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Age
Line: Main Children, colors denote kids in same year. 


Simone
------ Adrian Maclay 
Denver ------- Emily Snape 
Melvin -------- Andrea Reams 
Iggy -------- Raena 
Agatha -------- Ryan
Rosenburg 
Anastasia 
"Little" Ron Potter ------- Ravena Malfoy Weasley 
Melantha "Mellie" Potter ------ Tananda
Weasley 
Mary Weasley (Ron's stepdaughter) 
William 
Vinnie, Minnie, and Gwen Weasley 
Maeve 
Lucien 
Zachariah Snape 

Morgana Malfoy 


The Bunny: 


When I first read your completed Gryphon series
straight through for the first time (yes I've read it more than once) I was
reading another story at the same time(I don't remember which one) that made
this idea pop into my head. 


The mixed families of Draco, Ron and Xander
(& Harry's youngest 2 & Raena) as well as a number of the pheonixes are
leaving Hogwarts to travel to the Gryphon Colony for part of the summer
holidays. they are travelling by broomstick through a portal that Xander
created over the Quidditch pitch when interference from one of the gryphons'
experimental spell that wasn't properly grounded threw Draco, Iggy, Harry's 2
and all of Draco's kids into another dimension. 


In the other dimension, it was the
Slytherin/Gryffindor match of Harry & Draco's 6th year. The game was tied
and the seekers had just spotted the snitch and were racing for it, when extra
bodies came crashing through the game and a hand reached out from the tangle
and snatched the snitch right out of Harry's reach JUST as he was about to grab
it. It was Ron of course. & I have a picture of him coming up to Harry as
things are being sorted out and handing over the snitch saying "Sorry, its
just automatic. See snitch, catch snitch. No hard feelings?" 


The family is invited to stay at Hogwarts as
they try to figure out how to get home. When Voldemort & Lucius try to get
Draco & his family to join their forces I hear Draco telling them "We
will not interfere with the future of this world but touch one hair on my
kids-- I DO know the spell that destroyed you on my world. try me." 


When Lucius trys to say that Draco isn't
very slytherinish because of his lack of support for the Death eater Simone
goes "Oh PLEASE... Slytherin himself approves of Father as the unoffical
cohead of his house and as a true slytherin." 


"SLYTHERIN!!" 


"of course, the ghosts of all the
founders have returned in our world. Slytherin was quite disappointed Iggy
wasn't in his house, what with his love of potions." 


Draco also replies with a list of his
accomplishments (like he did to the slytherins when he was pregnant) including
the help & courting of one of the most powerful dark families in finding a
suitable consort for his daughter & himself. A family that not even
Voldemort could touch or interest. 


Young Draco of course is an interested
spectator to everything with reactions ranging from "MY children are
WEASELS!!" to "I TEACH!!" Draco and Ron's reaction "WE have
a child TOGETHER!!!" 


The Weasley boys reaction "YOU are NOT
going ANYWHERE near that ferret, even if we have to get Mom to buy a chastity
belt!" to Draco/Ginny. 


Dumbledore & Fawkes reaction to the
pheonixes that come through with Draco & the kids. "Fawkes has HOW
many chicks?" 


"number of chicks at time +
grandchicks" 


