of it because Lucius Malfoy had been killed before Parkinson had called the blood feud and then Draco and Narcissa fled the country.
He knew they didn't escape unscathed, losing about half their wealth, but it still put them well above most others, and he heard that Narcissa had managed the money well and even increased the fortunes in the last few years.
As a white peacock called out, Harry made a face. The birds were just as flashy as he remembered the elder and younger Malfoys to be.
Harry was here on business today. Draco had requested an audience with him, and Harry had agreed to come to Draco. It should have been the other way around, but Harry would give his old nemesis this small advantage. Especially since he didn't want Malfoy anywhere near Potter Green or his family.
At the door he pulled on the rope for the old bell. It rang inside the house, and he waited a few minutes for the door to open. A house elf opened the door. "Whose be calling at the House of the Malfoys?" the elf asked in her squeaky voice.
"Scion Potter-Greengrass to see Scion Malfoy," Harry said.
The elf gave him a small bow and Harry returned it, much to the elf's surprise. Harry had to supress a chuckle. He would always be courteous to the little beings, even if it still surprised most of them. "Follows Abbey, sir."
"Thank you, Abbey," Harry said.
Abbey gave him another odd look. Harry stifled a sigh. The poor elf didn't look abused, like Dobby had, but she didn't seem to know what kindness was either.
The Malfoy home looked like a mid-eighteenth century manor with the old English oak and ash panelling, furniture and decor. The main atrium was lavishly decorated, but there were some places where some of the wealth was obviously missing, like the table that had a shadow where a vase used to be, or the wall that was not faded where a painting must have hung for years.
Abbey walked him under the grand staircase, through a set of double doors and into a hallway that went the width of the house. There were signs here and there that the Malfoys had to dispose of some of their wealth as he was walked to a study at the end of the hallway.
Inside it was all dark wood, book shelves, a large fireplace and a huge mahogany desk. Standing at the tall windows that looked out onto the back gardens, the blonde ponce was standing with his back turned to Harry. He was in a rather older fashioned suit, with his vest on and robes thrown over his chair.
Harry thought this interesting since he had worn robes with his house crests on them for this meeting.
"You can take a seat if you want, Potter. Abbey, get him a drink," Draco said.
"Yes, Master Malfoy," Abbey squeaked. "What would the Scion Potter-Greengrass want?"
"Tea will be fine," Harry said. He took one of the comfortable chairs before the desk and waited for Malfoy.
He didn't have to wait long. "My father used to keep the most uncomfortable chairs for those he would entertain in here. I think he used to think it showed how much better he was than others."
Harry leaned back in the chair. "Well, I'll have to thank you for putting these in. They are rather nice. It's Potter-Greengrass, by the way."
"I heard. Congratulations," Malfoy said.
"Thank you," Harry replied.
"Listen, I know what we used to be. I used to be a jerk. Can't say I'm not still, but Durmstrang, being exiled from your own country and having to learn how to handle finances can give you a different perspective," Malfoy said.
"You were a right arse and still seem to be one," Harry replied. It wasn't exactly him being diplomatic, like Daphne had wanted him to be, but Malfoy didn't seem to want that.
Malfoy turned around with a small smirk on his face. "Glad to see nothing has changed, Scarhead."
"I hate that name," Harry gruffed.
"Why do you think I used to call you that, though I don't see the scar anymore," Malfoy commented.
"Well, that was a while ago," Harry snarked back.
Abbey came in and put a tea set down. Draco took the seat behind his desk. He took the saucer and cup without comment when Abbey held it out for Draco.
"A little milk and one sugar," Harry said to Abbey.
Malfoy rose an eyebrow at Harry when he went to sip his. "You trust me to not do anything to the tea?"
"I figure if you do, then I have enough allies to see you and your mother buried a dozen times over before anyone is the wiser," Harry replied.
"Touché," Malfoy said back.
"Thank you, Abbey. It's perfect."
Abbey gave him an uncertain smile before leaving them.
The two rivals looked at each other over the large desk for a few minutes before Malfoy said, "I'm sure you want to know why I called you here."
"The thought crossed my mind," Harry replied.
"I know that Bones is your regent and her and Greengrass are the core of your alliance, but everyone knows it's you and Daphne that are really pulling everyone's strings," Malfoy said.
"And what makes you say that? There are forty-seven Houses in our alliance. There is no way I could control all of them and if you have looked at the Wizengamot over the last few years you know that we don't always agree or vote together," Harry said.
"When it comes to important matters that I know you, Granger, Greengrass and Longbottom support, you do," Malfoy said.
Harry sighed and put his cup on the table. He leaned forward, putting his elbows on his knees and looking at Malfoy. "Listen, I can get that you still think of us as we were in Hogwarts, but we all graduated over a year ago. Hermione is Thatcher-Granger. My wife and I are Potter-Greengrass. Either call us by our given names or our last names if you want to go any further in this conversation."
Malfoy's eyes narrowed. After a moment he put his own tea cup down. "I will accept those terms."
"Good. So, what is it you want?" Harry enquired.
"You always were a Gryffindor, charging right in," Malfoy said back.
"Well, the Sorting Hat was about to put me into Slytherin until I told it not too. You have yourself to blame for that one," Harry said.
Malfoy blinked. Then he snorted. "You are not a Slytherin."
"Some would say otherwise with my ambitions and resourcefulness. Not every Slytherin espouses all the values of that house. Anyways, you've been at Durmstrang. Isn't that place worse?" Harry asked.
Malfoy gave a small smile. "I know the reputation of Durmstrang, but it's not actually as bad as it is said to be. Yes, we learned the Dark Arts and their counters, but also statecraft, an appreciation for physical activity and how to govern. There are reasons that many of the greatest politicians, and Dark Arts practitioners, have come from there. The Dark Arts are not as bad as most think."
Harry frowned. "I'll take your word for it. So, you are some great politician now that has been given his seat back. What does that mean for me and mine?"
"I intend to support you," Draco said.
Harry blinked a few times. "What?"
Draco smirked. "Just as eloquent as always."
Harry's eyes narrowed. "What do you mean you intend to support me?"
"Just as I said. You want to change some of the foundations of the Wizengamot and the Ministry. I agree with those goals, but maybe just not in the way you and Croaker want," Malfoy said.
Harry knew there had to be a catch. "And what do you want?"
"To make every seat a hereditary seat. None of this temporary voting in the rabble. I also want to see a tiered voting system," Malfoy told him.
Harry snorted. "None of that will happen. Have you seen the reports from the Unspeakables?"
"Yes. I also know Thatcher-Granger is the true brain behind that. It is stronger for the covenants, seals and wards to have a family line. Do you also want the everyday wizards voting? They won't know what they want," Malfoy countered.
"I'm not sure. It works well in the No-Maj world," Harry said.
"I know about the Muggles. Frankly, they scare me, Pott... Harry. I saw what a cannon can do when we were out in Serbia. There isn't any magic I know of that can do that," Draco said. "I want in on Mosedale or another wizarding settlement. I am willing to invest. But I want a return."
"You want the Wizengamot in your hands," Harry shot back.
"I want to make sure we stay in power and that our society lives on. That is all that my father and mother wanted, and I have seen what happens when wizards forget who they are. I can understand why we need to marry Muggleborn and Half-bloods now. I even accept it and am looking for a nice Half-blood. But to lose our society? Who we are? Everything that it is to be a wizard? I can't accept that," Draco hotly said. "I'll give you what you want on the Wizengamot if you support our culture."
Harry sat up and leaned back into the chair. This was expected and unexpected at the same time. "Why me? Why would you ask me about this?"
Draco gave him an unimpressed look. "We know what you are doing with Mosedale. There are rumours of other places, but I think it is more you trying to sound out where to make it. As far as I know there are probably thirty-thousand of us in England. The Unspeakables think our numbers will grow as the old lines refresh themselves. Mosedale, Diagon Alley and Hogsmeade won't be large enough to contain everyone. You will need a few more settlements and fiefdoms."
"Ah, you want your own fiefdom," Harry said, understanding Draco now.
"I want a place that we can be safe from the Muggles," Draco said. "I don't care if I am the lord of it or not."
Harry was really curious what Draco had seen to spook him so much. The young man had been so certain that wizards were far superior to No-Maj's before. Harry was thinking about Serbia and the fighting the last few years in the No-Maj papers… "You were in Serbia?"
Draco frowned. "Not something I want to think about, but yes."
"Why?"
"A school expedition to look for dragons and other magical creatures. We got caught in the middle of a rebel fight in a forest. A Muggle gun punched a fist sized hole through a classmate's chest. It went right through his shield," Draco said.
Yep, that would do it. "Right. At the next Wizengamot meet we will be voting on the proposals. I am not going to change anything. I am going to put in an amendment to establish more settlements. I don't think any will be as large as Mosedale or Hogsmeade, but they could be." He wouldn't hint at Camelot yet. They weren't ready for the world to know or for the city to come back to life. He wasn’t sure they ever would be with some of the secrets there.
"I will be suggesting a committee to determine candidates for the new settlements, and even to change the charter of Hogsmeade. I am starting a guild. To give the settlements the best wards, I need a family or a council to tie the wards too. It will be like the Wizengamot wards, strengthened over time by the shared magic of those that serve the settlement. They will also be intention based, so that if anyone gets ideas of ruling them like a kingdom, they will have terrible things happen to them," Harry said.
Draco nodded. "If you can get me a good word on the committee then I will have my father's old voting block supporting you."
Harry thought of that for a few. "I don't want to influence anyone."
Draco snorted. "Please. Like I said, you and Daphne and your friends are the core of the alliance that is leading the Wizengamot. If you say you really want something it will happen. If you want to play politics, you have to give and take."
"And will you make an oath if I make one to support you?" Harry asked.
Draco took out his wand. "I want to come out ahead in every deal, but I will not do it the way my father did."
Harry looked amused. Considering how much Draco always used to rely on his father for his power, the blonde ponce had done some growing up. He didn't come off as the pampered rich boy that would cry if he didn't get his way. He actually seemed to have a backbone now.
"Careful, Draco, I would almost think you a Gryffindor with an action like that," Harry said with a smirk.
Draco glared at him. "Are we doing this or not, Pot… Harry? If we are, I have some meetings to call and to get things moving for the fall meet."
"I would like to agree upon the oaths before we are so rash," Harry said with some amusement.
Draco rolled his eyes. Some of the old boy was still in there. "Well, of course we are going to do that."
They spent the next few hours going over what they wanted, where they could meet on their goals and making the wording of the oath. Harry was incredibly careful to make sure it would not cost their magic, just a lot of pain for a few minutes for the one that broke them.

  -oOo-

September 1, 1999

  Hogwarts, Scotland

Dani was laughing at Cordi as her face screwed up. Wizarding candies were fun, but nothing beat sour balls. "Ugh, that's awful," one of her two best friends said as she spit it out.
Gwen was laughing. "She did the same thing to me over the summer when I went to visit."
"I wish I could have," Cordi said.
"You were in Spain and then Portugal for a month, so Gwen and I needed something to keep ourselves busy," Dani told them.
As she talked with her friends, she looked around the common room. She had gotten quite used to being towards the centre of the room and the prime seats by the fireplace when Daphne was here. Astoria had been able to claim the same spots when she wanted last year, but a new power play was underway as she eyed a group of sixth years on the couches before the fireplace. She understood she was only a fourth year, but she was the cousin of Harry and Daphne, arguably the two most powerful figures in the school in the last fifty years.
Dani wanted that.
She wanted the spot.
She was just unsure what Astoria wanted. As family, she wouldn't interfere with this year's Head Girl or her group. She knew the sixth year group would move if Astoria wanted, but anyone else would have to earn the spot. Eyeing it, she figured she was daring enough and had enough power to get it back.
Harry and Daphne had made sure she knew all the members of their alliance and the children here. There were still six others left, not to mention three new first years, but she had to leave them out of it. If they wanted to ride her coat tails once she was established, then they could.
After learning how Daphne and Harry had projected their power, she was certain she could do the same. She was not a weak witch. Far from it. She was also the Slytherin house seeker, the best in the school. Not to mention one of the top in their Defence classes and charms. She found she wasn't as good in Runes as Harry, but she was good in arithmancy. On the whole, she was ranked fourth in their year. Thinking about that rankled her. She wanted to be at the top.
Gwen shared a look with Cordi. "We know that look," Gwen commented.
"What look?" Dani asked.
"You want to sit by the fireplace," Cordi said.
"It is rather nice in the winter," Gwen said longingly. Her friends had gotten used to it as well.
"It is," Dani agreed, looking at the group.
Her friends looked at her for a moment. "Do we need our wands?" Gwen asked.
Dani frowned. "I won't step over Astoria if she wants to be at the top this year."
"She's already Head Girl, of course she's on the top," Cordi commented.
"Not necessarily," Dani said. "She never wanted to rule over the pit like Daphne."
Gwen snorted in mirth. "She didn't rule over it, Daphne was the viper pit. No one would challenge her or Harry."
Dani smiled. "They won't challenge me once I get there."
The door to the common room opened and they turned to see Astoria walk in with Eric and Amanda, the seventh year prefects. Most around the room quieted immediately as Astoria stopped in the middle of the common room. It took a moment for the entire room to quiet. A small group of first years, that hadn't gone to bed right away, were the last to stop laughing as they realized something was going on.
"As Head Girl, I wanted to say welcome back to the House of Slytherin. I want a quiet year as I intend to keep my top grades and make Outstandings in the eight NEWTS I am going for. If you all behave, don't bother me and my friends, and do well by the House of Slytherin, there won't be an issue. For any of the younger years, my door will always be open. For the older years, you don't want me stepping in to resolve your issues," she warned.
"The House rules are posted on the wall, like they are every year. Learn them. Abide by them. I will promise you that if I have to deal with any major issue, any bigotry, any issues between houses outside of normal rivalry, you will not like it. For those that remember my brother-in-law, I was trained by him and the Head of the DMLE to use my wand and other weapons. If I have to deal with you instead of Professor Slughorn, you won't like it."
Astoria stopped and looked around the room. There was no doubt she was the head of the snakes this year, but she didn't seem to want it.
"Any questions?"
An adventurous third year spoke up. "Aren't you supposed to report us to Professor Slughorn?"
Astoria turned to the boy and gave him a small smile. "I will. Just don't be surprised if no one knows why you just got an upside down view of Hogwarts from the Astronomy tower before Professor Slughorn finds you."
Dani knew Astoria usually liked to joke around, but Dani had to admit that she felt a little cowed by the young woman that she thought of as another cousin. There wasn't another word said.
Astoria nodded at her and her friends. A gesture not missed by anyone and one that sent Dani's heart soaring. Astoria didn't want to be the queen of the vipers. Dani had the opportunity to try for it this year. She wasn't sure if anyone had been queen for four years in a row. The thrill of the prospect just about had her salivating. She wanted to be as powerful as her cousin. Then she wanted to be a Quidditch star before settling down.
Astoria, her betrothed and her best friend all walked towards the dorms. As soon as they disappeared, murmuring broke out in the room. Dani knew she wasn't the only one looking at the couches.
Gwen smirked while Cordi looked a little unsure. "We're going to make the play, aren't we?" Gwen asked.
"Was that a question?" Dani said with determination in her voice.
"I better practice my healing spells and ask Professor Slughorn to teach me how to make Dittany Cream," she said.
Dani smirked. "We won't move tonight."
"Tomorrow?" Gwen questioned.
"Maybe. I want to make sure that when we move, we have the support. I think we should go talk with Missy Fletcher," she said, looking towards a group of four fifth year girls.
Cordi looked a little impressed. "That is a bold move."
Missy Fletcher was the daughter of one of the other neutral coalition heads. If she could get Fletcher and crew on her side, they would have a strong core to at least head off the other girls.
"Well, Harry said you have to risk things to gain something," she said.
Gwen shook her head. "Maybe you should have been a Gryffindor. You really don't get subtlety, do you?"
"When I need," Dani replied. She knew it wasn't really her style, but she could be a true Slytherin when she needed to be. As it was, she was going to be rather resourceful in gathering a few allies that she had been cultivating the last few years with Daphne's and Astoria's guidance.
Who knows? The alliances she makes now may help her someday when she takes her Wizengamot seat. Harry said she was free to do as she wanted.
"Either way I knew it was a good thing to make friends with you," Gwen said.

  -oOo-

June 23, 2002

  London, England

"Felix! Quinn! Slow down," Harry called after the two boys. His godson was now six, while his eldest was three.
Sirius chuckled as the boys stopped. Quinn had grabbed Felix's shirt to hold him back. "We have to wait for our dads."
"You and Erica are about the only ones that Quinn listens too," Sirius told him.
Harry grinned. "He knows not to upset me. He listens to Daphne too."
They caught up with the boys, who started to run again towards the reptile house. "I want to see the lizards," Felix told them.
"Unless you two want to push these, you need to slow down," Sirius told their sons.
Harry and Sirius were pushing the latest additions to their families. Primrose was just shy of six months, and Regulus was about four months. They had been at the zoo for hours now so both were sleeping as Sirius and him waited for their sons to drop. Felix was starting to look tired, but he enjoyed the zoo too much to admit defeat.
"Yeah, come on dad, the lizards," Sirius said a little cheekily.
Harry shook his head. "You just like me talking to the snakes and having them all up."
Sirius shook. "Yeah, that is still a little creepy, no matter how much I hear you talk parseltongue."
"Doesn't bother Daph," Harry said with a wink.
Sirius regarded him for a moment before taking on grin. "You don't mean…?"
Harry grinned. "You want to see someone come apart, nothing better," Harry said.
Sirius gave out a guffawing laugh.
A young couple with a small girl held the door open as they made it to the reptile house. Quinn and Felix ducked in while Harry thanked the couple and held the door open for Sirius.
Inside, the two boys already had their faces pressed against the glass of an exhibit with a huge Komodo dragon. It's tongue went in and out of its mouth as it sat under a heat lamp. "That is a big lizard. Sure it's not a dragon?" Sirius questioned.
"It's not. No magic in them," Harry replied.
Felix giggled, then ran to the next window. He stopped and started to jump to want up to see inside it. Harry came up behind him. "What do you say?"
"Please? I want to see," Felix said.
Harry smiled and lifted the small boy. Felix put his hands on the lip of the frame to pull himself up more. Harry could just see a snake hiding below a hollowed log. "What is it?" Felix asked as he looked around the cage.
"Under the log," Harry said as he looked at the sign. "It's a king snake."
Felix leaned over, a smile coming to his face. "Can you talk to it?"
"I'll see if it’s up," Harry said. Hello, friend. Are you up?
The snake shifted and after a moment it's head peeked at them. A Speaker. Are you the one the others talk about?
Most likely. We come here a few times a year, Harry replied.
Hello, little snakey. I like your black scales, Felix suddenly said in a very distinctive hiss and spit.
Harry's eye brow rose. Felix had not shown this talent yet. Harry had no clue when he had started to talk to snakes, but he knew he had been much older.
"Bloody hell," Sirius muttered.
"Daddy, mummy says you shouldn’t use that language," Quinn said as he reached up to Sirius to pick him up so he could see in the exhibit too.
The snake shifted and poked its head out. A little speaker. I won't be as bored here as I thought I would be.
Do you eat mice? Felix asked.
I do, the snake said.
Felix looked to concentrate for a second before a rock in the cage suddenly morphed into a mouse. Harry's mouth dropped open. Quinn clapped while Sirius looked wide eyed at Felix. The snake hissed happily before moving to strike. The mouse, huddling down and shaking in fright, as though it knew it was in a dangerous situation, looked frantically around. When it saw the snake ready to strike, it squeaked, then started to run.
The snake was fast, and after two quick strikes it pulled back and curled up as its venom did its work on the small grey mouse.

  Thanks, speaker.