"OH MY" 


`````````` 


Back on the home world, Xander's frantic
& his response to the improperly grounded spell - crispy kitty/birdy
anyone? They eventually figure out how to use Raina/Iggy's bond to track the
lost ones and bring them home. 


Notes: Set the summer before the kids'
second seventh year. If you've read part seven, you'll understand that note.


Xander
looked across the quidditch pitch as everyone gathered around for the trip to
the gryphon colony for the annual summer holiday/summer lesson sessions. Of
course, some of the children were running late. "Iggy!" he yelled. 


"He's
still packing," Simone complained as she walked over to join him.
"You know how your son is." 


Xander
snickered, then he nodded. "I do. He gets that from his Uncle Bill I
think." He looked at the Malfoy contingent, plus one. Simone, Denver,
Anastasia, Ravena, Lucien, Melvin, and Morgana were all roughly gathered around
their father. Lucien was fighting and wailing about not getting to be cuddled
next to Maeve. Morgana was fussing about having to wear clothes. Draco had
attached Lucien to his thigh and Morgana was in his arms, while his son and
younger daughters tried to get the baby of the family calmed down. Simone
finally grabbed her to hold her. "Guys, she'll be fine," he said,
walking over to hold her. He looked at the kids from the other families that
were joining them. Maeve had a fever so she had to stay for another day until
it came down. William was hanging out with Ron's triplets Vinnie, Gwen, and
Minnie. Mary, Ron's stepdaughter, was doing something mischievous to kill time,
entertaining Gwen and Percy's youngest, Tananda. The three Potter children were
all waiting around, Mellie leaning against Tanada's side, Little Ron giving
Ravena an adoring look, and Agatha standing by herself so she couldn't be
contaminated or contaminate another child. Her boyfriend Ryan was off at his
mother's again this summer so she was all alone on this trip until they found
something for her to do. The Gryphons had requested her presence to talk to her
about something. She'd probably be coming back within a few days. Finally he
spotted his son Iggy walking out with his two bags and a sour look.
"What?" he demanded. 


"I
can't find the spare journal I bought for the trip," he admitted glumly.
"That and Raena's staying with Maeve." He pulled his broom out of his
pocket and unshrunk it, then loaded his bags onto the handle. "You
guys?" he called. "Can we? That way everyone can go do things they
enjoy?" 


"Some
of us are only going so we can play against Severn," Denver pointed out
dryly. 


"Yeah,
you're going to up your chaser skills," Simone taunted. 


"Yeah,
and?" he demanded of his big sister. "At least I don't scare them too
much to play with me." 


"Enough,"
Xander said tiredly. "Into the air if you wouldn't mind. Let's let the
young one do his official portal to the colony, then we'll all go." He
noticed Maeve had snuck down to stand under one of the stands of seats.
"Maeve, stay there, you don't need to be more sick." He looked at the
young gryphon, nodding at him. 


The
gryphon launched himself into the air, feeling very important. He watched as
the Malfoys lifted off first, taking the first line behind him, then the other
children, then Ron, and that Xander was lagging because his broom was spitting
at him. By the time he got up there, most of the phoenixes had flown out to
come with them. They liked the colony, the gryphons treated them like younger
siblings. He looked back at Xander, who waved a hand from behind the lines. He
faced forward and cast the spell, going very carefully. This was his first
official portal and he had to get it correct. He'd never live it down
otherwise. He felt a shimmy in the magic but knew it was because of the shields
around the school. He compensated for them in the field of magic and then gave
them a smug look before flying through. As he flew, he could feel the magic
wrap around him and 'taste' his essence of chaos magic. It liked him. 


The
kids flew through carefully, making sure not to run into each other in the
bunch they were in. They felt the magic wrap around them too, and were nearly
through to the other side when the adults and phoenixes joined them. That's
when they felt the spell warp too far and all of them were blinded by a flash. 


Xander
was left on the other side, staring in shock at the portal that had just closed
behind everyone. He looked around, then checked the magical fields around him.
He couldn't find it at all. He slowly floated down with the few phoenixes that
hadn't went yet, looking around in case they were simply hiding. Maybe it was
some sort of prank from his husband? 


"Want
Lucien!" Maeve demanded angrily, stomping out to glare at her father.
"Where my Lucien! Want him!" 


Xander
looked at his irrate daughter, then let out a small hysterical laugh. "Go
get Uncle Severus," he said calmly. "Make him run out here right now.
He can find Lucien, princess." She ran off. Xander looked at the
phoenixes. "Did you guys expect that? Murphy?" His bird didn't answer
so he must have gone with them. At least his son would have a reasonable adult
voice like his around. He tipped his head back. "GEORGE!" George and
Fred both appeared nearly instantly. Xander pointed at where the portal was.
"The kids are gone." 


"They're
at the colony," Fred said, starting to look confused. "What's
wrong?" 


"No,"
Xander said, shaking his head, walking over to shake him as hard as he could.
"The kids are gone! They're not on this planet! The portal went wrong!
They're gone! Missing! Like the Fairies missing!" 


"Shh,"
George soothed, saving his twin from Xander's hysterics. "Fred, go back to
the shop. Call Percy, call Dad." Fred nodded and hurried off, taking
Xander's broom so he couldn't take off. "Shh, Xander. We'll figure it out.
Iggy's with them, they'll be able to overcome anything. Think about the group,
they're excellent fighters." He glanced around. "Ron and Draco?"
Xander pointed at where the portal was supposed to be. "Then they'll be
fine," he said calmly, letting his hysterics out internally until someone
more reasonable got there. 


***



Maeve
ran into her uncle's classroom, grabbing him by the arm and pulling on it,
trying to get him to stand up. "Have to come. Lucien gone!" 


"He
only went to the colony. You'll be joining him tomorrow," he said
patiently, stopping her before she hurt herself. He made her look at him.
"He's fine. You'll see him tomorrow." 


She
shook her head wildly. "No! He gone! Portal go...." She spit.
"It taked them and baby birds and all them! They gone! Daddy say run
outside!" She started to heave on him again. "He say run now!"
she insisted. "Lucien gone!" 


"Fine,"
he said calmly, following her sedately. Her father would calm her down. Being
in the basement of the school, it took them a good ten minutes to make it
outside and to the pitch. He looked at the babbling Xander, then really started
to get worried. "What happened?" 


"Apparently
the portal farted and took the kids, the birds, Draco, and Ron," George
told him. 


"If
I had known it was that bad, I would have run," he noted, coming over to
knock Xander out. His brand of hysterics wasn't needed. George let out a small hysterical
laugh so he did the same to him. Then he set Maeve on top of them. "Stay
there and watch them for a few moments." She nodded, sitting down and
sucking on her thumb. He ran back into the school, going to get some people to
help. The Headmaster and Minerva were going to be needed, as was his own wife
and Percy Weasley, if not Bill Weasley as well. The Headmaster showed up first.
"It appears," he said calmly, "that the young gryphlet
miscalculated his landing trajectory. They're apparently no longer on this
plane, except for Xander and George." 


The
most unusual sight ever seen happened. Dumbledore and Snape both ran outside to
see if they could get any remaining energies rewoven. Dumbledore grabbing
Hagrid as he passed by him, his fear giving him extra solidness to his ghostly
form. "Call the colony, see if *anyone* showed up." He nodded, going
to do that while they made it out to the pitch. "Oh, blast!"
Dumbledore said, starting to really fret now. He couldn't even feel the energy.
"How long ago did this happen?" 


"Not
that long. Maeve came to get me. I thought she was fretting because Lucien had
disappeared. We walked out, so possibly twenty minutes now?" he said
bitterly. Draco was like a son to him and so was Iggy. He would miss them if
they were dead. "Raena," he bellowed. She came running from inside
the school with his wife Tara, both Weasley sons, and Arthur Weasley.
"Good, you're here. Can your form of magic find the magic used?" he
demanded. 


Tara
looked at the spot, then she squealed, pointing. "Chaos! Pure chaos. It
warped and unraveled." She looked at everyone else. "They've shifted
planes!" 


"What
is the chance of getting them back easily?" Percy asked. 


"None,"
she stated, giving him a look. "Do you know how many alternate planes
there are? Plus, we need someone *calm* who can do chaos magic." 


"Ethan,"
Xander groaned, getting to his knees. "We need to do a sensing circle. If
we can taste the magic, it'll be easier to find. I do know that they don't have
gryphons there and probably not many phoenixes either. They seem to flourish
around each other." He made it to his feet, grabbing his cane to lean on.
"We need to do this now." 


"I
know where Ethan is," Bill offered. Dumbledore nodded so he ran off to the
apparation barrier to send himself off. 


Percy
looked at him, coming over to help support his favorite in-law. "We will
find them, Xander." 


Xander
looked at him. "You do realize Melvin was there, right?" he asked.
Percy stiffened but nodded. "Okay, as long as you know." He passed
out again, forcing Percy to put him back onto the ground. 


Arthur
sighed. "Percy, get them out of the way. Where was the portal?" Maeve
pointed. "In the air, Maeve?" She nodded. "Where exactly?" 


Tara
grabbed a broom and climbed on, floating up. "It was right here," she
said, pointing at the spot in front of her. "The shield is damaged here
too, Headmaster." 


Albus
nodded. "That's fine. We can and will deal with that later." He
looked around at the remaining people. "We must get them back. It is
imperative that we do not fail. Even if we have to spend day and night looking,
we must." 


"We
will," Snape pointed out. He looked over as McGonagall came running.
"There was a portal malfunction. They're missing." 


"I
feel like we're in an episode of Xander's tv show," Percy said bitterly,
glaring at the ground so he wouldn't turn it on anyone else. 


"They're
fine," Dumbledore pointed out. "We would all know if any of them had
died, most of all Raena." Percy nodded, giving him a long look. "We
can do this. We must and we will. If Xander could end five years of worry and
tension with a single spell, we can find those children, our two missing
teachers, and the baby birds." 


Hagrid
trotted out. "The colony said that the gryphlet got there fine, but that
he felt something going wrong as he exited," he panted, leaning against
Arthur's shoulder. "He's flying this way now to help us. They said to cast
no magic, they're sending some of the stronger elders up ta help, Professor
Dumbledore, sir." 


"Thank
you, Hagrid. Use your dogs to guard the pitch. Only those we need get onto
here." He nodded, going to get his beasts to help him. Dumbledore looked
up as Professor Maclay sensed the hole. "Severus, go steady her," he
ordered. 


He
grabbed a broom that appeared to have fallen out of someone's grip and headed
up to steady and help her. He didn't want to lose her. "We'll get
them," he said quietly. She gave him a confident look, she knew they
would. Draco was her buddy and Xander's kids were like her own some days. 


***



"The
Seekers see the snitch!" the quidditch announcer yelled excitedly.
"They're racing off between the chasers, oooh, nearly knocked that one
off! Malfoy's gaining on Potter, but Potter is dodging his attempts to slow him
down! Holy Merlin! What is going on!" he shouted as a dark splotch opened
and more people appeared. "Hold on! We've got massive interference! It
looks like Fawkes, multiple Fawkes! Ref! Time out!" he shouted. "Stop
the game before someone gets hurt!" 


The
referee heard the panicked call and looked up as people on brooms flew out of a
hole in the air. She blew her whistle repeatedly, knowing it wouldn't help
either seeker. They were flying directly into that mess. She readied her wand
to cushion their fall when they invariably crashed, but both of them made it through
the phoenixes, into the mass of children and two adults. Everyone else was
staring in shock. "Enough!" she yelled. "We'll rerelease!"
She flew after them, hoping to make it there in time. Both of the seekers were
in a tussle to get the snitch when a tanned hand reached out and snatched it
from the air. She blew her whistle again. "Illegal catch!" she
ordered. The birds got out of her way, squawking and squealing as they hid
behind the other children, all of whom looked fairly pale and sick.
"Land!" Madam Hooch ordered in her most authoritative voice. Slowly
everyone started to land, making her blink. There were two Draco Malfoys. One
of them was older, older than his father was in this time. There were also two
Ron Weasleys, again, one was older than he should be. She looked at the
headmaster, who came over to help sort this out. "I want explanations! You
interrupted the game!" 


One
dark haired young man blinked at her. "Madam Hooch?" She pursed her
lips, and he looked around. "GodDamnItToFuckingHellandBackAndMerlinWithHisStaff!"
he shouted. 


"I
thought I swore," a redheaded female said, looking at him. "What's
wrong with you, Iggy?" 


"Look
around, Simone. We're not exactly at the colony. Somehow we ended up at the
school, during the year, during a Gryffindor/Slytherin match where your father
and Little Ron's father are playing." He looked at them, then around.
"Um, have there been visitors from Sunnydale in this time yet?" 


"No,"
the Headmaster said. 


Draco
moved forward. "What year am I here?" he asked calmly. Dumbledore
blinked at him. "It's important, trust me." 


"Sixth,"
Draco told himself, looking his older self over. "I'm very old in your
world." 


"And
done more than you could ever dream," Draco snapped. "Stand down,
younger self." The younger him sneered at him but he glared and the boy
did back up a few steps. "Thank you." He looked at the headmaster
again. "Gryphons, do they exist here? Can we find any alive?" 


"Not
in many years." He looked around, then back at him. "This is most
unusual." 


"You
can say that again," the redheaded female snorted, shaking her head. She
looked up at the birds. "Glinda, order them to find a spot and roost out
of the way," she called. One of birds squawked at her. "Sorry,
Murphy, didn't see you among them. Fine, you get them to roost out of the way.
Panicking baby birds won't help." Xander's phoenix Murphy and her own
Glinda got the younger ones settled on the back of the stands and the
platforms. "There, less noise," she noted for her father's benefit.
He smiled grimly at her. "Kids, back away from the adults. They're talking
theory." 


Lucien
got free and stomped over, yanking on his father's arm. "Where's my
Maeve!" he hissed, glaring at his father. "Want her!" 


"Son,"
he said, picking her up. "We're working on it. You'll see her soon. Until
then, calm yourself and go help Simone order the younger children around."
His son's glare turned more icy. "I can't help if we can't talk,
son." 


"I
have children?" Draco asked in disgust. "That I take care of?" 


"Fat
lot you know," a blond boy told him. "You not only have kids, you
changed diapers and got sick all over you," he sneered. 


"Eww,"
Draco said. "Now I know they're not from our future." He shuddered
and backed away from them, then he noticed the stunning females with them.
"Hmm. Interesting." 


"All
the redheaded females but the six-year-old are my daughters," older Draco
said, glaring at him. "Touch and they'll kill you, boy." He looked
back at the headmaster. "We seem to be in a bit of a fix. We were headed
for our own gryphon colony for summer lessons. One of the gryphlets was making
the portal. It apparently went odd." 


"You
can say that again," older Ron snorted. He waved at his younger self,
walking over to him and Harry. "Hey." He handed back the snitch.
"Sorry, it's instinct now. See the snitch, catch the snitch. No hard
feelings?" 


"You're
a seeker?" Harry asked, looking at his own Ron. 


"No,"
Older Ron said with a grin. "But Little Ron, your son from our world, and
Ravena, Malfoy's youngest of the older group, are and they're grounded. I've
been keeping all their snitches." Harry looked at the kids, then at him.
"The Hermione-headed boy and girl are yours, along with the stand-offish
one with dark hair," he said quietly. 


"Oh,
shit," Harry said, eyes wide as he passed out. 


Younger
Ron looked down at his best friend, then at his older self. "Nice
job." 


"Thank
you," he said with a grin. Someone tugged on his shirt. "Yes?"
he asked, looking down at his stepdaughter. "Hey, Mary. Tired of the
triplets?" She nodded, leaning against his leg. "You okay?" He
tested her forehead, then grimaced. "Draco, we need to check the kids.
Mary's got a fever," he called. 


Draco
broke off his discussion with the headmaster to track down Lucien, the
triplets, and Morgana. He nodded. "Morgana and William as well." He
looked at the headmaster. "May we go upstairs to the infirmary? It's
probably magical shock." 


"Of
course," he agreed, nodding. "Severus, go with them for now. They
appear to need more adult help." 


"It's
not really necessary. Some of us have spent a lot of time up there in our
lives," older Ron told him dryly, grabbing his stepdaughter to hold.
"Kids, infirmary. Now," he ordered, pointing at the school.
"Bring your brooms, bring the bigger kids you rode with so no one gets left
behind. Simone, you can't play with them." He waved and they trooped up to
the school. He shook his head at Simone's hurt look. "If I'm that young
then the twins are in fine playing form, I'll have them called and see if
they'll keep you in form," he sighed, following behind her with Draco
beside him. "Can you imagine if this had happened to us during a
game?" he asked Draco. 


Draco
shuddered. "I would have hexed myself. Especially with how close I was to
the snitch." 


Little
Ron looked back at him, then cleared his throat. "I believe Dad had the
advantage of reach by about an inch, Uncle Draco. The younger you was slightly
behind and off to the side, while the snitch was on dad's other side."
Ravena nodded to back him up. "Sorry to say but you wouldn't have gotten
it this time either." 


"Fine,"
he sighed, shaking his head. "I still would have hexed myself into
oblivion." 


Ron
stopped, then groaned. "Draco, if there's no Xander here, the war's going
on." Draco paled a bit, then took a deep breath and shook his head.
"You're sure?" 


"I
am. We'll be fine." He waved at the school. "Come along." Ron
nodded, following him. 


Ron
looked at his teammates, then down at the unconscious Harry. "I follow a
Malfoy? He's good?" 


"It
is a sickening thought," Draco agreed from his position leaning on his
broom. "Besides, I would have gotten it. I was about to duck under
him." He kicked at Harry's foot, making Madam Hooch glare at him.
"Trying to wake him up," he defended. "We can't finish this game
without it." 


"I
believe the game is called until tomorrow," Dumbledore announced.
"Just in case more of them show up." He walked his lead professors
inside, going up to the infirmary to make sure their guests were comfortable
and contained. A good Malfoy? It was nearly unheard of. 


The
silver-haired young man was stomping back their way. "Problems?"
Snape asked bitterly. 


The
boy looked at him. "I forgot my broom in the rush to get the kids
upstairs. By the way, Professor Snape, if we're going to have to stay here any
length of time, I'm going to have to get with you for a few moments." 


"Why?
Are you the current head of Slytherin?" 


"No,
I'm your apprentice on my plane of existence, sir. I have been since I was
admitted a year early to Hogwarts." He called his broom, catching it easily.
"The student heads of your house are actually Agatha Potter and her
consort, plus Ravena Malfoy-Weasley." He walked back that way, leaving the
stunned men in their places. 


Professor
McGonagall cleared her throat, one hand drifting up to rub her neck. "A
Potter in Slytherin?" 


"Malfoy-Weasleys?"
Snape demanded, hurrying after the boy. He walked into the infirmary, glaring
at the older Draco. "Malfoy-*Weasleys*?" he demanded. 


Simone
looked at him. "He had the unfortunate accident to knock up Ginny in his
last year, right before they took out the slimy fucker Voldemort as he tried to
rush the school." 


"Simone,
do not change their timeline. They don't have Xander here," Ron snapped. 


"Sorry,
Uncle Ron. Being helpful. Calm down. You can get nookie again soon, I
promise." Denver groaned and hit her on the shoulder. "Hey! Keep it
up! You're about as likely to get laid here as I am, little brother!" 


"Unlike
you, I'm a pure Malfoy, thank you," Denver sneered back. "You're
showing your good guy roots, sister." 


She
punched him, then kicked him a few times once he was down. "I'm not the
pure Malfoy who was sorted into Gryffindor like the rest of us Malfoy-Weasleys,
brother dear. I'd stop now." 


"Stop
it!" Draco shouted and everyone stopped, staring at him like he had hit
them. "Thank you! You're fucking annoying! Simone, sit, behave, or I'm
having your ass sewn shut! You are not helping. Pick on your brother some other
time." She pouted but sat on a bed. "Denver, up. You're not that
badly hurt, son." He groaned as he sat on the end of Lucien's bed.
"Thank you!" He brushed his hair back and turned to look at Snape.
"She was correct. Ginny cured my self-centeredness and depression that
remained after the Xander in our world fixed the problems I had with my father and
his Lord." He sneered at Snape. "Though you'd be surprised at your
future in our world." 


"Did
he die?" McGonagall asked. 


"No,
he turned a lesbian wiccan into his perfect princess of light," Ron said
dryly, patting Draco on the back. "Calm down. They were wearing out some
energy. She'd never *really* hurt Denver." 


"Maeve,"
Lucien called pitifully. 


"I
feel the same way about Raena," Iggy soothed, stroking over his forehead.
"It's okay. Our daddy has her and she's in good hands with Uncle Severus
back there. I'm sure she's fine, Lucien." He pouted. "I know, but
it'll be okay. If anyone can find our way home, it'll be me, your daddy, and my
daddy and Uncle Sev back at home." Lucien nodded and settled in. 


"Not
the me here?" Severus sneered. 


Iggy
looked at him. "I don't know the you here, sir. I do know the one there
had a very odd collection of books on chaos magic that he got from my father. I
know he's read them all. I know my father's one of the strongest gryphon borns
in generations and I know my wife is back there." His eyes lit up.
"Our bond!" 


"This
world is thin on chaos magic," Dumbledore said quietly. Iggy's face fell.
"Gryphon born?" 


"In
our world, in the past, gryphons channeled chaos magic so others could use
it," Draco explained. "I have a history book somewhere in my things I
believe." 


"I've
got it in the book case," Iggy offered. "You know my books are yours
to use, Uncle Draco." 


"Thank
you, Ignatius. Sit and let the nice nurse check you over as well." He
nodded and climbed up with Lucien to let her check him over and to stop the
young boy from fretting. He looked at the teachers again. "We know this
inconvenient. Trust me, I did not plan on this side trip." Snape snorted.
"I didn't. The gryplet had passed all his tests. The portal was to take us
from the pitch to just outside Stonehenge. He'd done it before. I can only
guess that we either overloaded it or the number of phoenix chicks making the
trip upset it somehow." 


"You
have more than one in your world?" McGonagall asked. He nodded. "Why?"



"Because
a second was found and mated with Fawkes," Draco said dryly. "Simone
was the chosen of one of the first clutch. Hers is Glinda, she seems to shine
gold. The big male is Murphy, he's Xander's chosen and the patriarch of the
ones outside." 


Dumbledore
walked over to the window overlooking the pitch and looked out. He tried to
count glowing spots. "Fawkes had HOW many chicks?" he asked in alarm.



"Approximately
fifty first generation, maybe seventy second generation, ten third generation,
and another breeding pair somewhere in Sweden," Simone said helpfully. 


"Oh,
my," he said weakly, not willing to consider that. He looked at the
others. "Their world is vastly different. Perhaps we can figure this out
soon?" He looked at Draco as the younger set came in. "I don't
believe we need you in here." 


"Of
course you do, I can bridge the gap between us and the other me," he
snarled. "Plus, my father said so." 


Draco
sneered at the man following the younger him in. "Wonderful, who ordered
the putz?" 


Ron
snickered. "Hey, at least he's not possessing anyone this time," he
offered happily. 


"True,
we won't have to kick him out of Simone's body again," Draco agreed,
happier now. He glared at his father. "I don't believe your input was
needed, Lucius. I am more than Malfoy enough to deal with this situation, thank
you." He looked at Snape again, rolling his eyes. "Another
difference, mine is dead," he said cheerfully, making Snape splutter.
"He got torn limb from limb and roasted." He glanced at his daughter,
but Simone was leaning over Iggy. "What's wrong now?" 


"He's
got a splitting headache, daddy. He also said he didn't bring the medicine
bag," she sighed. 


"I
did," he noted, pointing at his bag. "Just in case. That way he
wouldn't spend his first two days brewing assorted potions for the colony
again." He looked at Snape and rolled his eyes. "He really is a
miniature you for all that he's his father's son. He's been yours since he was
eight and told off a few Gryffs for being dumbasses." Ron groaned.
"He did." He shrugged at him then looked at Snape again.
"Ignatius is a prodigy. He's in the Royal Academy in our world. He's
working on a dual degree track and seems to be at least halfway through now.
He's done over seven thousand potions. You really should deal with him
directly. He does it so much better than I ever really did. He's also got some
...special skills that need to be known about. It could help you greatly and
shouldn't be messing with your timeline too much." Snape looked shocked so
Draco moved closer and said something next to his cheek. The man stiffened.
"As I said, it should be helpful. I learned it off his notes. His and his
wife's." Snape nodded and went to check on the boy. 


He
looked at McGonagall. "Anna, Ravena, Simone, I want you to work with
Professor McGonagall while we're here. You three seem to do well in her area.
Little Ron, Ron, Denver, work with whomever is doing Defense here if necessary.
This is a good reason for an attack to be attempted." Little Ron nodded
and patted Ravena gently on the leg. He smiled at the boy for it. "Thank
you. Agatha, if you think you can control yourself and your urges, help them.
If not, we'll bind you for a bit again, dear." He looked at the remaining
kids. "Melvin, I want you and the rest to handle the little details and
the little children. You do it very well, Melvin. They'll listen to you."
Melvin nodded, standing straighter. "Good boy. Your father would be
proud." 


"Who
is his father?" the younger Ron asked from the doorway. "I realize
he's not one of us but he kinda looks like one of us." 


"He
looks a lot more like his mum did before she was killed," Big Ron told
him. "He's Percy's oldest. Tananda is his little sister." The younger
him looked stunned and Ron giggled, walking over. "Oh, there's some shit
in my family that you wouldn't believe. Not only are all the cute redheads
Malfoy-Weasleys, the three triplets are mine and the silver-haired one is
actually George's son with another bloke. You would adore Xander." 


Draco
nodded, looking odd. "If only for the trouble he caused." 


"For
right now, let's get you all checked out and rested up," Dumbledore
suggested. "Would you like the younger yous here?" 


"Not
yet. Let them go calm down after the game," Ron told him with a grin.
"I remember those days fondly. I still get hot after a fun league
game." 


Draco
gave him a look. "You should. You're possibly the weakest player on the
family team now that the kids are playing most of the time." 


Ron
shrugged. "So I'm not in their class. I don't know too many pros who are.
Not even you and Harry most of the time." 


"Hmm.
Good point," Draco agreed dryly. "I'd hate to play against the
current Gryffindor team." Denver snickered. "I heard that, son."



"Yes,
father. We'll remember that during the next team/faculty scrimmage." 


"Son,
I only teach part time. I can't really claim a spot on that team.
Thankfully," he said when his daughter looked at him. "You do know
that we'll have to decide with seeker gets to play?" 


"Mellie,"
Ravena told him, making Little Ron give her a horrified look. "She only
gets to play in the fun league. She should get to play in that one." 


"I
guess," Little Ron sighed bitterly. 


Ravena
smirked at him. "Then we can go play on the family team for a game."
He beamed. 


Big
Ron snorted. "Yeah, and if it's like the last time, Percy's going to kill
you lot. Remember that. Your grandfather's old now and doesn't need that sort
of stress." They smirked at him. "That's what I thought you'd
say," he said, rolling his eyes and sitting on a bed so the nurse could
check him over. "Lucien and Maeve have had some sort of mild wizard's
flu," he offered. "She's still got a fever or she'd be here with us
too. You'd like her, you never see her off Lucien's side. It's like they're
bloody twins for all that they had different parents." 


"It
was the trauma of being born at the same time," Draco pointed out. He let
the nurse check him over when she got to him. "How is my magical field? Do
I look off?" 


"To
this world, you do. You look heavily chaos influenced. Do you do chaos magic,
Mr. Malfoy?" 


He
grinned and patted her on the hand. "I don't, but it is part of my nature.
It explains so much, doesn't it?" She bit back a laugh, he could tell. He
looked at his father in this world, then at the him in this world. "If you
must, you may stay," he said imperiously. "As long as you don't hit
on my daughters or the other children." 


"I
have enough of that, thank you," he said dryly, smirking at his older
self. "You've really let yourself go." 


"You
don't get as much pampering time when you have to take care of infants,"
he noted. He looked around and frowned. "Where did Morgana get to?"
he asked. 


Simone
looked at the bed she had put her on. "She was right there a few minutes
ago." They searched but the baby wasn't in there. She had just learned to
crawl. She opened a window and stuck her head out. "Murphy! Glinda!
Morgana's escaped again!" she yelled. 


"Very
dignified," her father noted. "Not." 


She
pulled back in. "Can you think of a better creature to find her? We don't
know if they have a fairy portal or not." 


"Good
point, and she is the future guardian of the school," Ron noted. He
shrugged. "They'll find her. They always do." 


"You
don't seem overly worried," Madam Pomfrey noted. 


Draco
smiled at her. "My daughter is amazing, but she won't get hurt. She is the
future guardian of the school in our world. Had I been really worried, I would
have sent Minnie out with the birds." 


"Murphy's
gotten plenty of baby hunting practice," the older Ron assured her.
"All of them, plus a few more." She looked stunned. "We all
kinda live together in a tower of our own." 


"I
teach?" the younger Ron and Draco said in unison, with some amazement and
horror. "What?" 


"I
teach Theory," the older Draco told them. "I also teach some of the
highest defense class in the physical track." 


"I
teach regular Defense," the older Ron offered. "I'm also cohead over
Gryffindor." Both boys gaped at him. He smirked at them. "What?"
he asked innocently. "I got really good at it." 


"Of
course I did," the younger Ron agreed with a grin. "I should tell Mum
and Dad." The older one waved a hand. "I'll go get permission."
He ran out, still shaking his head. "I teach," he told Hermione.
"I teach Defense." She looked stunned. "That's what I said. Or
he said. Whatever." He shook his head and headed off. He had kids, he
taught. He lived with phoenix chicks. His life was really odd there, and he
*really* wanted to know who this Xander person was now. Could they get him
there to help? He must be decent if he had made Malfoy a good guy. 


Draco
looked over his younger self. "Let me guess, you wanted to know more after
you showered?" He got a funny look. "I play pro, little me. I know
how sweaty you've got to be. Go shower, I doubt this is going to be solved
today." The younger him walked out, frowning. He looked at Lucius.
"Do not come near my family again," he said in his best 'icy hand of
death' voice. "You won't like what will happen." He looked at the
children again, reaching over to slap Ron and point at Iggy. "Someone
needed to tell his wife to bugger off last night," he said dryly. 


Ron
snickered. "Poor kid. She's still wearing him out." He laid down,
letting his triplets and Mary curl up with him. "Hey, guys. Needed a
cuddle?" They nodded and held on tightly so he wouldn't leave. "I
know, it's odd. We're fine though. We'll make it home and all that good stuff.
Who knows, maybe we'll find good things here for you to do until we can get
back. At worst, we can put you in the library and let you color." A few of
them grinned at him but Mary still looked worried. "Don't worry, your
mum'll be happy that you're fine. She won't yell at you and you didn't do
this," he promised seriously. "This was the gryphon's problem, not
yours." She relaxed and put her head back onto his stomach. He patted them
all gently. "Good kids. You guys rest." He looked at his friend.
"Sarajane is going to be pissed," he noted. 


"She'll
be too happy to have you back to complain much," Draco said calmly.
"Expect to be jumped when you get home." Ron grinned. "Please
though, do the world a favor, don't give the twins more heirs." 


"Maybe
we'll have the spark that'll keep the house team alive and going strong,"
Ron said fondly. "Maybe a real keeper?" 


"Maybe,
you don't do so badly in that position," Draco admitted. "You do
better there than you do as a chaser or temporary beater." Ron beamed at
him. "The kids can still run rings around you, Weasley. Even Melvin."



"They
practice more than I do," Ron said, not peeved in the least. It had been a
nice compliment. 


"While
that is a point, you could practice against them," Draco noted.
"Merlin knows I do against Ravena." 


"Speaking
of practice," Ravena said smoothly as she came over to hug her father. She
gave him her most winning and pretty smile, making him smile back. "Can
Ronnie and I have ours back?" she begged as cutely as she could, but
adding some deadly puppy eyes. 


"Hell
no," Ron told her. "Grounded for two months means you're grounded no
matter what plane we're on. You've still got another week before either of you
get them back, plus Ronnie's got two more days added on because he let you play
with his when you were grounded." She pouted at him. "Tough. I
should've handed them to mum but they'd have driven her nuts." 


Ravena
gave him a hurt look. "We need something to do and I just know you're not
treating our Goddesses right. You probably don't even polish them." Ron
gave her a long look and she pouted but he shook his head. "Fine. Be that
way then. I'll get with William and Mary to prank your butt." Draco tapped
his daughter on the shoulder so she pouted at him. He shook his head.
"Fine," she said miserably. 


"Think
of all the attention you can give it when you get it back," Draco said
patiently. She went to lay beside Ronnie. "On your own bed, Ravena."
She switched beds, pouting at him from a distance. "Tough. Simone wore me
out of giving in to that look years ago, daughter." 


"Yes,
daddy," she said with her most pitiful voice. He snorted. "Can we at
least go fly with the school's? We can't influence it since we're not going to
be born in this life probably." 


"With
permission from Madam Hooch and the headmaster," he said patiently. Those
two, Simone, Denver, and William ran out to get permission. He looked at Ron
and rolled his eyes. "Why did I knock up your sister again?" 


"You
kept saying something about fires and heating you back up," Ron said with
a shrug. "None of us understood those moods you took, Draco." 


"Hmm.
She did." He shook himself and looked over at Melvin. "Everyone else
asleep?" He nodded. "Good." He laid back down, getting
comfortable. "It's nice that some things stay the same across all the
planes and worlds. Infirmary beds are very sturdy, yet so very bad for your
back." Ron snickered. "They are." 


"They're
meant to make sure you don't lounge about in them," Ron told him.
"Poppy told me that once when I complained." Madam Pomfrey looked at
them. "We both teach now." Her lips thinned as she pressed them
together. "He teaches Theory and I teach Defense." 


"That
really does not surprise me," she said dryly. "I'm still there?"
They both nodded. "How old are you both?" 


"Let's
see, the kids are going into their seventh year, again," Draco said,
counting it in his head. "That makes Simone and Denver both seventeen for
a few more months. Iggy's a year younger. I was eighteen when Simone was
born." He smirked. "Too old." She laughed. 


"We're
both thirty-five," Ron told her. "He got an earlier start on the
family stuff so he had the energy to chase after the little hellions." She
laughed louder, going back to her office. "What topics are banned when we
talk to the younger selves?" Ron asked. 


"Not
many," Draco admitted. "There's no way they can end up as us if
Xander hasn't already been here. They're sixth years. He was teaching in our
sixth year so they're going to have to find another solution and since the
chaos magic is weak I doubt they could do the spell. It'd take someone who was
steeped in it to do that." 


"Then
how did Harry help?" 


"I
have no bloody idea," Draco admitted. "I remember he was in a lot of
pain as we ran after the remaining Death Eaters however." He shrugged.
"It's an interesting point to consider, especially in my field. Perhaps
I'll write a book on that and this occurrence." 


Ron
gave him a very serious look. "Don't turn into Lockhart," he pleaded
solemnly. "We'd have to drown you in the bath." 


Draco
burst out in giggles. "If I do, then you have my permission to do so. If I
ever turn into the fluffy, nancy ponce I want to be killed." 


"Good,"
Ron said with a grin. "Then I can make you miserable for all the things
you've ever done to me." Draco gave him a look and Ron looked smug.
"Hey, you had all the players and didn't even put out a keeper." 


"I've
already provided a seeker better than most of the ones ever seen, a beater who
makes grown, professional, players weep in fear, and a star chaser. I only have
so many children, Weasley. Sorry, but I had to have a princess and you may get
your wish from either Lucien or Morgana. I'm sure we'll have them up on brooms
soon enough." 


Ron
beamed. "Hopefully. I think Morgana will make a kick-ass player. As long
as you don't turn her into a delicate little quim like you did Anastasia."



Draco
looked offended for a moment, then shook his head. "I suppose she can be
sometimes. Most of those she needs her potion though. I can't wait to see her
with her future spouse." 


"Hopefully
we'll find one who won't die from it," Ron groused. "Then we'd have
to do it again." 


"With
the way we've had to widen the field to find anyone of appropriate blood, I
doubt we could. You never did tell me why you didn't like that Japanese
family." 


"Think
about their own daughter," Ron said dryly. "Can you see Ana being a
little dress- up doll like that? She was adorable, but she looked like she
couldn't move in that outfit." 


"True,"
Draco admitted, thinking back. "They were nice though. I'm sure she could
have fit in if she wanted to." 


"I
still like the Count," Ron offered. 


"I
loathe that man. He's ten years older than she, plus he's like me in my younger
days. He's never seen a female he hasn't wanted and I don't want to force my
daughter to have to do an honor killing. That's also why I didn't like that
Indian one either. He was nice enough but he would impose on her sunny nature
and she'd have to kill him some day." 


"Have
the Ravettenas come through with anyone?" 


"Not
yet," he admitted. "She has some ideas and is talking to a few of the
families from her levels of power. We should be having another tea right before
school starts." 


"Hopefully
we can find someone she at least likes," Ron sighed. "I'm so glad my
own kids don't have to worry about that." He gently stroked each kid's
hair. "I worry about the triplets being separated." 


"They'll
be fine, Ron. Even if the hat does put them into different houses, they'll
learn from it and only get stronger. If Minnie's called, they'll help her the
way Xander used to help Buffy." 


"Yeah,
I know, but it still sucks." 


"It
could be worse, she could be alone," he said gently. 


Ron
shuddered, waking Gwen up. She yawned at him and gave him a hug so he calmed
down and rubbed her back until she went back to sleep. "That would be
worse," he agreed finally. "I'd have gone insane by now if I didn't
have them." 


"Not
that you're so far off now," Draco taunted. 


"Malfoy,
I'm going to cream you later," Ron stated. "We'll see who remembers
more about dueling." 


"I
do. I'm second head of the club," Draco said smugly. "You only do
running battles, not formal duels. Idiot." 


"Prat."



"Plonker."



"Ass
fucker." 


"Children,"
Iggy said, glaring at them. "Stop it. Some of us don't need to hear you
two have foreplay." He sat up and looked around. "Flying?" They
nodded so he heaved himself off the bed. "It'll help me think too I
suppose." He grabbed his broom and headed outside as well. He looked up at
the people in the air, heading up to join them. "Can anyone play?" 


"We
were just talking," Harry said, smiling at him. "You look slightly
familiar." 


"I'm
George's son in our world." 


"Oh."
His face lit up. "A pranker like your dad then?" 


Iggy
snickered and shook his head. "Only when I get pissed. I'm a Potions
Master, Harry, and a healer trainee." He gaped at him. "I apprenticed
directly under Uncle Sev." 


"Wow,"
Harry said finally. He shook his head. "Does the one here know?" 


"I
told him I was his apprentice back in my world, but I think he got stuck on
Simone's mother's name." 


"Hello,"
one twin said as they joined them. 


"All,"
the other finished as he flew up onto the other side of Harry. "Dumbledore
called us." 


"Said
something big had happened." 


"Broadcast
was cut with the announcer saying something about...." 


"Extra
players on the field," the other finished looking at the strange children.
"Hello," he said happily. "I'm Fred. That's George." 


"Got
it backwards again?" Simone asked dryly. They looked stunned and she
giggled, looking at Iggy. "Should we tell them?" 


"Sure,"
Iggy said, waving a hand. "Yeah, we're not from this existence. We're from
another version. In ours, you're all adults already so we're kinda the kids.
I'm actually George's son." George looked stunned. 


Harry
tipped George's mouth up for him. "He's also a potions master." Fred
nearly fell off his broom and his Ron steadied him. He smirked at them as Ginny
and Bill joined them. "Hi. Come to help?" They nodded. "Then we
can finish the explanations." He noticed Malfoy flying close by. "You
might as well come here too and find the two seekers." Draco flew closer
and pointed up with a wry look. The two younger ones were sitting above them
petting and cooing to the snitch. "Okay then." He looked at Iggy.
"You seem like a bright lad. Can you explain it to us?" Harry
semi-demanded. 


"Not
that we don't like you and all, but seeing an older me with kids is
freaky," Ron noted. 


Iggy
snorted. "Think about how we feel, Ron. The you in our world used to
change our diapers." He blushed and Iggy grinned. "Let's start with
formal introductions. Melvin!" he called, catching sight of him.
"Come on up, bring the kids." He nodded and most of the kids came up,
but he had Morgana and Lucien was missing. "Okay, to start again. I'm
Iggy, I'm a Potions Master and a healer in training. I've already got my
Mastery stuff all- but done so I'm considered a full one already. In my world,
I'm George's and Xander's son, but you guys apparently don't have a Xander here
so don't worry about it." 


Simone
looked at Melvin. "You're less shocking." 


"Good
point." He flew closer. "I'm Melvin, I'm Percy's son." Ron and
Bill both looked stunned. "The little dark redhead leaning against the
Harry daughter is my little sister Tananda." She waved. "Little
Ron?" 


The
two seekers flew down together. "Hi, I'm Ron Potter, usually known as
Little Ron. This is Ravena Malfoy-Weasley. We're both champion level
seekers." 


Ravena
smirked at them. "We're so good they've been recruiting us since his
second and my first year. We once caught the snitch at the same time."
Both twins and Bill looked stunned now. 


"Wicked,"
Ron breathed. "You're better than your dads?" he asked. 


Little
Ron smirked. "Uncle Draco has said repeatedly that he'd hate to have to
play against us. The snitch is our Goddess and it shows." They floated
back up. 


"Hold
on," one twin noted. 


"Malfoy-Weasley?"



"Plural,"
Denver told him. "I'm Denver Malfoy, bastard son of Draco, but he took me
in." He bowed at the him here. "I was the product of a miserable
night with a former housemate while their mum was stuffed up with Simone."



"Malfoy-Weasley?"
Draco asked. "My children are Weasels?" he said, looking horrified,
shuddering so hard he nearly fell off his broom. 


Simone
smirked at him. "Yes, I am, Ravena is, and Anastasia is. I'm Simone, I'm
the champion level beater. We've played some pro players and I've made them
cry." Everyone on her side nodded. "Anastasia is the prim little
princess person behind us. She doesn't play." 


"I
play chaser, as do Iggy and Melvin," Denver said helpfully. "We only
really need a keeper." 


"Your
father just said we might be able to make Lucien or Morgana go that way,"
Iggy said helpfully. 


The
twins looked at Ginny once they had shaken themselves free. "You are NOT
going anywhere near that ferret," Fred said hotly. 


"Even
if we do have to buy Mum a chastity belt for you!" George added for good
measure. They both glared at Draco. 


"Eww,"
he noted, hoping they didn't attack him. "My children are Weasels," he
said miserably. He looked at Potter. "Not even yours, but *their's*.
That's worse. Much worse." 


"Think
how I feel. I had how many kids with you?" Ginny said, looking slightly
green. 


"Only
down to Ravena," Simone told her. "Lucien, Denver, and Morgana aren't
yours." 


"Lucien
is," Denver reminded her. "For all that he was out-sourced." 


"Hmm.
Good point," Simone offered with a small smile. "The you there also
carried Iggy for George." 


"Explains
his oddity then," Ron said, sounding cheerful. His family had spawned
champion quidditch players and he taught Defense. 


Iggy
looked at him. "Oh, you'd be surprised." He cleared his throat.
"You know how some magic is really hard, really special, and very
odd?" They all nodded. "Draco carried Lucien and Morgana. Morgana was
kinda forced onto him though. She's the next guardian." He smirked at both
of them. "You two make beautiful babies together." 


Ron
nearly fell off his broom. Draco gaped and started to whimper. Finally they
both got out, "We have a child TOGETHER!" 


"The
same goes for you, Ronniekins," George said firmly. 


"We
will buy mum a chastity belt for you as well," Fred finished. 


Ron
looked at them. "Buy me some firewhiskey instead so I can get that picture
out of my head," he demanded. "I'd never sleep with him. I don't like
blokes." He looked at the mostly silent dark-haired girl glaring at the
little girl with hair like Harry's son had. "Which one are you?" he
asked politely. 


The
girl flew closer. "I'm Mellie Potter, I'm Harry's youngest and a seeker as
well. I'm more like dad's calm side, like when he's playing. I'm only a normal
seeker, not one gifted like Ron and Ravena are. I'll play pro, but mostly now I
play on the fun league's family team so I stay in practice. Very few seekers
ever have a pet snitch and I'm not one of them." She looked over her
shoulder then sighed when she looked at them again. "Leave Aggie
alone," she requested quietly. "She's sensing the magic." 


"Agatha!"
Iggy snapped, making her glare at him. "Little do I care, but we already
know the chaos magic is thin around here. If you try anything it could keep us
from getting home. Use normal magic." She sneered. "Keep it up, I can
kick your ass. Your father and mine aren't here." She settled down.
"Thank you." He looked at Harry. "She's unfortunately your first
born. She's already gone bad but we've got plans in place for her. She's the
first Slytherin Potter in six generations." 


"Five,"
Agatha said as she came over. "I was setting up a telltale to alert me for
any fluxes in the energy matrix," she said snidely. "That way we get
some warning before the cavalry shows up." She turned her broom to look at
the others. "What my *darling* little sister and brother forgot to mention
was that we're Hermione's children as well. She turned me this way, Harry. Do
watch her." 


"No
chaos here for her to play with, it shouldn't be a problem," Melvin noted.
Agatha looked at him, eyes narrowed. "If she can't get to it, why would
she turn?" 


"'Mione?"
Ron asked. 


"She
got enamored of the power," Melvin told him simply. "It ruined
her." He looked around. "Does anyone else stop and stare at Lucien
when they realize he doesn't look like he's got two heads?" 


Denver
snickered. "Yeah, I did. Maeve's got to be sedated by now. She's usually
much more fierce about getting next to him." 


"Who's
Maeve?" Harry asked. 


"My
little sister," Iggy said with a smirk. "She and Lucien, the little
blond one in bed, were carried at the same time and were born right next to
each other. They're *always* attached to each other." 


"Father
doesn't even bother pressing that side of his outfits anymore," Simone
sighed. "He said it's a waste of energy." 


"They
are perpetually cute," Denver agreed. "They're never separated. We're
figuring out how to make sure they don't end up married." 


"Slytherin
worked that out," Simone reminded him. 


"Right,
that's it, who's up for a drink?" Draco announced. 


"Me,"
Ron said, raising a hand. "At least until we can deal with all this for
ourselves." Ginny and the twins both nodded. "You know any of the
tunnels down?" 


"Yeah,
and we did bring some of our allowances too," Simone noted, digging into
her pants pocket. She pulled out a galleon and flipped it over. "Look like
yours?" 


The
twins took it from Harry to look at, then nodded after testing it. "It
does, exactly like it," one of them noted, letting the other toss it back.



"Are
we generously wealthy?" the other one asked. 


"The
shop in our world does very well," Iggy told him. "You make between
ten and fifteen percent profit a year since your second year in business,
though I'm not sure if you're in Hogsmeade here or not." They shook their
heads, looking interested. 


"That's
on top of the settlement money from where people keep trying to get
Xander," Denver said grimly. "Gryphon borns are not that popular in
our world, for all that Iggy's making a really good impression on most
everyone." 


Iggy
gave him a look. "You had to bring that up? They don't even have gryphons
here." 


"No,
but we'd like to hear more about this," one twin said, moving closer. 


"I
bet you've got all sorts of information on what your father and uncle
sell," the other agreed happily. "Come on." 


"We'll
buy," the other one offered. 


"Flying
or tunnels?" Simone asked. 


"Tunnels,
it's safer," Ron decided. "You can come too, Malfoy. So you don't get
us caught." Draco glared at him. "Come on, you can get sloshed and
feel much better." Draco flew past him. "Prat." 


"But
a very talented one apparently," Harry noted, frowning at Draco's back.
"I didn't know he was more than bad attitude and hexes." They flew
back to the school, letting Melvin take the kids back to the infirmary. He
wouldn't go with them, he had to watch the littles. Harry watched as Simone
cast a spell to make them ignored, but they still snuck through the school.
They made it to the corridor with the statue and found Professor Snape there.
He looked directly at them. 


Simone
walked forward. "Excuse us, but we need to run out and get some
supplies," she said nicely, shoving him out of the way. "You'll
understand later. Go ask our father and Uncle Ron. Come, Draco. I always wanted
to know what an anti-angst father was like." She took his arm and led him
off. Everyone else trooped after them. 


"We're
following to keep them out of trouble," Ron said as he slid into the hole.



"Really,
we are," Harry agreed. "Think of how much trouble they could get into
with Voldemort." He ran after them, taking the stairs down as fast as he
could. 


"We'll
hand you a report, of course," Bill said with a small pat on the arm for
the stunned teacher. "Plus keep them *all* out of trouble while Ron and
Malfoy drink the picture of them having a daughter out of their heads." 


Snape
looked horrified. "They had one together!" Bill grimaced but nodded.
"Oh, Merlin, no," he pleaded, looking green. It went very well with
his black robes. He ran off to be sick. That was too much. He couldn't take
that mental picture either. No wonder Mr. Malfoy was going to go get drunk. As
soon as his stomach settled, he grabbed a shot himself, then went to talk to
the older Malfoy. Something had to be done to stop that tragedy from happening.
Virginia had been bad enough, but Ronald? 


***



Headmaster
Dumbledore walked into the Three Broomsticks, smiling pleasantly at the
barmistress. "Our runaways?" he asked calmly. She pointed at the
table they had camouflaged in the back corner. "At least they were
discreet. Thank you." 


Madam
Rosemerta gave him a long look, then handed him a few more bottles of
butterbeer. "I think you'll be pouring that Malfoy boy into his bed, but
let them have another. They've got credit left." She smirked at him.
"Pretty nice so far. Not loud in the least. Or at least they keep it from
the rest of us." She went to serve someone else. 


He
walked the tray back there, handing it to the first person he saw. "Well,"
he said, looking around. "Whose idea was this?" 


"Mine,"
Draco said, giving him a bleary look. "To get the bloody picture of a
pregnant me out of my bloody head." He belched and took another drink
straight from the bottle. "Fucking horrible it is." 


Dumbledore
called over a chair and sat down. "It can't happen here, that would take
more chaos magic than we've got available." 


"It
can be done," Agatha told him, "but it would take more preparation
and power raising rites. Where we can cast the spell over the course of a day,
he'd have to take a few months to work up the necessary energy." She
sipped her butterbeer delicately. "The same as the spell Xander used to
decreate Voldemort can be done but it would probably cost at least one person
their lives and would definitely strip all the magic out of the school, but
also would require some power raising to be done." 


Simone
looked down at her. "You really are a font of all things nasty and evil,
aren't you?" she asked dryly. 


Agatha
nodded. "Indeed. Mother turned me this way." 


"And
she's my daughter," Harry said, taking another shot. "Along with two
fantastic seekers. One's so gifted that he's nearly considered a God of it,
like the essence of eternal Snitchdom came down to bless him at birth. The
other's more like I am, damn good and fantastic but normal." 


"And
my daughter's his son's equal and opposing Goddess of the snitch," Draco
said with a hysterical laugh. "Oh, damn, the bottle's empty." He
looked down inside. "Shit. Have to get another." 


"Here,
try this now," Dumbledore said, handing over a bottle of unclaimed
butterbeer. He smiled and drank it happily. He looked at the others. "I
had wondered about you children before." 


Simone
cleared her throat and took one last swig from her bottle, putting the empty
down. "Then let me make some introductions, Headmaster. I'm Simone