Felix clapped his hands, all happy with himself.
"Bloody hell, pup. He's going to be as scary as you," Sirius said.
"How about another?" Quinn asked, looking on at the situation interested.
"And the Black side shouldn't worry me as well?" Harry asked. "Perhaps we should move on?"
"Yeah. Yeah, that sounds like a good idea,” Sirius readily agreed.
They shuffled the boys through the mostly empty reptile house. It wasn't until they were outside and heading towards the gates that Sirius asked, "Are you going to tell Daphne?"
"Uhm, I think she needs to know. But that was intentional magic. Felix hasn't done that yet," Harry told him.
"Oh, good. I just thought I missed something," Sirius said.
"You do, but not this time," Harry said.
Sirius hit his arm. "Berk."
"I thought mummy didn't want you using that language," Harry said with a cheeky grin.
Sirius rolled his eyes. "Not you too. Traitor."
Harry laughed before turning his attention back to Felix, who was starting to lag. Harry stopped to pick him up and Quinn held onto the side of the pram with his baby brother.
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  March 10, 2010

  London, England

Harry walked into the beehive that was the magical Ministry of Magic of the British Isles. He was sure the same activity was all over Europe, as the wizarding world had been absolutely crazy.
There had been a massive exposure of their world to the Muggle world four days ago and it had everyone panicking. Harry frowned. He had been warning of this for years. Now that it happened, everyone was finally believing him.
He walked into the first open grate to the elevators. "Ninth floor," he said to the woman standing next to the buttons.
"Lord Potter-Greengrass, are you here for the emergency session? The Muggle Prime Minister is requesting an audience with the Minister and Wizengamot," a frazzled looking younger man with an arm full of papers said.
"I'm sure there is nothing to really worry about. I welcome meeting the Prime Minister and finding out what he would like," Harry said in a calm tone. Panicking would only make things worse, and he was not going to panic about this. He could tell those that had accepted the No-Maj world, or were from there, as they were calmer, though worried.
"But a Muggle in the ministry?" the man said.
"And what is wrong with a No-Maj?" Harry questioned. "We have adopted a lot of their technologies the last ten years and I didn't think there was any prejudice against them now?"
The young man sputtered. "No… Lord Potter-Greengrass… no prejudice. It's just, a non-magical… here?"
"Like I said, we will welcome anyone that knows about us here. I am sure there will be much to discuss over the events of the last few days," Harry said.
"Yes, Lord Potter-Greengrass," the man said.
Harry sighed when the man got out on level four. Many of the people got out here. It was the main floor of the Muggle Liaison offices and most of the other magical embassies or departments for relations.
He was left with the middle-aged woman that had pressed the floor for him and an older man that looked close to retirement.
"You aren't worried about this? I mean Muggles saw people flying brooms, a carriage pulled by flying horses and dozens of other things. My husband showed me footage on the Muggle news last night. Can you believe they got that on video?" she said. By the way she talked Harry had a feeling she was a purely Wizard raised witch that had been introduced to No-Maj technology.
Harry gave her a reassuring smile. "I am not saying that this isn't worrying, but I had a feeling this would happen years ago. We are in a good position. The No-Maj Minister and his cabinet has known about us for years. There has been some talk between our Ministry and the No-Maj Ministry of what to do if something like this happens. I'm sure this will all work out."
She worried her lip before the elevator stopped at the seventh floor. The two workers got out and a few others walked in. A red-haired man nodded as he walked in. "Lord Potter-Greengrass."
"Lord Prewitt. How are the kids?" Harry asked conversationally. Over the years he had worked with Percy on many things in the Wizengamot and the Department of Magical Cooperation. He was sure the man was destined for the Ministers position in the next few years.
"Robert is doing well. He's in his third year at Hogwarts now and Persimmon starts in the fall. They get big fast," Percy said.
Harry chuckled. "They do. Daphne and I send off Felix in the fall as well. Perhaps Persimmon and him will be in the same house," Harry suggested.
"Perhaps, though she prefers to get lost in her books. Robert is ambitious," Percy said. "I was surprised he was a Slytherin."
"Well, I don't really care what Felix, or my others are, just as long as they do well," Harry said. The elevator stopped. "Well, this is my stop."
"You will be at the Wizengamot session this afternoon?" Percy asked.
"I think Daphne will be sitting in for me today. I have some other important business to attend too," Harry told him.
"It would probably calm others to see you there as well," Percy pressed.
"I will see what I can do, but there is something more pressing," Harry insisted.
"Very well, have a good day, Lord Potter-Greengrass."
"You as well, Lord Prewitt."
Harry walked past three people in grey robes that made them rather indistinct with the hoods up. They were walking rather quickly for Unspeakables as they moved towards the lifts. He could tell they were talking but couldn't make out what they were saying. It was some type of local muffling charm that Harry found interesting. He didn't have time to really stop them to find out though.
As he approached the black door in the black tiled corridor he rose his hand. The Peverell ring let him through all the wards that would have kept him out and he pushed the door open. Harry was surprised to find an Unspeakable standing in the entry way.
Harry didn't say a word as the room spun. When it stopped, the figure said, "Lord Potter-Greengrass, if you would, Unspeakable Croaker and the other department heads would see you today."
Harry nodded. He had come looking for Croaker. He hadn't expected to meet the management of the Department of Mysteries. He followed the Unspeakable when they opened a door to their left. They walked through a room full of time pieces, through a door in the back to a corridor and finally through a door that opened into a large conference room. Croaker was the only one that had his hood off. "Lord Potter-Greengrass, please take a seat," Croaker said indicating the empty chair at the end of the table.
Five other Unspeakables were sat at the table. The one that had shown him in quietly shut the door as he left the room.
"I would prefer to know who I am talking with," Harry told the room.
"It is not common for us to show ourselves," one of the cloaked figures said.
"I know why I was summoned. You have some answers and questions. I have some answers and questions. If we are going to talk, I want to talk face to face," Harry told them.
Before there was another protest Croaker rose a hand. "Lord Potter-Greengrass has earned that respect. Lower your hoods."
Two didn't hesitate. One was a woman he recognized but didn't know her name. He had seen her in the Chief Warlocks offices before. The other was a man with a shaved head and large sun tattoo on the top of it. The others were a little hesitant, but eventually lowered their hoods. His brow raised to see Professor Flitwick.
"It is good to see you again, Professor," Harry said.
"Yes, Harry. It has been a few years," Professor Flitwick replied. Harry had always suspected the Unspeakables had a long reach, he just didn't realize how far.
"Now, I'm sure I know what you want to know. All I can say is that there was some type of disturbance here in London that impacted the Ministry wards and seals. It allowed some of the general Muggle distraction and notice-me-not wards to flicker or fade momentarily across Britain," Croaker said.
"Yes, as I was giving my update, we have been able to trace it back to a Muggle lab at a university. Some type of new research into dark matter. It looked like being in proximity to it caused the Ministry wards to blip," a woman next to Flitwick said.
Harry looked to her. She was a blonde who looked to be somewhere over fifty with sharp blue eyes and a narrow face. "Dark Matter? And what blip?"
"That is what we are talking about today. It would appear that every ward linked to the Ministry was affected. It essentially cancelled part or whole sections for up to three minutes, as I am sure you have seen on the Muggle news. From what I can tell, it was like the wards were instantly drained of all their power," the elderly man next to her said.
"You are talking about something that shouldn't be possible," the man with the shaved head said. "Arithmantically the wards here, and many that are linked to the Ministry, are powered by three ley lines and the combined might of the Wizengamot. There were no reports of anyone suffering from magical exhaustion or reports of anyone feeling a drain on their magic to drain the wards like that. There is also no change in the magical potential of the ley lines."
"I am telling you that the wards were momentarily drained before they suddenly refilled," the elderly man said.
"I still say that is impossible and there must be another explanation," the man with the sun tattoo argued.
"Either way, it is linked to an experiment as a Muggle university. What ever happened destroyed the Muggle instruments and they are unable to detect anything. I think we have planted in them that the experiment was a resounding failure. It is troubling whatever they are researching could do this," the blonde woman said.
Professor Flitwick was following the conversation as Croaker looked at him. Harry found it interesting, and a bit disturbing, but knew what Croaker wanted to know.
"I checked the wards around Hogsmeade, Mosedale, Wiltshire Dale, Ottery St Catchpole and Godric's Hollow. None of the crystals were affected and the other sites are still safe," Harry said.
"So, your methods and hypothesis were correct?" Croaker questioned.
All the others turned to Harry. He could see they were unsure what was going on.
"The magic that powers the wards the guild uses are not constructed in the same way as here or by the goblins. As far as I can tell everything is still undetected. There wasn't even a 'blip' in the wards or protections. Do the Unspeakables finally want to talk about replacing the wards here? I know it's been a matter of pride, but I don't see that pride doing you any good if the No-Maj Minister insists on greater protections," Harry said to the man.
Croaker didn't show any emotion.
"Are you saying that the Mosedale Guild didn't see any effect from this? We found effects within three hundred miles," the blonde woman said.
"We saw no effects," Harry told her.
"How is that so? The leylines here are connected to the ones in Mosedale and Ottery St Catchpole," the elderly man stated.
"I don't use leylines," Harry said. It wasn't any real secret of the guild. Anyone that knew warding could tell there was no draw on the leylines where the guild worked.
"I told you that we needed to understand this better. Since when do Unspeakables allow any guild to hold such secrets?" the elderly man demanded.
"Since the Mosedale Guild filed the proper paperwork and hold cards that none of you know. Master Flitwick, you have been quiet about all this so far. What is your opinion?" Croaker said, shutting down any dissent.
Professor Flitwick was looking at Harry. The man was starting to look his age. He had retired from Hogwarts a few years ago and had apparently taken up as an Unspeakable. "I remember Lord Potter-Greengrass warning the Wizengamot that this was a possibility. No magic is infallible and no magic withstands time. Everything changes, while other things never do. I think we are on the verge of the next magical change in our society and this is the opening act that my former student has been preparing for for many years."
Harry inclined his head.
"I studied the charm work around the Department over the last few days. There is no change in its state. Nothing was affected by this blip. It only seemed to be the wards. Something unusual. I can only make an educated guess that this Muggle experiment interfered with the links to what powers them, as any individually powered spell, or those items that use the direct magic of a wizard, like a broom, worked as normal," Professor Flitwick said.
Harry found that even more intriguing. "So, you were saying things reliant on ambient or indirect magic were affected?"
"A succinct way of putting it," Flitwick agreed.
The man with a sun tattoo on his head closed his eyes. "This could be disastrous if this happens again. There is no way to ward against something like that."
"I wouldn't say that," Harry said cryptically.
Croaker sighed. "What is your price?"
Harry looked back to his long-time nemesis and now partner at times. "Avalon," Harry said.
Most around the table stiffened. "How could you know about that?"
Harry shrugged. "I know many things. There is something inside Avalon I want. Once I have it, I'll leave the rest for you. It might make a good enclave though," Harry suggested.
Croaker's eyes narrowed. As they did, the age lines of the older man became more apparent. "And what do you desire?"
"Something for me to know," Harry said cryptically. He had wanted into Avalon for years now but had never been able to convince Croaker with what he wanted in return. Now that his guild could provide wards that no one else could, and they were needed, the hand had finally turned in his favour.
"It is rumoured the High Fae once ruled Avalon. What could they have had that is so coveted?" Flitwick questioned.