Malfoy-Weasley. I'm a beater. In our world, we have a fun league going as well,
and our family plays in the tier with the professional players who need some
practice to get up to Uncle Harry and my father's standards." He nodded at
her to go on. "Ginny is most of us's mother, with one exception and we'll
get back to that. On my left is Denver, my barely younger brother. His mother
was one of Father's classmates. They spent a week together. She dropped him off
on the doorstep." 


"She
is a cunt," Denver agreed dryly. "Met her once, she tried to soak my
father for his money using me." He saluted him with the bottle he was
holding. "I'm a chaser, as are Iggy and Melvin. Simone, Iggy, me, Ana,
Little Ron, and Mellie soon enough are Gryffs." Draco whimpered and drank
another swig of his butterbeer. "Iggy is George's son in our world. He's
some potions master in his own right and a healer in training." 


"Already?"
Dumbledore asked. 


Iggy
put down his butterbeer and wiped his mouth. "I hung around Uncle Severus
most of my life, Headmaster," he said quietly. "I started
apprenticing to him when I started school a year early. I have to turn in my
mastery work but I have it completed with a few different potions. I was
advised to finish both programs at the same time, it would cause fewer
problems. It looks like I'll have a little over a year of classes in my healing
training when I graduate plus any and all residencies. I also play chaser,
Denver and I work as a team and our third guards and distracts for us." He
looked impressed. "I'm presently working on a more efficient manner of
doing the Jorelson healing potion." That got a stunned look from both the
headmaster and the drunken Draco. "I've nearly got it done but I keep
getting it too watery," he admitted. 


Dumbledore
blinked a few times. "Wonderful," he said finally. "Severus said
something about you and odd stones?" 


Iggy
beamed. "I'm also an alchemist, sir. It's my hobby. That and my wife. You
were quite understanding when I married her in Potions at fourteen." 


"I
suppose I'd have to be," he agreed. "Is she a master?" 


"A
normal one. She deaged to be with me," Iggy said with his most sappy grin.



"Please,
don't get him started. He'll be drunk soon too," Simone pleaded, putting a
hand on the headmaster's wrist. "They're bound." 


"Ah."
He patted her hand. "That's not a problem, dear." He smiled at the
others. "Did you all hear what you needed to?" 


"I
teach," Ron said happily. He was half as drunk as Draco because his
brothers wouldn't let him get totally smashed. "I teach Defense and play
on their fun league, and I can ignore how I had a kid with Malfoy, even though
she will be a guardian for the school." He took another drink then rested
his head against the back of the booth while he swallowed. "I still want
to know why I get funny spots each time I take a drink." 


"Wasn't
us," the twins offered together. 


"We
want to know." 


"More
about what the other us'es sell." 


Dumbledore
smiled. "I'm sure it's fascinating but you'd still have to figure out how
to do them." 


"So?"
George asked. "It'd give us an idea well." 


Fred
nodded. "That way our stock never gets stale. He said we make major
profits each year." 


"Ten
percent yearly, even though we're in Hogsmeade and have had the store destroyed
a good few times." 


"Plus,
it looks like William, Mary, and the triplets will be succeeding you,"
Anastasia noted. She cleared her throat. "I'm Anastasia Malfoy-Weasley,
our House's princess. I directly oppose Agatha as the Slytherin Princess. She
plays, I don't." 


"I'm
Ravena Malfoy-Weasley," Ravena noted, waving at him with a grin. "I'm
the Goddess of the Snitch and this is Little Ron Potter, he's the God of the
Snitch. We have our own, but Uncle Ron has them since we're grounded." 


"Which
is how that Ron caught the snitch today," Harry agreed. "Apparently
they have their own snitches and to find them you have to catch their snitches
until they come looking for them." 


"Sometimes
Ronnie's comes when you call their names," Simone told him, cracking him
up. 


Ronnie
nudged his sister, who woke up. "Hi, I'm Mellie, I'm Harry's youngest. I'm
a normal seeker and more like dad's quiet moments." She put her head back
down. "Can I go back to my nap now? My head's starting to hurt." 


Iggy
patted himself down and came up with a vial, which he sniffed then handed over.
"General painkiller, cherry version." She gratefully took it, giving
him a smile in return. "Don't worry, we'll be heading back soon." 


"Thanks,
Iggy." She put her head back down again. "Aggie, not gonna introduce
yourself?" 


Agatha
cleared her throat. "I'm Agatha Potter, Harry's oldest and Slytherin's
Princess. My consort and I run the house very tightly, with Ravena following
behind us." She sipped her butterbeer. "I suppose that only leaves
the children." 


"Melvin's
Percy's oldest, and Tananda, the girl you usually find with either him or
Mellie is his little sister," Iggy offered. "The blond, fussy boy is
Lucien, he's missing my little sister Maeve. He's Draco and Ginny's as well,
but he was carried by Draco." The drunken one let out a small hysterical
laugh again and took Harry's half-empty bottle of firewhiskey to gulp.
"Sorry, Draco." 


He
shhed him. "I'm not a good guy." 


"No,
you're not," Simone agreed, smiling at him. "I'd jump you right here,
but you're still my dad and that would be icky. You're the most virile Malfoy
in centuries and you're the one that everyone stares at while you and Harry
play quidditch." He beamed and nodded, slowly falling asleep. 


"Good
job, sis," Denver said proudly. "No one can bring Dad out of a funk
like you and Ravena." He patted her on the back. "Lucien and Maeve
were carried together and most of the time they appear to be siamese twins
because they're always attached. Morgana is the baby. Dad carried her but she's
his and Ron's, because Ron's ex-girlfriend came back and put contagion cuffs on
them." 


"At
least I didn't sleep with him," Ron said happily, looking at Harry.
"See, I didn't sleep with him. I am good." 


"Yes,
you are," Harry agreed, patting him on the arm. "Go ahead and pass
out any time now, Ron." Ron nodded, that sounded like a good idea, so he
laid his head down and fell asleep, snoring loudly. 


Dumbledore
coughed. "Very well then. Whose are the triplets?" 


"Ron's,"
Simone told him. "With Buffy." 


"The
former Slayer?" 


"Former?"
Simone asked. "She's already died here?" He nodded. "Then you're
right, we really can't change their timeline too much. Buffy was Ron's. She had
the triplets and Minnie's going to be a future Slayer." He looked
disturbed. "Our Buffy's dead as well, but she died after having the
triplets due to her cunt of a Watcher, Rupert." 


"Hmm.
Here she died not long after stopping an ascension. She took out a Harvest and
all that but not much else." 


"Was
there someone named Xander with her?" Denver asked. 


He
frowned. "No, not that I remember. I've read the reports, we do have spies
over there." He summoned them down, flipping through the bound book. He
finally came to a name. "Alexander?" He looked up and everyone
nodded. "He was a vampire." 


"That
fucking cunt!" Simone said bitterly. "This is her alternate world.
This is the one where the Queen Bitch made the wish." The others groaned.
"Now that we know, that is rather helpful," she said, looking at him
again. "You guys were a wish off our universe by Xander's ex-girlfriend, a
Cordelia Chase." He closed the book and looked at her. "The stupid
demon whore Anyanka granted it. She later went on to become human and fuck up
our Xander's life. He came to us and they broke up. Stupid whore of a
demon." She shook her head and grabbed Harry's bottle to take a long sip,
then handed it back. "Thanks." She looked at him. "That does
explain some things. That Xander, in ours, is gryphon born. Gryphons filter
chaos magic so it can be used by normal wizards and the wandless ones. Gryphon
borns are ones with gryphon in their heritage because they needed that extra
level of filtering because people were blowing their stupid asses up." He
looked disturbed. "Xander's one of those. If that didn't happen here, then
he probably didn't have the power to push away the vampires who would have
killed him in our world." 


Iggy
sighed. "That is probably why," he agreed. "My dad is one of the
strongest gryphon borns in generations. I'm the only potions master in even
more generations as well and fairly strong in my own right. For some reason,
the Hellmouth's guardians came over to help you with something, bringing nearly
everyone with them. Including Buffy, my dad, and Auntie Tara. Tara Maclay ended
up being married to Uncle Severus." Dumbledore whimpered. "A pure,
very pure, wiccan who blinds some of the castle's new spirits. Anyway, you
brought back most of them to teach. Xander teaches Paranormal Classifications
and Defense. It's a crossover track." 


Dumbledore
took a bottle of butterbeer for himself, sipping gently at it while the young
man went on. "Dad trained all of these guys, including Draco, to help him
fight when it was time. Draco could never be a follower and Dad knew that.
During their seventh year Voldemort attacked the school to try and get Draco
back and to kill Dad, among the normal reasons. Dad and Uncle Harry used a
decreate spell on him; a powerful, dangerous chaos spell. They were in the
entryway of the school and it all-but destroyed the front hall. Dad spent a
long time fixing it," he said with a small smirk. "Uncle Draco went
silent for a while. Uncle Harry went and hid for a while except for
games." 


"In
the end, we're all a big family," Simone added for good measure. "All
the Weasleys, the Malfoy-Weasleys, the Malfoys, the Harris-Weasleys. All of us
kinda live together. With Uncle Xander, Uncle Ron, and Dad teaching, we all
live in the first house of Slytherin, that tower one." 


"But
it was all due to this Xander," the headmaster said. She nodded.
"Well." He frowned at the book. "We can't bring him back." 


"No,
but you can learn from Uncle Ron and Dad," Denver pointed out. "They
both trained directly under him for that fight. He even got Dad to watch muggle
TV and enjoy Monty Python." 


Dumbledore
looked impressed. "Interesting. I hadn't thought to look at alternative
methods of magic in this battle hardly at all. Bill." Bill looked at him.
"Have you caught anything on your job?" 


"A
few things," he admitted, thinking about it. "Including a former
colony where Gryphons lived." 


"Tunisia?"
Iggy asked. Bill nodded, smiling at him. "That was one of the first
colonies but they were attacked and split up to guard some artifacts. If you
could find their library, it would help some, but without the levels of chaos
we have it might not help that much." 


"We
found the library, we can't read any of it," Bill noted. "No
translating spell works on that stuff." 


Iggy
beamed. "Simone, Melvin, Draco, and I all read Gryphon and I speak it.
Simone does some." He looked impressed. "I serve the colonies as
their main healer and one of two potions masters. I spend tons of hours each
week with them." 


"How
long have you been using the time turner?" Dumbledore asked. 


"Since
my second year," Iggy admitted, looking at him. "I'm not only
apprenticing, I'm doing all my school work, I'm doing my other advanced studies
with the gryphons and taking visitations for the last three years for healing
purposes. On top of all that I'm also on my quidditch team and sometimes the
family team. I've been using it so long it's second nature to me. Our Uncle
Draco is watching over me, as is our Uncle Percy. He's over the Archives and
over the Department of Mysteries. His girlfriend, or future-wife, is over the
Unmentionables." All the Weasleys awake looked at him and blinked.
"Really," he said happily. "Uncle Percy is pretty cool
sometimes. My dad doesn't prank him and sticks up for him against you two if
necessary. They're good friends. In ours, Percy married a young Hufflepuff
named Kandy." 


"I
know her," Dumbledore said with a smile. "They would go well
together." 


"Our
mum would kill you," one of the twins said firmly. 


"He
was over the Archives until about two years ago," Simone noted. "Then
the Mysteries people had a budget problem and he got sent to fix it. He
stayed." She smirked. "Now he's got scary, dangerous vibes and he's
still pretty cool. Kinda very rule bound still, but hey, Arabelle likes
leather. She's tied him up before." The twins gaped and whimpered,
grabbing for Harry's bottle to share between them. She smiled at the
Headmaster. "Percy's not like that here?" 


"He
could be I suppose. Did he train with your Xander?" 


"No,
they're just good friends," Iggy told him. 


Dumbledore
nodded. "Very interesting. I'll have to talk to your two adult members
tonight." He glanced around. "For now, we should all head back to the
school. It's nearly supper. We're going to set you up in a guest suite so you
don't have any problems. That way we don't have to explain to Gryffindor why
they have so many new members." 


"Melvin's
a Hufflepuff," Iggy told him. "And a pure magic user."
Dumbledore's eyes widened. "Fully in control." 


"That
is an excellent idea," he said with a bright smile. 


"If
you're going to talk to Daddy, he still has his morning problems," Simone
told him as she stood up. 


"Usually
Uncle Xander or Uncle Ron make it worse," Denver agreed dryly. "You
only had him teaching a first class once." Dumbledore laughed, waking the
drunken people up. "Come on, guys, let's go pour you into your beds. Then
we'll go back to ours." They got Draco standing between them since no one
else probably would. 


"I
do know a sobriety charm," Simone offered. 


"That's
an evil thought," Denver said patiently. "Worthy of our father before
he was changed." 


She
beamed at him. "Thank you." 


"You're
a Gryff?" the twins asked. 


She
smirked and nodded. "All Gryff. Prefect and all actually." They gaped
in horror. "Don't worry, we only use it to pick on the idiots in
Slytherin. They don't like me." They walked out the door, leaving a nice
tip on the table for Madam Rosemerta. She looked up at the sunning chicks.
"Hey, guys. Got bored?" A few trilled at her. "That's cool.
We're going back to the school. You wanna take him?" They came down and
grabbed onto Draco and Ron, carrying them up there. "Good guys. We'll find
you guys some dried fruit soon." She looked up as her own bird landed on
her shoulder. "Hey, Glinda. This is the Headmaster here. May he pet
you?" 


Glinda
looked down at him, then cheeped and nuzzled him, showing him images of himself
and someone calling him 'the Granddaddy'. She even stepped over to ride on his
shoulder. She liked this one better, he was alive still. 


"You
are very beautiful," Dumbledore said, scratching her gently as they
walked. "Glinda?" 


"Out
of the Wizard of Oz. A muggle book, but she wore a sparkly ballgown and this
one reminded Uncle Xander of her." She grinned at her bird. "You are
so spoiled. Daddy has helped me spoil you over the years so you're absolutely
spoiled rotten." Denver nudged her and nodded at her bracelet. "Oops,
yeah. Headmaster, did you know phoenixes were shiny-thing thieves?" He
chuckled and nodded. "Good. Glinda's the worst at it." Glinda flapped
her wings at her. "Fine, I'll leave you two alone." She caught up
with the others, chatting happily about quidditch as they walked. "So, can
I train against you two if we have to stay here for a bit?" Simone asked
one of the twins. 


"Are
you really any good?" 


"We
only play against the best you know," the other said happily. 


"I
can aim the bludger," she said proudly. 


"She
can also knock her own team off if they're fucking up, knock down trees, and
scare the hell out of Uncle Oliver during practices," Denver added for
good measure. 


The
twins looked at her in awe. "Sure," they agreed, wanting to see this
for themselves. "If we can see the three seekers in action." 


"Hey,
get a pickup game going," she suggested. "We wouldn't mind. We've got
three chasers, me, the three seekers, and Uncle Ron plays keeper or
chaser." 


"I'll
bow out and let the other two play," Mellie told her, looking at the
twins. "I'm a *normal* seeker." She looked at her father here.
"Don't worry, very few people can be blessed like those two. You reminded
me once that you and I are normal players. They have to work with a team they
like and can trust, we can play with anybody." He laughed and gave her a
hug. "Thanks. You do hug nice." She gave him a squeeze back and
grinned. 


"I
wish Cam were here," Iggy said wistfully. "He needs to work on his
beater skills so he can understand all your little cues, Si." 


"Yeah,
well, I'll drill him extensively once we join up again," she said with a
wave of her hand. "He's okay enough so far. He only needs to get the
signals down." 


"You
two...." 


"Use
signals?" the twins asked. 


"We
have to, we're not telepathic the way some twins are," she said dryly.
"Usually I fly main and my second plays returner/second to me." They
looked awed. "It's a more strenuous game but we've been light on great
beaters. The one we had when we came in was good enough but he suggested we fly
that way because there wasn't really much greatness there. We're hoping some of
the next few kids will make the house teams too." 


"There
will be one member of the family in the school for seventeen years,"
Denver told him. "Of some branch or another." 


Dumbledore
let out a small whimper. "Seventeen years, really?" he asked, trying
to control his shock. Seventeen years of kids like these ones? And he was
surviving? "As a matter of curiosity, how am I doing in your world?" 


"You
died of natural causes but were brought back to permanently head the
school," Iggy told him. "Someone had cursed McGonagall so she became
irrational as the Headmistress. It got so bad it worked on her whenever she
stepped inside the school." 


"We'll
have to check her for that," he noted. "Did I get to retire?" 


"Oh,
yeah, for all of about three months," Simone told him, patting him on the
arm. "Don't worry, you were trained by the best ghosts. You're really good
at it." He smiled and nodded. "Besides, remember, we are their
kids." 


"Good
point," he agreed happily. He looked at Iggy, who looked like he wanted to
say something. "Something else I should know?" 


"There
was a doubt that it was from a missed dose of Elixir of Life potion,
headmaster. You basically dropped in the middle of the entryway." 


"I
see. Thank you for that, but I never touch the stuff." 


"Hopefully
you won't have to here," Simone agreed. "Bloody inconvenient, taking
something every day like that." 


"I
have to with my dizziness medicine," Denver reminded her. 


"Yeah,
but you remember yours or else the world makes you puke." 


"Good
point," he agreed. 


"Children,
before we get up there, I believe we should probably talk about your
language." 


"We
try to keep it down," Simone told him. "I spent most of my first year
in detention," she assured him. "Hasn't worked yet." 


He
sighed and nodded. "That has happened before. I'm sure Molly tried to cure
it?" 


"All
the time," Iggy said with a small smirk. "Nothing worked. She's
learned how not to say it too loudly, get attention for it, or to lose so many
house points we go into the negative from it." 


"We
were only in the negative for a half hour," she complained. 


"Simone,
you put the house into that position?" Bill asked. "And you're a
Gryff?" 


"Heard
this lecture many times already. Didn't mean to. Swearing is my natural first
language. I learned from dad." They all nodded in acceptance of that
situation. "I did better the next year, I promise." 


"It
came in handy when the fairies had you," Ana reminded her. 


"It
did," she agreed. 


"Fairies?"
one twin asked. 


"In
Hogwarts?" the other said, looking confused. 


"We
found a small portal down in Hufflepuff's office. They kidnaped Simone first
and she fought her way back. Then they tried with Ana and their father
destroyed them with Uncle Ron's help," Iggy told him. "Apparently
they had once kidnaped Hufflepuff herself as their princess and none of them
could breed so they had to keep kidnaping girls to be their princesses. They
hadn't had one in over five hundred years until they found Simone." 


Bill
snickered. "I bet you came as a shock to them." 


"Kicked
their bums and made 'em cry," she agreed. She nudged him and smiled up at
him. "Uncle Charlie and I are usually the best of friends. I'm a lot like
him if it helps you understand me." 


"Plus,
she's our fighter," Denver added. "If someone needs their butts
kicked, they go to Simone. Uncle Xander trained her very well." 


"It
was prep for Minnie," their Uncle Ron said from the doorway of the school.
"The little Draco was heaved into his bed by ours. I put myself to
bed." He looked at them. "Which part got them that way?" 


"Morgana,"
Iggy said with a grin as he walked past them. "Where are we headed?" 


"Second
floor, the gryphon room." 


"Cool.
Symbolism and all that," Simone said. 


Ron
grabbed her by her short hair, holding her still. "Do not show your ass in
here," he hissed in her ear. "If you do, I'm kicking it. Your father
and I both still have reaction headaches and you are to guard the family, not
show off, not get the younger us'es drunk. None of it." She nodded so he
let her go. "Good. Go change." She sighed and headed off, shooing the
others in front of her. "She needed something to do," he said dryly,
following them. "Come on, family from here, we can go chat. I'm sure the
kids gave you an odd view and you've got questions to ask. Plus, you can help
me brush out Gwen's rats nest again." The Weasleys followed behind, going
to talk to the more sane version of their brother. Some of the things Simone
had said seemed a bit too fantastic to be believed. 


"She
really put us into negative numbers?" Bill asked as they walked. 


That
Ron grinned back at him. "She pissed Sev off so bad he got tired of
writing out the forms," he explained. "It only took her about two
months." 


"You
call him Sev?" Fred asked. 


"He's
married to my best friend, watches over my kids sometimes, and we work
together. He told me to quit calling him Snape, said calling him Sev was better
than that." He shrugged and grinned. "Draco calls him Severus and I
usually do to his face." 


"Why
would you call me anything like that?" Professor Snape asked as they ran
into him at their doorway. They all walked in together and sat down to chat
like civilized people. 


"Because
we work together and you watch my kids sometimes when they come to play with
yours. I teach Defense." 


"I
suppose you did learn enough of it as a student," he said bitterly. 


"Plus,
I dated a Slayer for nearly eleven years before she died of treachery. Xander
trained me to defend not only my family but everyone else's. I nearly became an
auror, but they liked to beat up on us for being smartasses. So now I'm
teaching Defense. Draco teaches Theory, and I cohead over Gryff while he
seconds you with Slytherin." He smirked at the stunned potions master.
"We're grooming Iggy to take over." 


"Where
is he sorted?" 


"Gryffindor."



"A
potion master in Gryffindor?" Snape said coldly. 


"Yeah,
well, Slytherin didn't exactly like it either when he took up residence,"
Iggy said as he walked out. "Professor Snape, did you want to see my work
journal? Or anything from my healing classes, my other research, or anything
like that?" He gave the boy a shocked look. Iggy unshrunk the book and
handed it over, sitting next to him. "That's my personal potions journal.
It's neverending. I started it in my second year, backtracking as far as I
could. You did train me after all." He grinned. "I do have something
I'm working on and I wouldn't care to work under your supervision again. Oh,
don't let the papers fall out. They're a rough draft of what I was thinking
about doing my mastery on." 


Severus
Snape unbuttoned the book and looked at the index page, then at the boy, then
calmly reached over and slapped him across the back of the head. "I let
you do this?" 


"You
let me do that, and most of the time you no longer watch me closely. Slytherin
himself has been giving me some assignments," he offered. He grinned
brighter. "We've just finished working on a temporal potion." 


Snape
gave him a look then went back to the index, picking the hardest one there to
look over the notes for. It was meticulous. The handwriting was bad, but
apparently the boy could read it if no one else could. It would protect it even
more he supposed. He turned to the last page and looked at it, then at the boy.
"What problems are you having with this one?" 


"I
get it too watery. I'm making it more applicable, but to do that, as you can
see, I've had to add some and make a few changes, which keeps putting it out of
balance. If I make it so it's the right consistency, instead of to go directly
into a vein, then it's too strong." 


Severus
looked at the notes again, casting a translation spell. Iggy snickered. "I
was hoping that was for security reasons." 


"No,
my handwriting's always been bad. You've gotten onto me about it numerous times
but I can't cure it." He pointed at a notation. "That's the strength
when I make it non- watery. That's the strength when I don't. If I
intentionally go for intravenous liquidity, I get that," he said, pointing
at the third number. "The you there can't figure out what I'm doing wrong
either." 


Snape
looked it over. "Have you tried substituting the hensbane for an equitable
herb?" 


"I
did and it doesn't work at all. I've thought of using unicorn hair but it's so
damn expensive and that'll put it out of reach of most healers and
patients." Snape nodded. "I did try it and it does work with a third
of a coat hair, but those are still about sixty galleons each." 


"Your
father bought you something that was that much for such a little thing?"
Simone asked. 


"No,
I bought it," Iggy admitted dryly. "I do make money, literally, when
we have to test a new stone." 


Snape
looked at him. "You have more than one?" 


"I've
got three. Raena has one on her hand, it's part of her wedding ring." He
smiled. "Uncle Draco found it for us. Pure silver and a piece of
philosopher's stone." 


"Interesting,
if flashy." 


"She's
my mate, of course it's flashy. Others try to steal her and I have to kick
their asses," he said seriously. 


The
elder potions master looked at him. "Indeed? Are you good at it?" 


"My
father fought with a slayer, trained Simone to be one even though she's not,
and trained me to use a crossbow, sword, axe, mace, my wand, my other magic,
and everything around me as a weapon if necessary. People don't really like
what we are and it's caused problems in the past." He sighed, looking down
at his feet. "You'd like my dad. The you there butted heads with him for a
few months but they quickly came to like each other. My dad doesn't brag about
fights, he tends to go off and do things then come back quietly and heal. He's
one of those guys who does what's necessary and then forgets about it until he
has to pass on the knowledge to his physical dueling and fighting class or to
his paranormal classifications class. Besides, he brought Tara back with him
and you adore her." He pulled out his wallet to show off pictures.
"That's Dad, Daddy, and Uncle Fred outside the present shop. Dad worked
for three days on that thing. Built it totally using gryphon spells." 


Snape
took it to look at. The dark-haired man was fairly unpossessing. He wasn't
overly handsome or overly strong appearing. He was leaning on a cane.
"What happened to him?" 


"He
called Earth Lightening to protect Ron's kids. It burned him as it came
up," Simone told him. She looked at the pictures. "I've got a better
one than that," she noted, pulling out her own wallet to hand over.
"Here. The whole family." She sat down on Iggy's other side. 


Snape
looked through both sets of pictures, noticing the differences from the Malfoy
he knew. He stopped at one picture in the girls' wallet, holding it up.
"Staged?" 


She
looked. "No, daddy changed diapers many times. He said it set him apart
from his own father. He enjoyed taking care of us. That's why he bore Lucien.
Which is tucked behind that one." He pulled it out. It showed a heavily
gravid Draco staring at his stomach as he stroked it. "Lucien had just
kicked the snot out of him. That was about a month before he delivered and
Maeve was born at the same time." Lucien came around to look at it.
"You're inside daddy there, Lucien." 


He
bit his lip and pointed. "Was I naughty? Is that like being in the corner?
Did daddy eat me?" 


"No,
that's how you were born, dear," she said patiently. "Daddy will
explain that to you later." 


"Tell
me you're not showing off that picture of me pregnant," Draco demanded as
he came out of one of the rooms. She smirked at him. "Brat." He
cuffed her gently but he was smiling. "Here, look through mine as
well," he said, tossing it over. "I've got more than most." 


Snape
sat back, cradling the book on his lap while he looked through this set. Draco
still had an eye for beauty, each picture was as perfect as possible. He
flipped through them, stopping to look at the early ones. That Xander had
smiled more then. He was also without the cane. There were many pictures taken
during games, both of the children and himself. Even one of Potter. He found
one last one of them all in blue and Draco giving the rest an odd look. He held
it up to show him. "What team is that?" 


"Our
fun league team," Draco told him. "The Ministry started not only a
junior league for the children, which most of these ones have played in, but
they also started a normal person's one. That was taken after our first winning
championship. Since then, they've added an intermediate league for those who
are professional quality but who need some practice with their team, or need
some practice to fulfill their potential." He smirked. "Sometimes
coaches send idiots to our league to face down my lovely daughter so she can
scare them straight again." Snape looked at him. "She has scared some
championship Slytherin players," he noted. "Nearly killed a few as
well." 


"We've
had one game where we had to play most of the family because they kept
switching out to less and less formerly professional players. They were
quitting for the game to test the kids," Ron told him. "I hurt like
hell after that one, but it was worth it. Simone nearly killed a few of them.
She was responsible for sixteen players being sent to the hospital. We had a
good few injuries of our own, but we still won by about ninety points." 


"Yeah,
I ached badly. I was so bruised not even the bruise potion worked," Iggy
admitted. "Dad had a head injury. Uncle Draco had a ripped back so he was
calm while he was coaching us. We played the *entire* team that day. Then us
kids and Uncles Fred and Daddy George got invited to the Head of Sport's office
for lunch and conversation. If this crap hadn't happened, Simone and Denver
would already be playing pro." 


Snape
looked at him. "You risk your hands that way?" 


"I'm
a chaser, but yeah," Iggy admitted with a grin. "It takes away the
stress from getting non-working things." He raised an eyebrow.
"Really, it is very therapeutic. Almost as nice as my wife is." 


"You've
married already?" 


Iggy
pointed at his wallet. "The dark-haired one is mine. She was a fairly
strong potion's master in her own right. Went to Braun and they said she was
about average." He looked impressed. "She deaged to be with me,"
he said quietly, yet with a touch of smugness. "We're bound together. We
married in the potion's dungeon, during a class." Simone snickered.
"You, quit." 


"Sorry,
but it was cute. You followed all the gryphon rituals exactly. My dad was so
flustered when you did that." 


"I
had expected him to have some self control and wait for at least the weekend so
we could all be there," Draco corrected. He looked at Iggy. "I'll
have your time turner while we're here." Iggy looked hurt. "We can't
do flashy magic here, Ignatius, it could be the difference from powering the
spell on this side or not." Iggy nodded and pulled it out of his pocket,
tossing it to him. "Thank you. We'll need all of you to conserve your
magic, just in case. I'm not sure they can get it open from the other side
without our help. Also, Iggy, I've gotten into your book case. Where is that
one?" 


"Third
layer, about a third from the hinge side," he said quickly. "I've got
a list in there in the top pocket." 


"Iggy,
nerdly little darling, how many books are you carrying around now?" Denver
asked. 


"Um,
close to two thousand," he admitted sheepishly. "They're all shrunk
and lightened though. It doesn't weigh more than five pounds." 


Draco
shook his head. "I'm going to make you do something fun yet." 


"Hey,
I didn't get to go book shopping yet this summer," Iggy defended.
"Dad said I had to wait." 


"I
agree, you have to wait," Draco told him firmly. 


Dumbledore
got up to answer the door, walking out to deal with that issue. He came back a
moment later. "Everything on the money is the same but the knuts," he
announced. "The dates on the sickles are a bit off as well." 


"Got
it covered," Iggy said promptly. "Professor, can we use your
lab?" 


"I
doubt we'll be here that long," Draco pointed out gently. "If we are,
we could be endangering their time line." He looked at his children.
"What made the younger me drink?" 


"Morgana,"
Simone said with a smirk. 


Draco
rolled his eyes. "Children," he said, shaking his head. "Never
mind. I can't yell at you about that, even though you did it on purpose."
He looked at them. "No more getting the younger me drunk, children. Or the
younger Ron. Remember, they don't have a Xander here." 


"Speaking
of, we've figured some stuff out," Iggy offered. Draco leaned forward.
"This is the alti-verse Anyanka created or very close to it. Buffy's dead
already and dad was turned." 


Draco's
mouth fell open. "Shit!" he said finally, getting up to pace. 


"We
thought that might be why he was able to be turned," Denver offered.
"Because he wouldn't be a born here." 


Draco
nodded, patting him on the head. "That is a good thought, son. Quite
possibly true, but that does add some texture to the situation." He
stopped and looked at his daughter. "Are we sure?" 


"The
Headmaster had a report on when Buffy came into Sunnydale and kicked the
Master's bum, just like Uncle Xander said happened in the alti-verse the blood
sucking fiend ordered up." 


"So
we're either there or close by," he agreed, considering it. 


"Xander
once said Anya lost her power focus here," Ron offered. 


"Yes,
but there could also be a vampire Willow still running around. Xander said he
was told that he died there, but he wasn't sure about Willow." 


"She
did," Simone told him. "I asked Anyanka." 


"You
stay away from the demonic whore," Draco said firmly. "Stick with
your normal human ones." He rolled his eyes and went into the bedroom,
coming back with the book he had been reading. He found the right section and
nodded, then handed it over. "We're stuck here until they open it from
their side." 


"Hey,
no having to redo our seventh year," Simone said dryly. 


"They're
working on that, Simone." 


"Why
would they need to?" Snape asked. 


"Politicking.
The head over the school at the Ministry refused to accept the seventh year's
grades or NEWT results. He had the whole class held back and we're fighting
against it but it's an uphill battle. Not even the current head of our
Ministry, my adoring near- father-in-law can fix it." 


"Arthur
became Minister?" Dumbledore asked happily. Draco nodded. "Excellent.
He would do very good in that job." 


"It
was him or Percy and Percy conspired to get him there," Draco told him.
"Percy's now over both the Archives and Mysteries, while his wife is over the
Unmentionables." Snape gaped at him in horror. "She is." 


"Percy
Weasley? Over the Mysteries?" he demanded. Draco nodded. "Why?" 


"He
fixed their budget problems and they kept him," Simone said with a shrug.
"Uncle Percy's very strong willed when he wants to be. Held out against
Auntie Arabelle for nearly six whole months." 


"Held
out against Melody longer," Denver smirked. 


Simone
looked at him. "You're still expendable. Daddy has Lucien and Morgana to
carry on the family name and chasers can be trained." He pouted at her,
looking very hurt. "Do not mention that bitch in front of Iggy." 


"Fine,
sorry." 


"Or
me," Melvin offered gently. "Even though I know she didn't get mum
killed, I still don't like how she came to the funeral and told dad it was
handled and fixed." 


"Your
mother's a vampire?" Snape asked. 


Melvin
smiled. "No, my mum was Kandy. She's a Hufflepuff here right now. A fifth
year I guess. Arabelle is his second wife. He waited years to find someone
right. When mum died it nearly destroyed dad. He lay on the couch for a week
without being able to take care of Tananda or me. He couldn't even call the
family and tell them. They found out because they came to help Uncle Ron."



"After
Percy was ready to start dating again, Xander found Arabelle looking at Percy
during some function and talked him up a bit, making her want him more,"
Ron admitted. "They've been married now for nearly a year. She's a
McKinley." 


"I
know of her family," Snape admitted. "She's a very tough young woman
though." 


"Percy's
not the innocent everyone thinks. Did you know that they play politics at the
Ministry for fun? Percy's very good at sliding around all that to find what he
wants. He may have started on cauldron bottoms, but he ended up as Head of two
departments and one of the toughest people at the Ministry. People didn't even
*try* to give him fake sympathy after Kandy died. They respect him there."



"Wow,"
Draco said, looking at Ron. "That was eloquent." 


"Thank
you. You kissed Morgana one too many times and it rubbed off so I came down
with it." Draco gave him a hard shove. Ron sat up. "Since this world
doesn't have a Buffy, can we call a spirit here to tell them?" 


"Call
your Buffy here to talk to Xander?" Draco asked. "I suppose we
could." He shrugged. "It's worth a try." 


"What
was this Buffy creature?" Snape asked. 


"A
slayer," Ron said proudly. "Mine actually." 


"I
see." He looked slightly more impressed. "The mother of your
horde?" 


"Mary
came from my new wife, Sarajane. Buffy and I broke apart when she died by her
Watcher's hand as he removed our children from her body and took her off-realm
to die." 


"Xander's
got to be pitching a fit, this has too many similarities to that
situation," Draco noted. 


"Oliver
and Fred'll keep him sedated if George doesn't," Simone noted.
"They're kind that way." 


"They
are," Draco admitted, giving her another look. "Did someone talk to
you about your mouth yet?" She nodded. "Good. Remember that
lesson." He looked at his mentor. "What can we do to help in the
fight against the git? Ron and I did both train with the best of them and we
did successfully take down his empire as students." Dumbledore stared,
blinking a few times. "We had to, it was self preservation." 


"At
the very least, we teach advanced defense skills. We both do so at home,"
Ron noted. "Regular, auror given, defense lessons and spells." 


Dumbledore
smiled. "I wouldn't mind but I won't force the issue. I will offer your
help to Harry if you want." 


"Sure.
Our Potter is tolerable enough, now," Draco admitted. "He was a miserable
bastard there for a bit." 


"That
was Hermione," Ron reminded him. 


"Hmm.
Good point. Plus the flashback memories." 


"Flashback?"
Dumbledore asked. 


"Xander
used a decreate spell, it caused a good bit of flashback, hence him rebuilding
the entryway to the school before his wedding," Draco told him seriously.
"You took a vacation because you got some. Potter got some. Xander got a
great deal but he managed it well enough. Potter retreated to the countryside
and only came out for games. I went silent for a bit after the fight. Everyone
else went on with their lives." 


"Yeah,
Ginny brought you back," Ron agreed. "Her and the Simone belly."



"She
was pregnant in the school?" Snape asked. 


"I
got her knocked up right after the holidays," Draco admitted. "She
was allowed to come back for the ball and wedding since we were having them
here. She made me talk to people in public. Cured a lot of depression. About
four bouts actually." Snape looked at the children. "Exactly,"
Draco agreed dryly. 


"Yes,
well, she is tender, yet fiery," Snape noted. "I'm sure she'd be good
at that." He handed back the wallets to Iggy. "Let me look this over.
There may be a substitution you haven't tried yet." Iggy nodded, beaming
at him. "Come to my office tomorrow before classes. I'm sure you know
where it is." 


"Yes,
I do," Iggy agreed. "I can even break the lock charm on the
door." 


"No
teleporting," Draco said firmly. 


"Yes,
sir." 


"Thank
you." Draco looked at Ron. "We should try and keep the children as
normal as possible." 


"That's
why Melvin's watching them and they can go read in the library when we're
busy," Ron told him. Draco nodded, he'd accept that idea. 


"You
let them go to the library on their own?" Dumbledore asked. 


"They
may be children but they've grown up in the school, Headmaster. All of us
present did except for Melvin to some degree," Simone told him.
"Iggy's father had him up here most of the time while he was teaching.
Draco and Ron were in and out of the school to help him with things and to help
teach on occasion when teachers were absent. We've all spent time in the
library reading quietly in the back corner near the blue window." 


"There
for a bit, Madam Pince took to finding new books for us, until Uncle Xander
started sending over all of the ones Iggy marched through at an alarming
rate," Melvin put in. 


"It's
not my fault I was reading teenage books at six," Iggy defended. "I
got bored with Spot and Dick and Jane." 


"Thankfully
you never really took up anything Hermione gave you," Ron said bitterly.
Draco gave him an alarmed look. "Harry warned us. Hermione went book
shopping one year for the holidays. Sent Iggy a set of starter chaos books.
Sent Simone something to help her trap the house elves as real slaves so she
could practice on people later. Sent Denver a book on broomsticks and she sent
Melvin a book on rainbows." 


"Well,
she got some of the power users right," Melvin snorted. "What did she
get Ana?" 


"A
book about princesses that was meant to trap her in there and give her that
mindset," Ron told him. "That's the one we found first. I tossed it
into the fire immediately." Draco nodded his thanks and patted him on the
shoulder. "We gave the rest to Snape to hide for us," Ron admitted.
"They're in the restricted section of the potion's library, in Slytherin's
part." 


"Wonderful."



"You've
found all the founder's libraries?" Dumbledore asked. 


"And
had to add a new section to the school to hold 'em all," Ron said with a
grin. "Iggy found them with the Founders' help. Slytherin likes him."



"Gryffindor
likes me too," Iggy said dryly. "He just doesn't appreciate having me
in his house since I'm a potion master and all of us have been Slytherins
before." 


"How
did they get back?" Bill asked. 


"They're
ghosts," Simone said lightly. "Some Death Eater wannabes brought back
Slytherin. He looked us all over, made some pithy comments, found Xander worthy
of his support, angsted over Iggy not being in his house, told Draco he was a
true heir of the house and not Voldie. Then he demanded that we find all his
libraries and the other founders to get them to fix the hat since there had
been some problems sorting some of us over the years." 


"Do
not," Agatha hissed quietly. 


"I
wasn't going to. I was going to mention Uncle Harry," Simone said,
shooting a glare at her. Agatha shrank away from her. "Thank you."
She looked at the adult again. "It fixed all those problems where we have
kids who are split between houses. We've presently started a club for those
poor kids." 


"A
new house?" Bill asked. She nodded, beaming at him. "How much
longer?" 


"It
was just started recently," Denver offered. "Slytherin was the main
focus for that. Apparently he didn't like all the idiots being put into his
house as easy minion material." 


"No,
I suppose he wouldn't," Dumbledore agreed dryly. He stood up. "I'll
have dinner sent up," he offered. "Feel free to sit in on the classes
Monday or to use the library. I'm sure we can accommodate any reasonable
requests." He smiled and nodded, leaving them there. He even resisted the
urge to lock them in the room. He went to find Harry, summoning him out of
Gryffindor's common room. "Harry, my boy, they've agreed to work with you
on some advanced defense lessons," he said quietly. "I'm not sure if
it's things you already know or not, but it can only help you to work with
them. They did defeat Voldemort the last time." 


Harry
nodded and grinned. "Sure, Headmaster. I'd love to work with them. Maybe
they can give me a clue." He grinned as Hermione came out. "We've
been invited to work with the cross-plane travelers on how they defeated
Voldemort and his minions." 


"Good,"
she agreed. "Perhaps I should talk to them as well." 


"One
of them said that you couldn't go that way here, we've almost no chaos magic
floating around free for you to glut yourself on." 


"Good,"
she said again, nodding this time. "I like that idea." She leaned
closer. "Did two of those have my hair?" Harry nodded.
"Why?" 


"They're
ours, them and the silent, dark female." 


"Really?"
she asked, her eyes wide. "Harry, I love you but it's like a brother. I
could never marry you." 


He
gave her a hug. "That's fine. There's already been a lot of variables
changed. The person who taught them is already dead in this world." 


"Good,"
she agreed again, looking very serious. "I'm going to go have a lie down,
shall I?" She went back inside, going to lie down on a couch. 


"I
think we broke her," Harry admitted sheepishly. "Has anyone told
Remus?" 


"Why?"



"Because
he is a main figure in the Order, he's my Uncle, and he might be able to help
them teach us things," he explained. "Among the three of them, we
could probably learn quite a lot more." 


"Fine,
I'll call him," Dumbledore agreed, going to do that. He needed someone who
was seeing things freshly to help him with this. He got Remus almost
immediately. "Remus, we need to have a chat. Care to come up and bring a
bag?" 


"What's
happened now? I heard the game got cut off after people appeared. Is Harry all
right?" 


"Just
fine. We've had a most astounding and confusing event happen. We've had
travelers from another world of us appear and tell us some fairly amazing
things from their world." 


"What
sort of amazing?" 


"Draco
Malfoy is not only acting firmly on the side of good, but he's had children
with Ginny and Ron Weasley and he teaches Theory classes." 



"I'll
be right up," Remus told him, going to pack that bag. 


Dumbledore
sat back, looking at his Fawkes. "You're not playing with the
others?" She squawked, then cooed. "That's fine, I won't make you. I
thought you might be interested, Fawkes, that's all." He smiled at her
loyalty. She would always stick by him. 


***



Xander
woke up and lunged at the gryphons. "Let me have him!" he shouted as
someone tried to hold him back. "He sent my son somewhere! Let me
go!" 


"Xander,
calm yourself," Bill the gryphon ordered. Xander glared at him. "It
was an accident. We all know he didn't do it on purpose." 


"He
still stole my son!" Xander said angrily. "If this was your kids,
you'd be doing the same thing!" 


"I
would," he said, getting down into Xander's face, "but it would still
cost us valuable time." 


"The
magic is responding to him," Bill Weasley noted. "Xander, hop about
some more. Let's see if we can use you to key the portal back in." Xander
glared at him. "See, that's a bit closer. We've got one point of lock and it's
demonic." He looked around. "Do it some more, Xander." 


Xander
lunged at the gryphlet, and the others stopped him but Bill managed to lock a
second point. "Come on, let me go," he encouraged. "I promise I
won't kill him. Much." 


"No,"
Bill the gryphon said firmly. "It was an accident. We are as worried as
you are, Xander. Now calm yourself or find yourself taking another nap with
George and Fred." 


"No!
That's my son! He's missing thanks to that young brat!" 


"No!"
Bill said, glaring down at him. "It was an accident. It looks to have been
caused by the phoenix chicks. Not the baby." Xander slumped. "I
understand. Were this my family, I would have already killed him as well.
Please, do not do anything." 


Xander
looked at him. "Either we get my son and family back, or I'm frying
something," he warned. "I can't hold it in too much longer." 


"That's
fine. Go fry a centaur." 


"I
doubt they need that," Xander said bitterly. He turned to glare at the
humans. "What are we doing?" 


"Right
now, we're sensing where the portal went to and if we can open it again,"
Tara soothed, coming over to pat him on the arm. He brushed her off with a
frown for her. "Of course, we could use someone with more chaos knowledge
from the human side." 


"You
want me to fetch Ethan?" Xander asked. Dumbledore nodded. "Okay. Be
right back." He teleported out, landing beside Ethan in the pub. 


Ethan
looked up and put down his beer. "You look like hell. What's happened this
time?" 


"Portal
malfunction. They sent Iggy somewhere." He sat down beside him. "They
need you, Ethan." 


"Of
course I'll come up to help," he said smoothly. "I wanted to see more
of the birds anyway." 


"They're
mostly with Iggy, Draco and his kids, and Harry's kids. It's horrible, the
portal snapped shut and they're gone." 


"Shh,"
Ethan said, pulling him closer to hold him. "We'll find your son for you,
Xander. Is his wife here?" Xander nodded. "Then that's a link nothing
can destroy but death." 


"She
can still feel him," he said with a touch of hopefulness. 


"That's
fine, then we can probably help you find him." He put down some money and
walked Xander back to his house, letting him inside. "Should we bring
Spike?" 


"He's
been there before," Xander admitted, "but it's also daylight
outside." 


"Good
point." He came back down with a small bag and a hard-sided case.
"All right, let's go." Xander nodded and took firm hold of him,
sending them back to the school. Ethan had to blink for a few minutes to clear
his head, then he looked at the young man. "That was much different from how
I do it." 


"Yeah,
I know," he admitted. "They're on the pitch." Ethan looked
clueless. "The sports arena." 


"Oh."
He headed that way while Xander went to do something. "You had me
summoned?" he asked lightly as he made it to the people. He looked around,
then up at the hoops. "What sort of game is played here?" 


"Xander
compared it to basketball on brooms," Tara told him. She gave him a light
hug. "Thank you. We have no idea what happened. All we know is that we've
got two points. One's demonic, one's emotional." 


"Emotional?"
Ethan asked, looking around. "Are we sure?" Bill Weasley nodded.
"Then we're dealing with a wish situation of some sort. That's what theirs
look like." 


"Oh,
please, tell me it's not where skanky vamp Willow came from," Tara pleaded.



Ethan
shrugged. "I'm not sure yet, poppet, let me look at it." 


"It's
in the air," Snape said bitterly. "Do leave my wife alone." 


"Of
course. I'd never have a chance with her anyway. She is much more pure than I
like my women." He looked at the broom someone held out. "I think
I'll do it my way," he said, casting a small floating charm on himself so
he could join the other man in the air. "Here?" 


"It
had an edge here," Bill said, using his wand to lay a track of lights
around the spots he had found. 


"They
usually go in a sunburst pattern for wish portals." He closed his eyes and
laid his own lights, stunning everyone. "That's the portal. Why was
someone using my version of chaos magic here?" 


"We're
not really sure," Bill admitted. "It was a gryphon." 


Ethan
looked down at them, and the obvious youngster. "Praying to Janus
now?" 


The
gryphlet looked miserable. "No, but I did hope really hard." He
launched himself up to join them. "The phoenixes messed it up and it
snapped while they were all in there." 


"Most
likely it was too much magic in one spot instead of a particular brand of
magic. Did they all crowd in there at once?" The gryphlet nodded and
looked at him in awe. "Then we can hopefully fix that." He pointed at
the center dot. "We need that one first. That will give us the key. Then
we can work backwards from there. Is Ignatius' wife here?" 


"She's
awake and out throwing rocks at a tree," Bill said gently. "She's
highly upset. Kept saying something about flying being evil." He shrugged.
"Raena!" She came around the side of the school. "Ethan's here
to help us, dear. He needs to know what you do." 


She
looked up at him. "You're Xander's friend." He nodded. She gave him a
grim look. "All I know is that before it snapped shut they had the vision
of a quidditch game. It was a Gryff/Slytherin game. And one of them saw one of
the twins playing but they're not in our history. Iggy felt something a few
minutes ago but I can't be sure what." 


"Very
well." He looked down at Dumbledore. "Have we had many wishes made
here through wish demons?" The Headmaster shook his head. "Damn. That
means your world was included in the other, which means it had to have been a
powerful wish made by someone without any sense." He considered then
floated down to land next to her. "Ignatius once told me you two dream
walk into each other's minds. Correct?" She nodded quickly. "Good,
then let's get you set up to meditate and send you to him. I need some more
facts. Even a key might not help if it's a closed realm." She went pale.
"I'm sure it will be fine," he said as soothingly as he could. 


"He's
not asleep." 


"It
doesn't much matter. Your bond should allow it. If not, we'll work on talking
to some helpful spirits or some such." She nodded, leading him back inside
and to their common room. "This is a pleasant place to study," he
noted. "Too bad you never took my sort." 


"There
are schools for your sort," she offered. 


"I
know, but I was too old when I came to magic to appreciate them and too young
to know that I was being stupid." He sat down next to her. "Have you
meditated before?" She nodded. "Then drop yourself down into the
suggestive levels." 


"That's
further than Tara lets us go." 


"Don't
worry, I won't suggest you become a bunny rabbit or some such," he said
patiently. She nodded and started to breathe slower. 


***



Ethan
came out of the school, looking grim. "Well, it's not a closed
world," he admitted as people looked at him. "But we do have a
problem." He looked at Tara. "Next time, put more energy behind the
prayer." 


Tara
let out a small swear and leaned against her husband's side. "How do we
open a portal there?" 


"We
ask Rosenburg how she did. Since she's presently in the middle of something
magical, we could track her. I have no idea where the Watchers are today."



"I
can do one better," Tara admitted. "When she left the last time in
such a snit I put a tracer on her in case we had problems with them and Ron's
daughter Minnie." Ethan smirked at her. "Not unethical, just
protective," she noted, digging it out of her pocket. She handed it over.
"She's wherever that leads you." 


"Thank
you, dear." He looked around. "The good news is that the place is
stable, we won't have to worry about it collapsing or going closed. Anyanka
probably pulled the rest of the world in to make it more stable. It was a major
wish Cordelia made at that time. Even I felt it resonating around." He
stroked the fabric, willing the telltale into life. He grimaced. "She's in
London." He rolled his eyes and headed off for the edge of the barriers he
could feel. 


"Where?"
Tara called. 


"Some
store. She's shopping." He waved a hand. "I'll ambush her and bring
her back." 


"Oh,
let me," George called, running after him. He grinned and took the fabric.
"I can do Xander's teleport thingy through him." He waved and left.
If he had to, he could apparate back. He found Willow browsing in the blouses
and walked up to her, tapping her on the shoulder. "You're being called
into service since it was Cordelia's stupid wish that's trapped our son." 


Willow's
eyes went wide. "What!" 


George
nodded. "We need you right this moment at the school to help us." 


"Even
with the Gryphons?" 


"Even
with. Now." 


"Fine."
She followed him out to the alleyway, ignoring her guards. They came out and
she froze them. "Xander needs me. A portal burped and ate his son,"
she told them. "Tell Wes I'm at the school. I'll be fine." She took