  –oOo-


  September 1, 2010


  London, England


  “Come on, mum. Where going to be late,” Felix said impatiently as he stood by the fireplace. His trunk at his feet, his satchel at his side and Jareth in his cage looking agitated as Felix kept pacing around. The long-ear owl had its feathers puffed out, the feathers on its head (which gave its name the long-ear owl) fully up and squawking at the young boy.


  “What is all this racket?” Daphne asked their eldest as she came into the receiving room.


  “Come on. Juliette and Aunt Hermione said they would be there by ten. It’s almost nine-forty-five,” Felix told her.


  Harry laughed as he carried Lily. The five-year-old girl had her head on his shoulder as she looked a little sleepy. “I got this. Go finish getting ready and have Prim come down,” Harry told her.


  “Good, or I may just throw him on the train and not pick him up in June,” she said. 


  Felix waited for his mum to walk away. “Mum wouldn’t do that? Would she?” he asked apprehensively.


  “Not sure. Better not to find out,” his father said. Felix looked at him dubiously.


  “Mum and dad are going to get rid of you
  ?
   Can I have Felix’s room?” Prim asked when she finally joined them.


  “No one is getting anyone else’s room,” their mum said.

Felix rolled his eyes as Prim stuck her tongue out. "Are we ready yet?"
"Yes, we are ready," his father said as Lily held his hand.
"Why can't I go this year?" Prim asked as his father threw a dash of green powder into the fire.
"You are only eight. When you turn eleven you can go to Hogwarts, or wherever else you want," his mum said.
"Hogwarts is the best," their father said quickly before saying, "King’s Cross Station."
Lily held his hand tight as they both stepped in.
"You go next," his mum told him.
He held on tight to the cage. "Thank Merlin."
When he stepped out, his owl was a little ruffled from the trip and nipped at the hand that was holding her cage. "Ouch," he said. "What was that for?"
His father chuckled. "Owls don't care for apparition or the Floo. Move out of the way."
Prim daintily stepped out of the fireplace and hopped to their father's side. "Daddy, can we get ice cream?"
"How about after we see your brother off?" he replied.
"Hey, I like ice cream," Felix complained.
"You have pocket money to get stuff off the trolley," he was told.
His mother came out and they took a cart from the area next to the three fireplaces. More people were coming through. His father took his trunk out of his pocket and enlarged it on the trolley. "Why can’t I take it shrunken?"
"It builds character to haul it around the train," his father said.
"Harry, do you really?" his mum said.
His father just gave her a cheeky grin. His mum shook her head. "Felix, once you can shrink and unshrink it on your own, you can carry it that way."
"But that is a third-year spell," Felix complained.
"And I was doing NEWT level work by fifth year," his dad said back. "Uncle Sirius was doing NEWT level transfiguration fourth year."
Felix made a face. He wasn't afraid of working but that sounded like a lot.
"Your father is trying to say that you do your best and if you want to study ahead, no one is going to stop you," his mother said.
"Can we go?" Lily asked.
"There is still twenty-five minutes before the train leaves. Let's go find some people," his father told his sisters. They each took one of his hands. Felix rolled his eyes. He wasn't a child like that anymore. His mother fell in besides him. He started to look around.
"Do you see Juliette?" Felix asked.
"I'm sure she is around here somewhere," she said. "There is Uncle Blaise."
Felix looked around to see the tall man standing by the entry way to the Muggle world. They shifted that way before Juliette came barrelling through the barrier. She had a huge smile on her face. "That is wicked," she said with some enthusiasm.
Uncle Blaise chuckled. "Did you lose your mum and brother?"
A second later Aunt Hermione came through at a little bit of run while holding Jacob's hand. "Can we do that again?" the five-year-old boy asked enthusiastically.
"How about on the way out?" Aunt Hermione said.
"I want to do that," Felix said.
"How about when you get back? You should get on the train," his mum said.
Juliette saw him then. "Felix!" she exclaimed, leaving her cart to run over and hug him. Felix felt his face redden a little. Juliette was his best friend, but did she have to hug him every time they saw each other? "Mum wanted to show us how she had to enter the platform. It’s wicked. You can't even see a line of magic or anything. It's a complete illusion. Felt a little chilly passing through it. I would love to know how they enchanted it so completely. The moment we got close, all the No-Maj's looked the other way, as though being a witch activated some aversion charms."
"It does, sweetie," Aunt Hermione said. "Tell Felix all about it on the train. Hello, Felix."
“Hey, Aunt Hermione,” he said quickly before turning his attention back to Juliette.
"I can't wait to go," Jacob said to Lily.
"Daddy said we can get ice cream when the train leaves," his red-headed sister replied.
Felix tried to ignore them as Jacob started to beg Aunt Hermione to go.
Juliette had gotten her cart. Her grey kneazel was looking out of its cage at the chaos around them. "Can you believe we are finally going?" she said as her eyes took in the scarlet steam engine and coaches.
"I wanted to be here an hour ago," Felix told her.
"I did too, but I was told the train wouldn't even be here yet," she replied.
"You squirts finally made it," a taller boy with black hair said as he pushed his cart next to them.
"Oh, hey Quinn," Felix said to his cousin.
"Hello, Quinn," Juliette said. "Where should we sit?"
"Firsties get the back of the train. It's a rule," Quinn said with a cheeky grin.
"Ah, you found them," Uncle Sirius said.
"It was hard not to once I saw Uncle Harry," Quinn said. "Hey, Uncle Harry. Everyone else."
"Quinn, show your manners," Aunt Erica scolded.
Felix had a challenging time not to laugh.
"Hello, Aunt Hermione and Aunt Daphne. Blaise," he said with the same grin Uncle Sirius used most of the time.
"Trouble," Uncle Blaise said back.
"He better not. He's still in trouble for that prank the end of last year," Aunt Erica said.
Quinn shrugged. "Alright, I need to go find the girls. Love you," he said to his mum. He gave her a hug, his father a handshake and then went towards the middle of the train.
Felix turned to his father. "Do Firsties really have to get to the back of the train?"
"No, but that often happens. Say hi to all your aunts and uncles and then go find a compartment and come back out for a moment," his father told him.
"Come on," Juliette ordered. She could be bossy at times, but not as bad as her mother.
"Coming," he said with a laugh as she grabbed his hand to drag him along.
They entered the train two cars up from the end. He pulled both their trunks as Juliette took their animals. It was filling fast, but they were able to find a compartment that no one had claimed yet. When they got their trunks up on a shelf, a boy he didn't recognize poked his head in. "Ah, hi. Is this compartment full?" he asked.
"Nope, just the two of us, so far," Juliette said.
"Brilliant," the light hair boy said. "I was afraid we wouldn't make it. We got stuck in traffic."
"You're a First Gen, then?" Felix asked.
"Felix, don't be rude," Juliette chastised him.
The boy looked at them confused. "First Gen?"
"I'm not being rude. First one in your family to have magic," Felix answered.
"Ah, my dad doesn't have any magic, but my mum is a Squib," he said.
"I hate that term," Juliette commented.
"Who cares?" Felix said. "I'm Felix Potter-Greengrass. This is Juliette Thatcher-Granger."
"Nice to meet you both," the boy said shaking his hand and then Juliette's when she reached hers out. Felix knew she expected a kiss on the back of her hand but took it in stride. "Roger Pendleton."
"Great to meet you, Roger. Listen, we just need to go say goodbye to our family and we'll be right back," Juliette said back to him.
"Of course. I'll just read while I'll wait. Mind if anyone else joins us?" he asked.
"Not at all. Just save seats," Felix replied with a smile.
After a few minutes of hugs and pats on the back, Juliette and him were going back into their compartment. Two others had joined them. A rather short girl with thick glasses and curly hair was looking at Thimble, Juliette's kneazel, who was enjoying the scratches the girl was giving her neck. Across from them was a pudgy boy with sandy coloured hair and dark eyes.
"Be careful, she bites people she doesn't like," Juliette said as she went to sit on the other side of the cage.
"Oh, she is a beautiful kneazel. I want one. Maybe at Yule," the girl said.
"I picked up a few other stragglers," Roger said with a smile.
"Hi, Felix Potter-Greengrass," he said to the boy.
"Hi," the boy said a little dejected looking. "Benjamin Dursley.”
"Do you like Ben or Benjamin?" he asked as he sat on the bench.
"Ben. Is it alright I'm here? I don't know anything about magic and my da wasn't incredibly happy I was coming," the boy said.
"Doesn't matter to us. Roger is a First Gen too. I don't know you," he said to the girl.
"Miley Avery. I know who you are, Felix Potter-Greengrass and Juliette Thatcher-Granger," the girl said with a smile.
Felix looked at her a little funny. "I'm sorry I don't know you."
"Well, I know of you. My father was in school the same time as your parents. He wanted me to make friends with you. I just want friends," she said with a smile.
"Well, if you want to be friends, it doesn't matter to me," Felix said.
The train whistle sounded, and they all gave a start when the train jerked. They all looked out the window to waive 'bye' before they turned back to the group in the compartment.
"So, do you know what house you will be in?" Juliette asked.
"What are houses?" Ben asked.
"Oh, Hogwarts has four houses. Slytherin. Ravenclaw. Hufflepuff. Gryffindor," Juliette said before going into a brief explanation about them. When she finished, she said, "I'm going to be in Slytherin or Ravenclaw."
Felix snorted. "You are not a Slytherin."
"Dad said I'm just as ambitious as mum," Juliette replied hotly.
"Both my mum and dad were Slytherin. I think I would prefer Hufflepuff," Miley said.
"I think I'll be a Ravenclaw. I've read all about Hogwarts and the houses. I like to read," Roger said.
"I'll be lucky to get into a house," Ben said.
"You'll be fine. What do you like to do?"
"Play football. I like to garden with my gran and mum. I'm not really good at school," Ben said.
"No problem. We can help you. I bet you'll be a Hufflepuff," Felix resolutely said.
"And what about you?" Roger asked Felix.
"Slytherin. My mum was a Slytherin," he said.
"And your dad was a Gryffindor. You sure you won't be a Gryffindor?" Juliette suggested.
Felix shrugged. "If I am, I am. All I know is that I'm going to be the top of the class, make prefect and Head Boy, just like dad."
Miley grinned. "You sure he should be a Gryffindor?"
"It wasn't me that decided to take our brooms and fly at night," Juliette said.
"It was a full moon, and you didn't complain," Felix shot back.
"Not until we got home. We were grounded for two weeks," Juliette whinged.
Roger laughed. "You can really fly brooms? Wicked!"
Ben turned three shades of grey. "Fly? Brooms? Da would not like that."
"It is wicked. I just wish we could bring brooms as first years," Felix said.
The rest of the ride was fun. As they approached Hogwarts, Ben settled and started to laugh with them. Roger and Juliette spent a while talking about Hogwarts and its history while Miley was obviously infatuated with creatures and animals.
When they finally pulled into Hogsmeade station, he pulled his cloak around himself. It was a cool, drizzly night. Made worse when they were led to the boats. He was afraid they wouldn't get an unobstructed view of Hogwarts until they came around the bend. Even in the misty night, the castle on top of the bluffs was lit up like a Yule tree. It was spectacular, and spooky with the fog around them and the bottom of the castle. Juliette moved a little closer to him and he let her take his hand.
He didn't feel nervous until they were being led into the hall. He whispered to Juliette, "Uncle Sirius wasn't serious about the troll wrestling, right?"
Juliette rolled her eyes. "I don't believe that."
Almost a hundred students lined up before the head table and a dumpy woman in yellow robes stepped up to a stool with a hat on it. "Abel, Christine," she called out. A frightened looking girl with a plait down her back stepped up to the stool. The hat was dropped on her head and a moment later it called out, "Ravenclaw!"
The Ravenclaw table started to clap.
Juliette looked as relieved as he was. He was going to have to get Uncle Sirius back for that. Millie went up next and skipped to the Ravenclaw table.
After a half-dozen other students, the pudgy boy next to him was called up. "Dursley, Benjamin."
The Headmistress seemed to do a double take as Felix gently pushed Ben towards the stool. He was beyond nervous and almost stumbled off the stool when he went to sit on it. The hat fell on his head and quickly shouted, "Hufflepuff!"
They gave him an encouraging smile and Felix promised himself he would see how the boy was doing tomorrow.
Just before his name was called, "Pendleton, Roger," went up. The hat sat on the boy’s head for a few minutes before calling out, "Ravenclaw." Juliette and him clapped for their new friend, like they had the others.
When it came his turn, he let out a long breath after, "Potter-Greengrass, Felix," was called out.
Sitting on the stool, the hat plopped onto his head. Ah, Felix Potter-Greengrass. The son of Harry Potter and Daphne Greengrass. How interesting. Their names have come up many times over the years.
Ah, sure. I want to do better than both of them, Felix said into his head.
The hat chuckled. Ambition was a large part of both your parents. I see that in you. Not a bad mind, though you would rather use it to get ahead than to just learn. How brave are you, young Felix?
As brave as I need to be, but I want to be Head boy and get better grades than my mum, Felix responded.
Yes. Yes. I see that. That is something you can do anywhere. But what is this? You have been secretly sneaking into your father’s study. Oh my, what interesting things you have learned. What a drive and thirst you have. I think you will go far in, "Slytherin!"
Felix's face split into a huge grin. He was going to be the top of the class. Juliette gave him a broad smile as he passed her by. The Slytherin table was clapping politely. They were not as loud as Hufflepuff or Gryffindor.
He waited for Juliette. He figured she would go to Ravenclaw. In the end, it didn't matter. His parents had made friends in all the houses. He was ready to do the same.
When Juliette went up, he watched expectantly. He was fairly sure she would be a Claw, but he hoped she would join him. She turned out to be the longest hat stall of the night, taking almost six minutes before the hat called out, "Slytherin!"
Felix actually cheered as she hopped off the chair and then walked over like a proper little lady. When she sat, she smiled at him, "It wanted to place me in Gryffindor," she huffed.
He laughed. "Your mother would have loved that."
"Probably, but I wanted to be with you," she told him.
For some reason that caused a pleasant warm sensation in him. He elbowed her. "It was your idea to go flying that night, you know."
She smirked. "You could have said no."
"No, I couldn't. You dared me," he said.
Her smirk didn't fade. "Quinn is looking at us," she said.
They looked over to the Gryffindor table. Their cousin was giving them a cheeky grin. Felix had a bad feeling about this. "He has something planned."
"Mum taught me how to check for charms and potions on our plates and in our food," she said.
"Yeah, my mum did the same. Who’re the redheads with him," he asked looking at twin girls that had flaming red hair and freckles on their faces.
Juliette cringed. "The Weasley twins," she said.
"Oh, bloody hell," Felix replied. The Weasley twins, Zoe and Rachel, were the daughters of Lord Weasley, and nieces to the owners of the Weasley Wizarding Wheezes. "He's friends with them?"
"Apparently," she said.
"What are you two talking about?" a boy asked from across the table.
"Be careful with anything you touch or eat tonight," Felix warned her.
He looked apprehensive. "Why?"
"I know that look our cousin is giving us," Felix said. "Felix Potter-Greengrass, by the way."
"Eric Guertin," the boy responded.
"Now, if I could all have your attention," the Headmistress called out as she stood up. The hall quieted as the last of the students to be sorted sat.
"I would like to welcome you all to another year at Hogwarts School of Witchcraft and Wizardry. I expect this to be a good year and…" she said, then suddenly stopped as there was a commotion down the table. Felix turned to see people being engulfed by coloured plumes of smoke. Some started to scream while others scrambled to get away. Felix went to move and realized he was stuck to the seat.
"Oh, I am going to get them," Juliette said with some menace as they were engulfed in the smoke. A moment later, as the smoke cleared, screams and laughter could be heard. He looked to Juliette, who looked absolutely livid. He tried not to laugh to see her hair had turned even frizzier than normal and was now silver.
She held a finger up to him. "Don't you dare," she said in a cool voice.
He held up his hands in surrender. "I won't," he said.
"Your hair is green, by the way," she told him.
He just shrugged, figuring it would fade in time. It took a few minutes to settle everyone down before the meal started. Quinn and the Weasley twins had huge grins on their faces until the Headmistress came over and escorted them to a side door by the Head Table.
"I'm still going to get them back," Juliette said.
"Count me in," Felix replied.

  -oOo-

October 14, 2000

  Manchester, England

Harry looked up at the tall apartment building. It was in a shadier part of town and the way the children sitting on the stone curb were looking at him, Harry felt he needed to keep an eye on his belongings. He walked past the teens and into the lobby.
There was an office, a stairwell, an elevator and the standard PO boxes for each apartment. Looking at them, he could see 'DURSLEY' on box four-twelve. That matched the information he had gotten when he looked this up. He hadn't thought about the Dursleys in years. That was until he got a letter from Felix last month.
At first, Harry hadn't believed it, having to share two letters with his son before he finally understood that Felix hadn't misspelled the last name. After some prodding, he had finally confirmed that the boy's father was Dudley. No wonder Felix was concerned at how Benjamin acted about his father.
Harry rode the elevator up to the fourth floor. It was quiet in the hallway. It only took a few minutes to find apartment four-twelve. It was a non-descript metal door, like all the others. He let out a long breath before knocking on the door.
He waited a few minutes before the sound of several chains and a dead bolt unlocking came through the door. It opened a few inches with a chain still attached. A man of about thirty looked out at him. He looked Harry up and down. Harry was in a nice pair of trousers, a polo and long coat. It all said he was wealthy, but not showing off. The man was looking at him as though this was the oddest sight he had ever seen.
"What do you want?" the man curtly asked.
"Dudley Dursley?" Harry questioned.
The man's dark eyes narrowed. "You're not a debt collector, are you?"
"No. Nothing like that. I'm actually here to talk with you about your son," Harry said.
Dudley's face darkened. "What did the little freak do now?"
"Nothing bad. Do you mind if I come in? It may not be best to talk about this in the hallway," Harry said.
Dudley looked extremely dubious. "You one of them?"
"Do you really want to talk about this out here?" Harry pressed.
He saw the war on Dudley's face. After a moment, the door closed, and the last chain slid out. "Quickly," Dudley demanded when the door opened again. Harry moved in. Dudley shut the door. "Don't do any of your magic here. It's bad enough my son is one of you now."
"You still hate magic after all these years?" Harry asked. He was able to get his first real look at the man. He was large, though not as tall as Harry. Where Vernon had been fat, Dudley looked more muscular. It probably had something to do with the factory work Harry knew him to do.
The man's eyes narrowed again. "Do I know you?"
"I would think so. I slept under your stairs for a decade," Harry said.
Dudley's face turned an ashen white. "You?" he finally said.
Harry indicated the table he could see in a kitchen just off the hallway. "Want to sit?"
"What the bloody hell are you doing here and why the hell do you know my freak of a son?" Dudley demanded. He puffed out his chest and his face started to redden as his temper took over his momentary shock. Dudley took a menacing step forward.
Harry pulled his wand and Dudley took a step back. "I am not under the same restrictions I was when I was a boy, and I really don't want to cause a fuss. Let's have a sit and talk about Benjamin. It appears my son and him are becoming friends."

  Dudley’s red face started to look as ruddy as Vernon’s did after Harry did something particularly bad. “YOU! You are the one that ruined our lives! Now 
  you’re
   after Ben?” Dudley spat at Harry. “It’s all your fault he is the way he is. You and your slut of a mother.”


  Harry cricked his head to the side and waved his wand to clean the spit off his long coat. “I had wanted to do this the civilized way.”

Dudley’s eyes widened when Harry used his wand. “You can’t do magic here!”

  “Oh, grow up, Dudley. We are both thirty years old. Do you really think that the Reasonable Restrictions of Underaged Magic apply to me? Or the Statues of Secrecy? You’ve known who and what I am since we were young. Now. I will give you one last chance. Take a seat and 
  let’s
   talk,” Harry said. This time there was a definite edge to his voice. It was the same tone he used in the Wizengamot when he was getting annoyed. It was a tone that made people listen. Dudley reacted and his face turned a little more of a normal colour.


  “This doesn’t change that you ruined my life and my parents,” Dudley said after a moment. Harry stepped out of the way as Dudley pushed passed him to enter the kitchen. Harry came in and sat at a chair as Dudley went into his fridge. He came out with an oiler can of beer. “I’m not offering you any.”


  “I learned long ago never to expect anything from my relatives,” Harry told him.


  Dudley snorted. “So, you going to apologize or pay for what you did to us?”