George's hand and they apparated together. She ran up from the barrier, looking
horrified when she saw the powers gathered there. "Ethan?" 


"A
necessity. They got sent to the place Cordelia's wish came true." 


"Fuck
me," she said, looking horrified. "It was horrible." 


"They
landed in the school there," Tara told her calmly. 


"She
drew the whole world in? Dammit!" She looked up. "Anyanka!"
Nothing happened. "Super damn! She's off fucking in someone else's
life." She calmed herself. "What can I do to help?" 


"You
once opened a portal there," Ethan pointed out. "Your power still
resonates in the magical field. We need to see if you can finish pinpointing
and tell us how you did so." 


"Sure,"
she agreed, summoning her journal from that year. She handed it over after
finding the correct section then grabbed a broom and took a big breath before
launching herself up to help Bill. "If it's a Hogwarts there, then it'll
have some compensation for the shields and stuff." 


"That's
fine, we're now laying out points we know." 


Willow
nodded, working on the other side. She could feel the points shining at her so
she revealed them for him. He hurried over and locked them in so they could
access them again by putting a tuning crystal on each one, which soaked up the
resonance. It was an older bit of magic that almost no one found. "This
one has a temporal feel," she offered. 


"Raena
said she saw a match, a Gryffindor/Slytherin bout," he offered. "With
the twins playing." 


"That
means they'd still be at war, huh?" she asked quietly. He nodded.
"Who's there?" 


"Iggy,
Draco and his kids, Ron and his kids, plus Harry's three." 


"Has
anyone told Harry yet?" Tara called. 


"He's
got a game today," her husband noted. 


"Iggy's
got a free pass to the games," she noted, hurrying to find it in his room.
She flooed to the arena and showed the pass to the guard. "Iggy sent
me," she said quietly. "Potter's kids are in trouble. Big
trouble." 


"Fine.
I'll escort you directly to their platform." He took her arm and walked
her off, startling the coach when they showed up. "She has that kid's pass
and said Potter's kids are in trouble." 


"He's
nearly got the snitch, she can wait," he ordered. The guard nodded and let
her go. "Problems?" 


"The
portal taking the kids to Stonehenge burped and sent the kids to some other
plane of existence. We know there's a Hogwarts there, but that's about it right
now. The only person who saw anything said he saw the twins playing." 


"I
bet Iggy's in the middle of that helping, huh?" he asked with a small
grin. 


"No,
he's there with Malfoy and his kids, Professor Weasley and his kids, and
Harry's three." 


"Oh,
damn. Malfoy's missing too? He's got a match tonight." He shook his head.
"I'll send an owl to his team." 


"He
said he had tonight off," she offered. 


"He
probably thought he did. They've had some trouble finding him sometimes."
He went to send the owl to the other coach. He knew the guy, it wouldn't seem
too odd to come from him. He came back when everyone started to shout and
chant. "They've seen the snitch," he explained. 


"They
do that at the school when they see it too," she admitted with a smile.
"I'm Professor Maclay." She shook his hand. "Tara." 


"Oh,"
he nodded. "You're Snape's girl. You teach that other magic then." He
patted her on the shoulder. "Don't worry. The guys won't hurt you."
He looked out as the crowd went nuts. "Ah, Harry," he said happily.
"It's good to see him on the top of his game again." As soon as the
handshaking and all the formalities were out of the way, the team came back in.
"You lot don't jostle Tara there. She needs ta see Harry 'bout his
kids." 


"Agatha
finally snap and kill 'em?" one of them joked. 


"No,
not quite. She's with the other two though." Harry landed and looked at
her. "The portal burped. They're in Anya's wish verse." 


"What?"
he asked, moving closer. "I don't think I heard you correctly." 


She
took his hand to calm him down. "The baby gryphon did something odd and it
snapped while most of the birds, Draco, Ron, and the kids were in it. They're
in the world where Cordelia made her wish. They're at a Hogwarts there, but
they're stuck." Harry suddenly sat down. "We know that they're fine,
Harry. We also know that they've met a young you there. It'll be okay. Draco
and Ron are with them. They're doing great, we're working on it, but we just
realized no one had told you. We're at the school if you want to come worry
with Xander. He's all-but unconscious again from Fred and Oliver." 


"Wondered
where he had went to," the coach noted. "Go," he told Harry,
taking his broom. "I'll lock this in your locker for you." 


"Our
next game is away," he noted weakly. 


"So?"
He shrugged. "Go, sit and worry 'bout your kids." Harry nodded and
Tara helped him up. "Accident?" he asked. 


"Apparently.
The gryphons think it was all the phoenix chicks, but a human chaos specialist
said it was the gryphlet himself using an odder form of chaos magic." She
shrugged. "I don't know. I'm only there as a pure light source." She
hurried after Harry, catching up to him at the floo outlet. "Come on.
We're on the home pitch." 


He
nodded and followed her out, taking off running once he was at the school. He
made it outside but Fred stopped him. "Let me go!" 


"Calm
down first. They're not in pain. Raena just got another flash from them. Iggy's
having dinner at the school and everyone's there. They're fine so far." 


"They're
still at war then, George. I sincerely doubt they'll stay that way! Voldemort
will come after that Draco! He's powerful!" 


"He
might be, but do you really think *our* Draco would ever join him?" Fred
offered. 


Harry
shook his head. "No. That doesn't rule out an attack though." 


"Then
they've still got Draco and Ron, plus Simone and Iggy, there to help,"
George said calmly. "Trust me, I want nothing more than to rip the young
gryphon up and feed him to Hagrid's dogs for taking my son, but we've got to
stay calm." 


"Emotions
are making it easier," Ethan called. "Please, swear some more, Mr.
Potter." 


"You
brought Ethan Rayne up here?" Harry asked in shock. 


"Plus
Rosenburg," Fred admitted. 


Harry
nodded once. "Then I'm going to go sit beside wherever you have Xander
chained." George smiled at him. "That way I can be chained up
too." They nodded and walked him over there, sitting him beside Xander in
the teacher's stands. "You okay?" he asked Xander. 


"Fuck
no. You?" 


"Hell
no. An attack?" 


"Entirely
possible. It's a very light chaos world as well." He took a sip of water
and handed over the flask. "Just water, I'm not allowed even
butterbeer." 


"That's
fine. I just got done with a game anyway," he said as he took it and
drank. "Draco has a game tonight." 


"I
heard. His coach is going to throw a fit of epic proportions." 


"Yeah,
he is," Harry sighed. "Glad it's not against my team though. They
might have to call the game. Their second string seeker is ill last I
heard." 


"Draco
would hate that," Oliver agreed. He looked down at Harry. "We
win?" Harry nodded. "How much?" 


"Ten
point margin. Three-ten to three-twenty." 


"Good
job," Oliver praised. "Bet the coach is chewing the backup keeper a
new one." He slumped a little. "This was more important." 


"It
was," Harry agreed, giving him a faint smile. "Thanks for watching
out for my kids too, Ollie." 


"Eh,
not a problem, Harry. You know I like two of 'em." They shared a look and
then Oliver shuddered. "Agatha's there by the way." 


"He'd
never use her," Xander said. "Her powers are too warped toward
Ethan's. Besides, she might be evil, but she's not stupid. She'd never help
him." 


"Good
point," Harry agreed, cheering up a bit. Then he slumped again.
"Mellie's still in trouble though." 


"Mellie's
one strong little girl, Harry. Remember, she withstood Agatha for years. She
can hold out during this too. Iggy'll watch out for her if her brother is too
terrified and guarding Ravena." 


"Good
point," Oliver agreed. "Iggy'll watch over all the kids." Xander
nodded and took another drink. He took the flask to sniff and turned it back to
water then handed it back. "You being blitzed won't help," he noted,
getting comfortable. "We might need your heft later." 


"Yeah,
maybe," Xander admitted. "Are we sure I can't walk over there and
kill the gryphlet?" 


"Yes,"
Oliver said patiently. 


"Fine,
I'll stay here then." 


Oliver
added another layer of sticking charm just in case. 


***



Draco
looked up as a house elf popped into his bedroom, taking the note on the tray.
"Thank you. Hold on, let me answer it." He unfolded it, then
snickered and shook his head. He put it back onto tray and turned it into
ashes. "Hand that back to him, then run like hell away from him and never
go near him again," he instructed. The house elf nodded and disappeared,
doing just that. Draco went back to his reading, smirking now at his book on
alternate universe theory. 


Ron
tapped then walked in. "What was that? I heard you laughing." 


"My
father wants to meet with me about something of grave importance," he
said, waving a hand around. "Outside, just on the other side of the
village." 


Ron
burst out laughing. "You're joking." Draco shook his head, giving him
a content look. "He really thinks you'd go for that snake-fucking
bastard?" 


"He
apparently does," Draco agreed, shaking his head as he went back to his
book. "Everyone down?" 


"But
Iggy and Melvin. They're still reading." He noticed as the house elf came
back, holding out another note. He even got out of the way as Draco got up to
change his clothes and make himself more imposing than usual. "You want me
to follow?" 


"No,
stay with the younger ones. I'll take Simone." He walked out into their
common room. "Simone?" She came to her door in a tank top and boxer
shorts. "Get dressed. We have to respond to a request for a meeting."
Her face hardened and she went to find her favorite fighting outfit of tight
leather pants, just tight enough t-shirt, and boots. She came out putting on a
robe over it, specially cut for fighting in. "Very nice, dear.
Wands?" She patted the inside pocket. "All of them?" 


"And
the shrunken sword," she admitted. 


"Good,"
he purred, leading the way out. He stopped and held the door closed when
someone else tried to open it, ignoring his youngest son's pleas to let him
come too. Finally someone came and got Lucien so they walked off, nodding at
Snape as they walked past him. "He wanted a meeting," he said
sarcastically. "Insulted me no less. We'll be back." He waved a hand
and they teleported off once they were out of sight. He knew where they wanted
to meet, it was somewhere he had helped clean up a few months back. "You
wanted to see me, Lucius?" 


"I
have no doubt I was your father in your world as well." 


"Yes,
which is why I had you killed," Draco admitted. He gave him his most
imperial look, making the older man shudder and step away from him. "I
know he's here, I can feel the miasma of blood magic. You might as well produce
him." 


"He'll
be here soon. We need to discuss some things first." He looked at the
woman behind him, then at the boy who could one day be his. "Yours?" 


"My
eldest daughter." Simone shifted her weight and he could feel her drawing
out a wand. "None of your business really since she can't be born
here." 


"Pity.
She looks like she'd make a good wife." 


"I'm
not going to be a wife, stupid plonker," Simone said in the same icy tone
as her father. "Why would I want to subjugate my will to that of anyone
else? It's much more fun to share thoughts and swap bodily fluids, then move
on." She moved to stand beside her father at the idiot's shocked silence.
"After all, why would I want to get attached to someone I might have to
kill to protect the family some day?" 


Lucius
looked horrified. "She doesn't plan on getting married?" 


"Only
two of us girls do. I doubt Morgana will for a very long time either. For that
matter, I also don't plan on ruining my figure to push out brats the way father
did either." 


"Then
how will the family traditions pass on?" Lucius sneered. 


"I
don't know. Perhaps Denver will have some. Lucien is obviously gay," she
taunted. "Ana will have one or two some day, and Ravena's will be seekers
and nothing more." 


"Beyond
that, we don't hold with most of the family customs, Lucius," Draco said,
sounding bored and icy now. "Why would we uphold such boring and useless
things?" 


"They
made you who you are." 


"No,
I was remade in someone else's image. It did me a lot of good. All it took was
a bit of positive attention and I was all his." He sneered. "You'd be
surprised. I got straightened out within three months of training with that
one." 


"You're
not a Death Eater?" 


Draco
laughed. "No! We killed Voldemort and all of you within six days. I was
there on the front lines, right beside my mentor, and beside Weasley and
Potter." 


"I
thought they were on the other side of Uncle Xander." 


"They
were," he said, considering it. "True, but the later battles were
mostly as a group. Granger usually stood between Potter and me." He patted
her gently. "Very good." 


"Thank
you, daddy." 


"This
is the future of the Malfoy family?" Lucius sneered. "She's
weak." 


"Fucking
lot you know," Simone snorted. "I've taken out many creatures, including
men, since starting school. Starting with some Slytherins, moving onto a whole
fairy population, and then moving on to some professional quidditch
players." She looked at her father. "Can I brag?" 


"No,
he's not worthy of hearing your many accomplishments, dear." 


"Yes,
daddy." She leaned against Draco's side. 


"You're
not very Slytherin, are you," Lucius sneered at his son. "You take
lip from your children, you don't support the family cause, and you obviously
care about what people say about you." 


Simone
snorted. "Again, fat lot you know. Slytherin himself approves of daddy as
the official cohead of his house and as a true Slytherin who will take over
once Uncle Severus retires. For that matter, Slytherin told Daddy he was the
true heir to his house, not Voldemort. Said he was much more like what a
Slytherin *should* be." 


"Slytherin
himself!" Lucius yelled, actually looking shocked. "How did you meet
him! He is still dead!" 


"The
ghosts of all the founders have returned in our world. Slytherin was quite
disappointed Iggy wasn't in his house, what with his love of potions,"
Simone bragged. "He spent a long time talking to Father and visits with
him nearly every week about theories and how the house is doing. He sets him
and Iggy on all sorts of projects for him, things that he never got around to
doing. Including changing the school so it's better." 


Draco
smirked at his father. "That's beyond a few other facts that have elevated
me beyond the need for this puny cause." Voldemort came out of the trees and
he sneered at him. "You might as well learn who you're trying to beg onto
your side as well because you have *no* idea about the mistake you made
tonight." He smirked at them, standing straighter. "I have pulled off
major chaos spells, multiple times. I am so skilled at the various magics of
the world that I am counted on by other people to teach them. I have used them
to not only raise the family's profile, fortune, and reputation, but also to
pull off some amazing and important things. I chose to carry my own children,
twice. Both of them are quite powerful, more powerful than both of you together
even though they're infants. No *minor* wizard, like you or Lucius, could pull
that off. I'm considered one of the most powerful wizards in my world, and I do
tend to live around the rest of them. I cohead Slytherin and am in line to take
over the school some day soon. Not only did I help take out the obstacles to my
power, namely you two, I've aligned myself with one of the most powerful
families on the planet - the Weasleys. I'm in line to take over Ginny's
business because I'm her helper, and I have free access to any spells I want of
any sort I want. I routinely deal with spells that make Dumbledore cringe and
back away in fear. I also happen to know more than enough of the Ancient's
magic to blow up this world." 


His
sneer got more icy. "That is in addition to finding my place with the
higher echelon, the ones who don't *have* to send their children to Hogwarts
because they're home schooled." Lucius' mouth fell open and Voldemort
grimaced. "As a matter of fact, I've not only aligned myself with them,
they're helping me find a suitable consort for my second daughter, one of a
bloodline that hasn't been muddied by this whole tragedy of a farcical war. For
that matter, they're *begging* me to marry into their group, Lucius. You'd be
interested to know that the real power isn't in the dark, it's in the raw and
pure power flows. The hidden energy that very few can touch. I can. Most of my
children can. Ignatius and Melvin Weasley can. And they'll never be born here
unless the me from here has a radical personality shift and starts to see
people for their personalities, not their pocketbooks," he said smugly.
"They're all aligned to me and they're so powerful that Voldemort was
laughed at when he approached them in my world. My whole group has destroyed
the things in our way of power. Whether for the good of all or not, it has
happened and we *enjoyed* it. We side with people that Voldemort couldn't even
get an audience to see, even at the height of his power during the first war.
We've gotten past all the minor pure lines all over the world and we're in the
royalty now for my second daughter." He chuckled evilly. "You have
nothing I could ever want or need. Your powers are so pitiful it's
pathetic," he spat, looking at Voldemort. 


"Kill
the child," Voldemort sneered. 


"Let
me fight him," Simone retorted. "Let's duel, snakey." 


Draco
put a hand on her arm, calming her instantly. "We will not interfere with
the future of this world." He looked at his father. "However, if you
touch one hair on my children..." He sneered. "Let's just say that I
do know the spell that destroyed you on my world. Try me. I can say them in my
sleep and I can decreate you both without breaking a sweat." 


"That
is ancient magic," Voldemort noted, looking him over. "You play with
that?" 


Draco
lifted his shirt, showing off his stomach scar. "Weren't you listening? I
bore two of my children. Myself. From my body." He put it back down and
put an arm around his daughter's body. "We've managed to get past all the
shit that my forefathers and mothers left on our shoulders and found the
original Malfoys. With a little help from Gryffindor's house elves and the
Founding Fathers of the school. You'd like Slytherin, Lucius, he hated you and
thought that this supposed Master of yours should have been put to death for
doing this." He looked at his daughter and smiled. "Come. I feel the
need to have some ice cream. I miss Xander." 


She
scrunched up her nose and held out a hand, smiling when a bowl and ice cream
appeared. "That good enough or did you need toppings?" she asked
proudly. 


He
smoothed down the back of her hair. "Excellently done, Simone. I knew you
were one of the true heirs in the family." He took the ice cream and took
a bite, then winced. "A bit sweet, daughter. Next time make the coffee
stronger." She nodded and tried it again and they switched bowls.
"Much better. I'm very proud of you." He smirked at the stunned
wizards. "You're still here? Dear Merlin, do I have to remove you so you
can't taint my daughter?" 


Voldemort
stepped closer. "I don't believe you created that," he sneered at
her. 


She
shrugged. "That's your mental problem." She ate a bite and created
some toffee topping, then changed it to chocolate after the first bite.
"There, it evens out better." Draco smirked at her. "Father, I'm
bored. Can't I kill them? I'm sure the Ravettena's would be very proud of me
for it." 


"I'm
sure they would too, dear, but remember, here chaos is rather limited. If you
do too much of it, it'll drain it for the others." He sneered at the other
wizards. "Speaking of full bloods. Lucius, why do you follow a mudblood? I
thought you'd be against that with as often as you've gone on and on about
killing them." He waved a hand around. "It's no wonder the younger me
here needs some better training. He didn't even try to hex us when we appeared
in his flight path. I would have." 


"We
can teach the mini you better," Simone soothed, patting him on the back
and hugging his arm. "I promise, I'll pull him aside tomorrow and we'll
teach him to be just like you, daddy." 


"Thank
you, Simone. I'm sure he'll appreciate it and find many interesting things that
can help keep him from a fate worse than bad hair." She cackled, shaking
her head. "What? They're not that bad really. I mean, seriously. Agatha
Potter is worse than them together!" He rolled his eyes. "Come,
daughter. We have a long day tomorrow working on our way back home and you'll
have to do some chick care." 


"Sure,
daddy. Can I maybe, kinda, find my way into Gryffindor's seventh year dorms and
find a playmate?" 


"No,"
he said firmly. "I'll not have you sleeping with someone I haven't vetted
yet and I doubt any of the ones I remember are good enough for you." He
looked down at her. "I also noticed your look at the Potter from here.
I'll tell your Uncle Harry on you if you even *think* about such sickening
things again, daughter." 


"Yes,
daddy," she said obediently. "How about a Ravenclaw then? Even a
Hufflepuff would do for now," she offered. "It was really unfair that
Uncle Albus got the Founders to teach him how to lock the other houses away
from everyone but the ghosts and the rightful inhabitants." 


"No,
daughter. We'll find you a whorehouse later. That way you and Denver can both
wear yourselves out." They strolled off, unconcerned with the minor
annoyances left gaping in their wakes. They ran into the Headmaster and Snape,
giving them stereo smug looks. "What? It's true," he admitted,
smirking at Snape. "You have no idea what I do on a daily basis."
They walked on, heading back to the castle at a casual stroll. It was all part
of the image. "Why did you pack your fighting leathers?" 


"I
wanted to go find Spike this weekend," she admitted. 


"Hmm.
A night out on the town with a vampire. I think not, daughter. You don't need
to associate with vampires, even vampires adopted by phoenixes." She
sighed and nodded. "Thank you. If you're good, I'll take you shopping.
Those are getting a bit too tight and worn out." 


"Sure."
She beamed at him. "Think we can induce Anna's next period and sic her on
them?" 


Draco
snickered, shaking his head. "That is an evil bastard worthy thought,
daughter. I'm so proud." 


"Thank
you, daddy," she said with a grin. 


Dumbledore
looked at Snape. "Find out," he said quietly. 


Snape
shook his head. "He wasn't lying. You can tell it in his aura. The nurse
found a great deal of chaos in it. He obviously does do chaos magic. Plus, they
did create that bowl of ice cream." He headed back to the school via portkey.
It was faster and safer for him. He went down to his classroom to brew and
think, and found an unusual sight. The silver- haired young boy was standing
down there working on something. "Another trial of your potion?" he
asked dryly. 


"No,
I brew when I can't sleep," he admitted, looking at him. "Sorry to
intrude, but my mind's whirling and I don't know why I can't stop it on the
thought I need. There's a circular argument going on and I only catch part of
it. Right now it's going over the fact that this was a created universe. There
should be a loose thread, and if we could tug it, it could send us home, but if
we did that it could unravel this world." He shrugged. "It's not
really my forte. I deal better with potions, healings, and my wife." He
went back to his brewing, stirring carefully. "Oops, burned it a
bit," he sighed, fixing it quickly. 


Snape
looked impressed. He hadn't caught the scent of any burned potion but the boy
had. "Let me see," he demanded. The boy got out of his way, letting
him check it. It was perfect. Absolutely perfect. He gave him a satisfied look.
"I obviously taught you well." 


"You
did," Iggy admitted with a grin. "My parents complain all the time
about you not actually being my parent." He took his potion off the fire
and set it aside to cool down, his spoon doing the stirring on it's own with a
quiet charm from him. Snape gave him a long look. "We can't open it from
this side. We can use our own magic here." 


"I
see." He looked the boy over. "What is your usual speciality?" 


"Healing
potions. I'm a borderline healer with some of the odder gifts of it."
Iggy's grin brightened. "My first potion update was a stronger version of
the menstrual cycle one. I made it stronger and an anti-fertility potion at the
same time because of Anna." Snape raised an eyebrow. "It was self
defense, I promise. That was my fourth year." Snape nodded. "Braun
approached me but they turned me down because I'm a prodigy. They sent me to
the Royal Academy in our world. The president of Braun said I'd done more work
than some of their graduates already." 


Snape
nodded. "I can see that. You are very thorough, yet you are also very
reckless by using a time turner in the laboratory." 


"I
might be, but it's getting my life done. As of right now, I've only got some
practice hours and six mandatory classes left out of my healer
certification." Snape looked stunned. "I'll still have those if the
politicking isn't fixed. I have somewhere around two hundred hours left."
Snape's mouth actually opened. "I'm doing healing for humans, gryphons,
and gryphon borns. That's basically three majors in healing because borns are
different in some ways. The same way Hagrid is because he's a half-giant, we
are because we've got gryphon in our heritage." 


"I
see." He schooled his features. "I let you do this?" 


"My
Uncle Sev doesn't really know all this," Iggy admitted. "He thinks I
do a lot less than I do. He also thinks that I'm spending less time working
with the gryphons than I do." He slumped a little. "I wish I could
talk to him but he's really proud of me and I don't want to disappoint
him." He looked at him. "I've begun noticing things. Things like I do
more work than you, on a relative scale, for Madam Pomfrey. I do more potions
for them than the pharmacists do in St. Mungos, where I do my other practical
hours. I work about three days a week for them, brewing about eight hours a
day." Snape looked pissed at that. Iggy nodded. "I've also noticed
that they think it's necessary for me to brew every little thing. Some of the
healers have stepped in to tell me they can do it and I'm finding myself really
gratified that healers can do such things on their own." He gave him a
bitter smile. "Then there's the wonderful issue of being the Potions
Master they've been waiting on for centuries. They haven't had a *real* Master
since the Renaissance. They've had some who are damn close, like my wife, but
no one like me." He shrugged at the pissed look. "I've been their
official Potions Master since I was fourteen. Dad thinks they haven't officially
confirmed me yet, but they did. That's on top of my school work, my personal
research, and all the other stuff that comes with being married and being the
Captain of my house team." 


"You're
too young," Snape said firmly. "Do your fathers not watch over
you?" 


"Severus,
I've been a prodigy all my life. I've been flying since I was six, brewing
since I was eight. I pushed myself and I've had a long and interesting history
of getting past my family. Last year, I did a mass antidote for a Poisoner's convention
you went to. Someone dosed the doorknobs. My fathers and Uncle Draco
congratulated me for being so good as to save over thirty wizards and seventy
some-odd muggles, but they don't know that we had to time turn it. Grandma
doesn't know and we did it in the Burrow's kitchen." Snape started to look
really pissed at that. "Uncle Draco knows some of it. Uncle Percy knows a
bit. Dad knows I'm overworked and he begs me to take time off, go do things,
play in the sunlight. Things like that. I've never done things like that though
and I'm finding out that I've missed out on a lot of things." 


Snape
nodded. "I can understand that, Ignatius. If you see the problem, you can
probably fix it." 


"Actually,
I can't. I can't back out now. I'm stuck in this position and it's only getting
harder." Snape grimaced at him. "Seriously. I'm almost seventeen. I'm
confirmed in all manners of the word as a Master except for my paperwork
because they wanted me to finish both programs at the same time. Things only get
worse from here. Even if I have to do next year over again, I'm still going to
have too much work to do and they're going to be piling more on me each and
every day. There's no way for me to get out of this." He pushed his hair
back behind his ears. "If I could, I would, but I did it to myself." 


Snape
shook his head. "That is not right of them." 


"I
know. Trust me, I do know. I've had some careful talks with some of the Elders
of the gryphon colony I work out of most often and they agree that the child
they're doing this to should kill them all. I can't do that though, I'll be
required to heal them again," he said bitterly. "If I tell my dads,
they'll go ballistic and kill all the gryphons. If I tell Uncle Draco the
truth, he'll try to take some of the pressure off me but they won't let him
since I'm a Master and he's just really good at potions. Even my wife, who's
got her Mastery work in at Braun and has her Mastery, isn't being asked to do
most of this work because I'm their prodigy. If I had it to do all over again,
I'd have hid behind my father for a lot longer. Instead, I proved how smart I
was and it's now breaking me." He pointed at the potion. "As that
proves." 


"How
long have you been taking heart medication?" 


"Nearly
a year. Uncle Draco knows I've had a few fluctuations, nothing further. Madam
Pomfrey can't tell him because of her oaths and I haven't asked her to. My dads
have no idea," he said with a delicate snort. "I'd be locked to my
bed in a luxury resort if they knew. I wouldn't even have a book around or my
wife." Snape slumped and shook his head. "I can't find a way out of
this though, and I desperately want one. The thought has come to me of how
likely a stroke is with as high as my blood pressure goes. Fortunately the
portal accident raised everyone's earlier so Madam Pomfrey didn't realize mine
was that much higher than everyone else's as usual." 


"I
want you to see her. Such accidents are dangerous, especially when you're
already sick," Snape said firmly. 


Iggy
nodded. "I know. I snuck up there earlier after Uncle Draco left to talk
to her. She checked me over and told me to come brew some of this since she
didn't have any in the infirmary." He tested it and measured out an exact
dose, then took it. "There, I'm set until around noon." 


"That's
a double dose," he said in alarm. "You're taking four doses a
day!" 


"I
know," Iggy said sadly, getting up to go back to his room. "Thanks
for letting me rant. I wish I could do this at home." He left before the
older man could pull himself back together again. 


Severus
glared at the doorway, then he summoned a house elf. "Find that older
Malfoy and send him down here," he ordered coolly. 


"No
need," Draco admitted, taking off the invisibility cloak. "I felt you
portkey back and figured Ignatius had tripped some sort of defense telltale.
You have them at home to prevent students stealing supplies." He moved
closer, looking at the heart potion. "I heard it all," he sighed.
"He never told us. We trusted him to come to us if he was having problems."



"Prodigies
often kill or burn themselves out," Snape admitted. "They think
they're doing less than they actually are and by the time they notice it, it's
like this." He waved a hand at the potion. 


"That's
followed by everyone thinking that they're intelligent so they'd know to come
to the more adult members if things like this happen," Draco agreed.
"I don't know how to stop him either. I've lodged a formal complaint but
it never seems to do any good. I've also taken over some of his brewing duties
now and then when I could spare the time. The boy literally stocks each and
every gryphon colony each month, if not each week during the summers. The
problem is, if I tell either of his fathers, there will be a bad explosion.
Xander will kill everyone over his son, including me." 


Snape
sighed. "The Weasleys probably would too," he agreed. "Can't you
get him free of them for even a summer?" 


"No,"
Draco admitted. "In their eyes, he's an adult as soon as he hits
seventeen. That's in three weeks. They're confirming him the day after. I
suppose that's a formality for everyone else." He resisted the urge to hit
the desk as hard as he could. "I wonder if his wife realizes this." 


"I'm
surprised his fathers let him marry," Snape said bitterly. 


"They
didn't have much choice. Iggy did it then told them. By gryphon law they are
married and it forced the Ministry to accept it. They held off everything as
long as they could so they'd be legal, but otherwise he's been married now for
just under three years." He couldn't resist it this time and did dent the
table next to the potion. "I hate this. I'm helpless and I hate it. I have
untold powers at my hands and I can't fix it for him. He's my nephew and as
much like my own as my own are and I can't stop them from killing him!" 


"Calm
yourself. Being emotional won't help. Can the me there not help him?" 


Draco
looked at him. "Only if he knew. He's like the rest of us, he sees the
prodigy. He sees him doing excellently. He sees him doing fantastic things and
knows he's got a time turner that he uses sometimes. He has no clue. Ignatius
has hid this from us for too long. The you there has no idea that the boy does
an extra four hours a day on average, even during the summers. He has no idea
that Iggy has gotten into books that he's not supposed to know exist. Severus
has tried to keep him away from some sections of the Potions' Library at the
Royal Academy and they've let him into it time and again because of Slytherin's
ghost. The boy just got finished working on a temporal potion!" he said bitterly.
"He's a bloody alchemist! He figured that out in about six months!" 


Snape
shook his head. "I don't know what to tell you except to tell the me
there. You need to rein him in before he dies from a stroke." 


"Maybe
a stroke that took some of his skills would be more merciful," Draco
admitted dryly, scowling now. "He's pushed himself most of the time. He
started out so very nice and helpful and they took full advantage of his
willingness to do nearly anything to learn something new." 


Snape
snorted. "I did much the same. Then I realized I was being used." 


"Yes,
but you never did twenty-eight hour days every day all year long." 


"No,
I didn't. You need to stop him." 


"I'm
trying. I've given him a way to vent and he won't even tell me most of
this." 


Snape
nodded. "I wouldn't either. You're obviously upset about this and he
doesn't need you to be upset for him, he needs you to be supportive and help
him behind his back. Use some of the Malfoy cunning you've shown here to get
around the boy." 


"Oh,
I have," Draco said dryly, giving him a look. "Including getting
Mysteries Minister Percy Weasley into it. Percy has a heart condition from
stress. The problem is that the boy's mind is like lightening. He's so good the
other healers come to ask his opinion on treatments now. He's helped doctors in
the past. He works with the new project that has some muggle doctors crossing
into our world for specialities we don't practice. They ask his opinion. He's
sixteen and it's heady but even he's realizing how damaging it is." 


"Yes,
and this is when it becomes dangerous. He knows, he doesn't think he can stop
it. He'll become sloppy and get hurt, possibly on purpose subconsciously."



"We've
had to stop one of those already. He began teleporting in his sleep,"
Draco admitted. He snorted. "This will be the boy's first vacation since
he started school. My daughter does an amazing job by making him practice with
her and her brother. The twins do an amazing job by letting him do some fun
brewing and testing for them at the shop. Even Potter gets in on the act by
having him come babysit and help him with things like garden chemicals. His
wife manages more but they still hop out of a passionate session to go treat a
sprained wing." 


"Then
they're both fools and they need to be made to see the light." 


"Having
a destiny that young is heady," Draco pointed out. 


Snape
nodded. "I remember. I went to Braun's summer program. I saw the same
thing over and over." 


"Which
is why I'd like to recruit you to have the boy stay calm. He can brew as long
as he's doing fun stuff. Have him show you his new pain potions, please. He
won't show me, keeps them a closely guarded secret. Please, distract him. Let
him teach for you or something. He does it very well." 


"I'll
have him come in tomorrow and sit in on the classes," he agreed.
"I've probably changed some of the curriculum around." 


"Yes,
now you're harder to pass than you were in my year," Draco admitted with a
smug look. "The second years are now doing some of our fourth year
potions." Snape looked horrified. "Seriously. You did the
featherlight with them in Iggy's first year. The book changed on order of the
Ministry." 


"Idiots,"
Snape hissed. "The students have enough problems keeping up now." 


"And
you argued that very point, but they wanted us to have higher standards so they
changed things up. I saw the OWLs their fifth year. They were harder than my
NEWTs. I don't even want to imagine their NEWTs. I might cry with the
flashbacks. Their Defense OWL had zombifying hexes. Weasley was told he had to
teach fourth years that." Snape looked horrified. "So, yes, it might
be amusing for him to come in and help. He's very good at helping and
explaining things to others. Even gets Potter's son through some Potions
assignments along with Melvin Weasley." 


"Oh,
dear Merlin," Snape moaned. "I'll do my best to distract him."
He went to his room, going to have some tea and lay down with his headache. He
couldn't believe that he hadn't seen such things. Though, the boy had done a
potion that most healers and potions masters didn't do routinely like he had
done it very often. He sat up and pulled the boy's notebook over, starting back
at the beginning. The boy had dated things. He moved forward until he found the
fourth year section and winced at the horrifyingly hard potions listed.
"He did a reanimation potion as a fourth year?" He cast the
translating charm on the notes section, then groaned. "For fun? He did
that for fun!" He put it aside and laid back down. "I need to have
myself look at that. He obviously trusted the boy the way Malfoy did, and we
were all wrong. The boy is a genius but he's got that touch of insanity as
well." A reanimation potion was something that most Masters didn't attempt
and the boy had done it for fun? Then again, it probably went along with his
alchemy work. 


***



Xander
growled as everyone walked off from the field, heading in to rest for the
night. He wasn't done yet! He got free by sliding out of his pants and
summoning some new pants, putting them on to go look at the portal. He made it
all the way to the brooms before someone knocked him out. 


Snape
shook his head. "Stupid idiot," he sneered. "We're going as fast
as we can and your hysterics, while reasonable, are not going to help." He
floated the body up and into the castle, locking Xander in a spare room. The
one they used when students snapped and lost their minds. He found George
already asleep in there and put the boy beside him, then hurried out and locked
the door before anyone could stop him. He'd have to let them out personally in
the morning. He went to his rooms, sending an elf to the kitchen for some
dinner so it would meet him. He walked in and found his wife collapsed on their
couch in tears. "They're fine," he soothed. She shook her head.
"They are!" he said more firmly, willing himself to believe it. That
world would still be at war. They were in grave danger but he had to believe
that Mr. Malfoy could get them free of it. He sat down beside her, pulling her
up to cry on him. "They're fine," he said in a calmer voice. "They've
got to be fine. Weasley does know his defense. He was trained at the same time
as Potter and Malfoy were. They and the children will be fine." 


Tara
looked up at him, her eyes red. "We can't get the portal to open, they'll
have to stay there!" she wailed. 


"We
will," he argued. "Just because we couldn't tonight doesn't mean it
won't happen. We can get it open and we will, even if I have to resort to dark
magic and chaos myself." She leaned against his chest, sobbing on him.
"Shh, Tara. It is not that horrible. They're fine and at least they're
getting a real vacation. Even Ignatius. The me there won't be fooled by his
clever pathways around adult supervision." 


She
sat up, wiping her eyes. "Raena said he's been feeling off," she
admitted. "She said Percy and Draco know." She grabbed a tissue and
blew her nose. "Why those two?" 


"Would
you tell Xander?" he noted. "Or any other Weasley?" She shook
her head, smiling just a bit. "That's probably why. Did she say why?"
She shook her head. "Then I'll talk with her tomorrow before we begin
again. It could increase the danger and make it harder for him to come back
through." 


"Poppy
came out and ordered us to tell her when we got it open so she could come out
and support Iggy and Draco." 


"Well,
it is a world where there is less chaos floating around," he admitted
bitterly. He had no doubt that if the worlds were equal, then Draco would have
already solved this little problem. She snuggled into his side, closing her
eyes and taking the comfort he offered. "We will deal with that matter
once they're back," he promised. "It shouldn't be too much longer.
We're trying that synthesis system you've been working on tomorrow." She
nodded, grabbing a fistful of his robe to hold onto. "I've ordered dinner."



"I'm
not hungry." 


"Which
is exactly why you should," he said firmly. "I won't have you
endangering yourself as well." Someone knocked on their door.
"Enter!" he yelled. 


Willow
walked in and waved the book in her hand. "I've found the exact
spell." She put it onto the table, a bright pink piece of yarn marking the
spot. "Is something new wrong?" 


"No,
she's simply exhausted," Snape said calmly. "Thank you. We'll see you
in the morning." 


"Sure.
Put her to bed. She likes to nap after really hard spells." She walked out,
closing the portrait behind her. 


"I
know that, you twit," he said once the door was closed. Tara laughed.
"You still have to eat first. I'll look over this spell while you
bathe." 


"Bathe
with me? We can do it in the morning before we start," she offered in a
timid voice. 


"If
you wish. Once we've had some dinner." The house elf appeared with a laden
tray and he got up to get it before the thing dropped it. They didn't need the
loud noise tonight. 


***



Iggy
woke up to something poking him and he looked at the house elf. "Did I
oversleep?" he asked tiredly. The thing nodded at him and he grunted.
"Thanks. Wake me for lunch unless someone needs me." He flipped onto
his side and went back to sleep. 


The
house elf went to report to Professor Snape. "Winky tries to wake up the
silver haired one but he much sleeps," she said pitifully. 


Snape
nodded. "He's asleep already?" She nodded. "Then leave him be.
Wake him a half-hour before lunch." She nodded and disappeared. He shook
his head, it was a good sign. He looked at Draco, who was helping his younger
self with the potion of the day. "You didn't do this one very well, Mr.
Malfoy." 


"I
did brilliantly once I figured out the secret to the julienned roots," he
said smugly. "They're fairly simple after that." He went back to
whispering to his younger self. "No Iggy?" 


"He's
gone back to sleep." 


"Good,"
he said firmly, giving the teacher a look. "I'd rather see him
asleep." 


"What
made his hair that way anyway?" his younger self asked. 


"Gryphon
borns get silver hair when they're near death," Draco patiently informed
him. "A few years back Ignatius and his father were both nearly dead
thanks to a stupid twat's miscast spell a few years earlier. Their hellmouth
was draining through the boy." Snape stiffened and Draco looked at him.
"That's right, you didn't get to hear that whole story," he said
dryly. "You won't like it." 


"Probably
not. Do you play with those?" 


"Bloody
hell no!" Draco snorted. "Do I look insane?" 


"Well,
you *are* wearing blue," the younger Draco noted. 


"I
look good in blue, as do you," he said firmly. "Unlike how I look
like a vampire in black." He handed him the last of the herbs he had
prepared then watched as he worked on adding things. "Time it. Say that
rhyme mentally," he instructed. He looked at the other Slytherins, who
were looking scared and envious. "He is a younger me," he noted. 


Iggy
walked in with a yawn, fully dressed in a decent robe. "Sorry I'm
late," he noted, bowing to the teacher. "Where did you need my help,
Professor?" 


"I'd
prefer it if you weren't yawning," he said bitterly. 


"So
would I but William jumped me," he noted. 


The
older Draco looked up. "William?" Iggy nodded. "Has he been
invisible?" 


"Yuppers.
He's managed Dad's sense of not being there." He went to help the Gryffindors.
"First," he instructed, "you julienne herbs, kids." He
pulled over Granger's to show her. She looked like she got it, then the advice
moved through the group. "Second, you add the herbs in exact increments. I
usually use an increment of forty seconds. Draco uses one of sixty. We mix it
for different purposes." He sat down beside the younger Ron, helping him.
"Chiffanade," he said carefully. "You roll, then you slice
thinly. It makes pretty little strips." Ron grinned at him and did that.
"Okay, now try for delicate and thin. This isn't a really tough steak that
had to be boiled for weeks. Nor is this the Christmas turkey two weeks later; I
helped with that last year," he said dryly. Ron snorted, shaking his head.
"Trust me, Grandma does it to us too. Dad and I carefully made sandwiches
and came up to feed Hagrid's puppies. They appreciated it." 


"You
mean his mother can't cook?" the younger Draco sneered. The older one
popped him on the back of the head. "Ow!" 


"Good,
you deserved it. Leftovers are a holiday staple. In our house, the house elves
fed them to the garden gnomes. Any meat that's been cooked and then left to sit
in the fridge is going to get tougher as time goes on. Ignatius, I find that
salad dressing does wonders for that." 


"I
tried that, but we got the very last of the meat, Uncle Draco." The
Gryffindors looked at him like he was insane. "Long story, kids.
Really," he told them with a grin. He looked at the other Gryffindors,
moving to help Neville. "Roll them tighter, then slice delicately and
gently," he said quietly. The boy nodded and did so. "Good job,
Neville." He patted him on the back and gave him a small smile.
"You'll get this one at least. This is a very handy sleeping potion. My
dad uses it each night." 


"Yes,
and every once in a while we sneak in something harder," the older Draco
noted dryly. 


"Every
night?" Snape asked. 


"He's
got horrible nightmares of fighting on the Hellmouth with a slayer," Iggy
said with a shrug. "It's worth it not to wake up to him screaming every night."



The
older Draco looked up. "We make it pediatric strength, that's why Iggy
uses a smaller increment between ingredients." He went back to helping
Draco make his. "Very good. Now, if you combined this with some of the
foxbone powder, you make a kick ass dreamlessness potion. I've had to use a
great deal of that in my own life, mostly for some of the same reasons
Ignatius' father has. Destroying Voldemort wasn't that pleasant. We got ripped
through with the Death Eater's memories there for a bit." He grimaced.
"Fairly nasty shit at that. Take heed, it won't make you popular, happy,
or respected. Fear and respect are *different* things, younger self." 


The
younger Draco looked at him. "You *destroyed* him?" 


"In
our world, chaos magic is a bit more prevalent. We used a very powerful
decreation spell on him and the ones attacking the school," he said
quietly. "It worked wonderfully, nearly killed a few of us as well, and
nearly ended Simone's life at the same time because such things create flashback.
Their souls were ripped apart and their basic energies had to flow back into
the ground. It went through whatever it had to, including people, walls,
paintings, everything. We nearly destroyed the entry to the school with it.
Ginny Weasley was caught because she hadn't made it to safety. It pulped her
insides until a powerful healing potion was given to her. This is not a
careless thing to play with. If you play with the higher magics, you have to be
absolutely sure what you're doing and why you're doing it. A wise man once told
me that part of growing up is figuring out whether or not the price to pay for
each decision is worth it or not to you. At that time, it was worth killing us
all to kill him." 


The
younger Draco looked thoughtful. "Interesting. I can't do that here?"



"Not
without a lot of power raising," Iggy said as he came over to join him.
"Uncle Ron just yelled through Melvin, he's running a class this afternoon
in the Req. Room." 


"Very
well, I'll be there," the older Draco agreed. He smirked at his younger
self. "Your father is the reason you'll never be your own man. I found
that out the easy way." The younger one sighed and went back to his
potion. "Good boy. Think, that's all I'm asking. You're more than smart
enough to make your own decisions." He looked up at Snape, then smirked at
him. "I really wish we could introduce you to yourself in our world."



"It
would be ...interesting I suppose." He watched as Potter added his
ingredients. "Mr. Potter, did you just add the horn *before* the
mint?" 


"You're
supposed to," Iggy said with a frown. "That's the recipe." He
sat down to open the book, showing it to him. "I always do." 


"As
do I," the older Draco admitted. "If you add them in the other
direction we seem to get very vivid hallucinations while we dream." He
grimaced. "Could that be a born thing?" 


"It
could," Iggy admitted, considering it. He took a piece of parchment off
the desk to work it out. "No, it's not. Adding the horn before the mint
would make it stronger. Making it weaker by adding the mint to dilute the horn
would make it fairly weak and prone to separation." Snape took the
parchment from him. "Right?" 


Snape
looked at it, then at him. "You really were trained by me," he said
bitterly. 


Iggy
beamed and patted him on the arm. "Since about I could walk, Professor.
You taught me to read so I'd quit helping you chop up roots one day." He
went back to help Harry and Neville. They really needed it. "Neville, even
intervals," he instructed. "Repeat a rhyme to yourself if you have
to." 


"Okay.
You're really good at this stuff?" 


"Oh,
hell yeah. I do this for a living at home," Iggy admitted. "I've
already got my Mastery mostly done." Neville looked impressed and Iggy
helped him add the next few things. "Actually, the Professor Snape in my
world calls me a snotty know-it-all when he's in a cranky mood," he shared
lightly, grinning at the Snape here. "He keeps threatening me with the
third years." 


The
Snape there snorted. "I'm sure you'd survive them. I have for years."



"Our
third years are making illusion potions," Draco told him. "He forced
Iggy to teach that class this year in punishment for snogging after hours in
the classroom." 


"Who
do you do that with?" Neville asked. "Not to be nosy, but are any of
those pretty girls yours?" 


Iggy
pulled out his wallet and handed over his favorite picture of his wife.
"That's my wife. We were married at the third table on this side a few
years ago during a class. We followed some very old rituals and then told the
family about it." 


Neville
beamed at him. "She's very pretty." He handed it back. "Does she
like potions?" 


"She
does," Iggy admitted, moving his hand properly. "Like that,
Neville." He got a grin for that as well. "My wife, Raena, is a
potion master in her own right. By the way, while you're here, hang out with
Melvin some, okay? He's a herbology person and the rest of us aren't. Sometimes
we really don't understand him and he'll be missing his own wife." 


"He's
married too?" 


"Yeah,
he is," Iggy sighed. "We all thought we were going to graduate and
then the Ministry fucked us over with some political bullshit. They refused to
accept our NEWT results or our final grades." The class moaned in pain.
"Seriously. So we may have to retake our seventh year. It sucks
badly." 


"Do
I let you get away with such language?" Snape asked. 


"Um,
yeah. After a while you got tired of fighting it, sir. Mine and Simone's both.
All those daily reports on points off got to be too much after the first two
months. Though I do try to keep it down if I'm actually *attending* the class
instead of helping or teaching it," he said lightly, grinning at him.
"Sorry, sir, I'll try to modulate my language further." 


"Now
I know you're a Gryffindor," he said dryly, glaring at the young man. 


Iggy
grinned. "Simone's worse. She put our house into negative numbers with her
mouth." 


"She
did?" Neville asked. "That's possible?" 


"The
girl lost one-hundred-fifty-eight points in six weeks," Iggy shared.
"She curses like you wouldn't believe. It got so the teachers got tired of
chastising and taking points off. We were in negative numbers for a
half-hour." The Gryffindors winced. "Now she's a Prefect. So, see,
you can turn around a first year somewhat and make them much better." 


"Yes,
now she's a champion level beater, a tough woman who can win nearly any fight,
and a woman who scares men from a real relationship," the older Draco said
dryly. "I almost wish some of her sister's attitude would rub off on her.
That way she could have a normal relationship instead of an 'understanding'
with Adrian." 


Iggy
gave him a long look, then he held in his smirk. "You told her *how* many
times she was just like you?" he asked. 


"Touche,"
Draco sighed, shaking his head. "I still say she gets that from her mother
and her desire to never marry." 


"Quite
possibly," Iggy admitted. "Then again, I could be persuaded to fix
that for you," Iggy offered. 


"Hell
no." 


"Okay,
your choice," Iggy pointed out, going back to helping the unlucky
Gryffindors. 


Snape
shook his head. He wouldn't have put up with such attitude from any apprentice,
no matter how old and infirm he was. That boy would have been fixed long before
he entered school if he had any influence in the boy's life like he had said he
had. The boy grinned up at him and he felt an unfamiliar sensation but quickly
stamped it down. Those sort of feelings had no place in any lab. 


***



Xander
pounced on Ethan as soon as he woke up and found the door open. "What's
happened!" he demanded. 


"Nothing
yet. I came to make sure you got up for breakfast," he said bitterly.
"Rosenburg found the spell she used but she had to leave. There was a
problem with a Slayer's mother. Apparently she wanted to raise her own
daughter." He let them out of the padded room. "The gryphons are
still asleep. We're gathering to look over her spell before we do anything
else. Go shower, eat, then join us on the field." 


"Yes,
Ethan," he said, trudging off. He missed his son. He missed his buddy too,
but he really missed his kids. 


Ethan
shook his head at the picture of pitifulness Xander made. He'd have to work
himself harder so he never had to see that hurt look again. It was horrifyingly
pitiful. 


***



Snape
looked up as the older Draco entered his classroom again. "Back for more
potions?" he sneered. 


Draco
smirked. "No, I came to bother you since I saw you nearly smile at Iggy
earlier," he admitted as he took a seat at the first table on the
Slytherin side. "Let me guess, you never realized you could put up with
some irreverence?" 


"I
wouldn't have put up with it," Snape corrected, putting down the essay he
had been grading. "I let him get away with that?" 


"Yes,
him being happy is much better than him brooding. Besides, you've seen him
since he was a newborn. The same as you have mine." He grinned, tapping
his fingers on the table. "That's not to mention the fact that we're not
at war and haven't been since the year before Ignatius was born." 


"True,"
Snape admitted. "I take it I have relaxed my standards?" 


"No,
it's more that you've butted heads so many times with Iggy that you've come to
respect him. It's amazing, as a six-year-old he suggested you remove his penis
and add it to another child's so he had enough of one." Snape looked
shocked. "They all had some sort of sickness and you were treating them
that day. One of the boys came in with a severe case of poison ivy I believe it
was. He basically dropped his pants, bent over, grabbed his ankles, and asked
you to scratch the itchy spots." 


Snape
sat up fully, looking at him. "Children, in the school?" Draco
nodded. "Truly raised in there?" 


"Ignatius
was raised in it about half the time. There were two other who were fully
raised in there. Their mothers were teachers who came in with Xander. One's
your stepson in our world." Snape looked troubled. "You really would
like Tara. She's pure, she glows, and she's got one hell of a vexing problem
for you each and every time you start to think her too pure." Snape
shuddered. "You got together during Lucien's gestation. She was carrying
Iggy's sister Maeve for his parents. I was carrying Lucien. You kept thinking
she was a pure little Goddess and she proved you wrong." 


"No,
not that. There are *children* raised within the school? They live here full
time, they go to classes with their parents, all that?" Draco nodded.
"The Founders came back?" 


"Their
ghosts," Draco agreed with a smirk. "I wondered how long it would
take you to catch on. Yes, we fulfill that prophecy. One of the main changes is
that when Dumbledore died, he was brought back as the permanent headmaster.
Gryffindor and Slytherin personally trained him to be a ghost. That goes along
with them revamping the school so it's much nicer to go to classes in. No more
little rooms with no purpose and no more dead- end corridors. Plus, we've found
all the founder's libraries and all that good stuff. That and the new house is
a definite change in the school." 


"The
only difference you've seen is this Xander's existence?" 


"Well,
more or less," Draco admitted. "You see, the wish we know made this
universe came from Xander's girlfriend. As he tells it, he was worrying about
his best friends in front of his girlfriend, and his best friends were a slayer
and a wandless witch." Snape shuddered. "True, and you'd hate
Rosenburg I'm sure. Power and no control." He grimaced and got back to the
story. "His girlfriend made a wish that the slayer had never come to town,
and it was granted. Thus, this universe. Xander here was turned into a vampire.
In ours, he fought with the slayer through most of his secondary school career
and just afterwards until we got him. Here he died, there he didn't. There he
came over to help with a problem and found a destiny and a role to protect the
school. Here, he never got the chance to be a great good guy the way our Xander
is." 


"So
the whole switch centers around him?" 


Draco
nodded. "Yes. Technically it centered around that slayer, who would have
saved him, but she never made it in time. So Harris and Rosenburg were both
turned." 


"This
slayer was Weasley's? The mother of those infernally cute creatures?" 


Draco
smirked. "I see you've formally met the triplets. Yes, she was. Dumbledore
has a report on what happened in his office somewhere. Simone said she saw
it." 


Snape
gaped for a moment, then shook his head. "That is simply obscene." 


"True,
but it beats the alternative. Xander saw that I could never follow someone. I'm
a leader and I wouldn't ever be able to do that. He made me think, got me free,
and then helped me really get free. He trained me to fight." He stood up.
"By the way, you need to watch out for Lucien. He's developed bad habits.
He likes to go into Slytherin and wake up the women. I'd rather not have him
traumatized by Pansy and Millicent. They wouldn't be half as nice to him as
your niece Emily was when he did it to her." 


Snape
raised an eyebrow. "My *niece*?" 


"She
joined us a few years back. She's a year older than Simone. Your sister's
daughter. Came over from Salem after a wandless went rogue and tried to kill
her roommate while drunk." He shrugged as Snape shuddered. "They're
not all like that, you know. Tara not only has great power but nearly perfect
control. She's very strong and very graceful. I've always thought that's why
you loved her enough to touch her in public." He smirked as he walked out,
heading up to help in Defense the next class. 


"I
married a wandless witch?" he asked, sounding outraged. "Why? I
loathe them!" 


"Because
she moved you, old man. You'd like her," Draco called back. 


Snape
shuddered and picked up a first year essay. Suddenly it didn't seem so bad in
comparison. 


***



Simone
looked at the players flying around the pitch, then grinned. "I guess we
could play two seekers and get Uncle Ron up here to play keeper," she
admitted. "But we're still down a beater." 


"I
nominate one of the twins," the younger Ron noted. "Let them get
their asses kicked." The rest of the Gryffindor team laughed and nodded. 


"Sure.
I've worked with my uncles in the past," Simone offered. "I prefer
working with Uncle Fred really. He's got a smoother follow-through." 


"I
can get him," Draco called up from the ground, looking at his daughter.
"Are we doing a pickup game?" She nodded, smirking down at him.
"Fine, I'll get Ron, he can play keeper for you lot." He walked off,
going to call Fred from the shop. By the time they got back, both teams had
been set. It had been decided that they would play both seekers on both sides,
so Gryffindor had huddled and the younger Malfoy had been sent for to even it
out. 


He
had wanted to see the girl fly and they knew how he flew. He came out with a
sneer. "You summoned?" 


"Get
your badboy ass up on the broom and play second seeker to Harry," Denver
told him. "We're playing a pickup game and since we've got two champion
seekers we're fielding them both to get them more practice." 


Draco
took off, joining them in the air. "Two seekers?" 


"That
makes it even, Daddy," Ravena said with a cute, yet deadly smile.
"There's two of us, you two can work together." 


Harry
flew closer. "You can take one end, I'll take the other," he offered.
"I want to see them fly." 


Malfoy
grimaced, then sighed. "As do I. I don't believe the stories I've
heard." They shook hands. "Truce only for this game. I'll hex you
after dinner." 


"Fine,"
the younger Ron agreed. "Now all we need is a Ref and the older me." 


The
older Ron came jogging out with a broom, launching himself as soon as he was
close enough. "Sorry I'm late. I was helping catch the stupid
pixies." He grinned at his younger self. "Keeper against
keeper?" Ron nodded. "Good. Two seekers?" 


"Necessary,
neither would yield," Simone told him. "Iggy, captain?" 


"Me,"
he noted firmly. "I captain our house team. Most of you are Gryffs. It's
my job. Ravena, Ronnie, work it out before we toss up." He looked at
Simone. "You two have five minutes to talk while we find a ref. The
younger Harry and Draco as well," he ordered. He flew back down when he
saw a familiar body in the shadows. "Why, hello, Mr. Wood. Would you like
to ref our pickup game?" 


Oliver
looked at him, then shook his head. "For a moment I thought I knew
you." 


"Technically,
I'm one of the kids who came through during the game. I'm actually George's son
from my world." 


"That
explains it then. We've got two seekers each?" 


"Neither
of ours would yield. They're both stubborn things. Would you like to ref?"



"Sure,"
he agreed lightly, grabbing a broom to come up. He flew down to get the balls
from the shed. He nodded at his team, ignoring Malfoy. "We ready?"
Everyone nodded and moved into position. He frowned when he saw the position
the boy was playing, and then noticed the girl. The boy grinned at him so he
let it go for now. They obviously knew what they were doing. The girl had
wrapped her wrists. He released the balls, tossing up the quaffle. Then he
watched as the skirmish was on. "Well, hell," he said finally,
grinning at the kids. He flew after them, doing his appointed job. He noticed a
few people coming over to watch but he could ignore the fans of the game. He
waved at the extra twin in the stands, going back to watching. Some of them
were just fantastic! Even better than Harry was! Damn, they couldn't play pro
here, but he felt sure his other self there was going to be facing them. His
jaw fell open when he saw the seekers take off after the snitch. The younger
two were flying nearly in unison. Harry and Malfoy were right behind them, but
it was clear who was going to get it. 


"Ten
knuts and a comic book," Ronnie called. 


"Backrub
after our match this year?" Ravena offered. 


"Deal!"
they shouted in unison, fighting each other for the snitch. The older
generation couldn't hope to beat them. 


Oliver
noticed the rest of the players had stopped playing and were watching. He
lifted his whistle to blow it, smirking as the girl ducked under the boy, then
did a spot-turn under Malfoy's broom to go after the snitch when it changed
directions. The boy sped off after her, taking a wider track since the snitch
was turning that way. She followed it like they were attached and the boy was
aiming to intercept. He winced when he noticed Harry coming up under them, but
the boy dove and rolled under him, coming up on the girl's other side and in
the direction the snitch had been heading. She squealed in anger and followed.
He winced when the boy lunged forward, nearly coming off his broom as she made
a grab at the same time. He blew his whistle when he saw the locked hands. Then
he heard the groan. 


"Not
again!" the older Draco complained from the teacher's stands.
"Daughter, next time beat him to the snitch, don't capture it with
him!" 


"Sorry,
father, but it happens sometimes," she called back smartly. 


Oliver
looked at him, then at the kids. The Malfoy waved and he looked confused.
"She's my daughter," the older Draco admitted. "The boy's
Potter's middle child." 


"Oh.
Explains that then," he noted, going to check the snitch. "Someone
catch the bludgers." 


Simone
took off, going to hit one of them into the ground. Oliver gave her a horrified
look when it went right where she had aimed it and the second one came up to
get knocked down the same way. "There you go. You've probably got a few
minutes." 


Harry
zipped down and grabbed them, putting them away. The younger Malfoy sat on his
broom, stunned numb. Fred, or whichever twin was playing, was chatting with the
redhaired girl about her technique and the other was bouncing up and down in
the stands clapping as they flew closer. They landed to talk to him. 


Malfoy
the younger finally looked at the kids. "All right, I believe it
now," he admitted. "And now I want another drink." He walked off
to find some liquor. He had given the world a seeker like it had never seen before
and she couldn't be born here because he wasn't with Ginny Weasley. He was
incredibly depressed now. The older one patted him on the back as he walked
past him. "Do you play against her?" 


"No,"
he admitted gently. "Not in the least. I hate practicing against her.
She's decided the snitch is her personal Goddess and the only thing worth
owning." The younger one looked up at him. "It's actually Ron
Potter's fault. He taught her that one day at her grandmother's." He
handed over the small flask. "I want that back." 


"Thank
you." He went to his room, going to lie down and drink. 


Oliver
looked at the remaining kids. "You're much better than most kids I've
seen." 


"Our
world started a junior league," the silver haired boy told him. "You
can start when you're five. All of us started there." 


Oliver
smirked. "I knew you'd played before." 


"That's
okay, because we've also got a fun league," the female beater told him as
she rejoined them. "Separated into three tiers. Those who didn't play on
their house team. Those who did play on their house team. And the intermediate
where some players are sent to get some experience or have the attitude knocked
out of them. The family team plays in that one," she told him. "I
like to beat up on the pro players." 


Oliver
chuckled, shaking his head. "It showed." He looked around. "Now,
who's who?" 


"I'm
Simone Malfoy-Weasley," the girl introduced. "The chasers today were
Ignatius Harris-Weasley, Melvin Weasley, and Denver Malfoy. The seekers were
Ron Potter and Ravena Malfoy-Weasley, and of course you knew our keeper and
other beater." Oliver looked slightly stunned and a bit sick. "Sorry,
Dad and Ginny got it on many times. Melvin's actually Percy's. He's a
Hufflepuff. Rav's a Slytherin. The rest of us are Gryff's team." 


"Well."
He looked at the current house team, then at them. "I'd hate to play
against you." 


"Uncle
Oliver usually says the same thing," Iggy admitted. "Fortunately with
the third tier in place he can play with us instead, at least until we finish
school and those who play pro head up there." 


"You?"
Oliver asked. 


"Nope,
sorry. I'm a Potions Master and a healer trainee." 


Oliver
whimpered. "You are? You play like that and you do something else?" 


Iggy
smirked. "I'm a prodigy. I'm Snape's apprentice in our world. I'm also an
alchemist." 


"Wow."
He looked really impressed. "The rest of you?" 


"I'll
probably end up somewhere in the Ministry if I don't end up following Uncle
Bill," Melvin noted. "My wife would never put up with me playing away
games all the time." 


Simone
looked at him. "That is so true. Andrea would kick your ass, Melvin."
She looked at Oliver. "The little brother and I will be. Plus all three of
the family seekers. Mellie's Ron's little sister but she's more like her dad as
a seeker." 


"I
wanna play!" a younger voice yelled up. "Pwease!" 


"Coming,
William," Iggy called, heading down to gather him up and bring him back
up. "This is William. He's my little brother. Came out of nowhere and was
a great surprise to the family." 


"An
understatement, Iggy? I didn't know your branch of the family knew what those
were," Melvin said dryly. 


"If
I didn't have my baby brother on my broom, I'd kick your ass," Iggy said
with a grin. "Your dad's bad heart or not." 


Oliver
blew his whistle. "Quit, kids." He shook his head, looking at the
older Draco as he joined them. "You really had good kids? Gryffs?" 


"It
happens," he said with a shrug. "Lucien will hopefully be a
Slytherin." 


"Yes,
let's hope for that since he spends most of his time in there," Ravena
said dryly. "Speaking of the cuddle monster, where might he be?" 


"In
Slytherin probably," Draco told her. "Probably with the younger me.
Hopefully he's not tormenting the girls too horribly." 


Oliver
looked at him, then shook his head. "You're not the Malfoy from here."



"No
and unfortunately the reason I changed so much isn't available here," he
sighed. "I wish he were." 


Agatha
came jogging out and looked up at them. "The portal's wiggling but it
won't open fully," she called. "Send a message back!" The older
Draco looked at her, then nodded, heading down to get some paper and a quill to
write one out. 


They
all watched as the portal wiggled and partially opened, then a small hole
opened up fully, letting them see the people on the other side. Draco sent the
message through. Iggy shared a full mental contact with his wife, giving her
the same message. Then it snapped shut and they both slumped. 


"Soon,"
Simone said, stroking Iggy on the back. "You can get wifely snuggles
soon." He nodded, resting his head on her shoulder. "Come on, let's
go get some fruit for a snack," she soothed, taking William and heading
inside with him and Iggy. 


The
older Draco frowned, watching the air, but it was fully closed. He went to
report. It was a bold plan but it could work. It would let a lot of people have
a lot more information without endangering them in any real sense. Plus, it
would pass on the good teachings farther. He walked into the headmaster's
office. "They nearly got it open," he said in greeting. The
headmaster smiled at him. "We did manage to pass back some
information." 


"Good.
It is a good sign. How did the game go?" 


"I
believe we stunned Oliver Wood and the Gryffindors. The younger me is presently
considering why he can't have one like Ravena." He smirked. "It is
rather upsetting to watch her pet the snitch like her cat." 


"She
does?" He nodded. "Well.... Interesting. Why?" 


"She
was taught that the snitch was a beautiful Goddess and that it was the only
worthy thing to hold in the world. Ronnie Potter told her so," he said
dryly. "I hate playing against the girl some days. She truly is the
Goddess of the snitch she's been billed as. As is he." He looked back as
McGonagall came in. "Did you watch?" 


"I
did. I must say, we probably never lose to Slytherin in your time." 


Draco
smirked. "Not hardly. We only have a snitch competition between us
now." 


"Hmm.
Good. It's probably better with the way those two are. Oliver said hello,
Albus, and he's incredibly unhappy that they can't be born here." 


"Well,
I suppose that the younger self could impregnate Ginny next year after the
holidays, but it might not be the same," Draco noted. "Simone and
Denver really are little mes and Anna is really more like her grandmothers in
many ways. Ravena is more possible. That spoiled nature along with the desire
for the snitch." He shrugged. "It could happen I suppose." He
left them alone. 


"She
was born before Miss Weasley graduated?" 


"Yes,
she was. He said he stuffed her up after the holidays." He gave her a
faint smile. "I don't suppose you'd like to make bet on whether or not
they'll start to date?" 


"No,
I think not," she said firmly. "He'd have to change and so would
she." 


"Or
they could smooth each other's bad habits out," he offered. 


"Well,
she is acceptable as a pureblood to his family," she admitted. "Five
sickles?" He nodded and they shook on it. "I'll take against. The
animosity runs deeply." 


"True,
but one never knows. Young Mr. Malfoy has had a lot to think about
recently." He went back to his paperwork. "How did they do?" 


"It
was like watching something professional," she admitted. "That girl
is fantastic. Gryffindor could use her, mouth and all." 


He
laughed, shaking his head. "She put them into negative numbers her first
year." 


"Still,
we'd win games and we'd allow her a bad year." She went to talk to Miss
Weasley. Maybe there was some hope yet. She found her watching the game from a
walkway and tapped her on the shoulder. "Playing in the attic of 'what
ifs'?" she asked gently. Ginny nodded, giving her a look. "I do
understand. Let's go talk, shall we?" She nodded, following her teacher
down to her office. 


***



Xander
looked over Severus' shoulder as he read the note, then grimaced. "What
does that mean?" 


"It
means they're safe, they're teaching, and that the other world is chaos
deprived," Snape admitted. "Draco thinks that Voldemort will try a
small attack to draw him back out since he made fun of him and Lucius." He
grimaced and crumpled it up, leaving the rest for later. "We'll have to
hold the portal perfectly stable to bring them back." 


The
male Elder gryphon, Bill, looked down at him. "I heard what Ignatius sent
his wife," he admitted. He shook his head. "It is possible, but it
could cause a great many problems." 


"Even
for a day would help," Snape noted. 


"Yes,
but it could meld us and our other selves," Bill pointed out gently.
"It would fundamentally change their future lines no matter what it
did." 


"Huh?"
Xander said, looking expectant. 


Snape
sighed and looked at him. "You know your son has a time turner?"
Xander and George both nodded. "One of the most common problems with usage
is an unstable heartbeat now and then. Ignatius is starting to develop one.
Sending them through the portal was a bad idea." Xander's mouth opened.
"Madam Pomfrey probably knows and couldn't tell you due to her
oaths," he said quietly. 


"Fuck
the oaths," Xander said, starting to fume. "Poppy!" She turned,
then went pale. "My son has a *heart* condition now? You didn't tell me my
son was ill, again!" 


"I
couldn't, Xander. He pleaded and I can't release information once the patient
is of age to make that decision rationally. I've tried to get him to tell you,
many times," she pleaded, not wanting to die right then. "We've been
treating and stabilizing it. I promise, I'm doing the best I can with and for
him." 


George
patted Xander on the back. "It's not her fault. Our son is going to get
his ass paddled when he gets home for keeping it from us." He looked at
Snape. "What was suggested?" 


"That
we open the portal fully, which could join us with our other selves,"
Snape said carefully. "It would negate any and all power fluctuations from
the variance in the chaos magic." 


"If
we did so, it could horribly warp their futures however," Bill Weasley put
in. 


"Does
anyone actually think at least Ron hasn't taken that Harry aside and taught him
as much as possible?" Xander asked. Everyone shook their heads. "Then
the problem would be...?" 


"It
could harm us as well," Severus told him. "Regaining some odd
memories and the like. Draco noted that you weren't available to that
world." 


"No,
I couldn't have been. I'd been turned and killed by then," Xander agreed,
giving him a long look. "What can I do to help? Or to do it myself if
someone's really squeamish?" 


"We
can do it," Tara offered. "It'll waste most of us fully though."



George
looked at his twin. "Then we'll designate people who aren't involved to
make sure we don't die. Fred can help any of my family. Tara, do we need you
and Ethan both?" She nodded. "Then can we do without Sev?" 


"We
can't," Ethan noted. "The way the spell would work best is an
opposite and mirror system. Tara and I cast the main spell. Her mate helps her.
You boost through him. I'll take your brother Bill and a few others to boost
through someone who'll help me. Xander?" 


Xander
nodded. "I'd better. I'm more used to chaos than anyone but the older
Draco." He checked his watch. "Today?" 


"Hell
no," Ethan said with a small smile. "We'll need to be at full power.
Most of us didn't sleep that well last night. Let us all retire for the night.
We'll meet out here tomorrow at dawn?" Everyone nodded and went to do
that, some of the Weasleys going to decide who was going to help and who was
going to work the magic. It was fully decided that Arthur would help any of the
children back through along with the older Draco and Ron, while Harry helped
him. The rest of everyone was going to support various people. Percy took
Xander's side to help him and George along with some of the gryphons and his
wife. Most everyone else went to Tara's side to help her. Xander was stronger,
he'd need less help they decided. 


***



Draco
looked up from his packing, smiling as Iggy walked in. "Did you get
finished?" 


Iggy
held up the small box. "I did." He walked in and hugged him. "I
do like your meddling, uncle." He left, going down to the dungeons. He
tapped politely before walking in, smiling at his mentor here. "Here, I
made you a present," he offered, holding the box out. 


"What
is it?" 


"Something
to keep you alive," Iggy said, sitting on the front desk to face him.
"Go ahead." 


Snape
opened the box, gasping at the six vials. Three vials were red. Three were pale
purple. "What are these?" he asked. They were powerful, he could feel
the magic in them. 


"The
purple are a healing potion made from the Elixir of Life," Iggy said
quietly. "A third of one should be enough to stabilize. They'll each work
for eight hours, though after six all injuries will start to reappear if
they're too serious to heal with that single dose." Snape looked at him.
"We figured it out early on. In our family it was important." He gave
him a self-conscious grin. "The other are Elixir of Life, made typical
strength. A single drop will hold a dying person stable until you can get help
to them. That'd work for about an hour." Snape carefully put the box down.
"With the war going on here, I decided you could probably use it. You can
also hide it back in the hidden drawer of your desk, the book case in your
bedroom, or in the two safes in your rooms," he noted. "They are for
you and your use alone unless you decide to give one over." He slid off
the desk. "You be careful. I know how bad that idiot can be now. I helped
after you had your last mark attack from a dark entity being used as a teaching
device." He shook his hand. "Be safe, Severus." He walked off,
leaving him there. 


Severus
touched the top of one vial delicately. It was the most precious gift. No one
among his people would have done this for him. He resisted the urge to check
it, he couldn't spare any to test even a drop for strength or accuracy. They
were an odd color but he knew they'd work. The boy had been very sure. 


***



The
younger Draco looked up as a little body slid into his bed and settled on his
chest. "What?" he asked sleepily. 


"You
needed a hug," Lucien told him, giving him a wicked grin. "Daddies
always do. It's because they miss my Maeve." 


Draco
chuckled and patted him on the head. "You're a very neat child,
Lucien." 


"Fank
you." He glared at the curtain on his left. "The bad people are
here," he said quietly. "I heard them talking downstairs. They were
going to bother the girls. I 'tect?" 


"No,
I don't think that you can help this time," Draco admitted, thinking
quickly. "The students?" Lucien nodded. "Are they wearing robes,
dark ones, and masks?" 


"No,
not slimy death eaters yet," he said wisely. "They go after girls.
Girls are neat, need 'tected." 


"Then
we probably should," Draco agreed, grabbing his wand from under his
pillow. "I want you to hide, Lucien. These people are very dangerous and I
don't want you hurt. Your father would kill me." Lucien nodded and went to
hide in his wardrobe while Draco snuck out of his bed. It all came down to one
phrase: sometimes the price you paid for a decision was worth it. If he fought
now, he could be rid of his father. He'd have a chance to be himself, to be
happy. He wasn't going to end up an ass-licker like his own father to some
greasy, slimy being who couldn't even defeat a child. He peered down the stairs
at the other students gathered. Most of them weren't surprising. A few he hadn't
expected to be so open, but he knew most of them were going to join. One of
them looked back at him and he shook his head. "Get out of the house.
You'll not sully the rest of us with it," he said coolly, walking down the
stairs to get in their way. "If you feel the need to torture, it won't be
our housemates." 


"You're
either with us or against us," Pansy warned. 


"No,
I'm sticking up for myself this time," Draco noted coldly. "That and
the house's honor. If you want to torture, rape, and maim, you leave your
housemates alone. That's the purpose of the house." 


Goyle
sneered at him. "He's scared." 


"No,
I'm not," Draco assured him, giving him a cold, confident smile. "I
have no fear of you, Gregory. I don't fear any of you, even as a mob without a
brain cell between you. I won't be blamed or listen to you harm the children in
this house though. Slytherins do support each other when necessary. I'm
choosing those who haven't made their own decisions yet. If you want to maim,
rape, and torture, go to Hufflepuff or Gryffindor. Not into the younger girls'
dorms." 


"Get
him," Pansy said with a wave of her free hand. She found herself frozen.
As did most of the rest of them. A few made it out the door, she saw them run.
She tried to mumble but everything was frozen. 


Draco
sighed and looked up. "Bloody Baron!" he called. "We've got a
problem!" The house's ghost came into the common room, giving him a long
look. "I made my decision. They're not going to harm the children. Some
ran before I could get them." 


"You
chose to protect?" 


"I
chose to protect the other Slytherins from them and their plans to torture,
maim, and rape," Draco said coldly. "Someone had to. They are
Slytherins." 


"True.
Surprising but true. Very well, I will report this to Professor Snape and the
Headmaster." 


"Get
the older me as well," Draco ordered. "He was me once. He'll
help." The Bloody Baron gave him a look. "I can if you won't." 


"Don't
worry about it, boy. I have it," he noted, going to do that. That one was
on his way anyway. He floated into Draco's room, making him look up from his
reading. "The Slytherins tried to attack their own house." 


"Fucking
hell," Draco muttered as he got up. He grabbed his wand and spare, heading
out to wake up Ron and Simone. The other older kids all came when he knocked on
his door. "You knew?" 


"I
did," Simone noted. "I saw it earlier. Lucien's missing as well,
father." 


"That's
fine, I know he'll hide. You three head to Gryffindor, get the bloody trio up
and moving. Ignatius, guard from the outside. Melvin, stay and guard the
children. I expect you to paste them if necessary. Ron!" Ron came out of
his room, pulling on a shirt. "We're needed." 


"I
heard. Shoes?" he suggested, heading out of the room. He went to
Hufflepuff first, just in case. He stunned a few of the students working on
breaking the painting, then tied them up prettily. He nodded at the painting.
"Go get help, leave them locked inside." She nodded, going off to get
some help. 


Draco
ran out, heading for Ravenclaw first. No one was there so he headed down to
Slytherin, finding the younger him merrily tying the frozen people up.
"Good job," he said, finishing it quickly. "Lucien?" 


"My
wardrobe. Battle?" 


"Hell
yes. Coming?" 


Draco
looked up the stairs, then at him. "I don't know," he admitted. 


"You
can kill him if you want," he said, moving closer. "You will be free.
Your mother is scary but she'll be better without him or she can be committed.
I often thought the same thing about my own." 


The
younger him nodded and went to put on some shoes, following the trail the older
one took. He joined them in the entryway. "Are we making a stand?" 


"Just
gathering a force for an impressive entrance," Draco noted. Simone came
with the kids from Gryffindor. "Simone, I don't want you to fight." 


"Father,
fuck yourself," she said firmly. "This won't be my first battle.
Denver's guarding the house, Iggy's coming to be the rear guard and on-site
medical helper. We're going?" 


"We're
going," Ron agreed. "Kids, I want you in the *background*. I know we
can't stop you, but I don't want to go to your funerals either." He opened
the door and they went out, taking the shortcut to town. They got there in time
to see the Death Eaters appear and start casting spells on the unlit houses.
"Take 'em," Ron ordered. 


"Aim
for harm, not for death," Draco added. "Death means they don't suffer
for what they've done." The kids let out a battle yell and started to
fire, startling them. Draco and Ron dropped the 'ignore' charm they had cast as
soon as they entered the town, firing their own first volleys. 


The
battle moved back and forth, mostly with injuries on the Death Eater's side
since the townspeople had come out to help. They were an overwhelming force,
but they weren't using their advantages. No one was casting the Cruciatus or the
Avada Kedavra. The Death Eaters were used to much more pain than the average
person. Ron stepped up his assault and Draco followed, pulling out the more
painful spells without using any of the unforgivables. No one could say
anything. Draco glanced at the kids. Simone and Iggy were working together,
taking one side. They were mirroring Ron and himself beautifully. Simone seemed
to glow in the night. The younger Draco was firing like the little bastard he
was at anyone who might be his father, hurting them as much as he dared until
he found out which one was Lucius. Then that one was his and he'd be dead. They
paused as more Death Eaters appeared, this time with Voldemort, but it was
still a battle. A few of the townspeople ran but most of them stayed. The kids
took up a better defensive position and went back to it. Simone and Iggy were
guarding them and deflecting most of the curses thrown at the kids. 


Draco
concentrated on the Death Eaters there. He nudged the younger him. "That
one," he said, nodding at one. "That one's your mother. Lucius is
behind Voldemort and off to his right." The younger him gave him a look.
"Do you want me to?" 


"No,
it's my fun," he sneered, hitting both of them with the killing curse. His
first and last. He watched them fall, then went to get violently ill once the
reality of it hit him. He had killed his first people, his parents. 


The
older Draco groaned and nodded at Iggy to send the boy back to the school but
Iggy shook his head and went back to hitting the idiots where they needed it
most. Ron gave him a nudge and he helped break up a rush at their lines. Then
the sound of anger reached their ears. 


"Oh,
shit," Ron and Draco hissed, shaking their heads. "Potter." 


Everyone
stopped to look at the newcomers. The man in the lead was glaring at everyone.
"Ignatius, you're fighting?" he asked. 


"Yes,
dad. It was kinda necessary. I'll fall back now if you want." 


"You'd
better, before I kick your ass. Take the injured ones back to the school.
Simone, guard him and remove the kids." They got everyone out of harm's
way. "Take them," he said, nodding at the other side. The gryphons,
the phoenixes, and the new wizards pounced on the battle, going around the
helpful people until the other side was met. Ron and Draco naturally fell into line
behind the older Harry. It was their accustomed spot in this battle. The
younger Harry held back for a bit but then joined in as well, right beside his
older self. 

Then Draco cast a shield spell around the boy, and had to watch as something
interesting happened. The two Harrys merged. His eyes went wide and he looked
back at his Snape. "What the fuck?" 


"It
was going to happen anyway," he noted, moving closer. "Attack!"
The remaining fighters attacked, going harder at his encouragement. 


Draco
found himself drawn to his younger self. They joined for a second, then pulled
apart and looked at each other. "I'm sorry he did that to you. Mine
didn't," the older one noted. "He deserved a worse death." 


The
younger one stiffened up. "And now I know how you got to be like you are.
I like it," he noted coolly, going to finish off more people. This new
knowledge was very helpful. The two Harrys had split again and were fighting
heavily. He joined with the younger one, firing at the Dark Lord. "Ennervate!"
he shouted, making him flail as the shock went through him. "Get him while
he's weak," he ordered. 


Harry
hit him with the worst hex he knew he could pull off. It got him down but he
couldn't cast the killing curse. He ran over and kicked him a few times, then
took the knife out of his pocket and stabbed him in the chest, glaring at the
remaining grubby Death Eaters. "I win," he sneered, and the curses
around him changed, bringing the rest of them to their knees. 


The
older Ron walked over and kicked the body, watching as it groaned. "He's
not dead." 


"That's
fine. A dementor will fix that," the younger Harry noted, looking up at
him. "You're damn good from the me's memories." 


Ron
beamed at them both. "Thanks, Harry. I like being appreciated." He
patted his Harry on the arm as he walked past him. "Gotta go talk to the
younger self, make sure he's fine." He found him unconscious and bleeding
so he started the healing spells he knew. "Iggy!" Iggy came back and
grabbed him, taking him back to the school. "Okay, let's mop this shit
up!" he yelled. "Tie 'em, bind 'em, but make sure they can't move of
their own will! No one but a teacher or someone one of them *personally*
vouches for will touch them!" 


Draco
looked at him. "Paranoid about the aurors?" 


"We
don't know who is and who isn't here," Ron pointed out dryly.
"Someone find Tonks!" 


"Here!"
she yelled, waving a hand. "I agree, bind 'em hard, kids." Everyone
went to tie them up as hard and as painfully as they could while she got them
more help. Minister of Magic Fudge came with the aurors but she ignored him for
now. "Sir, we won after an external bit of help," she reported to her
boss. "Leave the gryphons alone." 


"For
now," he agreed. "Take them to the Ministry." 


"Take
them to hell instead," the younger Draco sneered. "They need to go
there." 


"They
need questioned first," Snape told him, looking down at him. The younger
Draco gave him a long look. "Yes, I'm from the world where you're
older," he said bitterly. "Malfoy!" Draco winced.
"Now!" 


"I'm
coming!" he complained, coming over to stand in front of him. "I made
Simone go back with Iggy." 


"Good.
Now that I know what's going on, we'll be discussing certain things
later." He stepped closer. "We removed it from Xander's memory before
he could kill his own son." 


Xander
tapped him on the shoulder. "No, you didn't. Memory charms don't work on
the born." He walked off, going to help gather up bodies. He found the
elder Malfoys and nodded. "Good job, Drac." 


"Thanks."
He patted his younger self on the back, giving him a small smirk. "You're
free." 


"Thankfully,"
he said quietly, going to deal with his own Snape. The students were being
gathered to be questioned first. He looked at the thin woman marshaling the
students. "I killed my parents for daring to try and kill me," he
said coolly, with a touch of sneer. "They dared to touch me and they dared
to make me kill them. They lost." He walked off, going to find Lucien for
a hug. The little boy was very comforting. He knew why the older him had
carried him now. He walked into Slytherin and found the house in an uproar.
"Shut up!" he shouted. Everyone looked at him and a few started to
cry. "Thank you! Yes, there was a battle. Go back to your rooms. You'll be
informed of the outcome tomorrow at breakfast. Needless to say, the school
won." They all looked stunned. "Now! Right the bloody hell now!"
They all ran off, and one group of girls screamed. He headed to their room,
picking up the little cuddle monster. "Lucien, it is not nice to pick on
the girls. They're too old for you and too young to do more than be frightened
by the sight of a real man." He carried him back to the common room,
sitting in his favorite chair to calm himself down. He looked down at him, then
smiled. "I'm free." 


"Good
you," he praised, hugging him as hard as he could. "We should make
the girls scream pretty again. Vinnie likes to too." 


"Yes,
well, the Weasley body would do that to anyone I suppose," he noted,
holding him more tightly so he couldn't go molest any of the girls. They really
weren't old enough to appreciate it yet. 


***



Dumbledore
smiled as he stood up at breakfast. "We have some good news, some very
good news, and some miserable news. The bad first." He nodded at the
Gryffindor table. "There was a battle last night." The students gaped
at him. "We, as well as our guests, fought hard for the safety of the town
and this school. The bad news is, someone took Voldemort's body before we could
secure it. The good news is that nearly all of his Death Eaters, present and
future, were caught or killed. The very good news is that he won't be able to
do it again anytime soon." The students broke out in cheers. "Today I
declare a holiday. Those who want to may help us send our guests home. Those
who want may just lounge about in their common rooms." The kids let out a
longer and louder cheer. He smiled at their guests. Now he knew why they were
so important. He nodded as the older man with the cane nodded and most of them
slipped away. The older Ron had to come pull one of his children away from some
Ravenclaw's chest but they all went out to the pitch eventually. 


"Vinnie,
Luna Lovegood is not the sort of woman I want you to get that friendly
with," Ron said as he walked his precious son out to the portal. He looked
at Xander and shrugged. "He was cuddling Luna's chest." 


Xander
shook his head. "It's from his mother's side," he assured him. He
made sure everyone had gone through, getting a nod from Tara and Harry on the
other side. Then he walked through and they let it close. He petted his bird,
hugged his children, and then his mate. "Home," he ordered, pointing
toward town. 


"Yes,
daddy," Iggy said, walking around him quickly. 


George
stopped Draco. "We'll be talking," he said firmly, then headed after
the kids. He needed a longer cuddle from them all. William pounced him and he
grinned, hugging him hard. "Did you find anything interesting?" 


"Yup,
sure did. The fairies spit at me," he said proudly. 


Draco
looked back at Xander. "Feeling like the white knight cavalry yet?"
he teased. 


Xander
grabbed him and pulled him in for a hug. "I'm going to kill you if you
*EVER* do something like that again," he promised. "With or without
my kids, you're gonna die if you ever go to another existence again." He
leaned on him as they walked down to the shop, following behind everyone else.
Molly had cleared out the rest of everyone to the Burrow earlier to take care
of them there. She was expecting them tonight. She knew they'd need time to
cuddle, scold, and sob over their kids. 


Draco
grabbed Simone and held her tightly. "I'm proud, daughter." 


"Thanks,
daddy," she said, smiling up at him. "Can I go to the whorehouse
tonight?" 


"Tomorrow,"
he ordered. "Tonight is for your grandparents and mother to yell at you
for being with us." She sighed and nodded. "Do you think that other
me will make it?" 


"I
do. You've given him knowledge, a bit of frustration, and the means to combine
them into a life's work. He might turn into the next evil bastard, but they can
deal with him if he does. I'm sure the Harry and Ron there will kick his ass
prettily." 


Harry
looked back at her. "I'd hope so." She blushed and he frowned.
"What? I was being good and nice," he said, looking confused. 


"Not
a problem, Uncle Harry, really," Simone said, sliding past him into the
shop. 


Harry
looked at Ron and Draco. "What's up with her?" 


Ron
shrugged. "I don't know. She and the mini-uses talked a few times. Maybe
they told her something about your past?" He grinned. "I do know all
sorts of secrets about your past, Harry." 


"Keep
them to yourself. Merlin forbid we have another unauthorized biography on the
market," Draco said dryly, heading in to hold his children. He found
Lucien and Maeve together and picked them both up to hold. It was futile to try
and separate them. They wouldn't be letting go of each other for months. 


Ron
was pounced by his wife and held as tightly as she was the kids. "Missed
you too," he promised with a mushy grin. He gave her a long kiss. "We
could have used you while we helped the younger Harry and me." 


"I'm
sure you did wonderfully, Ron." She drew him back to Fred's bedroom to
have a private moment, leaving the kids with the others who had come over to
play. 


"Hmm,
Fred'll spank him for that," George noted, leading Xander back to their
room to cuddle him. He was gray. He was obviously tired and shaking. He had
gotten up after casting the spell and forced himself to go fight with them. He
pushed his mate into the nest and laid down with him. He had forgotten all
about the fertility charm on it, but that was fine with him. His Xander needed
him. 


Draco
looked around as all the other adults were grabbed, pouting when no one came to
grab him. Someone tapped him on the shoulder and gave him a hug then moved on.
"Thanks, Wood. Love you too," he said dryly, smirking at him. 


"You
looked miserable, Malfoy. You needed it." He winked and tapped on Fred's
door. Ron's wife yelled at him. "I'm gonna tell Fred you're doing that on
his bed," he called. "He'll beat you both." 


"Sod
off," Sarajane called back. "I'm giving them another heir here."



Oliver
blushed and shook his head, going to help herd the kids to the Burrow. Their
parents obviously needed some time to cuddle without them. 


Draco
headed back into the front of the shop and a dark-haired female pounced him,
hugging him as hard as she could and stealing his breath as she kissed him.
"Myan," he whispered, clinging to her. This was the welcome home he
had expected. He took her back to his house to have a real welcoming party with
her. 


***



Percy
and Draco snuck into Xander and George's room, casting the memory charm as
quietly as they could. The family meeting had been decisive in this part. The
rest of them would look out for Iggy. Having Xander and George be the worried
parties would make everything worse and only stress the boy out further. They
had even pulled Severus away from Tara and his children to talk to him about
what they could do. He had much more information and was quite informative
about what their beloved nephew was doing every day. 


Now
all they had to do was to put all the plans into action without letting Iggy or
his fathers know they knew. 


***



The
younger Draco on the other plane walked into the library and back into the
restricted section. The librarian gave him a long look but he waved a slip for
her benefit. He found the first book he'd need and pulled it down to sit and
read in a quiet corner. He found the one the children had been using and sat
there. It was probably a sign of good luck for his future that the children
could still be born here. Now that he knew what he was capable of and how much
wider the world was than his little corner, he wanted to own more of it. He
glanced up as Potter came in but went back to his reading. He wouldn't be a
problem. He was a minor thing in comparison to the power his other self had at
his fingertips. 


He
would have that power for himself. 


Or
he'd die trying. 


The
younger Ron looked at him, looking concerned, but he looked at Harry and Harry
shook his head so he guessed it was okay. "Did you know what sort of stuff
that older me did? He's not only the Defense teacher there, but he goes out and
takes on creatures and stuff in his spare time. Plus he's training a slayer.
That one girl of his is a future one. On top of all the other stuff, he's
learning from the Draco there. He's got *masses* of power at hand and he uses
it all the time. They're awash with it. The older me even knew some neat
smaller spells like that older one did, things to create treats and all." 


Harry
looked impressed. "Wonderful. Wonder if we can do that." 


"Maybe.
We'd have to suck up to the Draco here. If he got a third of what I did from
himself, then he's got to know all about it already." They looked at him,
then Ron got up and went to bother him. "Hey, Malfoy." Draco sneered
at him absently. "Did you know that the me from there knew some of the
same things the you from there did?" 


Draco
looked up, then nodded calmly. "I did see that. I also saw how close they
were. Don't think it'll happen here." 


Ron
smirked at him. "Afraid we'll best you, Malfoy?" 


"No,"
he snorted. "But the only way I would ever dream of having you at my side
would be in a collar, a leash, and on your knees." He went back to his
book. "Leave, Weasley. Your odor is stinking up the library." 


"Funny,
Malfoy, but that book doesn't have the pure magic in it," Ron noted, going
to find it for himself. It wasn't even in the restricted section. This was a
bit of research he could like. Especially if he could become more like that
Ron. 


Draco
looked at his back, smirking. "We'll see who ends up on their knees,"
he whispered, going back to his reading. "There's no white knight cavalry
here to protect you from me this time." 


Harry
Potter looked at his best friend, then at Malfoy, looking very confused. His
other half had suspected some very wild things about them. They couldn't be
true.... Could they? 


Outside
a phoenix cooed up at the one in the window. He was beautiful and she would
have him, one way or another. She flew off into the night, going to find
something to impress the wonderful Fawkes. He would be hers! 
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Molly
looked up as the owls flew in with the morning mail, smiling at the owls. 
Her two oldest had written her finally.  She sipped her tea as she read
the first letter, smiling at the happy sounding note.  Then she moved onto
the second one, finding about the same message in that one. 
"Arthur!" she called.  He popped his head down the stairs. 
"Charlie and Bill wanted to know if we could have a family dinner to
introduce their girlfriends to the rest of the family," she said happily. 
"Finally!" 


He
chuckled.  "Tell them to come up and we'll do it Friday night. 
It's payday.   Or we could have the others make it a covered dish
thing I suppose," he admitted at her frown. 


"I
suppose we could. Call it a picnic.  It is such nice weather." 
She smiled at him.  "Finally!" 


"Finally,"
he agreed happily, grabbing his tie. "I'm off to work.  I'll tell
Percy and Arabelle." 


"Thank
you," she called as he flooed off.  She wrote out notes to the other
children, sending them off with the owls that were gathering with the week's
notes from the various families. 


***



Molly
looked at her two future daughters in laws, she was sure of it, and smiled.
"So, do you like children?" she asked them, pouring the tea for them.



"I
do," Bill's girlfriend admitted.  "I've always wanted a few of
my own." 


Charlie's
girlfriend nodded.  "I could stand one, maybe two." 


Molly
had a sudden thought, then looked at them.  "Only one, dear? 
This family is rather prolific.  Right now the average seems to be about five." 
They gaped at her and she shrugged with a smile.  "Let's see, George
and Xander have five or six, depending on how you're counting.  Ron has
five with his stepdaughter.  Ginny and Draco had four, then there's his
son and the daughter he had with Ron.  I didn't count Morgana
earlier.  Percy's got four now.  His son has one with one on the
way.  Iggy, George's oldest, has two already and another on the way I
believe.  She's having some problems so that one might not come to be. 
We don't expect as many from the Malfoy branch.  Simone is a lot like
Charlie and it'll take forever for her to find someone.  Denver may have
one sometime soon, he keeps swearing he'll have one when he's named to the
World Cup team.  Anastasia may have one sometime in the next year if her
fiancé ever comes back.  He ran away you know, perfectly scared off by
something he had done.  Ravena and Little Ron will be having some this
year as well, we're not certain how many yet but we know more than one. 
Fred has someone, though it's a bit odd, but they're not expecting any yet
because they've not settled down."  She smiled.  "We'll
soon take over the world," she said happily. 


"I
can tell," Charlie's girlfriend agreed.  "Like I said, maybe one
or two.  Definitely not five unless he wants to carry them." 


"I'm
sure if he wanted to, Draco could help him with that spell," Molly agreed.



Bill's
girlfriend giggled.  "He really did that?" 


"Twice,
dear.  They're both adorable children, even when poor little Lucien does
scowl so fiercely at people chatting with Maeve."  She patted her on
the hand.  "Don't you worry, I'm considering this a warning for the
dinner tonight." 


"Mum? 
Warning?" Charlie asked as he came in. 


"The
children and grandchildren are coming too." 


"Mum,
please don't scare her off," Charlie begged.  "Look at how long
it took me to find a woman I could stand."  She snorted and
mock-glared at him, but it dissolved into a grin.  "Really, there's
no real reason why we're so prolific.  No hexes, no curses, nothing like
that.  You do like kids, right?" 


"I've
thought about having one.  Two at the most," she offered. 


He
beamed.  "That's perfect.  I don't want seven, like mum and
dad."  His girlfriend gaped at his mother.  "Really." 


"How
on earth did you handle that many children?" she asked in awe. 


"Easy. 
After a while it becomes second nature.  It wasn't so hard until the twins
came and then it was twice the work, with two more right after them." 


"Wow,"
Bill's girlfriend agreed, shaking her head.  "I'm in awe, Mrs.
Weasley." 


"Now,
dear, call me Molly or Mother.  That's all I'll accept from
you."  Both girls smiled at her.  "Now, we should start
working on our part of the picnic.  I know Fred and Xander are stopping to
pick up things for their families after work at the Broomstick.  It's
George's day in the lab so Xander will have to entice him out by disrobing
probably.  Poor Fred, he'll have to watch them go at it in the shop
again," she sighed, getting up to wash her hands so she could work on
something.  "Bill, what are you and Charlie bringing?" 


"Mum,
I'm still Charlie," he said agreeably.  "Bill said he was
running out to a store to look for something in the deli.  I sent him with
enough money to cover ours too."  She beamed at him.  "I
wish I had known the kids were coming." 


"Well,
Denver and Emily have a game tonight, so they won't be up. Simone's playing on
his team still so we probably won't be seeing her unless they get done very
early."  She smirked a bit.  "They're against Ravena's and
Little Ron's team so I doubt we'll see either of them or their fathers anytime
tonight.  Xander may have to seduce poor George out of the lab since it's
his night so they and Fred might be late tonight, if Fred isn't watching the
game with Oliver."  She smiled a nicer smile. "I've always liked
that Oliver.  Very polite young man, especially around me."  She
smiled at the family around her.  "That leaves you four, Ginny, Ron,
Sarajane, and their children, Percy, Arabelle, and their children, Iggy and his
brood since his wife is on bedrest, Melvin, his wife, and his son, plus
probably some of the phoenix chicks will show up as well.  They like to
follow the children around," she finished with a happy smile. 
"They're mostly polite too, but do watch anything shiny, dears. 
They're little thieves on occasion."  The girls nodded, eyes very
wide. "Oh, it won't be that many." 


"Mum,
you just mentioned about fifty people," Bill pointed out as he walked
in.  "Do I need to go back?  I only got enough for about
thirty." 


"Nonsense,
that's only about thirty," she chided after mentally counting them
up.  "Twenty-seven if I'm not mistaken." 


"Plus
you and dad, plus whomever he brings home, plus whichever helper the twins
bring home," Charlie added with a small smirk.  "Plus any of the
quidditch players that might come with their team, plus we all know Ravena is
eating for about ten."  She frowned at him.  "It seems like
it!" 


"We
know she's having at least twins," she sniffed.  "It's perfectly
normal to need that much more food." 


"Mum,
we saw Rav clean out an all-you-can-eat buffet two weeks ago," Bill
pointed out gently.  "She's eating for more than herself and
twins."  He handed over the bags he'd gotten from the stores. 
"I'm going back.   Money?" 


Charlie
dug in his pocket and handed the rest he had over.  Bill looked at
something and handed it back, then smirked and headed off. 
"Thanks." 


"Wasn't
going to spend that.  You sure the lucky galleon isn't in
here?"  Charlie patted himself down so Bill let him look over what he
had been given, letting him take back three of them.  "You
done?" 


"Bill,
this should be fine." 


"Mum,
if we get too much, you won't have to cook lunch," Charlie reminded
her.  "It's a worthy goal." 


Bill
smirked at her.  "Do you remember when we hosted the last real, full
reunion and it was all held in the backyard?"  She nodded, smiling at
him.  "We can't fit all the grandchildren back there now,
mother."   He walked out shaking his head.  "We're not
having more than three, Stephi." 


"Thank
you," she called after him, looking at Charlie.  "So, what was
that he gave you back?" she teased.  He blushed and shook his head,
putting things in the icebox. 


His
girlfriend got up to pat him down.  "Hopefully it's not that baby
tooth," she teased, pulling out something.  He made a grab for it but
she saw it.  "Oh, my God," she squealed, hugging him. 
"Yes!" 


He
grinned and hugged her.  "Good to know I won't have to switch off
with Bill," he teased. 


"You
snore," the girls said in unison, making them look at each other. 


"I
heard him last night and Bill warned me," Stephi noted.  "You,
Cordy?" 


"Oh,
I know he snores.  We've shared a camp-out while on hunt before," she
said dryly.  "The boss threatened him with a clothespin to the nose
and lips."  Charlie blushed again. "You only want one,
right?" she encouraged.  He nodded.  "Good."  She
patted him on the chest. 


"Not
before the wedding, dears.  We had enough problems with Arabelle because
of hers." 


"Mother!"
Charlie said, looking mortally embarrassed. 


Cordelia
looked at her mother-in-law.  "You do know that they make spells for
that, correct?" 


She
nodded.  "I always used one.  Look at the family," she said
with a bright grin. 


Charlie
leaned closer to her ear.  "We'll get our nephew to make you
something for that.  He's got a wonderful thing for female problems that