  Harry sighed. “All I did was give a deposition about the abuse that you, Vernon and Petunia did to me. It was all your 
  parents’
   fault, Dudley. I really don’t want to talk about it.”


  “Well, I do. My mum spent four years in prison. When she came 
  out,
   she wasn’t the same,” Dudley said. “I had to grow up with Aunt Marge. Do you know what her bulldogs were like?”


  Harry didn’t feel any remorse. “Yeah. I have 
  a fairly good
   idea and had the scars to prove it,” Harry replied, still remembering that day that Ripper had bit him and then he had to spend hours in a tree as Marge had left the dog in the back yard. He had gotten no dinner and thrown into his cupboard for not having dinner ready that night.


  Dudley opened his beer and took a big swig. After a moment, he grunted. “Yeah, I suppose you do.”


  “I heard she died,” Harry said. He only knew that after looking up Dudley.


  “Yeah. A few years back. Heart attack, if you can believe that,” Dudley replied.


  Yeah, Harry could. “Now, Ben.”


  “Mum is still skittish and only enjoys the garden now. I don’t know what happened to her in the prison, but she just isn’t there. Ben has been the only one she really gets along with now,” Dudley said.


  “That’s great,” Harry said, finding it hard to keep the sarcasm out of his voice. He had left this all behind years ago, but he was finding it hard to care about anyone but his cousin’s son.


  “My wife works at the assisted living home that my mum is at. She talks about you at times,” Dudley said.


  “I’m sure nothing good,” Harry said.


  Dudley frowned. “Actually, she has said she is sorry for what she did a few times. There was something about how the magic protected us. Of course, her talking about magic is why she spent three years in the mental ward after she got out of prison.”


  Harry blinked. “She said she was sorry?”

Dudley put his beer down and leaned over, his elbows on his knees and looking at the floor. “Listen. I know that all this started with your mum. Whatever she did, it screwed with us. Mum was visited from a witch from St Brutus’s, or something like that, to get her out of the mental ward. She said there had been magics on us. Magics that made us hate you. I don’t know if I believe it, but whatever it was, you are the reason everything is so screwed up.”

  Harry blinked. All those years ago, Aunt Amelia had never said anything like that. She had only told him the blood wards had been broken. After a moment, he said, “Dumbledore
  ,
  ”
   as though it was a curse.


  “Is that some curse for you freaks?” Dudley asked, looking up at Harry.


  “It should be. No, he was the man that sent me to you, set up the wards and probably did 
  whatever
   else happened to you,” Harry explained. “Bloody hell! Even dead almost twenty years he’s still fucking with my life.”


  “Yeah, well, not just yours. Mum doesn’t know about Ben. I don’t know what it would do to her if she found out. She said she’s sorry about what she did to you, but it was all because of you,” Dudley said rather bitterly.


  “Listen, Dudley, I didn’t know. If I had, then maybe things would have gone differently. At the time I was only thirteen and had lived twelve miserable years with you and your parents. What you did to me wasn’t right, no matter what. I need to know if you are going to treat your son the same way,” Harry insisted.


  Dudley snorted. “The freak? I’m not my dad. I wouldn’t hurt my boy.”


  “You would call him a freak though?” Harry asked. “That can be just as hurtful.”


  “He has magic. My wife is the only reason he is going to that school. I’ve never told her about you and what we went through. I don’t plan 
  too
   either. I want you to leave Ben alone,” Dudley said.


  Harry shook his head. “I can’t do that. My son and goddaughter are becoming his friends. The boy is terrified of you, from what Felix says. Either you change your 
  opinion,
   or I will make sure Ben is safe,” Harry told him.


  Dudley’s expression soured. “Dad is right about you. You are just going to throw your magic around to get what you want.”


  Harry pinched his nose. “I’m not going to use magic on you, you moron. I will protect Ben though. By the way, where is Vernon?”


  “Prison,” Dudley said.


  Harry blinked. “Still?”


  Dudley gave a mirthless chuckle. “No. He went back for nearly killing three people in a drunken bar fight about two years back. He goes on parole again next year. I meant it when I said you ruined everything.”


  Harry sighed. He hadn’t been able to find out what had happened to Vernon.


  “Mum and dad divorced. I’ve been stuck in no end jobs because of my grades. I had to be withdrawn from 
  Smelting’s
   when mum and dad were arrested. Aunt Marge was not fun to grow up with. Megan and Ben were the only things that were going my way until Ben did his first accidental magic when he was eight. I knew right away what it was after seeing you do it when growing up. My wife and I are separated now because of the way I treated Ben. I hate magic,” Dudley said. When he said ‘magic’, it sounded like a swear.


  “Sometimes life if what you make of it,” Harry said. He felt a little bit of sympathy, but not much. “I know you and your wife are separated, but I think Ben still looks up to you, Dudley. My son says he is frightened of you because of his magic. I’m telling you now, either wise up and start treating him like your son again or I’ll find a way to cut you out of his life. I won’t let you or your parents screw up another kid.”


  Dudley sat up. Harry could see the anger building in him again. After a moment, Dudley picked up the beer can and took a few large swigs. “That’s it? Huh? You screw up my life and all you have is to threaten me?”


  “I didn’t screw up your life, Dudley. It was a man named Dumbledore that put me at your house. It sounds like he did other stuff to you too. I’m sorry you had to go through that, but what you all did to me was unforgivable. If you want, I’ll pay for Ben’s schooling if you just leave him alone,” Harry said, his voice 
  extremely hard
   this time.


  Dudley blinked a time or two. “What do you mean you’ll pay for his schooling? You look well off, but not that well off.”


  “I have money. Some of it was from my parents. Some from what I have earned. I can pay for Ben’s schooling. All I ask if that you either leave him alone or become his father again,” Harry answered.


  Dudley snorted. “Figures that you would make it out this way.”


  “If things had worked out differently, I would have been willing to share,” Harry said. “What will it be? I am going to talk with Megan after this to arrange for them to see Felix over the hols and for him to know that he is related,” Harry told him.


  Dudley blew out a big breath after a moment. “You’re a bloody dick, you know that?”


  “Not the first time I’ve been told that,” Harry said back.


  “Fuck you, Harry,” Dudley replied.


  Harry shrugged.


  After a moment, Dudley said, “I don’t want to see Ben. If you work out something with 
  Megan,
   I’ll leave them alone.”


  “
  So,
   you are just going to cut yourself out of his life?” Harry questioned.


  “I don’t know. Right 
  now,
   I just hate everything magic. I hate you. I hate my son is a freak. I hate that my mum is considered a nutter and that my father has such a temper that he keeps getting into trouble with the law. I really hate you,” Dudley said back.


  “Fair enough. If you ever change your mind, you won’t ever call your son a freak again and you will treat him like your son,” Harry said, standing up. As he did, he looked around the apartment. It was rather sparsely furnished. There were a few pictures of him, an attractive woman with brunette hair, a boy that Harry assumed to be Ben and some of Petunia. Harry reached into his jacket and pulled out a long wallet. “I know 
  it’s
   not much, but if this helps, it’s yours.”


  Harry put a few hundred pounds onto the table. Dudley looked ready to reject it until he reached out to grab it. “You can’t buy me.”


  “Not trying too. Just trying to help. Maybe you can get Ben a birthday present. I know his birthday is in November. If you ever want to send it, get it to Megan,” Harry told him.


  “Yeah, maybe,” Dudley said.


  Harry nodded then showed himself out of the apartment as Dudley finished his beer.