does that too," he whispered.  She pinched him but she was smiling. 


Fred
walked in with his hands full of bags.  "Grab something," he
ordered, panting hard.  "They're damn heavy." 


"You're
not too old to soap," his mother warned. 


"Mum,
I brought the cheese you like," he said with a smile.  Everyone
grabbed a few bags, letting him slump down at the table.  He noticed the
ring immediately.  "About time," he grumped.  "I
thought we were going to have prank you two so hard that she ran crying to you
for protection."  He grinned.  "Or the other way around of
course," he said with a nod to her when she looked at him.  He looked
at Bill's girlfriend.  "Need help to capture him, dear?  I'm
sure Charlie has ropes and my beloved twin is usually most happy to share some
of his handcuffs and things."  Charlie spluttered. 


Stephi
blushed and shook her head.  "That's all right, I have him twined
about my finger."  She jumped up to help Bill when he came back,
whispering his ear. 


Bill
looked at Fred.  "Little brother, if I wanted handcuffs, I can get my
own set.  I don't need any of your twin's well used things.  Thank
you though, offer to Arabelle.  She's been pouting at Percy because of his
long hours again." 


"Oh,
that's not a problem," Fred said smugly.  "She got Xander during
a free class and make him take her to the store for something fun.  Xander
dropped off a rather large and scary bag of treats, including some
pranks," he finished cheerfully.  "Nasty thing, those." 


"If
I see any in this house, Frederick, I will not only soap your mouth but I will
tan your bottom and then let whichever couple you've embarrassed do the
same," his mother said firmly.  "There will be no naughty pranks
in this house." 


"Sure,
mum, we'll get them when they come to the shop," Fred agreed
happily.  "Xander lured George out with one.  Had to close the
shop early, but the kids didn't seem to mind.  Some of the new things can
easily be lessened to kid's things." 


She
rolled her eyes.  "Try to behave, Fred." 


"I
always *try*, mum." 


"Well,
try harder," Charlie suggested. 


"What
sort of pranks would you find in an adult store?" Bill asked, looking a
bit confused. 


"Lubricating
ones, stripping ones, groping ones, things of that nature," Fred
shared.  "Xander sent in one called the Mini-Hand, which comes with a
voice-operated controller." 


"We
don't need to know," Molly said quickly.  "Come slice some of
these melons," she ordered. 


"Hmm,
have to try that," Cordy muttered as she pulled out some of the new cheese
to try a nibble while she sliced it.  Charlie looked alarmed, but he was
smiling when she looked at him again.  "Maybe we can use them to get
the dragons used to people patting them?" 


"Maybe,"
he agreed.  He could see that usage. Better the poor dragons than him. 


Fred
leaned closer and whispered in her ear, making her blush and swat at him
gently, but she did smirk back and take the thing when Charlie and Molly's back
was turned.  Bill gave her a horrified look so she winked at him.  He
grabbed his girlfriend and wisely retreated.  "Mum, Xander wanted you
to know he's grounded the twins for trying to bathe in the cold jelly vat
again," he said once Molly was occupied with something harmless. 
"Mary and William got in on it too so they're grounded too.  They're
babysitting all the littlest of the littles and Xander said William was to
change diapers and Mary should but Ron was involved in his wife's mouth and
stomach again." 


"Again?"
Bill asked, looking horrified.  "Why?" 


"Oh,
she instigated it this time," Fred assured him with a naughty grin. 
"Pounced him and all once she had some of the Icy Hands of Death. 
Apparently Ron likes to laugh and shag at the same time." 


"Frederick!"
Molly shouted.  "I did not need to know that about your brother's
marital life!" 


"Sorry,
mum," Fred said sheepishly, smirking once her back was turned again. 


"I
see that, young man." 


"Sorry,
mum," he said, leaving the smirk off for longer this time.  "You
know, Ron's still complaining that the family team doesn't have a keeper, I'm
sure he's trying for it this time.  He was already holding a book on
famous keepers." 


"Considering
how many of the family plays on the family team, I'm surprised we don't have
one yet," Charlie groused. 


"If
he doesn't, maybe Rav will," Fred offered. "She's got to be having
about six or seven by the way she's eating and how big she's getting." 


"She's
not that big," Molly defended.  "I got nearly that big with
Ginny." 


"Mum,
I've seen the pictures and I remember you quite well," Charlie told her,
patting her on the back.  "Rav's twice your size easily and she's
only six months along.  The girl's having the better part of her own
team." 


"Well,
they do have seekers, beaters, and chasers on that side of the family,"
Bill pointed out.  "Maybe she'll branch out to give Ron the keeper he
wants to train." 


"Since
most of his kids are going to be working for us anyway, he's a bit depressed
with not having anyone to follow in his footsteps," Fred shared with a
small smirk. 


"Hmm,
all you'd need is to have a Harry grandkid at the same time," Charlie
muttered, shaking his head. 


"Well,
with Ravena having Little Ron's kids," Fred pointed out, then had to stop
when his mother swatted him.  "I'm sure they won't get into nearly as
much trouble as Ron did, mum," he defended, getting away from her pinching
fingers.  "After all, we have that map so Agatha couldn't get
it." 


Charlie
snickered.  "Too bad it didn't keep the others out of trouble,
huh?" he teased.  "Animagus all around and against all known
laws of magic." 


"Hey,
we've always said Iggy, Simone, and Melvin working together with Denver
watching and guarding them could take over the world," Fred reminded him
with a grin.  "And look what happened?  Iggy made the potion,
Simone did the research, and Denver talked everyone else into it." 


Molly
shook her head.  "Iggy did most of the research even before Simone
approached him and made the formula under Salazar's careful watch.  She
decided she wanted to do it as well and Denver decided it wasn't such a bad
thing.  Melvin decided it'd be a good way to get around the no
fraternization rules." 


"Oh,
is that why he's a bunny?" Bill asked innocently.  His mother shot a
glare at him.  "He is, but then again so is his wife." 


"She's
an adorable bunny," Fred pointed out.  "Quite charming, especially
when she went into heat the other day while she was stuck as her bunny
form.  Melvin teased her to no end once they had been separated and gotten
changed back." 


"They
did what!" Molly shouted. 


"It
was a curse he was working on, mum," Bill offered gently. 
"Nothing harmful, just something that stuck them like that." 


"Fine. 
It had better not happen again," she said firmly. 


"No,
mum, I doubt it will.  She said she was a bit sore and made him sleep on
the couch that night," Fred agreed.  She pinched him again and he
rubbed his chest. "Ow!  Meanie." 


"Keep
it up, you can help William and Mary with the children," she reminded him.



"I
do it now," he reminded her dryly.  "For not having kids of my
own I definitely change more diapers than I should." 


Ron
bounced in the back door.  "Hi, everyone.  Great news, mum,
we're going to have a keeper finally!"  He hugged her. 
"The kids are coming with Iggy since they're all at his house for
checkups."  He grinned at his brothers, looking at the new ring being
shown.  "Wow.  Very pretty and tasteful.  Help me find
something, Charlie?  Sarajane needs a new piece of jewelry for this
one." 


"Ron,
this makes six kids," Bill pointed out.  "Aren't you ever going
to let it rest?" 


"She
jumped me," he defended.  "That's what happened the last two
times." 


"Not
that you were unwilling or anything," Fred quipped.   He quickly
moved away from his mother's pinching fingers. 


"I'm
happy for you, Ron," Molly assured him, giving him a hug.  "Are
the children all right?" 


"Yeah,
it's time for shots and stuff.  They always feel better if the others are
tortured at the same time.  It makes them want to act tougher than they
are," he admitted with a grin.  He hugged them all again. 
"I'm so happy!" 


"I
can tell, you're bouncing," Bill offered. 


"Did
we test something on you again?" Fred asked him.  "If not, I
have some immobility candy around here somewhere," he offered, patting
down his pockets.  He pulled out a piece of candy that looked like a set
of handcuffs.  "Here, wanna test it? It's our version of the popular
toy." 


Ron
looked at it, then shrugged and took it, finding himself spread out against the
wall with his hands over his head and his legs spread.  "I don't
think you made it different enough," Ron told him. 


"Hmm,
apparently not.  I'll have to tell George that," he agreed, nodding,
going back to his melon cutting. 


"Get
him off my wall, I do not need to see your brother in such lewd
positions," Molly said firmly. 


Ron's
wife, Sarajane, walked in without the kids and smirked at her husband. 
"Were you naughty, Ronny?" she teased, leaning against him to kiss
him. 


"Oh,
very bad," he moaned, moving his head to capture her lips again. 
"Very, very bad." 


"Hmm,
that's my boy."  She kissed him again, her hands running underneath
his shirt. 


"I
think it's about time for the rest of us to set up tables," Charlie said
quickly, helping his girl up and outside, with Bill and Molly right behind him.



Bill's
girlfriend stopped long enough to hand over the ribbon she had been shredding
earlier with a smirk and Fred handed her a phoenix feather from his
pocket.  Then they left them alone.  Fred wisely stopped Xander from
walking in when he arrived with the his and George's kids.  "No,
Sarajane is pregnant and Ron's hitched to the wall." 


"Hey,
I thought only we practiced bondage," Xander called.  "We should
share tips and tricks." 


Ron's
wife leaned out the door.  "No thanks, I've already dug through that
trunk, Xan.  It didn't have anything that I needed."  She winked
and went back to her husband. 


"No,
gryphon borns aren't horny creatures in the least," Charlie muttered,
shaking his head.  His girlfriend pinched him and he grinned at her,
blushing a bit. "You'll have to excuse Ron and Xander.  They're
unique." 


"But
quite fun," she said with a grin.  "So, you're Xander?" she
asked, shaking his hand.  "I'm Cordy, Charlie's fiancé.  That's
Stephi, Bill's girl." 


Xander
beamed and waved with his free hand.  "Hi, don't worry, Molly tried
so hard to civilize the rest of us.  She only succeeded with
Ginny."  Both girls laughed so he wrapped an arm around Cordy's
shoulders.  "So, give.  Do you like pranks?  Could we
interest you in the family business?  Or that of the minor family business
of scholarly pursuit of gryphonic knowledge?" 


She
beamed at him.  "I've already had a lot of talks with Charlie about
the second one.  The first I'm afraid I'm not that good at.  I like a
good laugh now and then, but I'm not good at telling jokes or playing
pranks." 


He
patted himself down, handing her a small blue candy.  "Here, try
this.  The kids *love* these and for those who like to laugh it's a great
thing."  She opened it and took a bite, bursting out laughing. 


"Xander!"
Charlie said, taking his girlfriend back to try and calm her down. 
"How much did you eat?  That'll last for a good five minutes." 


"It's...fun,"
she managed, running inside before she had an accident, laughing the whole way.



"You
know, I've been thinking," Xander said, looking at Fred.  "Could
we turn that into a gel?  Like the cold jelly before we harden it? 
That was one odd night, but it was kinda fun when we mixed that up with our
lube." 


Fred
gave him a thoughtful look.  "We might," he admitted. 
"We'd have to make it weaker, but quite possibly.  I'll work on it
tonight, Xander.  It'll have to go into our limited edition catalog of
course, but I'm sure we can get some people to test it for us." 


"Enough!"
Molly warned.  "There will be no talk of sex around me." 


"Oh,
Ron!" Sarajane called loudly, and something thumped against the kitchen
wall.  "Yes, Ron, more!  Much more!"  She let out a
scream and then there was silence. 


"I
nominate Xander to see if they're okay," Bill said when the quiet kept
going. 


"Fine,
send me into the trenches of het sex, it's not like I practice it," Xander
sighed, heading that way, his cane thumping loudly in the quiet. 
"Yo, you two still alive?" 


"Barely,"
Ron croaked.  "Tell mum there's not a mess, 'kay?"  He
yawned and fell to the floor as the sticking charm ended, curling up with his
wife right there to nap. 


"Awww." 
Xander looked behind him.  "We need a blanket.  They're cuddling
and napping.  He said there's no mess, Mum." 


"Good." 
She sent a blanket down to cover them, and added a few pillows too, just in
case.  She rolled her eyes.  "You children will be the death of
me yet.  You and your sex and your pranks, and your desire to combine
them!"  She went into the kitchen to get back to work. 
"Bill, Charlie, come help," she ordered. 


"Do
we have to, mum?  Ron's a grump when you wake him up," Charlie defended
when she glared out the half-door at him. 


"Now."



"Coming,
mum," Bill agreed, standing up and heading inside, towing Charlie with
him.  They delicately stepped around the couple on the floor.  Ron
was a grouch, but Sarajane got mean and early-Malfoy like if you woke her after
sex.  She had even made Draco cry once, though he claimed it was with
pride for his attitude being carried on. 


Xander
moved the tables around, separating out one for the kids.  "That way
we don't have to get in the middle of the food fight," he shared. 
Fred shuddered and added more chairs, expanding the tables some.  Xander
looked at the gossiping women.  "Don't worry, that's a special
occasion thing. I didn't even get to do that when I had the twins." 
He pulled another table out of the shed and set it up, letting Fred do the
delicate stuff.  Then he pulled out the smallest table, the one that went
up by the grandmother's seat, so the babies could eat at it.  "Think
that's enough?" 


"I
hope so, that's ten more seats then we'll supposedly need," Fred
offered.  "Would any of you like to take part in the pool we have
going at the shop about how many children Ravena is actually carrying? 
We've heard as high as eight so far.  Her husband got quite upset, saying
he wasn't a dog to have litters.  Though he did mention she was a bit of a
bitch that day." 


"Yeah,
and she's only carrying one," Xander snorted sarcastically.  "I
still say triplets.  Buffy was about that big." 


"True,"
Fred agreed.  "That seems about right to me too." 


"The
astonishing thing is that the girl played a fun league match that way last
month and won," Xander added.  "Ollie was not happy with
her." 


"Neither
was her mate," Fred said, giving him a nudge when Iggy and the kids showed
up.  "How are they all?" 


"Healthy
little heathens.  Go wake up your father and mother, children." 
They ran for the house, then quickly ran outside to play when they saw the
parents cuddling.  Even they knew better than that.  Iggy brushed
back some of his silver hair.  "I'm running out for food now. 
What did we still need?" 


"Mum,
Iggy wants a request list," Fred called. 


"Just
anything, dear," she called back. 


"Hey,
Grandmother, are you aware that we've now passed up sixty years with at least
one of us in each year at Hogwarts?" Iggy called with a smirk for his
father.  "Sixty-two as of this latest one.  Now all we need is
one in another six years."  He disappeared, going to the store. 
If she wouldn't tell him, he'd just have to buy groceries and let her do
whatever she wanted with them.  He did make sure to get a cold ham though,
he liked them and Sarajane would probably need one or two.  Not to mention
Ravena. 


***



After
the dinner, Cordelia looked at Charlie, leaning closer to him as they watched
the stars come out.  "I love your family, but they are the best birth
control in the world," she whispered.  He nodded, grinning down at
her.  "One, maybe two.  No more, Charlie." 


"That's
all I ever really wanted," he admitted.  "Dad said he only
wanted one, it was Mum who kept it up."  He kissed her gently. 
"Oy, Bill, why don't you go to bed?" 


"Because
I'm not tired?" Bill suggested, smirking down at his lady.  "So,
how did you like all the kids?" 


"Your
family is insane," she pointed out.  He grinned and nodded. 
"Then again, it was nice how they all decided they could help each
other.  With the bigger kids helping, we even managed to get the younger
set cleaned off well enough.  I can see that happening." 


"So,
you want more than one?" he asked, kissing her. 


"I
could be persuaded to have three," she admitted. "Not seven." 


"Never
dreamed of it," he agreed, pulling her into his lap.  He felt the
small tube get pressed into his hand.  "What's this?" 


"Fred's
first attempt at making the tickling thing into a lube," she said with a
grin.  "He gave one to Cordy too."  She kissed him gently,
helping him spread a very thin coat on himself.  "I don't mind being
tickled." 


"Hmm." 
He didn't care, he was having her right then and none of the kids were around. 


Little
did he realize that Xander's twins and their older sister Maeve were watching
and taking notes on the effectiveness of the new product.  The fathers
weren't going to get that personal but the kids were bored. 
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Notes:
the cockney, as translated by the Dialectizer (http://rinkworks.com/dialect/)
on pages 106- 108, 299-300, and 580 (around there) is intentional.  Yes,
the program said it's spelled that way.  Also, as usual, I'm sorry at how
badly I suck at writing house elves.  It's better this time, but nowhere
near perfect.


 



Xander
woke up warm and comfy, but he knew he wasn't in his bed instantly.  His
bed didn't have satin sheets on it, nor did his nest, and this one also had
drapes around it.  He took an inventory of his body before opening his
eyes, just in case it was someone hostile. 


"You
should listen when you're told things," Draco said from across the room,
casually turning the page of his book.  "Otherwise, they tell me and
force me to do mean and horrible things to you." 


Xander
opened his eyes, frowning at the smugness he could see.  "What are
you doing?" 


"Reading. 
It's a pastime I enjoy in case you hadn't noticed."  He closed his
book, marking his spot with his thumb.  "How are you feeling?" 


"Was
I hit in the head again?" 


"No,"
Draco said with a smirk. "You forgot to listen."  He
shifted.  "Since certain people were so very sure you weren't going
to follow orders, they asked me to help you accept them from now
on."  He started to grin.  "As you see, you're in my house,
in one of my rooms, and you're staying in that bed unless I give you
permission."  Xander tried to get up but there was a forcefield
around the bed.  "What did I say?" he asked patiently. 


"Why
are you doing this?" 


"Because,
unlike you, I follow orders from higher up the food chain of power." 
He stood up.  "Now, if you're going to be good, I'll allow you to get
up and go to the bathroom."  Xander grimaced, but he nodded. 
"Thank you.  You may get up."  Xander slid off the bed and
stood up, looking around.  "I know you don't need it." 


"If
you don't use the muscles, they will atrophy," Xander said grimly. 
Draco calmly walked over to the closet and took out a cane, not his. 
"Where's mine?" 


"In
my safe.  I'm not about to be hit by you with your accessory
wand."  He went back to his seat.  "The only place you can
roam is to the bathroom.  I'd go there now if you have to."  He
opened his book and went back to the theory it held.  With any luck, he'd
be the one asked to teach theory when it started as an elective this fall. 


Xander
muttered the whole way to the bathroom.  Once he was in there, he thought
at his husband or son, but apparently the house really was shielded against his
kind.  He would get Draco for this, just as soon as he got free. 
Then he'd learn that shielding spell as well.  It'd come in handy when
George was sick.  He got a drink and used the facilities, then walked back
out into the bedroom.  "Why did you take me?  You could have
asked." 


"You
wouldn't have listened," Draco said, pointing at the bed.  "The
corridor only leads from the bathroom to it.  You can't get free of
it."  Xander sighed and went to sit on the bed, staring at him. 
"Thank you." 


Xander
knew what this was about, and he had been being good.  "I was cutting
back." 


"You
were also going through your normal katas yesterday morning." 


"It's
a new day?" 


Draco
nodded, not looking up.  "You slept through.  Apparently you
needed it."  He glanced up.  "I didn't even encourage it
after knocking you out at the station."  Xander groaned. 
"If you're hurting, there's a glass of juice beside the bed and some of
your medication." 


"It
wasn't that.  Do you know what George is thinking by now?" 


"That
someone's watching out for you," Draco said as he stood up, looking down
at his mentor.  "Now then, you should have listened.  Until you
allow yourself to be spoiled for a whole day you're staying here.  I was
commanded to do so by the head of my house." 


"Severus?"



"Salazar. 
He visited me after he got done with you."  He smiled. 
"I'm not doing this to be mean, I'm doing this so your family will
continue to have you around.  The only way you're allowed to fight is if
the family is attacked by bigots while you're out with them, or if you
personally are attacked.  That is what an elder of the flock does. 
Do learn your new position so I don't have to spend all day up here with you
reading."  He grunted and rubbed his stomach.  "Sorry, he's
being a bit upset with my breakfast." 


Xander
frowned at him.  "Why?" 


"Because
I had sausage and he hated the spices."  He smiled.  "As
you can see," he said, waving a hand at the bed.  "You're
trapped back in there again.  Food will come at regular intervals, and
even be things that you like.  I've set up the bed to float you every once
in a while so your back doesn't hurt you too much.  I've also gotten you
clothes to wear while you're incarcerated here."  He pointed at the
wardrobe he had been sitting in front of.  "If you'd like to talk to
me, I'll be in my room and then down in the study.  Yell for me and I'll
hear, or one of the house elves will hear and get me.  Finish your
nap." 


"You're
enjoying this," Xander accused.  "You're getting a kick out of
this." 


"Yes,
I am," he agreed, walking out.  "It's amazing what sort of
practical things my father had taught me.  I never considered using it in
this way, but it seems to be quite fun so far." 


Xander
mimicked him under his breath and decided to get comfortable.  He was
going to be here for a long time because he wasn't going to give in.  If
there was one thing he knew, it was stubborn.  He crossed his arms and
thought, trying to plan an escape.  The shields shouldn't be that hard to
weaken. 


***



George
tapped on McGonagall's door, smiling when she opened it.  "Is Albus
here?"  She let him in.  "I'm sorry to disturb your
meeting, but have either of you seen Xander?  He never came home last
night and he's not at the Burrow either." 


Dumbledore
pulled a sealed letter from his pocket.  "This was given to me for
you," he said with quiet amusement.  This was rather funny, and he
knew about all of it.  He smiled at McGonagall.  "Do tell her
about little Maeve, she doesn't believe me." 


"I
can bring her by for a visit if you'd like," George offered, breaking the
wax seal. 


She
chuckled lightly.  "I would like to see the little darling Tara
carried for you.  Is she sweet?" 


"Only
to Lucien, Draco's son." 


She
laughed harder.  "I'm sure they'll be great friends then." 


"The
Big Guy said so?" George read.  "Ron?  My brother wrote
this?"  He looked at the rest of it, but there wasn't anything
further.  "What is he playing at now?" 


"I
do believe steps were taken to make sure that your husband understood his new
position in the hierarchy," Dumbledore told him.  George groaned and
shook his head.  "Give them a few days, George. Perhaps Xander will
learn something useful." 


"He'll
get so frustrated he'll blow up the house," George told him. 
"Do you remember the last time Xander was forced to be inactive with
nothing to do?"  Both older people laughed.  "Now think
about Draco's house." 


"I'm
sure it's built to withstand such things," McGonagall told him. 
"After all, he's one as well as are his children." 


"Point,
but he's mine.  I should be the one tying him to the bed and treating him
roughly, not our acknowledged son."  He grimaced.  "I don't
even want to see that picture." 


"I'm
sure I didn't either," McGonagall told him.  "When can you bring
the tots for a visit?  My next student won't be here for a few more
weeks.' 


"And
I am heading to Bermuda tomorrow," Albus said with a smile and a salute of
his teacup.  "Severus left yesterday with Tara.  Zachariah is
being watched by your mother I believe." 


"I
know, I ran into him this morning.  He was chasing William
around."  He ran a hand through his hair, it was getting long
again.  "I can bring them up tomorrow afternoon if you'd like. All
four of the little ones and let the bigger ones come another day that way
you're not overloaded with children." 


"That
would be delightful.  I'll pick up some cookies and we'll have
tea."  She smiled at him. "Just those four?" 


"Ron's
rented a house in town for the summer.  He's down behind Gladrags if you
wanted to pop around.  I'm sure he's about ready for an adult voice."



She
laughed.  "I'll pop around on him later this week, invite him and the
triplets up for some fun.  I do have a nice garden for them to play in and
I could easily be convinced to give him the afternoon off sometimes." 


"I'm
sure he'd appreciate that."  George smiled at her.  "I'm so
glad that you're better.  We've missed you around the school.  Iggy
might not have dared to get married in Potions if you been there." 


She
spluttered.  "He did what?" 


Albus
patted her on the hand.  "I was about to tell her of that
incident.  Why don't you join us and you can tell her all about your son's
recent activities?" 


"If
it's not a bother," George agreed. 


"No,
sit."  She summoned another cup over and poured him some tea. 
"He's married?  I thought he was only fourteen." 


"He
is.  So's she, now." 


***



Xander
looked up from his sulk as the house elf brought him a tray.  "I'm
not hungry." 


"Master
be very angry," house elf warned, giving it to him anyway.  He hadn't
seen a captive in the house since his master was very young, but he was
treating this one much better than Master's father had.  He smiled. 
"You eat.  Good for you.  You like?  Sunny make
special." 


Xander
looked down at the tray and saw real french fries, not the London version, the
American homemade version.  Complete with a dish of ketchup, a dish of
vinegar, and a dish of ranch dressing.  On the side was a hamburger, a
small one. "I do like, thank you," he said, giving it a smile. 
"What's your name?" 


"His
name is trouble if he's begging you for something," Draco said from the
doorway. 


"He
wasn't," Xander told him.  "He asked me if I liked my
fries."  He smiled at the elf, who smiled back before slithering
away. "You had them make me fries?" 


"I
figured you were missing them since that's about all you ate when we went back
for the reunion."  He came in and pulled the chair closer, sitting
down again.  "Did you have a good sulk?"  Xander glared at
him.  "You may get up if you wish."  Xander got up and went
to the bathroom to wash his hands and use it again.  When he came back,
Draco was lying on the bed on his back.  "Would you please make the
creature calm down?" 


Xander
sat next to him, making sure the tray was out of the way. 
"Cramps?" he asked, stroking the growing stomach gently.  He had
needed this last time as well.  "That anti-stretch mark creme must be
wonderful.  You don't have a single one." 


"I
have two on my left thigh," Draco admitted.  He groaned in pleasure
as the knots were released.  "Thank you."  He slid off the
bed and went back to his chair, getting comfortable.  "Eat. 
I've had dinner already so you won't insult me."  Xander dipped a fry
into the ranch dressing and ate it, moaning at the still-warm goodness. 
"Did they get it right?  I had someone buy an American
cookbook." 


"Just
right," Xander agreed, eating another one, this time with ketchup. 
"Thank you." 


"You're
welcome."  Draco smiled at him when the other man looked his
way.  "Really.  I'm doing this for your own good.  Besides,
George will like this spoiled you when he shows up." 


"Does
he know where I am?" 


"Ron
left him a cryptic note.  I'm sure he'll figure it out soon
enough."  He stood up.  "Do you need anything else?" 


"Some
soda?  I have a withdrawal headache." 


"In
the bedstand beside you is a cooler full of sodas, Xander.  Drink all you
want.  I'll be back in a few hours to release you again.  Yell if you
need me." 


"Come
back if you have more cramps. That one was worse." 


"I
know."  He walked out, leaving him to eat in peace. 


Xander
looked at the doorway thoughtfully, nibbling on another fry.  What was his
'son' playing at? 


***



Tara
looked out her hotel room window, smiling at the romantic couple sitting in the
boat on the canal below them.  She sighed in contentment.  No
students.  No kids.  No cranky husband, he was doing something in the
bathroom, probably trying to look even more scary for the conference. 
There was a formal banquet tonight and she was dutifully dressed in as deep of
a blue as he could find for her.  She looked okay she guessed, but it
really wasn't her style.  Then again, she'd get Severus back next summer
because he had agreed to go on retreat with her.  Little did he know it
was a nudist retreat for wiccans, but hey, what he didn't know he couldn't
complain about until he saw for himself.  She did grin at that, it was a
very wicked thought she was having. 


He
walked out of the bathroom and looked her over, nodding at her
presentation.  Very suitable for the event.  She turned to look at
him and smiled and he shook his head.  "Don't even think about
misbehaving tonight, young lady."  She cackled evilly, making chills
go up his spine.  "I mean it. If you do, I'll have to correct you in
public.  They'll expect it." 


She
walked over and straightened his collar for him.  "Are you going to
spank me, Severus," she teased.  He groaned.  "I promise
not to embarrass you if I can help it."  She gave him a little peck
on the cheek so she didn't mess up her lipstick.  "Are we
ready?" 


"Take
this," he said, handing her a little vial.  She looked at it, then at
him. "It's a general antidote.  Someone always tries something to
improve their reputation."  She obediently drank it and he
smiled.  "Thank you.  Come, and don't touch anything or
anyone.  You never know what's been coated." 


"Are
all of you this paranoid?"  She slipped her arm through his, his
preferred method of walking instead of holding hands. 


"Six
conferences ago, my second, we had sixteen people die because someone was
showing off."  She stopped and looked at him. "Hence the
antidote.  It won't happen again, but someone always tries." 


She
walked up to his side and took his arm again.  "If I get poisoned, I'm
siccing Iggy on you." 


"I'm
sure he'll yell for quite a long time," he agreed.  That boy thought
Tara was his to protect, and he acted like it all the time.  He would have
to correct him some day.  Not until after this was over with though, just
in case they needed a healing potion done by him. 


"Can
we brag on the Iggy monster?" 


"Indeed,
though we may have to explain a number of times why I'm apprenticing him at
this point." 


"Because
you're the only potion's person at the school?" she suggested.  He smiled
down at her.  "Besides, as he pointed out to his interviewers, it's
the mirror of your own specialty.  He uses his to change bodily processes
for the good, and you don't." 


He
nodded.  "That is the best way of looking at it.  Did he share
his interview with you?" 


"Just
that part.  They asked why he was learning from you as well." 
She pushed the button for the elevator but he steered her toward the
stairs.  "We have to walk down three flights?" 


"The
entrance is almost as important as your appearance," he told her. 
"Only young masters would dare to take the elevator."  Besides,
he didn't like the things anyway.  Too confining with horrid music. 
She smiled up at him, it was like she was reading his mind - which she could do
if she wanted to.  "Do stop that," he admonished gently. 


"I
will if you take a ride on a gondola with me." 


"Do
you know what's in the canals?" 


"Yup,
back to the very earliest history when they used to dump bodies into it. 
I still want to go, no matter how bad it smells.  It can't smell worse
than that potion you had Iggy make up for the hippogryphs needing an
enema." 


He
smirked.  "It was a nasty smelling one," he agreed.  He
gave her hand a pat and walked her down the final staircase, setting his face
back into its neutral look.  A few people looked up and marked their
entrance, but most everyone was involved in a discussion.  He walked Tara
up to a very old man, his own teacher.  "Tara, this was my training
master." 


She
nodded at him.  "It's nice to meet you.  You did a wonderful
job." 


He
smiled at her.  "She's very pretty, Severus.  Also very pure.
Going for the light now?" 


Severus
shrugged.  "She suits me.  She keeps me from killing my
students."  His master laughed.  "I do have news, but he
probably won't be here for a few days." 


"Oh,
really?"  The master stroked his mustache.  "I had heard
you had an apprentice or two." 


"Two
now, a bonded couple.  A pair of prodigies."  His master looked
impressed.  "Both the gryphon-born healers in fact." 


The
Master looked really impressed.  "Quite a task from what I've been
told about that boy.  Wasn't his mate older?" 


"Originally,
but the Amsterdam people did their usual stupidity and drove her away. She
willingly joined him in youth." 


"They
married in the potion's dungeon," Tara put in.  "During a
class." 


The
old master chuckled.  "I'm sure it was a sight to behold.  Did
she capture him and mark him?" 


"The
other way around.  He brought the ring up and marked her," Tara told
him, smiling proudly.  "Iggy is such a little beast some days." 


Even
Severus laughed at that, it was so true.  "He'll hopefully be joining
us later this week.  He had some things to do for the school during the
holidays." 


"I'd
be happy to meet him, see if you've passed on everything I taught
you."  Severus blushed.  "Ah, I see not." 


"He's
got a Malfoy as an uncle, he didn't need those lessons." 


The
Master nodded, looking like he understood.  "I've met young Mr.
Malfoy as well.  He was looking for pure silver for a ring he was making
with a piece of the old philosopher's stone." 


"It's
Iggy's wife's ring," Tara told him. 


"Ah. 
Most fitting if he dabbles?"  Severus nodded.  "Then he'll
be an excellent addition to the community, even though he is a healer." 


"He
sees it as the mirror reflection of our own art," Severus told him. 
He nodded at someone walking up to them.  "Alica.  How are
you?" 


"Doing
well enough.  My brood has increased by another child."  She
looked at Tara, then back at him.  "Your own?" 


"I
have one son, she has a son by a prior marriage and graciously agreed to carry
one for another couple." 


"Oh." 
The female master smiled at Tara.  "Any more coming?" 


"Not
for a while," Tara said with a smile.  "I'd like to leave
diapers out of my day for a while before we have any more." 


"You
have a child?" the older master asked. 


Severus
nodded.  "A son.  He's taken up with Xander Harris-Weasley's
younger son." 


"Oh,
my." 


Tara
giggled.  "It's so cute, but he gets so upset.  Little William
is just like his father and so is our Zachariah." 


"I'm
sure that will be an interesting friendship," Alica said with fond
tolerance.  "Do you have yours brewing yet?" 


"He
likes to come in and help," Severus told her.  "He enjoys the
stirring." 


"Wonderful
news, old friend," she said happily.  "Hopefully he'll be your next
apprentice." 


"We've
got three more years of Iggy and Raena," Tara told her.  "Maybe
he'll be theirs for a year." 


"Perhaps,"
Snape agreed.  Though the thought made him shudder.  Ignatius could
be very forceful when watching over the younger students, he had even yelled at
a few of the second years who never got anything right.  "We're
taking a year off once they're done with their schooling to recuperate." 


"I'd
say you needed it with two prodigies who're married," Alica agreed with a
grimace.  "How you manage to keep them on track I don't know." 


"They're
both masters in their own right," Snape said with a shrug.  "I
give them the same potion or complimentary ones.  That way I don't have to
hear about their relationship in the laboratory."  He nodded again
and led Tara on.  "Do be less enthusiastic." 


"This
is me, Sev, you knew that when you took up with me," she said quietly as
they approached another group of people.  "The old man looks
familiar." 


"He
should.  We saw him Christmas in Spain.  He was the one who came up
and talked to me about the jumping potion."  He nodded a greeting at
them and walked past since no one there was worth his notice.  The next
group had his Poison's teacher from Braun so they stopped to chat with her. 


***



Draco
walked back into Xander's room.  "You may get up if you want to take
a shower." 


"Why
would I want to do that now?" Xander asked, starting to pout. 


"Because
otherwise you can't get into the pool." 


"You
have a pool?"  Draco nodded.  "Since when?" 


"Since
the house was built.  I had it put in.  It's in the building out
back."  He smiled.  "Your son uses it now and then,
whenever he can get away." 


"Iggy
needs to tell me these things," Xander sighed as he got up and went to the
bathroom.  He paused on the way.  "I don't have a suit." 


"I
have one for you to use," Draco said patiently.  Did he really think
that everyone wasn't meticulously planned out?  Xander raised an
eyebrow.  "I got them for you when your pajamas were ordered. 
Now go bathe or no treats later." 


Xander
sighed but went to do as he was told.  For now.  He had missed
swimming.  He'd do it in the lake at the school, but the giant squid hated
him.  He stripped down and got into the shower, doing as he was told, but
also sending his awareness back up the water stream to a point where there
weren't any shields so he could send a thought to his husband so he wouldn't
worry. 


When
he came out, a suit was on the bed and Draco was missing.  He changed into
it and waited patiently, sitting on the edge of the bed.  He would get his
'son' for this, after he had a long swim.  But he would keep the suit,
George had never seen him spandex.  Draco walked back in and released him,
walking into the safe corridor to escort him out by taking his hand and leading
him across the barrier.  "Thank you." 


"I
know you've missed it.  I wondered why you hadn't begged
already."  He smiled at him.  "You look nice in
those.  I guess I got the right size." 


"You
did," Xander agreed, looking down at his legs.  The shorts ended just
above his knees.  He noticed he had a small bulge popping out of the
bottom and frowned.  "I'm gaining weight again," he said
miserably. 


Draco
noticed where he was looking and shook his head.  "Spandex does that
to even the most fit," he pointed out.  "Even Simone, who is as
trim as they come, has one of those underneath her tank tops."  He
walked Xander out the door and toward the building behind the house. 
"Here we are."  He pushed in the combination for the magical
lock, letting them into the building.  He nodded at the house elf holding
his son and it left.  "Lucien," he called.  His son smiled
at him.  "Do you want to play with Uncle Xander?"  The boy
squealed and stood up.  "Walk down the first two stairs only and
we'll meet you over there."  The boy carefully held onto the railing
and walked down two stairs in the shallow end, grinning up at him when he was
in the right spot. "Very good.  Wait for us."  He let
Xander go and dove in, swimming over to join his son. 


Xander
stretched first and dove in, a much cleaner dive than his son had, and swam
underwater for far longer.  He surfaced and continued toward the other
side, ending up against the wall, nearly a straight line.  The little boy
clapped.  "Thanks.  I used to be on my school's swim team."



"Were
you good?" Draco asked, taking Lucien to bounce him in the deeper
water.  His son squealed and splashed, happy to be playing.  He wiped
some of the water off his face.  "Splash him, not me." 
Lucien obediently splashed his uncle, smirking the whole time. 


"You
are such a little Malfoy," Xander said, splashing him back.  He swam
closer, playing with the baby.  He wondered how his younger two were
doing. 


"Molly
has them," Draco reminded him.  "They're being spoiled at the
moment." 


"Hopefully,"
Xander agreed. He kissed Lucien on the head.  "I'll be right back, I
want to do some laps.  You splash your daddy for me."  He dove
off, surfacing halfway across the pool and starting some gentle laps. 


Draco
shook his head.  Even when forced to be sedate Xander was active.  
He was also impressive, he had just swum the width of the pool without breaking
for air.  He looked down at his son.  "Maybe he'll teach you how
to swim."  Lucien cheered and tried to paddle to the deeper end. 
"We'll wait until he's done," Draco told him.  "Let him
have his own fun."  He attached himself to the side of the pool and
floated, his son safely on his chest and stomach floating with him.  This
is why he had put in the pool. 


***



Tara
looked at the other diners, though no one was eating.  She had earned a
hand slap when she had reached for her water glass.  Okay, so they were at
a dinner full of paranoid people.  "Can't we use a discern spell and
figure out if it's safe?" she suggested. 


He
shook his head.  "One of the rules is no obvious magic." 


"Fine,
then I'll do it my way.  I'm hungry."  She cast her own spell,
smiling down at the food.  "The chicken's got arsenic on it, and the
mashed potatoes have that funny green stuff you were trying to teach Iggy the
other day."  She picked up her fork and dug into the mixed
vegetables, and everyone around her looked at her in shock.  "The
chicken and mashed potatoes have stuff in them, but I couldn't find a thing
wrong with the veggies," she said with a bright smile. Severus groaned. 
"Oh, give it up. You're feeding me now or running out for something
later."  He looked at her.  "I mean it.  I'm not
starving myself for you.  I happen to like my body too much for
that."  She took another bite and smiled at him. 


He
shook his head and picked up his fork as well.  "Do the rolls have
anything?" 


"Weavels."



"Which
are?" the older man on Tara's other side asked. 


"A
pest that eats grains.  That would have come from the kitchen
itself."  She took another bite. 


"How
can you tell?" 


She
leaned closer.  "Because I'm good," she told him, then she
smirked.  He laughed.  "You think I'm kidding?"  She
went back to her meager dinner.  "Severus, you're buying me fast food
tonight." 


"Yes,
Tara," he sighed.  He knew when he was beaten.  This time he had
lost.  Hopefully nothing was on the silverware.  He looked around,
noticing no one looked very pleased with themselves.  It must have been
safe. He took a bite of the mix and nothing popped up to warn his highly
trained taste buds.  She had been right after all.  He took another
bite and everyone around them slowly started to eat. He smiled mentally, no one
had accused her of casting anything.  Her other form of magic was rather
handy in situations where everyone expected one to use a wand.  The waiter
brought over a dish with mushrooms and Tara shook her head.  "Not all
right?" 


"They
smell off.  It may just be the cheese, but I wouldn't eat them." 


He
smiled at her.  She was very impressive in her own right.  They would
definitely be the talk of the conference. His new poison was being introduced
tomorrow and she was the belle of the ball as it were. She smiled at him and
licked her lips.  "Eat," he said quietly.  "I'll get
you real food later." 


"I
think I've decided what I want," she told him in that special voice that
always made him react.  He sat up straighter.  "When do we go
back up?" 


"After
we eat."  She shoved an extremely large bite into her mouth. 
Yes, it was going to be an interesting conference this year, he mused. 


***



George
found his younger brother in the shop waiting on him.  "What Big
Guy?" he asked as he joined him and Fred. 


"Draco
got orders from higher up the food chain," Ron told him.  "I
just wrote the note."  He smiled.  "He's fine." 


"I'm
aware of that much, I wanted to know why he was taken." 


Ron
shrugged.  "Draco said he was going to keep him until he behaved more
appropriately.  That's all I know." 


"Which
food chain?" Fred asked.  Ron shrugged again.  "All he had
you do was write the note?" 


"Yup. 
Vinnie!" Ron yelled, stopping his son from digging into the cold
jellies.  "Get your butt out of there."  His son gave him a
cute look.  "Now or no bedtime story."  Vinnie walked back
over and gave his leg a hug.  "Thank you.  I told you to stay
out of the stuff.  Go help your sisters watch the fish." 


"They
play." 


Ron
looked back at the hallway that ran between the shop and the lab, then walked
back there when he didn't see his daughters.  He found them outside the
back door, playing some game with the rocks they had found. "Inside. You
know better."  They smiled at him.  "Now,
please."  They picked up their rocks and went to play behind the
counter, where they wouldn't get in the way. 


"You're
importing the outside?" Fred asked them, getting out of the way of their
game. 


George
looked over the counter. "What are you two doing?" 


"Playing."



Ron
watched.  "Looks like a game of baby checkers, only without the
board," he noted.  He shrugged. "I'll help pick up the rocks
before we leave."  Both twins nodded.  "You'd think you
never had children in here." 


"Ours
stayed in the back," George reminded him.  "Where the toys and
beds and stuff are." 


Fred
laughed.  "Iggy used to pretend to be the monster under the bed.
Every time we'd go back there, he'd be under it wrapped in a sheet." 


"Bill
told him that," George put in.  "Can't wait to see what he'll do
if he ever gets it up and gets married." 


"For
all we know, he may have two or three sitting somewhere in Cairo," Ron
pointed out.  "He never said anything about his private life and only
Charlie ever went to visit him." 


"I'd
like to think he'd at least have told mum," George said.  He
shrugged.  "Or brought them with him when he came back.  I can't
see any of us abandoning a child." 


"Where's
Uncle Xander?" Gwen asked. 


"I
think Uncle Draco has him, sweetness," George told her.  "Can I
help?" 


"He
was going to buy me books."  She smiled.  "He said he'd
teach me how to read this summer." 


"I
can do that," Ron told her, giving her a smile.  "Why don't we
go to mum's and see if she's got any books for you to start on?"  The
kids cheered.  Maeve, William, and Zach were there, and maybe even
Lucien.  "Pick up all the rocks and put them back where they
belong."  They went where the kids decided they belonged, into their
pockets, then their father waved for them and took them to Grandma's.  She
always was ready to play Jump with the rocks. She even helped sometimes. 


Fred
picked up a missed stone and put it on the counter so he wouldn't step on
it.  "I've decided I don't need kids, I've got yours and Ron's to
keep me amused." 


George
patted him on the arm before giving out the universal parent's advice. 
"It's always different when it's yours." 


***



Draco
walked into Xander's room, looking for his son.  He found him curled up
against his uncle being read to.  "Which book is that?" 


"Pooh,"
Lucien told him. 


Draco
gave the adult on the bed a questioning look.  "Like from that muggle
show South Park?" 


"No,
as in Winnie the."  Xander showed off the cover. "That's the
bear's name.  Winnie the Pooh." 


"And
he likes honey," Lucien said happily.  "Just like me." 


Draco
sat on the bed to look at the first few pages.  "There are no females
in here.  Nowhere." 


"There's
one, and she's a mother, but all the other animals are adults," Xander
told him.  "Kanga is female."  He squeezed Lucien. 
"The writer was a British muggle who went to America." 


"I'm
sure he found it dreadfully dull then," Draco said, but he handed back the
book.  "Did you grow up on this one?"  Xander's face
set.  "Never mind, I'm sorry."  He gave his son a fond
look.  "Are you ready for bed?" 


"Nope,"
Lucien said happily.  "Uncle said I could stay up." 


"Did
he now," Draco said fondly, smiling at Xander.  He shook his
head.  "It's his bedtime and yours as well."  He took the
book back.  "He'll read more to you tomorrow because he's not going
anywhere for a while.  Go get into your sleep shirt."  Lucien
hurried off and he noticed Xander watching him.  "Yes, he's got free
reign of the house."   He stood up and backed out of the safe
corridor.  "You may get up if you want," he told him, sitting
down in his usual chair. 


Xander
stood up and headed for the bathroom.  "You're not going to break me,
Draco.  You should give up and admit defeat now." 


Draco
laughed.  "Be defiant if you like, I will win."  Xander stopped
to look at him.  "Albus said I could continue this once we're back at
school.  He thinks you need to slow down as well it seems." 
Xander looked hurt.  "We aren't saying that you're getting old,
but..."  He closed the door.  "He does realize that you're
starting to slow down.  In your case your injuries are making it harder
for you to hop out of bed at a moment's notice.  The same as he feels most
days.  He said he'd like to see you admit that you've gotten past the
blush of youth and accept that you can no longer run down the halls with wild
abandon so you can catch your mate and fuck him greatly."  Xander
shook his head, but he still looked hurt.  "We're trying to help you,
Xander, not harm you.  You needed the time off anyway and you need to
learn to pace yourself.  If you're not old, you shouldn't need a nap every
afternoon as soon as your classes are done."  He stood up and walked
into the safe corridor, giving him a gentle touch to the arm.  "If
you think about it tonight while you're trying to defy sleep you'll realize
that I'm right," he said quietly.  "You're not a youth of
eighteen and you don't have the same strengths you did then. Take this time to
figure out what your new strengths are and how best to use them to get back at
me."  He walked back out of the safe corridor. 


"I'm
fine," Xander said, but he realized he sounded tired.  "I know I
can't run down the halls anymore." 


"Then
why are you always late for class?" Draco asked. 


Someone
tapped on the door.  "Daddy?" Lucien asked, sounding hesitant 


"Sorry." 
He opened the door and smiled down at him.  "I needed to have a talk
with your uncle."  He picked the boy up and looked at the shirt he
was wearing.  "Isn't that Iggy's?"  Lucien smiled and
nodded, looking happier.  "Then we'll have to take a picture of you
in it and show him, won't we?"  He looked back at Xander. 
"Think of it as some odd resort, Xander.  You do need the rest at the
least."  He walked away, leaving him alone to do whatever.  He
settled his son into his bed and kissed him on the forehead.  "Sleep
well, son.  I'll be in Xander's or my room if you need me."  He
faded the lights out so it left a soft glow and left the room, closing the door
gently.  He walked back to Xander's room and found him sitting on the
floor but not on the bed.  "It's more comfortable." 


"I
want to be able to get up whenever I want." 


"In
a few days," Draco agreed.  "Once I see that you've rested a bit
more."  Xander shook his head.  "You've got bags under your
eyes and you look like you're having nightmares again.  You've got to rest
or George will end up killing you by accident one night."  That got a
faint smile.  "By now he's figured out where you are so he'll be here
soon.  I'll even let him stay over sometimes, but you need this
break.  Let Iggy do his own thing this summer under the overly- watchful
eyes of his grandmother.  Let George think up mean things to do to me for
capturing you, which his twin will steal and make for the shop.  They can
do without you for a week or two." 


"I've
got stuff I've got to do this summer," Xander pointed out.  "The
visit back to Morocco.  Finding of the other founders' bodies. 
Cleaning out the tower so you can have your own set of rooms." 


"I
can do the last.  George can do the first and the second will still be
there in a few weeks," Draco pointed out gently, for him. Xander looked
even more upset though.  "I'm sorry, but you do need this time
off.  The world won't stop if you're not working on something." 
He stood up.  "I know that Iggy got his need to be doing *something*
all the time from you, but even you have to slow down sometime and catch your
breath.  Look back at all you've accomplished." 


Xander
looked up at him.  "It's not that great a list." 


"Are
you so sure about that?"  He left, closing the door behind him. 
He found his son in the hall and picked him up.  "Sneaking
about?" 


"I
was going to get him to read more," Lucien said with a slow smile. 
His daddy wasn't mad at him for it, no matter what the grandfather had
said.  "Can we go see Iggy tomorrow?" 


"How
about if I bring him here?" Draco suggested, carrying his son back to his
room.  He settled him back into his bed.  "You've been looking
worried, son.  Is there something you think is wrong?" 


"Grandfather
say you want lots from me," Lucien said, picking at his blankets. 
His hands were covered so he looked up at his father.  "Are you mad
at me?  Am I not good enough?" 


Draco
smiled.  "No, Lucien, you're the perfect little boy I always
wanted.  You're much better behaved than Denver was."  Lucien wiggled
in joy at that.  "Did the ghost tell you that?" 


Lucien
shook his head.  "Nope, other grandfather.  The one with Iggy
and Grandma." 


"Ah." 
Draco frowned.  He would have to talk to Arthur then. "Lucien, there
is nothing wrong in you being who you are.  My own father couldn't see
that and I used to get very mad at him for it.  So I swore you'd be raised
differently.  You can be whatever you want, even a muggle-lover, and I'll
only complain a little."  His son giggled.  "I'm not upset
with you.  If I was, you'd know." 


"But
you closed door in my face," Lucien told him. 


Draco
shook his head. "That's because I needed to talk to your uncle.  He
needed to hear a few things that you didn't." 


"Not
for little ears?" he asked, paraphrasing one of Simone's ways of telling
him to bug off. 


"Exactly,"
Draco agreed.  He tucked the blankets a little higher.  "You go
to sleep and he can read to you tomorrow.  All right?"  Lucien
nodded and yawned.  "Good boy.  I'm very proud of you, son. 
Remember that the next time someone says something dumb."  He gave
him a kiss to the forehead and got up, closing the door behind him as he
left.  Yes, he would have to talk to Arthur tomorrow.  He paused
outside of Xander's door, but the lights were down so apparently he was thinking
or trying to sleep.  That was excellent.  Maybe it wouldn't be as
hard as he thought it would be. 


***



Iggy
looked at his cousin as he came down the stairs, handing over the small vial he
had made up last night. "I'm going to have to run out and get the stuff to
make you more," he said, going back to his book. 


Denver
carefully sat down, clutching the table and the back of the chair to do so.
"How long does it take to make it?"  He slugged the potion down
and noticed Raena was looking at him.  "I have vertigo, very, very
bad vertigo." 


"I'm
sorry.  Do you want me to make you some more potion while you work with
Iggy and the quaffle today?" 


"I'll
have to run out and get most of the ingredients," Iggy told her, giving
her a grin.  "But I can give you the potion if you want to brew
it.  We usually do it in the fireplace or in the sink while we're
here." 


"You
brew in the sink?" 


"Waterproof
fire," Iggy told her.  She looked like she suddenly got it. 
"You thought I was brewing in the actual sink bowl?" he asked with a
grin. She nodded.  "Grandma would never stand for me wearing out her
sink like I do my cauldrons."  She gave him a gentle shove and he
blew a kiss, going back to his book.  "The herbologist doesn't open
until eleven so we've got time to play anyway.  You could come help."



"I
want to see what outfit Ravena and Anastasia are terrifying Simone with
today," she admitted. 


Denver
shook his head.  "No, you don't.  I caught a peek of it. 
She's pissed today.  Not only is it pink, with ruffles, they made her hair
grow out and have put it up in pigtails."  Raena whimpered. 
"She looks like one of those three-year-old muggle girls with the ruffled
panties and the really short dresses." 


She
winced in sympathy.  "Ohh, maybe I'll go with you guys today," she
agreed. Iggy patted her on the thigh. 


"I
saw that," Molly called from the living room. 


"Not
unless you can see through walls," Iggy called back.  "It was
only her knee."  He shook his head.  "Denver's potion is on
page sixty of my notebook if you wanted to look it over."  He kept
his hand right where it was, resting the book on the table so he could turn
pages.  "It's got to take months to make a philosopher's stone."



"If
we have to we can use my ring in emergencies," Raena offered. 


Iggy
looked at it and shook his head.  "It's too small.  It has to be
at least six kilograms of stone before you can use it to make the elixir of
life or the healing potion from it." 


"How
big is the fragment on the Headmaster's desk?" Denver asked. 


"Four
kilograms," Iggy told him.  "Raena's was only point-six of a
kilogram.   The old stone was about twenty to twenty-five kilograms
we think."  He closed his book.  "The healing potion that
can be made with it is so powerful that a single drop is diluted into 22.7125
liters of water.  Roughly six gallons if we're using one of Xander's
measuring cups.  That single drop in all that water will make enough
potion to cure seven hundred people of an unusual sickness, nine hundred of a
fairly common sickness, such as pneumonia, or twelve people of a deathly
one." 


"But
to do any of that, we need a working stone," Raena finished. 


"Plus,
if we do get a working one we have to report it to the Ministry and report
every little thing we do with it, including the times we bring it out to polish
it," Iggy added for good measure.  "I asked Uncle Percy and he
about shit bricks." 


"I
heard that," Molly said, walking into the kitchen. "Language, young
man." 


"Yes,
grandma, but it's true.  The Ministry's pissed because there's six known
stones sitting in Gringotts that they can't touch and it's making it harder on
the healers because of it." 


"Would
you make gold?" Anastasia asked as she joined them.  She sat beside
her brother and looked attentive. 


"Maybe
a piece to make sure it really worked," Raena told her.  "We
have access to any funds that we may ever need.  Gryphons used to make
nests like dragons do now.  We won't ever need anything money-wise." 


"A
mostly-correct philosopher's stone will make a weaker version of the elixir of
life.  The problem is the healing potion won't work at all when it comes
from an incomplete stone, and neither will the gold function.  So we'll
have to change a single piece to make sure it's really real and working
correctly.  After that, why would we need to?  All we have to do is
go ask our elders for it and they'll gladly give it to us.  The vault for
the Stonehenge colony is the *entire* bottom level of Gringott's vault
section.  There's two dragons guarding the door because it's so massive.
Little ones, but they're ferocious beasts." 


"Have
you been in there?" Molly asked. 


Iggy
nodded.  "Last week.  Bill wanted my opinion on a vial that had
been resting in there for years.  Turns out it's one of the last remaining
vials of Storn's solution." 


"Which
does what?" Denver asked. 


"Something
so mystic it's forbidden," Raena told him.  "If we told you,
Percy would have to obliviate you." 


"Oh." 
He looked impressed.  "Wow.  Did you dump it out?" 


"Are
you kidding?" Iggy asked.  "There's not a chance."  He
looked at his mate.  "I think we should ask to go through there and
see if an old stone is in the stash.  If we can borrow it until we can
make our own, it'd make me a lot more comfortable." 


"Iggy,
nothing that's going to necessitate it is going to happen," Molly told
him. 


"Grandmum,
that's like asking for it to happen," Iggy told her.  "Think
about how many things that potion could have cured in this family alone? 
Besides Denver's ears permanently, possibly, it could have cured my father's
legs with only a few applied drops.  He never would have gone to the
hospital, gotten the fake knee, or anything like that.  It would have
cured Simone's field injuries nearly instantly as well.  Plus, with what
this family has been assigned to do?  I want some around just in case." 
Raena laid a hand on his, giving it a gentle squeeze.  "I know, I
should stay calm, but I know something's going to happen and we'll be screwed
if we don't have one ready and waiting." 


"With
your luck it will happen to Tara and Severus," Ravena noted from the
doorway.  "Owls."  She walked in and sat beside Raena.
"Are you going to Diagon today?" 


"I'll
have to, I'll need to pick up the stuff for Denver's potion."  Iggy
smiled at her.  "What did you need from there?" 


"Something
fun to do?" she suggested.  "Little Ron's not going to be here
for the next few weeks because he's got the wizard's flu." 


"His
father must love that," Anastasia said dryly.  "He's got to be
quarantined as well." 


Iggy
nodded.  "I've made them the potion but his coach refuses to let him
anywhere near the rest of the team until Little Ron is pronounced clear of
it." 


"He
can't very well have the whole team go down," Molly reminded him. "Is
anyone hungry?"  Denver raised a hand. "What would you like,
dear?" 


"Not
to smell food for another twenty minutes, grandmother?" 


"Of
course," she said with a smile.  "I understand."  She
took the mail off the owls and sorted through it, sitting down with the
Prophet.  "Oh, your father's in here, Denver and the rest of
you."  She handed over and took the rest of the mail from Ravena,
frowning at her.  "Expecting something?" 


"Yes,"
she said with a smile.  "The letter from the vet's?" 


"It
will probably go to your father's," Molly told her.  She frowned as
she handed over a plain envelope, addressed only to her.  "That's
yours.  Simone, your mail is down here." 


"I'm
not coming down unless someone sets me on fire," Simone called, sounding
like she was *trying* to stay pleasant and nice. 


Molly
stood up and went to look at the girl, it couldn't be that bad.  It was,
but she kept herself from saying anything.  "If you had kept better
check of your mouth, you wouldn't be in that outfit," she reminded
her.  "Though you do look adorable." 


Simone
clamped her lips together and walked away, going into the room she shared with
her sisters to scream her head off.  She came out a minute later and was
back in her normal clothes, and the hair was gone.  "There, I feel
better now.  If father wants to torture me that badly, he can come after
me himself," she said in a nicer tone of voice as she walked past
her.  "Mount up.  I'm pissed." 


"The
pads are in the bathroom," Raena told her.  Simone stopped and looked
at her like she hadn't heard her right.  "The protective chest guards
and those?  We washed them last night." 


"Oh." 
Simone nodded. "Thank you.  I thought you meant the other
type."  She shook her head as she walked out the door, going to read
her mail in peace. 


"I'm
telling father," Denver called.  He found a letter with his name on
it and opened it, then dropped it.  "Um, we might want to call him
anyway," he said, fakely sweet.  "I don't think he wanted us to
get death threats at our age from the Slytherin chasers." 


Ravena
opened hers and frowned. "I'm their seeker, why did the dolts threaten
me?" she said in disgust.  "That's it.  DADDY!" 
He came out of the fire a minute later, still in his pajamas. 


"Those
thought threads are handy, huh," Iggy said smugly.  Draco glared at
him.  "You're the one who said you didn't need to know how to harness
them."  He tossed down his letter.  "Your house, you fuck
them up." 


Draco
sat down to read the letters, taking Simone's when she brought it in. 
"You look nice today, dear," he told her, giving her a pat on the
back.  "Very nice job, girls.  She looks very feminine today." 
Simone looked smug.  "Though I thought they'd have you in pink by
now." 


"If
I had worn it one second longer, I was going to light myself on fire in
disgust," she said, leaning on his shoulder.  "Where's Uncle
Xander?" 


Draco
looked up.  "Sleeping."  He went back to reading then
smiled at his children.  "Forget these were ever sent," he said
pleasantly.  "Good morning, Molly.  Have they been
behaving?" 


"Mostly,"
she agreed. 


Iggy
cleared his throat.  "I'm going to have to get more stuff for Denver's
potion, Uncle Draco." 


"Come
over when I'm more coherent," he said, standing up. "I'll see you
later, and I'll bring Lucien because he wanted to come over."  He
took the letters with him, he could do something about them later, when he was
more awake. As he walked out of his floo, a house elf handed him a mug of tea
and disappeared before he could start in on his usual morning swearing. He sat
down to enjoy the sweetened tea, considering which person to threaten
first.  Or perhaps an official complaint?  It would look more
seemly.  And it would bring the little snots down a peg when they realized
they were far below his usual level of action or threat. 


***



Draco
got done reporting the disturbing letters and causally strolled over to
Arthur's office.  He pointed at the doorway as he walked in and the
secretary nodded and shrugged.  He smiled at her and walked into the inner
sanctum and slammed the door, making Arthur jump.  "So, you think my
son doesn't live up to my ideals?" he asked, sounding normal. 


Arthur
swallowed.  "I think you might have some very high ones for
him," he corrected. 


"I'm
quite aware of what my son can and can't do, Arthur," he said, his voice
starting to drip ice.  "In fact, if you had actually watched me with
him, I'm usually found trying to make sure he doesn't turn out like another of
your grandchildren."  He leaned closer.  "Never say such
things about my children again," he warned.  "You won't like the
consequences." 


"Draco,
I don't know who told you...." 


"Lucien. 
Strangely enough, it upset him to the point of nearly crying last night as he
sought out my approval."  He saw the remorse and lightened up. 
"Now, do we have an understanding?"  Arthur nodded. 
"You will never see my son finding a closet to hide in, just in case someone
bad comes up again.  You will never see my son asking his mother why
father comes home smelling like blood and asking if he works someplace icky,
which he had always said was beneath him.  Nor will you *ever* find my son
searching for my approval and not getting it.  So you will lay the fuck
off my son from now on or we will have words." 


"I'm
sorry, Draco.  I never meant to assume anything of the sort.  I was
more concerned about how he's always trying to do more than the other kids his
age." 


"That's
because someone has convinced him it's fun.  That same someone who was
going to teach Gwen to read this summer."  Arthur nodded, looking
morose.  "I'm glad we came to an understanding before I made sure you
never saw him again."  He turned. 


"Draco,
wait.  Where is Xander? Do you know?" 


Draco
nodded. "I was instructed to make him take a break and make him see that
he can lean on the rest of us sometimes.  He's doing so."  He
walked out, not seething half as much as he had when he had went in
there.  He nodded politely at the secretary then left. 


The
secretary sighed and went to see if her boss needed a friendly ear.  She
didn't know what the yelling and hissing had been about, but with who his
visitor had been, it could have been about anything.  "Do you need
anything, Mr. Weasley?" she asked with a smile. 


"No,
Nita, thank you.  Just a small family misunderstanding."  She
frowned and looked at the door.  "He's the one who helped Ginny have
her children and we had some miscommunication problems.  Everything is
fine now." 


"If
you say so."  She gave him another smile.  "Want me to hold
everything for the next ten minutes?" 


"If
you wouldn't mind.  Unless it's one of my children."  She nodded
and left him alone. 


He
slumped in his chair.  That had been close.  He had almost lost the
right to see all of his grandchildren by Draco.  That man was a fierce
protector of his family and he shouldn't have said those things, especially not
in front of his grandson.   He calmed himself again and noticed he
had a meeting with the Minister of Magic in ten minutes.  He started to
gather his materials together, he couldn't be late.  The man might shoot
him with his muggle pistol. 


***



Iggy
walked into the herb store and gave the little old Romanian woman a
smile.  "It's me again," he told her.  She laughed. 
"I need these things."  He handed over the copy of the
potion.  "I'm not sure what the flowers look like this time of year
so I'm trusting you to figure that out for me."  He leaned on the
counter while she gathered everything. She came back with some bundles and he
looked them over.  She patted one and he nodded. "Thanks. One of
these days I'll get that right."  He grinned.  "How much
this time?" 


"Two-three." 
Iggy counted out the two galleons and three sickles, handing them over and
taking the packages to put into his pocket.  "What about that one,
the dramamine?" 


"It's
a muggle item.  You'll have to go to one of their pharmacies for it. 
It takes half a pill crushed." 


"I
noticed.  How do you know?" 


"I
asked.  You order so much of it up there I started to wonder who was
dizzy." 


"My
cousin has vertigo." 


She
nodded.  "I hear that can be horrible."  She smiled at
him.  "Nothing else today?" 


"Not
for a few days."  He felt a small pinging from his telltale on Tara
and frowned, pulling out the guardian stone he had created to show how she was
doing.  "Um, hold that thought.  I might be right back," he
said, tucking the stone back into his pocket and doing up his robe before
teleporting to her.  Her aura shone in the flood so it was easy to see
her.  He found her curled up in bed moaning in pain. 
"Tara!" he said, rushing to her side.  He checked her over,
carefully touching her in case whatever poison was on her. 
"Severus?" he called.  He heard a small groan and walked around
the bed, finding his mentor on the floor.  "What happened to you
two?"  He helped him back onto the bed and checked him over
too.  Poison, rare, animal based.  "Didn't you take the general
antidote?"  Severus nodded.  "Then how did it get
you?"  The thin hand pointed at the door.  Iggy walked over and
looked at it.  Sure enough, there was a very thin coat on the knob. 
"Well, they're fucked now," he said as he stood up.  He scraped
as much as he could and tucked it into his pocket in the clean envelope he
always carried, just for occasions like this one.  "Let me analyze
this and I'll be right back."  The potion's master whispered
something so he leaned down to listen.  "You took the
Fergae?"  Severus nodded.  "All right, I'll keep that in
mind.  Will you both live until I come back?"  They
nodded.  "Good, be right back."  He teleported back to the
shop.  "I need one of the poison test kits," he told her. 
She lifted it off the counter.  "Expecting this?" he asked with
a smile as he started to work. 


"I
heard it was another conference year and that your master was going," she
admitted.  "Is he badly off?" 


"Both
of them.  Someone poisoned their doorknob."  He finished
separating out the sample, starting the standard tests to see which type of
poison it was and if there was already an antidote handy.  He dropped
another three galleons on the counter and carried the test kit back a few feet
so he could carefully send the both of them back to the Burrow.  He landed
in the kitchen and set the set on the counter to watch.  "Raena, make
him his potion," he said, taking off his robe and handing it to whomever
was behind him.  "Someone got Severus and Tara at the convention by
using their doorknob." 


"The
general antidote didn't work?" she asked as she came in and took it from
Simone.  "Which one did they take?" 


"Fergae. 
I'm thinking that the Yeager may counter it, but it's so damn volatile. 
No one's even sure why it works."  The first test started to
register.  "Animal based.  I already figured that part
out." 


"Do
you need another cauldron?" Ravena asked worriedly.  This was the
head of her house after all, not just Iggy's teacher.  "I can get
father's set." 


"We
have a complete set," Raena assured her with a smile.  "Come
help me, Ravena." 


"But
I suck at potions.  I'm better at Transfiguration." 


"Can
you chop and measure?" Iggy asked, not looking at her. 


She
nodded.  "You taught me." 


"Then
you can help her.  That's most of it, and stirring." 


"Yes,
Iggy." 


Molly
tapped Iggy on the shoulder.  "Can I get the roast behind you or is
it going to be ruined?" 


"It's
fine," he said, checking it.  "A little dry, could use a
marinade," he offered, picking it up and handing it to her. 
"I'd try some lemon or orange juice personally.  It gives it a
tang." 


She
rolled her eyes.  "I taught you that, Ignatius." 


"I
might not be here for supper anyway," he pointed out.  The next two
tests came up, one negative and one positive.  "That leaves out
Yeager, but might mean Crinies."  The next one nearly made him
swear.  There were only two places that had the solution for that
particular test, and both of them were presently under lock and key that he
didn't have the keys too.  "Honey, we may need break into the
infirmary.  I'm coming up with the Slyvestrinick positive." 


"Damn." 
Raena came over. "That's the oddest poison result I've ever seen. 
Yes to one side of Yeager and not to the other.  Positive for lead but not
for lead?"  He nodded.  "What the hell is this?" 


"Dragonsbane,"
he told her, frowning.  "I've read about it.  I need my deep red
book, and a suitably dark robe.  I'm going to have to go back.  Find
my wand while you're at it if you can please."  She hurried off to
get it for him.  "Ravena, that all needs a fine chop and we'll still
need something from a muggle pharmacy.  Dramamine?"  She grunted
in annoyance so he looked at her.  "Simone, I need you to hit a
muggle place." 


"Are
we out of soda already?" Simone called as she walked back in front of the
living room. Iggy shook his head.  "We need the anti-motion sickness
medicine from the muggle place?"  Iggy nodded.  "Yes,
dear.  Grandmother, I'm off to see the wonderful goblins of
Gringotts.  Do you need anything from that way?" 


"You're
not going alone, missy!" Molly shouted, following her up to her
room.  "It's much too dangerous for a girl your age to be wandering
alone." 


"There's
a pharmacy not six blocks from Diagon," she pointed out. "On the
other side of the hospital where Uncle Xander got his knee fixed.  I can
pop in and back out again in no time." 


"No! 
You're too young to go by yourself." 


"I
can bring Denver with me if it'd make you feel better," she said dryly. 


"Your
mouth is getting you in trouble again," Molly assured her. 


Simone
sighed. "Fine, I'll get Uncle Percy to help me.  Okay?  He's got
lunch soon enough for it to get back here in time." 


"That
would be more acceptable, but you'd better ask him if he'll help you
first." 


"If
not, Denver can't have his medicine.  The thing we need is part of
it."  Molly frowned.  "It's to stop the spinning.  Our
version's too weak so he's on part muggle, part wizard medicine. Now, do you
need anything from down that way?  I'll need to hit the bank anyway to get
money changed." 


"Hello?"
Percy called. 


"Uncle
Percy," Simone called. "Wait."  She ran down the stairs and
gave him a hug.  "You're supposed to escort weak and helpless little
me into muggle London so I can pick up Denver's dramamine." 


He
smiled at her.  "Of course.  Are you going to the bank
first?" 


"Unless
you've got muggle cash on you, yuppers," she agreed, smiling at him. 
She waved at Melvin. "Don't bother the Iggy monster.  Someone just
poisoned Aunt Tara and Uncle Severus." 


"Why?"
Percy asked, shocked. 


"They're
at the poisoner's conference," she told him.  "I think it's
expected, but this time they pulled a dirty trick and Iggy said something about
a doorknob."  She shrugged.  "Can we go now or do you need
to see Grandmum?" 


"I
need to see her for a moment and then we'll go.  Take off your
robe."  He walked up the stairs and found his mother straightening up
the girls' room.  "Are you all right?  I know she can be a bit
forceful." 


"It's
fine, Percy, dear," she said, giving him a smile. "It's just been a
long summer already.  With her punishment and the problems associated with
that, plus they got nasty letters this morning from some of their
schoolmates.  It's been a bit much." 


"I'll
talk with her, mum."  He gave her a kiss on the cheek.  "Do
you need anything from that way?" 


"We
could probably use some more grape soda," she agreed.  "Possibly
some of those nice pastries you found the last time?" 


"That's
right near the pharmacy," he agreed.  "We'll be back soon enough
and I've got the afternoon off because we're spraying for bugs."  He
smiled and walked down the stairs, taking Simone to Diagon.  "Dear,
you've got to lighten up on her," he told her as they walked toward the
bank.  "She's not as young as she used to be and you lot are very
tiring." 


Simone
grimaced. "I'm sorry, Uncle Percy, but they put me in some pink lacy and
ruffly thing this morning.  I'd rather have been burned to
death."  He laughed.  "I know, but it was horrendous. 
Father would have even taken pity on me." 


"I'll
leave Melvin, he can keep her calm and occupied.  Now what's this about
the convention going wrong?" 


"All
Iggy said was something about a doorknob and them being poisoned." 
She shrugged.  "Not a clue otherwise."  She opened the door
and walked in first, patting herself down for the key she had gotten off her
father.  She walked right up to the goblin over the vaults and handed it
over.  "I'm Simone Malfoy-Weasley and I need into the family
vault.  This is my Uncle, my temporary guardian while my father is doing
other things." 


The
goblin looked her over, then looked at the key.  He checked his books and
found her name on the list of people who could open it.  He waved the cart
tender over and handed him the permission slip.  "Take her down to
vault 3546."  The cart goblin led them away and he made a note that
she had been there. 


***



Iggy
finished mixing the best antidote he could on short notice.  It would take
care of some of the symptoms at least and his wife was working on the real one
while he was gone.  He put on the black robe and put his wand into his
pocket, then picked up the flagon of solution and teleported back to the
hotel.  The room was empty.  He frowned and searched for Tara,
finding her in a muggle hospital.  He groaned and sent a quick note back
to his father so it could be passed on, then headed there, teleporting into the
stairwell.  He walked out and headed to where he could feel everyone with
the poison in them.  They had stuck them together in the same ward at
least.  He counted seventeen bodies, six more than he had potion for, and
called his wife, asking her to bring some more and would she please come up
with a convenient lie?  He smiled at the nurse, turning on his translator
spell.  He had practiced it for weeks so he would be ready for the
conference.  "I am with the group that was brought in for
poisoning?" 


"Poison?"
she asked. 


"Isn't
that what you call it when someone is given something that is destroying their
body?"  He smiled as the excuse came over.  "I am of their
faith and we have rituals that we have to attend to.  It is necessary that
I give them this now."  He held up the flagon.  A curious doctor
came closer.  "I am a cleric of their faith, part healer and part
representative of the higher powers," he explained.  "It is our
ritual to give them this fluid when they are sick.  It would be equivalent
to you giving them Last Rights I believe.  In case they die while they are
sick?" 


The
doctor nodded.  "Then it's a holy healing elixir?" 


Iggy
nodded, smiling again.  "Exactly," he said with relief. 


"Where
are you from?  I notice your speech is near-perfect but you don't look
like one of us." 


"We're
all from the British Isles.  We were here for a conference and it went
wrong.  Unfortunately I was delayed or I might be in there with
them."  He shrugged.  "We are from a small group that took
the new faith, the one you probably practice, and blended it with ours." 


"Oh." 
The doctor nodded, looking like he understood.  "I've heard there are
still groups like yours around."  He looked at the nurse, who looked
less than convinced.  "Are you a fully certified doctor?" 


Iggy
shook his head.  "I'm in training, but my mentor is in there with his
wife." 


"The
dark-haired one that was with the blonde woman?" the nurse asked. 
Iggy nodded.  "Do you know his name?  There was an official from
the Tourism Board who wanted to know if they needed to contact anyone's
family." 


"I've
already been in touch with them.  As a matter of fact, my wife will be
coming shortly with the rest of the elixir because she's at our quarters
calling everyone that's necessary."  He looked down the hall as
someone walked up to them.  "Ah, an official," he said with
great fondness.  An auror.  Someone knew something was going
on.  "May I?  I am one of their religion, a cleric in
training.  This is the elixir we use when anyone gets sick." 


"I've
heard of you," the auror said in perfect English.  "Your
training master is in there and he's in bad shape.  Do you know what this
is?" 


"No,
but I intend to pull my wand of office and pray for an answer," Iggy told
him, still smiling.  The auror smiled back.  "May I?  My
wife is coming with the rest." 


"You're
very young to have a wife," the nurse noted. 


Iggy
nodded.  "I am considered a prodigy among my people, so therefore
accorded adult status.  I chose my life mate from one that is my own age,
a beauteous woman who stirs me intellectually and physically.  She will be
here soon, you will see her."  He bowed to her.  "I know it
is a problem as I'm not from here, but please.  It is our ritual and it
must be carried out." 


"Go
for it," the doctor told him.  "I don't have any idea what
happened to them." 


"He
said it was a poison," the nurse told him. 


Iggy
nodded.  "Indeed we think it might be.  There are many strange
things in the world that we don't partake of.  Most modern
medicines.  Many of your activities.  There are many things that might
be the cause of this.  They would be poisonous to us because we've never
been exposed to them before." 


"Good
point," the doctor agreed.  "May I escort you?" 


"If
you wish."  Iggy was led into his master's room first and smiled down
at Snape. "Where is your wife?" he asked with fond tolerance. 


"We
put all the women in another room," the doctor said, closing the door as
the auror walked in.  "Cute lie, kid.  Iggy?"  Iggy
nodded.  "He's been asking for you." 


"He's
our local muggle contact doctor," the auror told him. 


Iggy
held up the flagon.  "It's a temporary relief but I'm looking for the
right antidote right now.  Raena, my wife, is bringing more." 


"You're
really married?" 


Iggy
nodded as he pulled out an eyedropper and sucked up some of the potion for his
master's mouth.  "Take it and don't whine at me because I flavored it
this time," he warned.  Snape wheezed, but he accepted the
medicine.  "Thank you."  He moved on.  "I thought
there were only eleven.  Tara gets this though."  He moved
around the room, dosing all the men there, then allowing himself to be moved on
to the women's room.  He smiled down at Tara as he fed her some. 
"More's coming," he said at the inquiring looks.  He nodded at
the door and it was shut and locked as well, and the auror disabled the camera
that was there to protect the women from unwanted advances.  "Okay,
the poison was on the doorknob of their room," he said, and Tara
moaned.  "I know, they were dumb, but in a smart way."  He
smiled at her.  "I'm working on the real cure at this
moment."  The door was tapped on and it was opened, showing a
priest.  "Thank you for attending to my flock," he told the
older man. 


The
priest looked him over.  "Your robes are strange." 


"A
robe is a robe," Iggy said with a shrug.  "Where I come from, we
do not sort people by colors or cloth." 


"Which
faith are you from?" the priest asked. 


"We
are from the," the word popped into his head.  "Tradelias
religion," he finished smoothly.  "A small group really, not
very open with outsiders unless they were part of the tribe that had moved away
during the witch hunts." 


"Then
you believe in the old ways?" 


"With
a mix of the new ways in it," Iggy agreed.  "I'm a cleric in
training.  This is my Master's wife."  He patted Tara
gently.  "My own wife is coming with more of our ritual
solution." 


"Explain
that to me," the priest offered, sitting on an empty bed. 


"In
our tradition, we are always given a special mix of herbs that promote healing,
yet are holy and blessed.  That way they are blessed in case they die
while sick, yet are aided if they can heal.  It's been passed down since
the days when we split with the Celts for them being so radical." 


"Oh." 
The priest nodded.  "Very interesting.  I've been in your area
of the world.  England?" 


"Technically,
my father's English.  He moved away from the tribe a bit, setting up a
safe place for others like us who are coming in from the outer world.  Our
home base is in Scotland, near the Western coast.  Over the years, we've
bought up the surrounding town and pretty much made it our own." 


"You're
very young for this calling." 


Iggy
grinned.  "I'm a prodigy at making our healing potions so I'm
accorded the status of one who's learning the arts.  Which is why I was
allowed to marry my wife recently.  She's my age, and is mine now." 


"I
see."  The priest looked at them.  "Would you mind if I
blessed them anyway?  I know it's a counter to your faith most
likely." 


Iggy
looked at Tara, who shrugged.  She pointed at herself and shook her
head.  "Some might not mind, but you'd have to ask each individual
one.  My Master's wife was originally Wiccan before she found us." 


The
priest looked impressed. "That's interesting.  I'll ask each
one."  Iggy bowed to him.  "Thank you, young man." 


The
doctor coughed.  "How often do you have to do this ritual?" 


"Every
six hours," Iggy told him.  "Unless you find out what it was and
then I'll look through our sacred books for something to help and give them
that at the six hour interval instead." 


"Your
tribe holds the number six holy?" the Priest asked. 


"No,
but the blessing is a minor blessing and the healing herbs in the elixir of
blessing wear off about then," he admitted. The priest smiled. 
"Thank you for not pushing against us." 


"Many
priests would, but you are visitors.  Why did you come to Venice?" 


Iggy
laughed. "For the same reason American doctors take conferences in places
like Bermuda.  It's a vacation as well."  The priest nodded,
laughing as well.  Raena slipped into the room.  "Ah, my
mate."  He accepted the other flagon and went around, dosing the rest
of them.  Then he checked his watch.  "May the spirit of the
great higher ones protect you until I can come back," he intoned. 
"I will tell the Elders that the healing rites have begun and will help
look for a cure."  He nodded at them and walked out of the room,
taking his wife with him.  He smiled at the doctor.  "Have you
figured out if it was an environmental cause or not yet?" 


"Not
yet.  We have people going over the rooms," the auror told him. 
"You said you were going to pray specifically over one, hoping to get a
feeling for the disease?" 


"I
am, I'm going to do it over my master, that way he can confirm what I do. 
It's always better to have backup in situations like this.  Raena, my
sweet, did you bring your own holy wand?"  She nodded and pulled
it.  "Excellent.  Would you run a check on Tara?  We'll
compare once we're done."  She nodded and walked away. 


"She
takes the same lessons?" the priest asked. 


Iggy
nodded, starting toward Snape's room again.  "She's quite gifted,
just as I am.  That's why she understands me so well," he said with a
gentle smile.  Snape glared at him as he walked in.  "May the
great higher power known as Dumbledore forgive me for getting into the books I'm
not supposed to have access to yet if necessary," he intoned, running his
wand over the slim, shaking body.  Just as he had thought,
Dragonsbane.  He laid the wand in the middle of the warm chest, tip facing
up, and did a second check, this time of his master's power structure.  The
herbs were helping some.  "I think I know what caused this.  One
of our own has gone bad," he told the auror.  "It is a sacred
herb which has been banned from untalented hands."  Snape looked up
at him.  "As you can probably tell, the Dragonsbane has gotten
out."  A few of the room's occupants groaned.  "I think you
will find that it can affect others, even ones who do not eat our holy herbs
daily.  I'll need to know how many have been in contact with any of their
blood, direct contact to the skin, and anyone who's been in those rooms." 


"How
is it applied?" the doctor asked. 


"Usually
it's in a gloop, or a gel.  It's very slimy, very sticky, and nearly
transparent.  When it's misused, as in this case, it's usually meant to
kill off those of us who do believe by someone in the group who's turned away
from our ways.   They usually put it on things like phone receivers,
doorknobs, things of that nature, because it can't be seen, only felt." 


"I'll
tell them," the auror agreed, smiling at him.  "You'll need to
make enough for at least seventy more people."  Iggy nodded.
"Plus many of those will have been people who don't partake of your
special herb diet." 


"I
know," Iggy said confidently.  "That version of the cure is
known to us as well. Trust me, it's not the first time someone's turned against
their own kind and hurt us all."  He picked up his wand and put it
back into his pocket. 


"May
I?" the priest asked.  "Other holy artifacts have always
fascinated me."  Iggy shrugged and handed over his wand, handle first
of course.  The priest touched it delicately.  "No
carvings?" 


"Only
for those who have special callings," Iggy told him.  "As you
can see, mine is intertwined because I have such a destiny.  My cousin has
one that has ebony and silver embedded in hers.  Very pretty and quite
heavy, but she's extremely special.   We think she will be one who
might make it to the highest level of talking to the higher powers some
day.  If she doesn't pursue sports for a living.  She's torn at the
moment because she's so good at it." 


"Soccer?"
the priest asked.  Iggy nodded.  "What does she play?" 


"Guard."



"Ah. 
Little and fast?"  Iggy nodded.  "How old is she?" 


"She'll
soon be twelve.  It's a difficult age with many tough decisions, but the
Goddess aspect of her life does call out to her quite often."  Snape
wheezed again, obviously trying to laugh.  "If you do that, you'll
throw up the blessing," Iggy told him. Raena rejoined him. 
"Dragonsbane?"  She nodded. "Then we know where the cure
is.  We shall brew it as soon as possible and come back." 


"Do
you need any space here?' the doctor asked. 


"Or
in our offices?" the auror asked. 


Iggy
shook his head.  "We have our quarters.  We picked them because
we can brew the blessing elixir and not bother anyone.  For now, we'll
need to go herb shopping."  He bowed to them and took his wife's
hand, leading her away.  "We'll be back in six hours." 


"Eight,"
she corrected. 


"Six. 
The healing part of the blessing wears out in six."  He smiled at
her.  "Trust me, it can be done if we both work at it." 
She nodded, smiling at him, realizing that he had a plan.  Once they were
out of sight, they teleported to Diagon, Iggy going to herb shop, Raena going
to steal some money from their future allowances.  Iggy walked into the
herb shop.  "Oh, we are so screwed," he told her. 
"It's Dragonsbane.  I'll need everything to brew *both* sides of the
potion because the aurors employ muggles to check out scenes."  She
shuddered and walked away. "How much will it be?" 


"Close
to sixty galleons," she called back.  She noticed his eyes went
unfocused.  "Telling someone?" 


"My
wife.  She's getting the money."  The herbologist nodded, not
moving any slower.  She knew him, if he didn't pay her for it, Severus
would put it on the school's tab.  "Are you missing anything? 
She needs to know." 


"Part
of the muggle one is Merlin's Tears.  We never have any." 


"The
infirmary does," Iggy said thoughtfully.  "And I have no idea
where Poppy is."  He put his head on his arms, on the counter, and
thought about it.  "Oh, well, I guess I'm breaking that lock. 
I'll leave her a note.  We've got about a hundred cases.  At least
seventy muggle," he told her. "I know seventeen are wizards
definitely so I'll make enough for thirty and store it if I have to." 


"It's
only got a shelf life of six months." 


"Not
if you freeze it," Iggy pointed out, standing up again, accepting the
large basket.  "Everything but Merlin's Tears?"  She
nodded.  He thought at his wife again and she teleported in, bumping into
him.  "Pay the nice lady and we'll go brew." 


Raena
put the sixty coins on the counter.  "Thank you."  She
nodded at her mate.  "Bill wants a word." 


"Fuck
him, he can come up.  We're only an hour away from him at the
Burrow."  He handed her the basket.  "Okay, I need you to
go start this.  The one for wizards is in the dark red book.  The one
for the muggles is at the school and I'm going to get it and the Merlin's Tears
we'll need.  Did Poppy tell you where she was headed?" 


"Overseas
somewhere.  A cruise I think." 


"Then
I'll have to leave her a note.  She'll understand or chew me a new one
later on."  He stole a kiss and teleported back to the school. 
He landed in the office, facing the headmaster. "Hi.  Sorry to use
your name in vain and all that, but it was all I could think of." 
The Headmaster had obviously just come off the beach, he was still covered in
sand where his shorts and tank-top didn't cover and was sipping from a large
drink inside a coconut. 


"I
understand, and it's quite all right.  It's quite a happy thought to be
thought of as a higher power," Dumbledore said with his usual twinkle in
his eyes.  "What do you need from here?" 


"The
muggle Dragonsbane potion and Merlin's Tears from the infirmary." 


"Poppy
keeps those tightly locked up." 


"Then
I guess I'm ripping the door off," Iggy told him.  "The aurors
there employ muggles to look at crime scenes."  He sighed and sat
down, taking a few deep breaths.  "Okay, I'm ready," he said,
standing back up.  Dumbledore joined him in standing. "Which do you
want?" 


"I'll
try to get you the tears, you go find the book.  I'm sure you know which
one it is?" 


"I
can summon the spell," Iggy told him, heading for the storeroom holding
all the books moved from the library.  "Where are they!" he
shouted.  He saw movement and tracked it, doing just as his father had
taught him to do.  He followed the movement deeper into the shadows and
behind an old mirror, right to a...door?  He watched as the creature
opened it and slipped inside, then followed it before the door could be closed
on him.  That other room had lights in it so he saw what he had been
tracking, a house elf.  "Did you take those books?"  It
nodded, looking scared.  "Hey, I'm not going to yell at you, but I
need one of them.  I need the one with the Dragonsbane potion for muggles
or a lot of them are going to die."  He looked over the creature
while it thought.  This was an old house elf.  Scared of humans, or
just of him possibly, stooped over, what little hair it had once had was now
all red for some reason.  He reached out with a smile. "I'm not the
scary guy.  I'm Iggy." 


"Iggy,"
it whispered.  "You found us." 


"Found
you?" 


"Ignatius!"
Dumbledore yelled.  "Where are you?" 


"Look
for the mirror," Iggy yelled back.  The elf cringed.  "No,
that's Albus, he's really nice.  I've known him since I was born.  He
used to come play with us and everything.  You'll like Albus." 
The door opened and Dumbledore walked in, but he stopped to look at the house
elf.  "He moved all the books, said I found him." 


"I'd
say you have.  He's possibly the oldest elf I've ever seen," Albus
said, smiling at him.  He propped the door open with a convenient brick
lying around, probably for that purpose anyway, and walked closer. 
"I'm the headmaster, Albus."  He held out a hand. 


The
elf peered at him, staring at him like it wanted to know something specific,
then shook his hand. "He found us.  We serve him." 


"I'm
a student, but you could serve the school," Iggy told him.  The elf
cringed.  "I promise, if you don't want to, I know some people who
can help you find *great* places.  Uncle Harry's elf just left on vacation
so I know he could use one temporarily at least, and he knows lots of people
who spend all day away." 


"Bad
man?" the elf asked.  "He gone?" 


Dumbledore
caught on.  "Yes, he's gone.  Actually, we've defeated a few of
them since you've been down here.  Do you know what year it is?" 


"Sixteen?"
the elf guessed.  "I's not good with numbers, Albus, sir." 


"Does
he mean the year sixteen?" Iggy asked. 


Albus
nodded.  "Did you get bonded to the library?" he asked
them.  There was another one coming out from further in the room. 


The
elves both nodded, looking happier now.  "We go home?" 


"If
you can find it." 


Albus
put a hand on Iggy's shoulders.  "We've just found Gryffindor's
library.  He bound his favorite elves, the ones he depended on, the ones
who loved him so much it was unearthly, to his library." 


"Excuse
me, they're *millennia* old?" 


"Many
years?" the second elf, a female, asked. 


Albus
nodded, looking sad.  "It has been *many* years since you were
bound.  Do you have a family?"  The female nodded. 
"Then we welcome you all to Hogwarts as an honored guest until you and
your family can find a place, or here to work if you wish."  He bowed
to them.  "Now, there is little time for this one.  Iggy, find
that book."  Iggy waved his wand and two different books came flying
at him.  "Which one was it?" 


"I've
only seen it once.  One could be a translation I guess."  Iggy
shrugged.  "I don't know, I'm going to go brew this.  I'm at the
Burrow if you need me.  Harry's at home with Little Ron and the flu, Uncle
Draco's at his house keeping my dad in a bed."  He took the vial and
disappeared. 


"He
is strong," the female said.  "Snake would like him." 
The male nodded. 


Dumbledore
smiled at them.  "He did, he was here not even a few weeks
ago."  He waved a hand at the door.  "Can you leave? 
If you can, I'll have the elves working here come up and serve you." 


The
female snapped her fingers and the room lit fully.  "We watches
these." 


"Oh,
my," Albus said, looking at the high ceilings in this storage room/office
space/library.  "I'd say you did an excellent job," he told
them.  He smiled. "Let me step out and get one of the more modern
elves.  He can tell you everything."  They nodded so he stepped
out of the room.  "DOBBY!"  The house elf came scurrying
in.  "I've just found a family of very old house elves hiding here.
Help them with whatever they need."  Dobby nodded, his tea cozy
sliding to the right.  "And please, don't upset them.  They've
had enough problems so far.  Give them the guest suite if they want it,
for them and their family, and make sure they've got food and water
plenty."  Dobby nodded again.  "Thank you." 
Another elf came in and stopped, squeaking when she saw him.  "Dobby,"
he said with a smile.  "Does she like you?" 


Dobby
smile.  "Like me.  Like Harry Potter, have son."  He
puffed himself up.  "We help!"  She hurried forward and
they went in to talk to the old elves.  They told him all about how Albus
was a great man, a great wizard, and about Harry as well. 


Albus
snuck off to make a few calls.  The first was to Draco.  "We've
just found Gryffindor's library," he said happily.  "And his
personal elves." 


"What?"
Draco spat his tea.  He coughed a few times.  "How old are
they?" 


"They've
got red hair.  I've never seen one that old before." 


"They're
cousins?" Lucien asked helpfully from beside his father.  Eventually
his head popped up as well.  "Hi, Uncle Albus."  He waved.
"Can we come see?" 


"Of
course.  I would love to have your father help me with this." 


Draco
nodded.  "Fine.  Are you calling in Potter?  If I remember
right, he has a way with house elves." 


"Of
course.  I assigned Dobby to help them."  Draco shook his head
and he disappeared. 


"Lucien,
tell him to let Uncle Xander wander for a bit, all right?"  He signed
off and called the Potter residence.  "Harry, my boy," he said
with a wonderful smile. 


"I
know that look.  Something's happened, hasn't it?" Harry asked, but
he was smiling as well. 


"We've
found Gryffindor's library, along with his house elves.  Dobby thought you
might want to meet them." 


"I'd
love to, but we're under quarantine.  They won't let us go even though
Ron's not sneezing anymore." 


"Good
point.  How much longer do you think?" 


"They're
coming back tonight.  I just hope they're fans.  I've got a game
tomorrow." 


"If
you can, come up tonight.  All right?"  Harry nodded. 
"You can even bring Ron if you want.  Iggy's handling an emergency
with Severus and Tara." 


"What
happened now?" 


"It
was a poisoner's convention.  Someone proved they could beat the others
with Dragonsbane." 


Harry
rolled his eyes.  "Wonderful for him.  Happy brewing and all
that.  I'll be up if I can."  He signed off. 


Mellie
popped up a moment later.  "Can I come up or should I go to the
Burrow?" she asked sweetly. 


"They're
very old house elves, Melantha.  If you want to come meet them you may,
but you have to be very gentle around them." 


"Okay. 
I'll come up.  It's very important that they see good children. 
Agatha is going to the Burrow to sulk."  She waved and disappeared. 


Dumbledore
laughed.   That family cracked him up. 


***



Malfoy
came out of the floo with Lucien, putting him down so he could walk.  He
had pointed out earlier that he was a big boy and could do so, and he was a bit
heavy these days.  He saw the house elf standing there. 
"Dumbledore called us." 


"He
say you go guest suite," she said, sounding faintly Chinese, like she had
just immigrated. 


He
nodded.  "Thank you.  Come, Lucien." 


One
of the old house elves saw him and squealed, "Foylfans!" 


Her
mate gave Draco a look and shook his head. "Flaymol." 


"Actually,
they merged and we're all Malfoy now," he told them, then he shook his
head. "You truly served Gryffindor?" 


The
female nodded.  "Occasionally Snake as well.  He was nicer to
us." 


"That's
because you worked harder when he was nice," Albus pointed out as he
walked in.  He looked at Dobby.  "Harry's still in
quarantine.  It'll be tomorrow before he can get up here." 


"Why?"
Lucien asked.  "I like Little Ron." 


"He's
got the flu," Draco told him.  "You don't need it,
son."  His son pouted and it looked exactly like a picture of him
taken at that age, at his birthday party if the label had been correct. 
He had wanted his very own house elf and hadn't gotten one.  He smiled at
his son.  "You'll see him soon enough." 


"Yes,
father," he sighed.  He looked at the female house elf, tipping his
head to the left to see if it helped.  She did so as well, making him
giggle.  "Are you really old?" 


She
nodded, straightening up.  "Indeed I am.  We served Gryffindor
for many years." 


"You
don't speak like a house elf," Lucien pointed out. 


"Our
master abhorred it and taught us differently," she told him. 
"How old are you?" 


"Nearly
three," Draco said, patting him on the head.  "He's very
advanced for his age.  Always questioning something."  He looked
at them. "I am one of the Regents, and I must say I've never seen any elf
as old as you both are, or even as old as your children are. What do you wish
to do now that you are free?" 


"We
free?" the male asked. 


Dumbledore
nodded.  "If you so choose.  Or you could stay in servitude to
the school itself.  The library you've guarded for so many years will be
added to the collection we found of Slytherin's." 


"Snake's
libraries found," she said in awe.  "All of them?" 


"We
found nine," Draco told her.  She snorted. "There are
more?" 


"The
school is made for the hunting," she told him. "You must
search." 


Draco
looked at Dumbledore. "Iggy will be pleased.  Where is he anyway?"



"Tara
and Severus were poisoned at their conference.  Dragonsbane." 
He sighed.  "The Italian Ministry uses muggles to investigate scenes
of crimes." 


"Merlin,"
Draco swore, covering his eyes.  He was quickly growing a headache. 
"Do they need help?" 


"Not
at the moment.  He's got the books and the materials.  I had to break
open the safe in the infirmary for him to get the Merlin's Tears he
needed.  I'm sure he knows what he's doing." 


"It
takes weeks to make that potion," Draco told him.  "I doubt they
have that long." 


"Iggy
age it," Lucien said happily.  The adults looked down at him. 
"He can.  He showed me on a flower once.  Back and
forth."  He grinned.  "Really pretty in backwards
time." 


Draco
nodded.  "I had forgotten he knew how to do that. At least there's
some hope.  What do house elves do when they want to retire?" 


"We've
had a few die on the job, and a few who have disappeared," Dumbledore said
with a shrug.  "I was going to leave it up to them, and to have you
help them find suitable places if they didn't want to remain here." 


Draco
nodded.  "I could use one who understood what a library was. All of
mine want to change the books around to match the colors together." 
The female house elf stared at him. "I have a nice sized collection going."



"Yous
have room for us?" 


"I
have a current group of three and could probably accommodate two more. 
Potter may have more room since he's moving." 


"Yes,
I heard," Dumbledore said happily. "Did he find a house and sell
his?" 


"Wood
bought his and Potter's moving closer to the Burrow. It's a fairly large sized
house and he's only got one elf." 


"I
ask," Lucien offered. "How many more?" 


The
female elf smiled.  "We have three children, but one wants to stay
here." 


Lucien
frowned.  "How many is that, father?" 


"Two,
Lucien." 


Lucien
nodded and hurried over to the fireplace to call out.  "Uncle Harry's
house!"  Harry's head popped up, with a little help from the
Headmaster.  "When you move, you need more elves?  They're
nice."  He smiled. 


Harry
laughed.  "I'm sure I could use a few more.   The new house
is bigger and Agatha will have her own suite of rooms so she can be left alone
when she wants to be." 


"I
had forgotten about her," Draco said thoughtfully.  He looked over at
the fireplace.  "There's two elder house elves who need a spot. 
What about her?" 


"She
leaves them alone, but Mellie loves house elves.  She likes to scratch
their ears," he said with a slight grin.  "They can come over
and talk to ours.  He's already seen the house and suggested I get on with
hiring." 


"Can
you be sure Agatha won't harm them?" 


"I
can have you ask her yourself, she's pouting in the living room. 
Aggie?" 


Agatha's
head popped up a moment later.  "Yes, Headmaster, Uncle Draco. 
Hello, Lucien," she sighed when he made a face at her.  "What
did you want to know?" 


"We
have two elder house elves that need a spot," Dumbledore told her. 
"We need to know if you're suitable." 


Agatha
snorted. "I don't talk to the one here, you've got the wrong
kid."  Her head bobbed like someone had slapped her. 
"Ow!  Father!"  She sighed.  "No, I won't harm
them if they come here.  I leave the one we have alone because it's
fiercely protective of Mellie and it likes to bite me if I come near her. 
I won't touch those two if they come here." 


"Thank
you, Agatha," Draco said.  She looked at him.  "No
Ryan?" 


"The
wedding's next week.  I'm heading over this weekend."  She
smiled.  "Willow promised to help me get back at him for turning me
into a statue." 


"I'm
sure she will," Draco agreed dryly.  He looked at the worried
parents.  "There is a small problem at the house that can take on the
two of them together.  Their eldest daughter," Agatha waved,
"has been warped by powerful chaos spells.  She promises to leave you
alone, but we can get their current house elf up here to talk to you all if
you'd like." 


The
female nodded.  "Do so.  We not want them hurt." 


"Very
well."  Draco looked at the fireplace again.  "Can he
come?" 


"He's
on his way up right now," Harry told him. "Thank you, Headmaster. 
I'll see you tonight or tomorrow."  The fire went out. 


"Potters?"
the male elder elf asked. 


"They
dropped the 's' a few years back," Dumbledore said tactfully.  Draco
looked at him.  "They thought it was the year sixteen." 


"They
must have had a sleep spell then," Draco said thoughtfully.  He stood
up.  "If I may look at this library?"  Dumbledore nodded
and motioned Dobby over.  "So this is where you went to?" 


"Yes,
Master sir," Dobby said respectfully. 


"Do
you enjoy it?"  Dobby nodded, even taking his tea cozy hat off. 
"Then I'm happy for you. Your mother's still at the house.  She's the
one who's trying to color code my library."  He followed the small
being out, his son skipping along behind him. 


Dumbledore
shook his head.  That boy and his son were just as amusing as Harry and
Little Ron were some days. 


***



Iggy
walked into the hospital, looking worn out.  "Okay, we figured it
out," he told the doctor, giving him a smile. 


"One
of the other Master's apprentices are in there," the doctor told him. 


Iggy
winced.  "This won't be pretty."  He walked in and looked
at the apprentice.  "Did you mix the antidote or the
counter-poison?" 


"The
counter-poison," he said haughtily.  He sneered at him. 
"Why, are you a *healer*, boy?" 


"*The*
healer, stupid.  The counter-poison will leave a taint and make it fatal
at the next exposure."  Snape coughed.  "I've got the
antidote, and the stuff everyone who's been in contact with it will
need."  A wand came up and fried the camera newly put into the
room.  "Thanks, Severus."  He walked over and held up the
pitcher.  "Want some?"  Snape nodded so he pulled an
eyedropper out of his pocket and gave him three good pulls from it.  Snape
relaxed as his chest congestion cleared and he could suddenly breathe
again.  "Who else wants...."  He trailed off when he
noticed the orange spots appearing on his master's flesh. "Is that how my
father and Uncle Fred found the color changing solution?"  Snape
rolled his eyes, but shook his head.  "Oh, well, it's probably
temporary at least.  Daddy said he's never seen a *permanent* color
changing solution."  He held it up. "Anyone else want
it?"  They all raised their hands so he went to dose them as
well.  "Move, dunderhead," he told the other apprentice. 


"I'm
a Master in my own right," the apprentice sneered. "You're still
learning." 


"Yeah,
but you *obviously* missed a few lessons.  Learn the mirror image of the
art so you know what effect your shit does on people.  That's the mark of
a real master, not arrogance, ego, and an unwillingness to yield to a more
knowledgeable person."  He dosed the simpleton's master, moving onto
the next wizard.  "Thankfully, whomever did this wasn't being
creative." 


The
door opened and the doctor walked in.  "The cure?" 


"Is
right here.  Did Raena get done with the women?"  The doctor
nodded.  "I'm almost done here and we'll go dose the muggles." 


"Why?"
the apprentice said with disgust. 


"Because
the locals got exposed to it and that exposes us as well," Iggy said
patiently.  He looked at the guy's master.  "Do you put up with
this at home?" 


The
master shook his head.  "Not at all.  I think we'll be having a
talk later, once we're back in our room."  The apprentice looked
away.  "Did you want his help?" 


"Nah,
there's only seventy or so of them so Raena and I can handle it."  He
grinned at his own master.  "Cute jammies by the way."  He
dosed the last person and left before Severus could summon up the strength to
retort. He knew his master was probably groaning by now so he smiled. He needed
to lighten up again.  He followed the doctor to the room where Raena was
and smiled at everyone standing around.  "Hi."  Everyone
looked at him.  He looked at the aurors, who shook his head, not everyone
knew about the magic then.  "I'm Ignatius Harris-Weasley." 
He noticed who looked like they had heard his name before, and the one who was