  -oOo-

July 19, 2015

  Mosedale, England

Harry had come home early today after being out most of the night to lay down new ward stones on the newest wizarding settlement not far out of Stockholm, Sweden. Establishing the wards were as much skill of him and his rune weavers as it was the meticulous planning from Hermione's and Tracey's team to understand the most opportune time to establish the wards.
His appreciation for two of his best friends had only grown over the years. Without them, the ward guild wouldn't be quite as successful as it was. As he thought about that, he thought about his employees and other guild members. Eight master rune weavers, four master arithmancers, two master astronomers, then the dozens of apprentices, guards, researchers, accountants, solicitors… the list went on. He didn't forget the nine janitors or three maintenance workers either.
He yawned as he walked by Felix's room towards his own. As he did, he felt something a little off.
Stopping, he let his tired senses reach out. Years of patient tutoring by Myrddin had taught him how to do this. He scrunched his eyes to feel the silencing and distraction spells on the door. "Unusual," Harry muttered to himself.
Why would Felix be hiding something from them?
He traced his steps back to his son's door. His wand came out and he ran it up and down the door. The spells were expertly cast for a sixteen-year-old. He frowned. The magic didn't quite feel like his son's. Felix was a natural caster, much like Harry, and his spells tended to be more powerful than intricate. There was someone he spent much time with that did have a mastery far beyond her age to cast spells like this. It was a girl that had started to date his son last summer, much to the delight of Daphne and Hermione.
Frowning now, Harry ran his wand down the length of the door again. The spells unwound themselves, only leaving the normal magic of the castle. Immediately he heard sounds that shouldn't be coming out of a room of a sixteen-year-old.
He sighed. They were both sixteen. It wasn't like Daphne and him weren't being active at that age. He wasn't sure how Hermione or Blaise would feel to know what Felix and Juliette were up to.
"Merlin, Felix! What else can you do with parseltongue?" he heard his goddaughter say.
"Yep, don't need to know," Harry said. He swiped his wand up the door and established his own charms. He would wait for them to come out before confronting them. It would be one thing if they were under a courtship or betrothal, but they weren't… yet. With Felix being the primary heir, and Juliette secondary, of their houses could cause issues if Juliette became pregnant.
Continuing to his room, he tried not to chuckle, remembering the way Daphne had acted when she found out what his parseltongue could do. He hadn't known himself, but the reward he got afterwards still had him smiling almost eighteen years later.
After taking off his work clothes, he flopped back on the bed. At almost thirty-five he was starting to feel these long days. Twenty-three hours to establish the wards. That was a long time, and since one of them needed to remain the main focus point, Harry had led this one as the three other ward weavers with him did their thing, then rested while the next one took over.
He must have fallen asleep because the next thing he knew was a slightly squeaky voice said, "The Great Harry."
Harry groaned, then wiped his face. "Yes, Dobby?"
"Mistress Daphne would like to know if you want to eat dinner or sleep?" Dobby asked him.
Harry yawned. "I'm getting up," he told his loyal friend.
He just stayed where he was for a few minutes before Dobby asked, "Would the Great Harry like his dinner up here?"
"No, Dobby. I'm getting up," Harry griped before forcing himself to sit up.
He blinked the sleep out of his eyes before he saw Dobby holding a change of clothes for him. That was when he realized he hadn't changed out of the underclothes from his uniform. "Thanks, Dobby. Tell Daphne I'll be down for dinner."
"Yes, the Great Harry. Should Dobby draw a bath?" Dobby asked.
"Not right now. I'll take a shower in a little bit," Harry assured the elf.
When he made it to the dining room, he rose an eyebrow to see only Felix and Juliette sitting with his wife.
"Hey, dad. I didn't know you got back," Felix said.
"So, I noticed," Harry said, giving his son a knowing look. Felix looked confused for a second, but Juliette was every bit her parents’ daughter and paled some, which was only evident by her dark skin losing some of the flushness that had been in her cheeks.
"Did you have a successful trip?" Daphne asked. Her curious look wasn't missed by Felix, and he suddenly reddened.
"Quite successful. We were able to get everything done in one night," Harry said, unable to stifle the yawn his body wanted. ”Did you get rid of my other children while I was gone?" Harry asked his wife.
"They were annoying me, so my parents were very happy to take them," Daphne said with a smirk.
Harry had been looking forward to seeing Primrose, his thirteen-year-old daughter going on eighteen, and Lily, their eleven-year-old girl that would be starting Hogwarts this year.
"I also thought it would be best if we had a conversation with our son and goddaughter," Daphne said.
Neither teen was eating as they looked at them.
Harry nodded. "I was going to be more discrete about it, but if you want."
Daphne looked to Felix. "How long have you and Juliette been sleeping with each other?"
Felix started to splutter. Juliette turned three shades of scarlet. "Mum, we aren't sleeping with each other."
"Aunt Daphne, I swear," Juliette said.
Harry raised a brow. "Well, from what I heard Juliette now understands some of the uses of parseltongue."
"DAD!" Felix screamed.
"Oh, bloody hell," Juliette said as she sank down into her chair. Her hands went to her face to hide.
Daphne looked to have a slight smirk before she smoothed her face into a stern look. "You two have specifically asked not to have a courtship or betrothal. We have respected that, but if this is how you are going to act then your parents and us are going to sit down and come out with an agreement this weekend."
"But Aunt Daphne! Why do we have to do that? I don't want to get married once we get out of Hogwarts," Juliette whinged.
"But you would risk becoming pregnant and risking both the lines of your parents and your godparents?" Daphne asked the girl.
"I am not going to get Juliette pregnant," Felix said hotly.
"You may not mean too, but sometimes magic and nature decides differently," Daphne said.
"And what is so wrong with a courtship or betrothal?" Harry asked. "You don't have to get married right out of school."
"But you and mum did," Felix said.
"And my parents were married before they graduated. Mum had to postpone some of what she wanted to do because of me," Juliette said.
"That is something I can tell you that she does not regret," Harry told his goddaughter. "You do understand the importance of why we are so concerned?"
Felix sighed. "Because of the Wizengamot bindings. A claimed house member is better than one that is a bastard." It sounded like the boy had heard that many times.
"For the Wizengamot seals, that doesn't matter," Harry replied. "For the voting seats and head of house, that is very important. I never wanted to care about that stuff at one time, but it is important, Felix."
"Can't we just be kids?" Juliette asked.
"Yes. And you can be kids that our at least courting," Daphne told them.
"And if I say no?" Felix said a little defiantly.
"Then I am sure your aunt will be fascinated to know what parselmouth can do to her daughter," Harry threatened.
They both paled even more than before.
"You wouldn't, Uncle Harry. I'm your favourite goddaughter," Juliette said in a small voice.
Daphne gave the girl a glare. "If you two want to be that intimate, then you will start officially courting. And if Uncle Harry doesn't say anything, I will."
They both knew that Daphne wouldn't hesitate.
Felix shoulders slumped. "Fine."
Juliette reached over to take his hand. "We can suffer this together."
Harry had to stifle a laugh as they both acted like their lives were over. Daphne looked amused as she went back to her meal. "Now, eat up. Mipsy is very proud of what she made tonight."
Harry started to eat as the two teens looked like they were facing the gallows.
It was later when Harry was leaving the library that he ran into Felix as he was walking towards the stairs from the receiving hall. Both father and son stopped. Harry with an old leather book in his hands, open and with a finger on a complicated rune diagram. Felix just stood stock still. He still looked defiant. He was so much like Daphne at times he wasn’t surprised his eldest had landed in Slytherin.
“I thought you were in bed already?” Harry asked.
“I just saw Jules back home,” Felix said.
Harry nodded, feeling as though his son wanted to say something else.
It took a moment for the boy to screw up his courage. “Are you and mum really going to make us enter a courtship?”
“It’s not a bad thing,” Harry replied. “You will not be locked into it, but as long as you and Jules,” he said with a slight hint of laughter on his voice since he knew how much Juliette hated her name shortened, “are being active while dating, you will be in a courtship. I get why you don’t want to do this, but it’s important, Felix.”
His son rolled his eyes. “Yeah. I’ve heard that for years.”
“And do you really understand why?” Harry asked. Felix was getting old enough to start being let into the deeper family secrets and magics.
“Because of the Wizengamot,” Felix replied.
“That is an oversimplified answer that is given to keep most from questioning the true reason. Come up to my study,” Harry told him. It was close to ten, but this was something he felt was important.
Felix looked at him a little apprehensively. Harry had always kept them out of his true study in the keep. What he knew now he would have done the same with his younger self too, but he had no clue the true secrets of their family twenty-years ago.
Felix fell in step with them as they walked down the hall and into the keep. Harry ran a hand over the tapestry that had been so important to him and still was. “Felix, there is a family secret, one that very few know. It is a secret that could rock our world if it got out.”
Felix snorted. “You sound like Uncle Sirius when he is trying to be all serious.”
Harry smirked. “Well, he is Sirius.”
Felix groaned.
“Just listen,” Harry told him as he led Felix up the stairs. He had met Sahassa and the two younger basilisks last year. Rissa and Essress were still young, but almost six feet long now. He had never realized how slow basilisk grew compared to other snakes.
“So, what is this big secret? You and mum always seem to have secrets,” Felix commented.
Harry indicated the seat across from him as he put his journal on the table and went to the bookcase behind his desk. Harry took out the first journal of Eros Peverell. “You know we are descended from the Peverells?” Harry started.
“Yes,” Felix said a little shortly. Harry was always patient with his kids, but he was starting to feel a little niffed at Felix’s attitude.
“Do you know who the Peverells descend from?” Harry asked as he opened the journal and leafed through to a family tree that was about halfway in.
“No,” Felix said and crossed his arms.
Harry put the book on the desk and slid it towards his son. “Take a look,” Harry said.
Felix looked balefully at the book before he leaned forward. “What am I looking for?”
“Just look,” Harry told him.
Felix took a moment to really get into it. When he did, Harry could tell as Felix reached out to trace the last few lines towards the bottom of the page. Harry grinned when Felix’s eyes widened. “No bloody way!”
Harry chuckled. “Well, that is from my side of the family,” Harry said.
Felix looked up. “Myrddin Aurelias? As in Merlin?”
“Yep. And do you know who the Greengrasses descend from?” Harry asked.
His face screwed up. “Tell me that mum isn’t some great-great-great granddaughter as well.”
Harry screwed up his face this time. “No. Why would you think that? Never mind. The Greengrasses were the last of the line of Le Fey.”
Felix mouth dropped open. It moved a few times before he said, “Morgan Le Fey?”
“Yep. So, you have the blood of two of the founders of Camelot in you,” Harry said.
“But Camelot is just a myth,” Felix said. At the look on his father’s face, the boy said, “It is just a myth, right?”
“I can take you there tomorrow. It’s about time you start learning about your true heritage,” Harry told him.
Felix blinked a few times. “Bloody hell, dad. And mum knows all this?”
“Mum and Uncle Neville helped me open up Camelot again,” Harry said.
Felix looked confused. “Uncle Nev?”
“Well, the Longbottoms go back to Arthur Pendragon.” Felix sat back in the chair heavily. Harry finally sat in his. “Felix, I am trusting you with this information. I don’t know if Juliette knows about it yet or not. I will have to ask Aunt Hermione and Uncle Blaise. If she doesn’t, you can’t say anything. Do you understand?”
“Aunt Hermione and Uncle Blaise know this?” Felix questioned.
“They are known to be the best historians in Europe,” Harry told him. It was something Blaise had slowly gotten into and was now one of the premier historians, even teaching at Hogwarts now.
“Bloody hell,” Felix said. He leaned forward again to look at the journal. “Can I read this?”
“If you can translate it, go for it. It does not leave the house and you do not show anyone but your mother, your grandmother or myself. Do you understand?” Harry asked in a rather serious voice.
Felix flipped to the start of the book. He had been learning Latin and the older rune languages, having said he already wanted to join the guild. Harry was interested to see how far his son had come. When Felix opened the front cover, he stopped. His finger was soon running over the runes on the inside of the cover. “I don’t understand half of this.”
“You don’t understand the runes?” Harry questioned.
Felix shook his head. “I don’t understand the chains. They are all wrong, aren’t they?”
Harry chuckled. “To the way I teach them now, yes, but that is still a pretty standard construction. Actions. Power. Protections. I like to power each one separately and then link them.”
Felix was getting totally engrossed in the rune sets. “Is this a blood trace?”
Harry looked to where Felix was pointing. “Yep. Binds it to the Peverell line. Your cousins could read these too, but neither Dani nor Terry wanted to join the guild, so I never taught them this.”
“And what if Prim and Lily don’t want to join the guild?” Felix asked, looking up. His son’s green eyes were so much his own.
“They are my children. Each of you will be given this secret and the opportunity to learn all these secrets, and the ones your mother has. We have already taught you much, but this is our true legacy,” Harry said, indicating the shelves of books around him.
Felix looked around. For once tonight he didn’t look defiant. “All this?”
“Well, no, but this is the information that I keep here and that you are now allowed to look at. You tell no one what you learn besides who I already said you could,” Harry reiterated.
“Okay,” Felix said in a solemn agreement.
They both looked into each other’s green eyes for a long moment. When he was satisfied that Felix understood, Harry sat back into his seat. “So, I do have a question.”
Felix looked at him curiously. “You give me this and you have a question? I have a thousand.”
“You can ask all you want, but first I want to know,” Harry said.
“Know what?” his sixteen-year-old son asked.
“How did you figure out you could do that to Juliette?”
Felix wonder turned to horror, then a very red face. After a moment, he mumbled something.
“What was that?” Harry asked, leaning forward.
Felix looked even more embarrassed. “I heard you and mum. You forget to put up silencing charms sometimes.”
Now it was Harry’s turn for his face to redden.
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Harry sat at the table looking at the happy couple in the centre of the table before them. They were surrounded by their friends. Ben sat next to Felix. The cousins had become inseparable over the years, enough that Felix had asked Ben to be his best man. Next to him was the newest Heiress Potter-Greengrass.
Juliette was radiant today in a lacy white dress that contrasted nicely with her dark skin. Her normally wild and frizzy hair had been tamed enough to sit in a bun and on her head was the tiara that Ander had commissioned for Daphne. It looked just as fitting on his new daughter as it had on his wife.
Thinking about that, Harry took Daphne's hand and brought it to his mouth to kiss the back of her hand. It had been almost twenty-two years now. Twenty-two years of happiness… well, they had had their arguments, but they had always worked it out and he found her just as beautiful now as he had then.
Daphne gave him a smile. "What was that for?"
"Just you being you," he said back.
"Are you still sweet on her after all this time?" Hermione asked from next to him.
"I always will be," Harry said, earning him a small peck from Daphne.
"You keep laying it on thick like that, Lord Potter-Greengrass, and you will be getting extra lucky tonight," she said with a saucy wink.
He grinned at her.
"Oh, yuck, can you wait until later?" their youngest said with a look on her face. Harry laughed at his redheaded girl. Lily had grown into a young woman at sixteen that was as stunning as her mother and the woman her namesake had come from.
"When you meet someone, I hope your husband is as sweet as your father after twenty-one years," Daphne said to their daughter before giving him a peck.
On the other side of Lily, Prim snickered. "We've seen them do worse," she teased her sister. Their nineteen-year-old daughter was sitting next to a tall young man with an earring. Harry would love to recruit him, but the goblins had snagged the brilliant rune student before he could. Prim had decided to follow and was now an apprentice to the Curse Breakers. He felt a little sad, but also immensely proud of her.
"Please, don't remind me. It was bad enough having Felix and Jules around the last few years," Lily said.
Someone started to tap on their glass. Soon the whole hall was doing the same and Felix and Juliette shared a kiss. From a stage at the far end of Potter Green’s Hall a woman announced, "With dinner done, I would like to invite the bride and groom to the floor and everyone else to see their first dance."
Harry stood up and extended a hand to Daphne. She took it. She was in a very flattering dark green dress that was elegant and clung to her curves in all the right ways. Over the years she had aged much like her mother, putting on enough weight to fill out her frame, but still maintaining a figure that almost any man would want. He was simply happy he had been lucky enough to snag her.
Both Felix and Juliette were beaming as they made their way to the dance floor. Everyone, all one-hundred and sixty-two guests, crowded around the dance floor. Their kids didn't want a huge wedding, but they had friends, allies and family that had to be here. Down in the town he knew a larger celebration was going on. Much like when Daphne and him had been married, Felix wanted to be married before the fountain. Juliette agreed and half the wizarding world came out to see two of the most powerful houses in their world joining.
The fact that the House of Potter-Greengrass held the most political sway and was looked upon as near royalty had not missed him over the years. Potter-Greengrass, Thatcher-Granger, Bones, Longbottom, Greengrass and Davis still made the core of the Alliance. Whenever the six of them agreed upon anything, it was as good as a done deal.
He just didn't like to push his power unless needed.
Looking around, most of the most powerful houses were present. Dani was standing near them with her husband and two young daughters. She was the Lady Glamorgan. Prim had not expressed any desire to work in the Wizengamot, so Dani had kept the title for now. She had become a small power of her own, but never really opposed Harry. She just had her own ambitions that mainly involved working with the First-Gens and No-Maj. Just recently she had ascended to the Head of the Muggle Liaison office, which was now one of the most important departments in the Ministry after the way the wizarding world had been slowly leaking out over the last decade.
Her sister, Terri, was next to her. She had grown into a beautiful young woman that still seemed a little spacey at times. He knew it was her mage sight. Next to her was her rock. A shorter woman in a stunning red dress with curly hair. It had shocked her family when Terri said she was a lesbian, but everyone shortly accepted it.
Now, Terri wanted nothing to do with being Heiress Peverell, so Lily had taken that up. Lily had started to come to all the Wizengamot meets with him or Daphne. She picked up on all the politics faster than Felix and was going to be as adept as Daphne or Dani when she got older.
Elsewhere around the semi-circle was Neville and Tracey with their brood. All three boys had the blonde hair of their parents. Zacharias, the eldest at fifteen, was going to be a big, muscular man like his father. Timothy, the middle child, was only starting to go through puberty, but at twelve he looked like he would be big as well. Arron was the youngest and smallest. At ten, it was looking like he would be more like his mother, shorter and leaner.
Susan had her arm wrapped around Deans. She had been the last of their close friends to get married but had had her first girl just before the Longbottoms. Rosaline was a looker like her mother. She was also sixteen like Lily. Susan gave him a smile when she caught him looking at her. He smiled back. Auntie was standing next to them.
Anders and Iliana came up just behind them. "Are they about to start?" Iliana asked.
"Just about," Daphne said.
He peaked over his shoulder. His parents-in-law were starting to look older. Getting close to seventy now, Anders' hair was starting to show hints of grey. Iliana still looked wonderful for her age. Daphne’s brother, Philip, was now twenty-three, married to a stunning blonde witch from Norway and was happy to be holding the next Scion Greengrass. Their son, Isak, was almost two and in going into the ‘terrible’ stage, though by this time of the day the little boy was laying his head against Philips shoulder and looking ready to fall asleep.
Felix and Juliette wanted everyone to be here, so they invited all their family.
Lastly, Harry met Hermione’s eyes. They looked watery to watch her daughter and his son take their first dance together. She caught him staring at him. When she did, Hermione gave him a big smile.
In the last twenty-some-odd years, she had been as instrumental in the success of everything they had built as the others of his close friends. She really was family, regardless of whether or not Felix and Juliette were together. His goddaughter had always been as much his daughter as anyone could be.
The years had been kind to Hermione. Their son stood at her side. At sixteen, he had the physique of Blaise, the brown hair of his mother and the dark eyes that showed his father’s colour, but his mother’s intelligence. He was the only one nipping at Lily’s heals in Hogwarts, and he was secretly suspicious that his youngest and Hermione’s youngest had something going on, but neither had said anything. If Oberon, Obie for short, was anything like Juliette, he was figuring he was trying to avoid the courtship rituals. The boy would find out, though, as the Scion of Thatcher-Granger, he wouldn’t be able to avoid it for much longer without pressure. The pressure would never come from them, but it would come, if it wasn’t already. Seeing the way Obie was looking towards his redheaded daughter, Harry felt his suspicions confirmed.
Blaise was the only one of them that had really gone to seed. He had put on a pouch belly from turning to the history books and writing them. Even with that, he was a respected professor at Hogwarts, replacing Tracey’s mother when she retired a decade ago. The man, one of his best friends, was watching his daughter.
Harry turned back to watch his children. Juliette was still beaming as Felix deftly moved her around the floor. He could still see the young boy who complained about having to learn to dance and smiled to see him all grown up now.
Daphne wrapped her arms around his. “Were we that oblivious on our wedding night?”
Harry laughed. “Only after we did our rounds.”
“Didn’t you let everyone know about Felix the night of your wedding?” Prim asked.
Daphne winked at their daughter. “It slipped out. All I wanted was another dance with my husband before we left the party.”
“Do you always have to bring that up?” Lily complained from his other side.
When the dance ended, the leader of the band asked, “If Lady Potter-Greengrass would come up to dance with her son?”
Daphne gave them a big smile as she left his side. Juliette went over to her parents, giving them both a big hug as Felix stepped into take Daphne in a waltz. Lily moved a little closer to him. “Will you dance with me once tonight, dad?” she asked softly.
Harry moved to put her hand into the crook of his arm. Out of their three kids, she had always enjoyed the dance lessons with him. He suspected it was because it was one of the few times he shared only with her. It was something he treasured, and something it seemed his youngest did as well. “Always, Lils.”
Lily clung to his arm as Felix bowed over Daphne’s hand and kissed it. Lily stayed on his arm when they were joined by her brother and mother. It wasn’t until Juliette had danced with Blaise, and everyone else was called out to the floor that she finally let go of his arm, and that was only so that he could hold her to dance with her. Looking at his almost grown daughter had him realizing it was going to be hard to let her go once she graduated and found someone.
It was a while later that he finally found his wife in his arms. She sighed and leaned into him. It had been a long day, and months for this wedding to come together, so he was happy for her to move in and lean her head against his shoulder as they swayed to the slow song. The party was starting to break up.
“Have I told you I love you yet today?” Harry said, kissing the side of her head.
“You could mention it more,” she replied back tiredly.
Harry chuckled. “Well, I love you.”
“I love you too,” she said back.
They quietly moved together. A few gave them pleasant smiles and looks but let him have this time with his wife. “I’m going to miss him,” Daphne said.
Harry looked over her head to see her looking towards the newlyweds. They were moving around, saying their goodbyes. They would be staying in the castle tonight, then they were off for a No-Maj cruise around New Zealand tomorrow.
Harry smiled. “You do know that they decided to live here? Right?”
“I know, but it won’t be the same. He’s not our little boy anymore,” she sighed.
Harry kissed her head again. “He hasn’t been for a while.”
“Just let me have my delusions for the night,” she told him.
“As you wish, Lady Potter-Greengrass,” he said.
“My lord is too kind,” she said with a great amount of cheekiness.
He chuckled and danced with Daphne until Felix came over to say goodnight to them.
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Afterword


    
        
          End Notes

          You can find me on Discord in the Emerald Library: https://discord.gg/rabgNGQs58
Harry Potter and his world belongs to J.K. Rowling, Warner Brothers and anyone that has received licensing rights. I am grateful she gives us the privilege of playing in her world.
I have had a few reviewers comment on Daphne. I know many write and see her as a blonde, but there is no description of Daphne. When I say ‘dark hair’, I think of a dark-brown. It’s not black, like Harry. ‘Dark-eyes’ mean the same. Not black, but a dark-brown with green highlights.
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