frowning.  "I'm  helping with the poisoning since it was our
ritual herbs that were used against the people upstairs."  The same
people who looked like they had heard his name looked confused and Raena made
note of which ones they were so they could be given the wizard's version. 
"Since most of you aren't ours and haven't had exposure to our herbs,
we've got some solution for you to take, just in case you came in any contact
with it.  As far as my wife and I know, it won't react with any other
medicine you may be taking and it shouldn't do anything further to
you."  He smiled at them.  "So, if you'll kindly line up
we'll administer it.  It's five quick squeezes of an eyedropper into your
mouth and then you're done." 


"The
people upstairs are already starting to recover," the local doctor told
them.  They nodded and started to line up. 


Iggy
looked at the obvious half-giant in the group and smiled. "I'm going to
have to ask you to sit back down, please.  I made the calculations for the
average person of 5'10" and about 92 kilograms.  I'm going to have to
adjust it since you're so much bigger." 


The
half-giant smiled and sat back down.  "I'm used to it," he said
patiently. 


Iggy
smiled at him.  "Do you know a man named Hagrid?"  The
half-giant smiled and nodded.  "I'll tell him you said hi when I
visit him tomorrow." 


"What
happened to my half-brother?" 


"Really?" 
Iggy beamed.  "He mentioned meeting you last year."  He
moved closer.  "We'll talk after this, okay?"  The
half-giant, who he remembered was named Michalin and the two shared a mother,
nodded.  Someone tugged on his sleeve and he looked down at the tiny
person.  "Don't worry, the solution won't be too strong for
you," he said with a smile.  "It's acceptable down to sixty
kilograms."  The dwarf nodded.  "Okay."  He
walked back to the table and picked up one of the cups and the eyedropper Raena
had cleaned out for him.  "This won't be touching anything in your
mouth so don't worry about anything being transmitted," he said with a
smile, dipping out the first eyedropper full from the paper cup his wife had
poured out for him.  That one was done and the line moved quickly, the
auror making a motion when a wizard stepped up.  So he switched cups to
another one.  "From our tribe?  A lost one?" he asked,
administering it. 


"So
I've been told," the wizard agreed.  "How are your Uncles?
shop?  I met them at a convention a fear years back, they had a stand set
up so the parents in the group could bring things back for their
children.  Souvenirs Against the Stodgy Image or some such." 


"George
is my father and it's doing wonderfully," Iggy told him as he dosed
him.  "They've created a few really neat things.  Raena, did
Uncle Fred give you the catalogs to spread around?"  She handed over
the thick catalog.  "Pay attention to the blue section, they're
discontinuing those or making them special order only." 


The
wizard smiled.  "Thank you.  My kid loved that light thing they
created." 


"Page
12," Raena told him with a smile. 


He
smiled and walked away. 


And
so it continued, dosing each of them, the wizards and witches being pointed
out.  When everyone had gotten some, and Michalin had the address for
Hagrid's room at St. Mungo's, Iggy flopped down onto a chair.  "I'm
tired." 


"You
still have to check in with the local flock.  It's a matter of courtesy
and we record things like this.  There's still a group of borns in the
caverns." 


"Yes,
dear."  He gave her a kiss.  "I'll do that if you want to
go home and nap." 


She
laughed. "I'd love a nap. Hurry up and you can join me."  She
winked and cleaned up as he moved away. 


He
found the marker that meant a colony and teleported to it, nearly running into
the wall it was on.  He turned and found a few gryphon-borns walking up
the corridor toward him.  "Hi, just a formality.  I'm one of our
potion masters and I was just handling an emergency.  Can I make a report
and go nap?" 


One
woman looked him over.  "We only have one gryphon here." 


Iggy
shrugged.  "It's protocol.  May I?" 


"If
you wish."  Another female looked at her.  "Perhaps he can
help her." 


Iggy
raised an eyebrow.  "Technically, I'm a potion master in training,
but I'm learning the healing arts.  I'll do what I can.  If I don't
personally know, I probably have or can find a book on it for whatever is
wrong."  The lead female nodded and led him back to a solitary
nest.  "Hello, great one.  I am Iggy." 


She
leaned down and hissed in his face, but it was in pain.  "You are a
healer?" 


"Training
to be one of the healing potion masters.  I was taking care of a poisoning
among the wizards."  He stroked her beak.  "What can I do
to help?"  He looked at her nest, and the new eggs lying there. 
"You are having problems with laying?"  She nodded. 
"Then let me check you over.  Externally first," he soothed,
taking off his robes and shirt.  The less material to get in the way, the
less it could trap something in that most delicate system.  He ran a hand
over her side, then moved to the other side and did the same.  He could
feel the blockage.  "It feels like you have three trying to get out
at the same time," he told her.  "How long has it been
blocked?" 


"It's
been six hours since she's pushed an egg out," the lead female told
him.  "We think there may be a broken one." 


"Accio
book case," Iggy said, calling his case with his books to him from Raena's
pocket.  He unshrunk it and opened it, heading right to the gryphon
healing manual he had been made to copy.  He unbuttoned the practical band
and it grew in his hands, becoming quite large.  He sat down to flip
through it and smiled when he came to the entry on possible broken eggs. 
Then he shut it and stood up.  "Okay, I can do this.  I'll need
some warm water to clean myself up.  I'll need a sheet or a blanket, because
if it's broken it can't stay in the nest or it will harm the others, and I'll
need a healer from my colony eventually."  They nodded and went to do
as he said, at least two of them. 


"Why
a healer from your colony?" 


"Because
a blockage such as this can often cause an infection," Iggy told
her.  "Each egg is wrapped in a coating of something slick to make it
come out easier, but if it's allowed to stay inside her body, it's toxic. 
Just like with a woman's placenta and amniotic fluid."  The female head
nodded. "I can get my wife to bring one of our healers.  We're from
Stonehenge."   He thought at his wife and encountered a shield,
so moved back down the tunnel until he could hear her, telling her about the
problem and what he needed.  Then he walked back and washed his hands
carefully under their watchful gaze.  "Our colony's main healer will
be here as soon as possible," he assured them.  "I've never seen
a female in nest before.  They're usually kept away in our colony. 
Is it not so in this region?"  He moved up to her side and patted her
gently.  "Can you shift away from me?  I'm going to go in and
remove the broken egg," he told her in gryphon.  She looked at him
but did as he had said.  "Thank you.  That's enough if it's
comfortable for you."  She completely laid on her side, she must have
been in some pain.  "Wonderful, now a deep breath," he prompted,
and while she was breathing he entered her birth canal with both arms. 
"Damnit."  He looked around.  "We'll need that
blanket.  I can feel a foot.  The shell's completely gone on the
bottom." 


The
lead female bit her lip.  "She's here as an emergency.  She was
flying home and felt the first contraction to push, and we were closest. 
That's an old nest left over from the original clan.  We laid new hay. We
even ran off the Gringotts goblins who think they own this area of the
city." 


"It
wasn't your fault.  It happens sometimes," he told her, giving her a
faint smile as he worked his hands up to the point where there was a
shell.  "Only the bottom is broken off, that's good at least,"
he told himself, then repeated it in gryphon.  The mother nodded and he
grunted, finding the top of the egg.  "I'm going to pull the broken
one out," he warned in gryphon, starting the exacting process of pushing
the egg down. "Be ready, when this one comes out, the dam should burst and
the rest should come out quickly.  Unless she wants to grieve, take the
broken one away quickly."  The lead female nodded, motioning the one
with the blanket over to be ready.  Iggy shook his head. "I can feel
shards, we'll have to stay and check her once this is over with.  Some of
them are very sharp." 


"They're
soft," the one with the blanket protested. 


"So
are an infant's fingernails, but they can cut nearly anything," another
born pointed out.  "Will she be all right?" 


"I'll
be checking for infection and making her something to make sure she'll be fine
once all her eggs are laid."  He slowly pulled back, then 'ah-ha'd
when the problem young came out.  "A born?" he asked as he
handed it over. 


"It's
the position, those are paws," the lead female told him. 


Iggy
sighed. "Sorry, but it's been a really long day."  He looked up
at the mother.  "I'm sorry I mistook it, I'm very tired.  I just
worked on two antidotes and dosed nearly a hundred wizards and
muggles."  She cooed and the baby was brought closer.  She took
it in her front paws and stood up, putting it down in front of her to mourn the
loss while the rest of them came out.  Iggy looked at the surrounding
people. "Spread the eggs out in the nest so they don't pile up under her
and crush the earlier ones."  A familiar woman hurried down the
halls.  "She had a broken one and there's shards.  I could feel
one pressing into another egg." 


The
senior healer from Stonehenge sighed and bowed to the female gryphon. 
"I am sorry for your loss, great one. I will help my student check you
over once you are finished laying."  The gryphon nuzzled her and
showed off her young. "It looks like it was a weak shell, not a deformity." 
The gryphon said something and the healer glared at Iggy. 


"I'm
sorry, I'm tired!  We just got done doing the poisoner's convention
because someone used Dragonsbane." 


The
healer shook her head and looked up at the female.  "He's
sorry," she said in gryphon.  "He is young and tired.  It's
time for his nap."  The other borns all laughed and Iggy
nodded.  "How many have come out?" 


"They're
coming now."  He pointed.  "Isn't that blood?" 


"Yes,
and too much blood, but we can't do anything about it until the eggs have
cleared," she reminded him. "Do push, great one." 


The
gryphoness pushed and pushed again, and suddenly eggs started to slide
out.  Both healers got out of the way so the other borns could move the
eggs around.  Iggy watched the blood come out, frowning at it. 
"I think she got pierced by a piece of shell." 


"Then
we'll have to go in and feel about for it," the senior healer noted
calmly.  "It wouldn't be the first time."  As soon as the
last egg was out, they walked back to the gryphoness and told her what they were
seeing, and asked if she would let them examine her further.  She nodded
and said something.  "You're one of those?" she asked, looking
apprehensive.  "We'll have to work fast, Iggy, that second sac could
break any time now."  They nodded and both their arms went into her
to feel around.  She frowned.  "I found one." 


Iggy
continued, he could feel blood flowing down his arms.  "There. 
I've got a small one, but it feels wound around the vein." 


"Break
it off in small sections and remove it.  Don't pull." 


"Yes,
Helena."  He broke off the larger bottom part and the blood flow
slowed down.  "The weight's gone on mine and it's coming slowly
around."  As soon as he could grab more of it, he broke that off and
freed the part that had gotten into the vein from the pressure of the
contractions.  With a few passes of his wand, the wound was healed and the
blood flow restored correctly. He felt around some more and found the opening
to the second sac.  The gryphoness moaned.  "Easy, I'm just seeing
if it's ready to break."  He felt the contraction around the opening
and looked at his teacher.  "I'd move faster, this second one's about
ready to break." 


"It's
embedded, I can't get it out," she sighed. 


Iggy
frowned and shifted over to feel it as well.  He took a chance and did
something he barely knew how to do, teleporting the shard out into his waiting
hand.  Part of the vein came with it and she squeaked, filling in the void
left.  She glared at him.  "What?  It's going to break and
we're going to get hurt or she will.  Hurry up."  He pulled out
and looked at the shard.  Someone took it from his hands.  "Oh,
hello," he told the much older woman.  "Are you a healer as
well?" 


"From
her colony," the healer said with a frown, examining the vein wall. 
"Stuck?" 


Iggy
nodded.  "Very.  We couldn't get it out.  Helena, even more
senior help is here." 


"Good,
because I'm getting scar tissue that's going to block the passage." 
She got out of the way of the more senior healer, letting her fix it. 
"It was a nice attempt," she told him with a smile. 


The
even more senior healer backed out and nodded.  "It is done, but her
membranes need ruptured.  They're pulsing and angrily infected
looking." 


"I
can do that much," Iggy told her. 


"You'll
have to get your head in there so you do not hit an egg," the older woman
told him, looking him over.  "Never mind, you're one of us." 


"Actually,
I'm a potion master in the making," he told her.  He carefully
climbed into the nest and partially crawled inside there. 
"Pin?" he called, holding down a hand.  One was handed to him
and he carefully poked at the thick membrane, then got out of there in a hurry
because it had started to rip.  "Move," he called, jumping off
the nest.  More eggs started to come out and Iggy wiped at the ick on
him.  "Eww."  He flicked his wand, sending ribbons of blood
and amniotic fluid off it. 


"It's
often that way for healers," Helena assured him.  She bowed to the
other woman.  "Are you from her clan or colony?" 


"Her
colony.  We're from Iran.  Sygentha."  She shook their
hands. 


"Helena,
Stonehenge colony's senior healer, and I'm Iggy," Iggy introduced. 
He looked down at himself.  "I'd go home and bathe, but grandmother's
going to get pissed if I clog up the drain."  He searched for Tara's
mind, finding her and Severus back in the hotel, in a different room, and she
invited him over for a nap.  Apparently they had just stopped being
intimate and were close to napping themselves.  "Tara's invited me
over.  Do I have to go to Iran's colony or do you, Helena?  I was only
here to tell them about handling the poisoner's convention." 


"Again?"
Sygentha asked. 


"Dragonsbane,"
Iggy told her.  "Both wizards and muggles.  My wife is already
napping."  He waved.  "Unless you need me?" 


"No,
go ahead and go.  I'll do the report," Helena told him, giving his
back a fond smile as he picked up his book case and put it into his robe's
pocket, making sure it was nowhere near the ick on him.  "He really
is a good student." 


"I've
heard," the older woman said with a smile.  "We got word that
she was having trouble so I was on my way up here already.  What
happened?" 


"Broken
egg," one of the born told her, pointing at the blanket in front of the
nest. 


"Take
it away immediately, she can mourn once she's out of her egg laying. It could
taint them mentally."  The unfinished baby was taken away. 
"Did he tell them to do that?" 


"He
said to take it away unless she wanted it to mourn," the lead female told
her, bowing to her.  "He just showed up and offered to help, said he
was qualified." 


"He
is," both healers told her.  "Mostly," Helena
qualified.  "He's still in training.  I'll get him to make up an
anti-infection potion for her tomorrow." 


Sygentha
waved a hand.  "Don't worry.  I've already got one
started.  They're not that hard."  She yawned.  "Ah,
for the energy of being his age." 


Helena
nodded. "You have no idea.  That was the most tired I've seen him
since he was deathly ill a few years back." 


"I
had wondered about the silver hair.  A growth?" 


"His
family's hellmouth draining him," Helena said dryly. 


"Oh,
he's *that* one," she said, suddenly understanding it.  "I'm
glad he was here then, he's quick enough to do most everything she
needed."  She looked at the shard and vein piece.  "You
might want to work on him for precision." 


"It
was helpful," Helena said with a shrug.  She walked the older woman
away to sit and talk with her while they waited. 


***



Iggy
landed in Tara and Severus' bedroom in the suite and dropped his things. 
"I'm taking a shower." 


Snape
looked up at him, then grimaced.  The boy's head, chest, and arms were
dripping with something dark and slimy.  "What have you been
into?" 


"This
is gryphon blood and the egg coating.  It's also nasty, cold, and
sticky.  You don't want any, right?"  Severus made a disgusted
face and put his head back down.  "Thanks."  He walked into
the bathroom and turned on the shower, sending warm and happy thoughts at his
mate to tell her what he had done.  She gave him a sleepy mental pat on
the head and turned over in their bed.  He smiled, she was so cute when
she was tired, unlike his cousin.  As soon as the water was as hot as he
could stand it, he finished stripping and climbed in, letting it rinse all the
stuff off him. He slowly fell asleep under the warm water, it was so nice and
soothing, like a warm bath.  He liked to nap in the bathtub, always
had.  He stayed in there until the water ran cold, then quickly scrubbed
himself and got out, drying off as much as he could.  His boxers weren't
dirty so he put them back on and thought about going home, but he'd miss with
as tired as he was. 


"Come
nap," Tara called gently. 


He
smiled and padded out, crawling in next to her chest, putting his head right
down on it.  He mumbled something and was quickly snoring. 


Snape
looked at her.  "What did he say?" 


"That
Raena's were a nicer pillow, but mine were very good for napping on and that he
thanks me for being so nice."  She wrapped an arm around Iggy's tiny
waist and held him closer, just like she would her own children.  Snape
rolled his eyes.  "He's cute." 


"Make
sure he does nothing inappropriate.  I'd have to harm him greatly and his
father might get displeased so I'd have to hurt him as well." 


Tara
reached back and pinched him on the stomach. "Behave.  He's got his
woman, the same as you do."  She pulled one of his arms over her own
waist, making him hold her.  "There, now we're all
comfortable."  He snorted but didn't let her go.  She briefly
wondered if this was what it was like every night when you were part of a
threesome, but gave it up as she fell asleep again. 


***



Draco
led his two new servants back into his house, showing them around the
downstairs.  "You will be responsible for my study and library, the
entertainment room, and my son's suite.  If the other children are here,
you'll be responsible for the youngest daughter's things as well." 
They nodded, it wasn't too much.  Draco whistled, bringing another house
elf running, Dobby's mother.  "These two are here to work.  Show
them about, they have their assignments."  She led them off,
whispering about each room as they passed it and about his bad morning
problems.  He smiled when he heard the description of his scowl and went
up to visit his guest.  Lucien had come back a while ago and had released
Xander to play in his room.  He found Xander on his bed, looking
upset.  "What's wrong now?" he asked, coming in and sitting on
the foot of the bed. 


"We
were supposed to go out tonight," Xander said miserably.  They had
planned this months in advanced and he had really wanted to go see it. 


"You
and George?" 


"And
Iggy if he was around," Xander admitted.  "It's the last night
of the Fantasia 3 performance." 


Draco
considered it.  "I'll go with you and George if you want, and he can
spend the night over."  Xander brightened up. "You shower and
get changed.  I'll check on him." 


"The
tickets are on the dresser in the jewelry box," Xander said, looking more
happy.  He gave a pointed look at the edge of the bed. 


"You
may get up," Draco told him, sliding off the bed himself.  He went
back down to the floo and sent himself to the shop.  "Fred, where's
George?" 


"In
the lab, having one of *those* days." 


"Ah." 
Draco nodded.  "I'm going to go bother him."  Fred shook
his head quickly.  "No?" 


"If
you do, he'll throw a fit.  Nothing's been going right and we've got a
test panel in tomorrow."  Draco frowned.  "Why did you need
to see him?" 


"Xander
wanted to go out tonight." 


"Oh,
shit," Fred sighed, hitting himself on the head. 
"Fantasia."  He nodded.  "Come on, we'll go together,
it'll be safer for both of us."  He walked back and tapped on the
door. 


"Go
away, Fred!" George called, sounding angry.  Draco frowned and walked
in, glaring at his 'father' until he looked at him.  "What?" 


"Fantasia?"
Draco said simply. 


George
moaned and turned to lean against the counter, putting his test tubes together
in the holder.  "I can't go.  This isn't working out right at
all." 


"Take
some time off then look at it again," Fred encouraged.  "Xander
really wanted to go.  He's been bouncing around about it for months
now." 


George
added one of the test tube's contents to the flagon he was working on and it
burst, but the new glass inside didn't.  He sighed and looked down,
watching as the glass that hadn't broken turned back into sludge and flowed
away.  "I can't get it right." 


"We've
got seventeen other things to show them tomorrow," Fred pointed out. 
"Plus I've got one or two things that are near completion."  The
bell dinged.  "Go with him.  Xander wanted to share this with
you."  He went out to help the people who had just come in. 


George
looked at their 'son' and shook his head.  "I can't. I simply can't
until I get this right.  It's the reason we called the panel
tomorrow." 


Draco
sighed.  "I can take him then."  George gave him a grateful
look.  "Would you like to spend the night over anyway?  One of
the earlier versions is on television tonight." 


"Only
if I can get this right," George said, waving his wand at the mess to
clean it up.  "I don't know what's wrong." 


"Have
you tried making the final ingredients a solution together?  Or making
smaller solutions and mixing them together?" Draco asked.  George
nodded.  "Then perhaps you have the wrong chemical." 


"You
saw that it mimicked it, but it wouldn't stay up.  I didn't have time to
mix in the last chemical and I can't find Iggy to ask him for help." 


Draco
thought, searching the flood for his nephew.  What he saw made him shake
his head.  "He's curled up against Tara's breasts, while his Lord and
Master holds onto her.  They're at the convention." 


"Wonderful,"
George sighed. "Just when I need him too." 


"Then
call for him in a few hours.  He'll be up then."  Draco looked
around.  "What will this mimic do?" 


"If
I put it on a brick, it will mimic the brick and stay that way for about three
hours, supposedly," George told him, letting himself get comfortable on
the counter.  "I found it in one of the gryphon books and translated
it with Xander's help, but you've got him and Iggy's in Venice."  He
pushed himself off the counter.  "Would you please tell him I want to
go but I can't?  And that I'd really like to come see him tonight, but I'm
having one of those days where I'm so frustrated that I'll end up yelling at
him if he gives me a hug?" 


"If
you wish," Draco said with a shrug.  "I'll ask around, see who else
wanted to go."  He smiled at him.  "Try the multiple
solutions.  You'd be surprised how many problems that fixes." 
He turned and walked away.  He could give advice like that, he was very
good in potions and had gotten higher marks than either of the twins had. 
He stopped at the desk. "Would you like to go instead of your mate?" 


"Sure,"
Fred agreed.  "Want the tickets now?" 


"If
you don't want to bring them to the theater." 


"They
have dinner reservations in a half-hour," Fred told him. 


"Then
I'd take a very fast shower and I'll have someone call over to say we'll be
late."  He walked away, heading back to his house to shower and
change as well.  He found his son sitting on his bed.  "Will you
be good while I take Uncle Xander out tonight?" 


"Are
you dating him?" 


Draco
stopped and looked at his son, giving him a smile and a head shake. 
"Not at all.  What gave you that idea?" 


"You
treat him nice and you give him presents.  You did that with mummy from
what Denver said." 


"Ah." 
Draco suddenly understood.  "No, Lucien, I'm not dating your Uncle, I
am merely spoiling him.  It makes me happy to see him happy. All
right?" 


"Okay,
but if you do date him, can I spoil him too?" 


Draco
nodded, understanding now why his own father hadn't had any luck in turning him
to the dark.  He had never been around enough to give off the proper
model.  Thank Merlin.  "I'm going to shower.  Go tell your
nanny that I'm leaving for the evening and we'll be back. You may watch
television with the older children when they get here."  Lucien
scampered off, nearly bounding in joy because his big brother and sisters were
going to be there with him for a while.  Draco smiled, he had his family
and they entertained him to no end some days.  He went in to take a quick
shower.  Not that he smelled or anything. 


***



Xander
looked up at the restaurant.  "How did you know?" 


"I
told him," Fred said, giving him a pat on the back.  "Did you
exchange money?" 


"It
was on the dresser in the envelope," Xander said, starting to frown.
"Didn't you get it?" 


"Oh,
I did, I thought that was for something at the theater." 


"Popcorn's
not that expensive," Xander told him, walking inside. 
"Harris-Weasley?" he told the attendant.  "Sorry we're
late." 


"That's
fine, sir.  Three?"  Xander nodded. "Smoking or non?" 


"Non,"
Draco told her.  "I'm allergic."  She smiled and led them
to a table as far away from the smoking section as she could, leaving them with
menus.  "How long do we have?" 


"I
planned an extra hour in case we were running late or wanted to take a walk in
the park," Xander told him.  "Since when?" 


"Since
I don't like the smell and I refuse to smell it all night," he said
gently.  He opened his menu and nodded in appreciation.  Very well
thought out dishes it seemed.  If the taste lived up to the descriptions,
he would be very pleased and have to remember this place.  "What are
you getting?" 


"I
always get the steak," Xander told him.  "The one with cheese on
top." 


Draco
looked at it.  "It's fattening," he said in appreciation.
"You can spoil yourself." 


"George
ends up eating the topping," Fred told him.  "Is that what this
is about?  Him needing spoiled?  George does do that." 


"No,
this is about giving him some time away from all that nasty stress he's usually
under. It's also about giving him time to think and finish adjusting himself to
the realities of his life.  He seems to have not done that.  Mostly
this is about me being obedient to my higher authority.  He said so."



Xander
grimaced.  "I'm fine, Draco, really." 


"No,
you're not.  I found you doing situps this morning in your
bed."  He nodded the waiter over.  "I'll have the
Chardonnay, a glass please."   He looked at Fred. 


"I'll
take some of that American iced tea.  Lemon on the side?"  The
waiter nodded and wrote it down.  "Xander?" 


"Can
I have a regular coke and a glass of water?"  The waiter nodded and
ran away to get it for them.  Fred smirked at him. "What?  I
miss coke some days.  Diet sucks."  He smiled.  "I
think I'll have the steak and pasta pie." 


The
other men looked at their menu, then a Xander.  It didn't sound very
appetizing.  "Have the steak and cheese dish, but eat the
topping," Draco suggested mildly.  Xander shrugged.  "Or
you could have that shrimp dish.  The one with the pasta?" 


Xander
looked at it and frowned. "It's expensive."  Draco sighed. 
"Fine.  But you have to buy your own popcorn." 


"That
will be fine I'm sure," Draco told him.  "How expensive is
that?" 


"About
six pounds now for the big one," Xander told him. 


Fred
pulled out the envelope and counted it out.  "Xander, you've got four
hundred for the night," he said quietly. "Get what you want and enjoy
it.  I'm having the grilled shrimp and steak dish." 


Xander
nodded. "All right."  When the waiter came back with their
drinks, they placed their orders and relaxed.  They had time. 
"I was going to get us a hotel room for the night so we didn't have to try
and travel back tonight." 


"That's
the beauty of teleporting," Draco said quietly, though there wasn't anyone
near them.  "No need to stand in line waiting to go home." 


"Can
you still?" Fred asked. 


Draco
nodded. "For another month and a half.  We'll be fine to get home
tonight and everyone can find a nice bed and use them."  Xander
grimaced.  "I'm sorry, maybe he'll be over tomorrow night." 


"I
know, I wanted him there though.  He was supposed to share this with me
and be happy with me." 


"So
you'll explain it to us and be happy with him when it comes out on DVD,"
Draco said, sounding practical.  Xander was pouting and it was such a step
in the right direction.  He was pleased with his good deed. 
"What is Fantasia about?" 


"It's
music and pictures," Xander explained, shaking off his unhappiness. 
"The stories are what the artists saw when they listened to the music.
It's not really an interpretation of the music, but the story that the music
gave them, sort of like the music was their muses." 


"So,
the music and the story may not be connected?" Fred said.  Xander
nodded, looking happy.  "Then why are we going to see it?" 


"You'll
see," Xander said as their waiter came over with their dinners. He
accepted his shrimp dish and took a deep sniff.  "Mmm."  He
dug in, slurping the pasta greedily.  This was the life he wanted. 
It would only be better if his husband and son were with them. 


***



Draco
looked around the theater.  They were in the second story line and it was
something that Xander said he hated with so much loathing in his voice that he
couldn't possibly be interested.  He noticed the mouse directing the
brooms to get water and snorted in derision.  Close, but not close
enough.   Xander patted him on the thigh.  Draco smiled at him,
but Xander was watching, no matter how much he hated it.  So he continued
to watch the crowd.  Some of the less mature wizards and witches were throwing
things at the screen. 


Xander
nudged Draco and pointed at the screen.  "Someone got one to
stick," he whispered. 


Draco
pulled his wand and flicked it at the popcorn, dislodging it.  He just as
subtly put it back. Half the crowd were muggles.  These showings were for
some children's charity that Disney was part of.  It was a good cause,
even if he wasn't quite sure why this was so liked.  The explanation
earlier had made it a little more clear, but he had different visions and he
couldn't quite fall into these because of it.  He glanced at Fred and
noticed he was having the same problem.  He shrugged, it was worth
it.  Xander hadn't been this happy in years.  The next song was
introduced by someone who was probably supposed to be funny, and it
started.  This one he understood a bit more. He settled in to watch this
one go on.  He'd have to watch the first two later. Maybe he would
understand this one better if he had seen them.  Xander shifted, wiggling
almost.  Yes, it was worth it. 


***



Xander
bounced around as they walked out of the theater, talking excitedly.  He
noticed the small table.  "Ooh, the first two in special
edition," he said happily, grabbing the envelope from Fred's back pocket
and walking over.  "Do you have any left?" 


"Just
one," she said with a smile.  "Did you enjoy it?" 


"Very
much.  Though I wish they would do away with the Sorcerer's
Apprentice.  Put in something new, or bring back the Dance of the Hours or
something.  But I have to say the remastering they did was
*excellent*!  So much better."  She chuckled as she took the
money and handed him the silver metal box.  "Oh, it's got a space for
the last one to join it."  He smiled at Draco.  "Thank you
for bringing me." 


"You're
welcome," Draco said, taking Xander's arm, letting Fred get the box, so
they could leave.  "You enjoyed it?" 


"I
think that fact that the artists came up with such *vivid* fucking pictures
after listening to the songs over and over again is amazing!" he said a
little loudly.  A few of the nearby wizards and witches looked at
him.  He smiled at them.  "You didn't read the
program?"  They shook their heads.  "That was what the
animators, the artists who drew everything, saw when they listened to each
piece of music.  It's not an interpretation of the music, it's their muse
popping up.  This is what *they* saw.  Even if you have different
visions as the music played, it's still all right to float along and let the
music carry you.  That's what it's for."  A few of them nodded
and most of them looked like they understood it, so he turned back to his
companions.  Fred looked happier now and Draco looked thoughtful. 
"We can watch the first two tonight if you want.  I wouldn't mind at
all." 


"I'm
sure you wouldn't," Draco agreed.  "We can do that.  The
children are watching the second one tonight anyway."  He led them
away, heading down to a darker part of the street.  "Xander, you take
Fred and I'll get myself back to my place."  Xander obediently took
the box of DVD's back and Fred's arm, teleporting them back.  Draco looked
around, then sent himself home.  He walked into the entertainment room,
where he could hear squeals of delight, and smiled at the picture everyone
made.  Xander had been pounced by Ravena and was being tickled. 
Simone had stolen the DVD's and was looking them over.  "Is the
player working?" 


"No,"
Simone called out. 


"Sears
is still open," Xander gasped.  He flipped them over, attacking
Ravena, and Denver when he waded in to help his baby sister.  He even got
Lucien when he came to help, or get some tickling for himself. 


Draco
smiled at the happy picture and went to get some money.  It would be a
fast trip.  Iggy had left a thumbtack at the mall.  He disappeared
and came back twenty minutes later with the new machine.  "Who wants
to figure out how this goes?" 


"I
can," Denver said, getting off Xander's chest, where he had been sitting
to hold his uncle down while Lucien tickled him.  He accepted the
box.  "Sis, knife?"  Simone pulled her knife out of her bra
and handed it over, still reading the inserts from the DVD's.  He opened
the box and pulled out the new machine, looking it over.  "Okay, I
think I've got it."  He got pushed gently out of the way and his
uncle put everything together efficiently.  "So that's what you do
with that extra port."  He took the first one from his sister and
slipped it into the holder, sliding it inside. 



"We'll
have to get the stuck disk out of the other machine," Draco said as he sat
down to watch.  Xander leaned against his legs and Fred took the free
chair.  The previews came on and Xander fast forwarded it, shaking his
head at one that went past.  "You don't like Tarzan?" 


"Not
really."  Xander hit play as the main feature screen came up. 
He relaxed into his 'son's legs and got comfortable.  Simone tossed down a
pillow and he shot her a quick grin as he put it under his knee.  He got
lost in the music again, not caring about the stupid grin on his face. 


Fred
looked down at Xander, then at Draco.  "Good job," he said
quietly.  He went back.  "They really did brighten up the
picture," he said, noticing how much better the one they had seen earlier
had been. 


Draco
nodded, reaching down to pat the soft hair.  Xander looked up and smiled,
then went back to the movie.  Yes, he was very happy with his good deed of
the year. 


***



Harry
looked over as the elves came out of the fireplace. 
"Hello."  He smiled.  "Welcome to our home. 
We're moving next week so don't worry about it being so small."  They
nodded and peered around.  "Agatha's up in the tower reading. Ron's
in bed and Mellie's on the couch."   He stood up and shook their
hands.  "Thank you for coming to work for us."  He nodded
at the kitchen. "I opened cans of soup for a snack."  His house
elf shook his head and went to fix them real food.  The other two followed
him, talking in their strange language about the new house. 


Harry
smiled and went back to the decorating suggestions his daughter had made. 
They were...interesting to say the least.  Purple walls in the living
room?  With dark blue furniture and blood red highlights, carrying those
colors over to the tapestry curtains.  Was she a vampire?  He looked
over at her.  No, she was still breathing and rosy cheeked.  He shook
his head.  He'd leave it up to the professionals.  He could pay
someone to do that for him so he wouldn't have to bother with it.  That
sort of thing was not his area. 


A
golden blur flew down the stairs and hovered for a second, just long enough for
him to catch it. "Hello, Ron's snitch.  Is he napping
again?"  He stood up and walked it back upstairs, putting it in his
sleeping son's hand.  "You rest, Ron, you need it," he
whispered, backing out of the room.  He closed the door and turned,
finding his daughter standing there.  "They're here." 


"Wonderful,
I only wanted some milk." 


"Then
get some," Harry agreed.  He watched as his older little girl walked
down the stairs.  He started to wonder if Hermione knew how badly she had
screwed the girl up, but shook it off.  She didn't know anything
anymore.  Her mind had been completely erased. Even if they walked up and
introduced themselves, nothing in her memories would click.  He was free
to move on, but he wasn't sure he was ready to.  He went into his room and
laid down, thinking about that.  Maybe Ron would let him babble at him
once they were out of quarantine. He would understand and might even be able to
tell him what he was really thinking about.  He flipped onto his side and
listened to the new elves talk to Mellie downstairs.  She loved the elves
and they adored her.  But she started to cry and ran up the stairs. 
"Mellie?" he called.  She ran in and climbed in with him, giving
him a hug. "What happened?" 


"One
of the new ones said I can't help them," she sniffled. 


"Then
you can still play with the other two, Mellie."  He kissed her on the
top of her head.  "Why don't we all nap?  We'll have a later
dinner."  She nodded but didn't move.  "I promise, it'll be
okay, Mellie.  They'll learn to love you."   She got out of
his bed and went to her own and Harry called his usual elf up.  "Did
they not like her?" he asked quietly. 


"They
no watch children," the elf told him.  "Want dinner now?" 


"How
about a late one?" Harry suggested.  The elf nodded, looking
happier.  "Then we're going to nap while you talk with the new
two."  The elf nodded again and left his room, closing the door
behind himself.   Harry settled in to take a short nap.  Maybe
he would have some nice dreams this time. 


***



Draco
walked down to Xander's room, frowning.  One of the elves had just woken
him up and told him Simone wasn't in her room.  He knew she hadn't snuck
out, the shields were still up, she couldn't apparate, and her broom was locked
in his closet because she was still grounded.  So there was only one
probable place for her to be.  He tapped gently on the door and walked in,
smiling at the picture the two of them made.  Simone was napping on
Xander's chest and he was slowly stroking her hair.  "Can I have her
back?" he asked.  Xander shook his head.  "Why not?" 


Xander
shifted and got up, pointing at the boundary.  He was let out and walked
over to the bathroom.  "She's having boy problems." 


"I
didn't know she had one." 


"That's
the problem.  Everyone else is dating but her.  Even the guys who
wanted to worship her body while she was possessed won't come near her
now." 


"I
see."  Draco looked at the bed and smiled at his daughter, who was
awake. "Didn't want to talk to me?" 


"You'd
give me the 'it'll happen in time' speech," she said as she sat up, then
she yawned and stretched. "I could walk naked into the Great Hall and no
one would do more than drool." 


"You
are known to be very tough," Draco pointed out.  He came over and sat
beside her, giving her a hug.  Xander walked into the bathroom to give
them some privacy.  "You've gotten the reputation of liking to be one
of the guys and most boys your age don't like that.  Unless they're like
Wood." 


"There
aren't any boys like that right now," she pointed out, but she was
starting to feel better.  "Can you get one transferred in for me,
daddy?  Please?  I'll be good and treat him very nicely." 


Draco
laughed.  "We'll see, dear one."  He kissed her on the side
of the head.  "I'm sure someone will pop up in the next few
years."  She sighed. "I know it's hard with Iggy now being
irreversibly mated, and Melvin taking up with your best friend, but I promise
there will be someone for you." 


She
leaned against him.  "Only if I decide I like girls.  Or I go
for Uncle Oliver." 


"Potter
would stand in your way.  He'd protect Wood from you." 


"Does
he think I'm scary?" 


"No,
you'd be too young. He's had to drive off a few young girls for Wood, all of
them wanted to give him a child to carry on his fine traditions." 


"I'd
never be that obvious," Simone snorted. 


"I
know, dear, but he would still stand in your way." 


"Little
Ron would hurt me if I beat him up," Simone said thoughtfully.  Her
father poked her and she sighed.  "Yes, daddy, I'll try to find
someone who's like him and can understand a strong woman." 


"Thank
you. I'm sure he'd appreciate that," he agreed dryly.  He looked over
as the bathroom door opened.  "Xander, do you think there's anyone
around that school who will see her for the girl she is?" 


Xander
came out and sat against the far wall.  "None that come to
mind.  I can see a few who'll try for Ravena next year."  Simone
sighed.  "I think she'll need someone a bit more serious about her
interests.  You might ask your Uncle Charlie if any of his friends have
sons your age." 


She
brightened up.  "He would understand," she agreed happily. 
"I'm going to be seeing him in a few weeks anyway."  Draco
nodded and Xander frowned.  "I'm getting to visit the preserve and
see if it's something I'd like to do for a living instead of just working with
phoenixes." 


"Glinda
would protect you while you worked," Draco agreed.  "Murphy
occasionally helps Charlie."  He gave her a squeeze.  "Go
to bed and you can write him a letter tomorrow." 


"Yes,
daddy."  She gave him a kiss then stood up and walked over, giving
Xander one as well.  "Good night, Uncle Xander." 


"Night,
Simone."  He smiled as his niece walked out.  Draco glared at
him.  "What?" 


"Charlie?"



"He
did play, and was supposed to have been very good.  Plus, he understands
about her animals."  He forced himself to get up and only made it
partway.  He glared when Draco stood up.  "I can do
it."  He tried again and had to grab the doorframe to help
himself.  "See?" 


"Yes,
but I also heard your knees pop and your back settle," Draco told
him.  "We can help you stand up.  It's not a sign of
weakness.  You do it when I can't get up." 


"You
have a condition that makes seats suck you down," Xander said as he walked
pat him.  "May I swim tomorrow?" 


"If
you'd like."  Draco pulled his wand once Xander was in the bed and
floated him up, making the other man squeak.  "You can ask me for
help and I won't mind, even if I'm busy."  Xander gave him a dirty
look. "I'm sorry I snapped at you that time, but that isn't how I usually
react and you know it."  He crossed his arms.  "Would you
let your son help you?"  Xander paused then nodded.  "Have
you not said repeatedly that I'm your son as well?" he continued
patiently.  The man had so many layers of defense mechanisms it's a wonder
anyone ever got through them.  Xander nodded, smiling slightly. 
"Then why won't you let me help you?" 


"Because
I didn't need it." 


Draco
grimaced.  "You did.  You still do because you're not getting
down."  Xander opened his mouth.  "No, don't say it. 
Don't say a word.   Let me let you in on something, Xander.  For
you to proclaim me your son, you had to mean it.  I know you know that
much about the clan structure."  Xander nodded, more firmly this
time.  "That, in all legal senses within the community, makes me your
son.  That gives me the same rights as Iggy to your time, your wallet, and
your life." Xander grimaced. "Not that I'm going to push any of
them," he said smoothly, "but it also gives me the right to yell at
you when you're being dumb.  Follow all the rules or none of them!" 


Xander
frowned.  "I never meant it like that." 


"What,
I'm not your son?" 


Xander
grabbed a pillow and tossed it at him but it was stopped at the barrier. 
"No!  Stupid." 


"Thank
you.  At least now you're talking to me like you do your other
children." 


Xander
groaned.  "Fine!  You're just like the other children. 
Happier now?" 


"This
means that I have just as much right to help you off the floor as your other
children, and the same right to nag you about it until you realize this
fact." 


Xander
rolled onto his side.  "Fine, you can help me stand up, even though I
didn't need it." 


Draco
zapped him, making him squeal.  "You did.  If you had to grab
onto something, it could have been me but you were feeling stubborn.  From
now on, you'll let me help you stand and other things when necessary, the same
as you would Ignatius." 


"I
wouldn't have let him help me up off the floor." 


"Xander,"
Draco warned.  He looked closer. "What did you hurt." 


"Nothing,"
Xander lied. 


Draco
shook his head and walked into the safe corridor, handing over the pill bottle
and a soda.  "Take one.  You obviously need it.  You can't
lie worth a damn."  He crossed his arms and tapped his foot until
Xander took one of the pills.  "Once you're ready to give in
gracefully, I'll let you down.  It's probably taking some of the weight
off your sore joints anyway." 


"I'm
not that sore, I just twisted my wrist," Xander told him.  Draco
snorted and walked back out of the safe corridor.  "May I please get
down?  I promise, you can grab me and help me up like Iggy does." 


"Is
that why you let him help you?"  Xander didn't say anything. 
"Xander?  Do I have to get forceful with you?" 


"No,"
Xander sighed.  "This is me, Draco, get over it already.  I'm
not going to suddenly become needy and whiny." 


"No
one asked you to!" he shouted.  He calmed himself.  "No
one's asked you to become needy or whiny.  All we'd like is for you to act
like your body's the way it is and admit it when you need help.  We'd all
be more than satisfied with those major steps.  For that matter, I'd like
it immensely if you'd stop acting so stuck up about needing help." 


"I'm
not stuck up." 


"You
are, you act like the rest of us aren't good enough to help you." 


"You
are, all of you, but I don't need it." 


"Xander,
can you honestly tell me that you didn't need help getting up off the
floor?"  Xander nodded.  "Really?  If I put you under
truth serum." 


"I
knew I could get myself up off the floor.  I've done it for a while
now." 


Draco
shook his head.  "Xander, listen to yourself, please.  This
attitude of defense is not only annoying, it's damaging any further recovery
you may have.  Most people encourage someone to at least cheer them on
when they've been injured and need to heal." 


"I've
already healed," Xander said, his voice starting to get cool. 


"No,
you haven't.  You had knee surgery last Christmas.  You had a very
traumatizing incident right after your brace came off.  You never had the
chance to heal." 


"Gee,
I seem to remember those.  I was there," he pointed out, getting a
little colder. 


Draco
stopped to look at him, then shook his head and climbed into the bed, standing
on it to get in the older man's face.  "Stop it.  I'm not
accusing you of anything beyond being stubborn, and you freely admit to that
state."  Xander nodded.  "You still need to finish
healing.  If I have to, I can get your doctor here and have him tell you
the same thing." 


"He
said my knee was fine and as good as it was going to get." 


Draco
tipped the fallen chin up and looked him in the eyes.  "Then why are
you wincing when you move that leg?" he asked gently.  "Why do
you still need pain medicine so often?  I think if you had let him look at
your knee, he'd say you had probably pulled a few muscles on your cross-
country run."  Xander grimaced.  "Did he even see you after
that?" 


"The
healers said I was fine." 


"Would
they know a fake joint?" 


"It's
not that bad!" Xander told him, getting his face free.  "This
isn't fair." 


"No,
it's educational," Draco said with a faint smile.  "You need to
finish adapting to the wizard's life, Xander. You can't kick in a door anymore,
so you need to learn the spell that will do that for you.  There are other
methods of doing everything that you used to do and I'll gladly help you find
them if you'd quit being so stubborn.  Admit that you're not the young
idiot you used to be and let me teach you how to kick in doors and decapitate
vampires with your wand." 


"I
can still fight." 


"Yes,
you can, but you should keep it rare.  Why give your enemies the advantage
of seeing you as anything other than weaker?"  He saw the
interest.  "With your cane and gait, they'll think you're weak and
not able to defend yourself.  You can use that to your advantage. 
Learn how to compensate and then I'll take you to fight in a cemetery of your
choice."  Xander nodded.  "Thank you.  Sleep now,
we'll start tomorrow after your swim."  He hopped off the bed and
grabbed his stomach, pausing to let the poor thing settle.  He walked
toward the door. 


"Draco,
can I come down now?" he asked.  "I don't think I can sleep like
this." 


Draco
waved his wand and Xander slowly lowered to the bed.  "There, how's
that?"  He smiled and left him alone.  He found his son in the
hallway.  "Yes, Denver?" 


"I
heard yelling?" Denver asked. 


"The
normal argument.  Go back to bed.  You'll see Xander
tomorrow."  Denver nodded and went back to his rooms.  Draco
sighed and went to his.  It was an impressive step, and now he knew how
Iggy got past the stone wall of stubbornness. 


***



Iggy
woke up and found his mentor looking at him.  "What?" he asked,
yawning in his face. 


"Go
brush your teeth and we'll talk." 


Iggy
nodded and headed into the bathroom, using the toothbrush in the box on the
sink.  He guessed it was for him.  After he was done, he cleaned his
face and finger-combed his hair, french braiding it for now so it'd stay out of
his face until he could find a band.  He noticed what he was wearing and
frowned, but his clothes were missing.  He walked out and looked around. 


"I
sent them to be cleaned," Severus told him, pointing at the chair. 
"Your wife sent that for you." 


"Thanks,"
Iggy said, going over to the bag and pulling out a complete outfit.  He
went back into the bathroom to change and came out in the all black
outfit.  "Did you pick this out or her?" 


"I
did, but it was already in your closet," Snape told him with a fond
smile.  "Your presence was requested at the conference.  You may
help me today or go to any of the symposiums." 


"Wow." 
Iggy nodded. "All right.  Let me find a robe."  He grabbed
his red one out of his bag and left it open over his outfit. 
"Suitable?" 


"Very
nice," Tara said as she walked in from the other part of the suite. 
"And no ick anywhere." 


"It
happens," Iggy said with a shrug.  "I was helping a female
gryphon with a broken egg and a backed up delivery chute.  Then I had to
remove some shards from some veins, and then I got to pierce an egg sac. 
What fun." 


"Wouldn't
you have to crawl up inside her for some of that?" Tara asked.  Iggy
nodded, looking a little green around the edges.  "I'm sorry." 


"It's
not so bad.  It's a big open space once all the eggs are out of
there.  It was just icky for a while."  He grinned. "When's
breakfast?" 


"I
just brought up food," she said with fond tolerance.  "Raena
will join us later today." 


"'Kay,
thanks."  He walked into the next room to give them some
privacy.  He found the bags of fast food and the one with his name on it,
so sat down to eat the greasy food as fast as he could.  Severus had been
mostly dressed so he must be nearly ready to go.  He actually had ten
minutes to digest everything before his mentor came out with a steaming cauldron. 
"Want me to take that?" 


"It's
not necessary," Snape told him. He looked him over.  "Do tie it
back if you have to.  You look odd." 


Iggy
ran his fingers through the braid, bringing it down, and went to find a hair
tie.  He found one of his uncle's leather cords in his bag and used
it.  Charlie wouldn't complain too much.  He checked himself in the
mirror and took off the robe when he noticed the spot on the back of it. 
His other red one, this one a little more slinky of a color and fabric, was pulled
out and put on.  It was still all right, though a little wrinkled around
the hem.  He walked out and looked at the chair.  "Did someone
pour water on it?" 


"I
sat on it to work out my hair," Tara told him with a slight shrug. 
"Sorry."  She fixed the wrinkles for him and took his arm,
walking him out.  "Are you excited?" 


"Fairly
so, even though this isn't my conference.  Do we have one?" 


"Next
year in London," Snape told him.  "You've already got an
invitation on my desk." 


"Cool." 
Iggy let Tara go as they entered the ballroom, letting her switch side with him
so she was on her husband's left.  He nodded at a few people he had
treated and went to look at the list of activities for the day.  He found
Severus standing behind him. "I think I'm going to go to the Potent Poisons
ones if it's all right with you." 


"That
would be fine.  It's usually very interesting.  Did you not find the
note taking materials?" 


Iggy
patted his pocket.  "They were already in here. Muggle notebook and
pen so I don't have to worry about ink or a lapdesk."  Tara smiled at
him.  "Thank you, Aunty."  He blew a kiss.  "I'm
going to be late.  Have fun announcing your new poison."  He
walked off, his robe billowing behind him. 


"The
extra two hours did him good," Tara told him as she walked her husband to
his room.  Everyone smiled at them.  "Iggy's at the Potent
Poison's lectures." 


One
man sighed.  "Too bad.  I wanted to talk to him about an
antidote for this one." 


"I've
already created one with his and Poppy Pomfrey's help," Snape said, taking
the lectern.  "Am I the only one this year?" 


"Our
other presenter is running late so it's all yours," the head of the panel
for the Advancement of Poisoning Technology noted.  "What's
steaming?" 


"I
had to put it in a warm water bath.  The Weasley twins' cold gel worked a
little too well.  It was frozen." 


"Is
it still viable?" another member asked, the one who had wanted to talk to
Iggy. 


"It
is.  It's meant to be frozen and unfrozen."  The members made
notes and he went on with his presentation. 


Tara
sat back and relaxed, watching her lifemate do the work he loved.  It was
thrilling to see the look in his eyes as he talked about kill ratios and
survivability even if she thought they were icky subjects. 


***



Iggy
slipped into the room and took a seat in the back.  The man setting up in
the front looked back at him and frowned.  "What?  I have to
know anyway," he said with a grin for the people who turned to look at
him. 


"Your
Master let you go?" 


"My
Master is my Master only because he's the one I train under.  I'm not his
apprentice in the formal sense.  He's my teacher, not my keeper." 


"Oh." 
Most everyone nodded and turned back around, watching the man set up.  He
looked nervous. 


"Ignatius,
what did you do with the rest of the Dragonsbane potions?" 


"It's
frozen in my grandmother's freezer, clearly marked just in case."  He
shifted.  "My wife took them home with her." 


"Will
she be attending?" the presenter asked. 


"Later
today."  Iggy grinned a silly, happy grin.  "We'll probably
slip out and wander around for a few hours before dinner."  He
straightened up.  "Does anyone know who did it?  I'd like to
smack him or her." 


"No,
not yet," the presenter told him.  "No one's crowed and no one's
said anything." 


Iggy
grimaced.  "Then I think I want to look at those samples
again."  He sat back and continued to frown as he talked to his wife
and she looked over the test set again.  Suddenly he sat up. 
"That fucker!  The absolute fucking mental boogers he
has!"  He groaned.  "He added wolfsbane to it." 


The
panel and everyone sighed and someone got up to go mix something for
that.  He patted Iggy on the back.  "It takes two days for that
to show up," he reminded the boy.  "It isn't your fault." 


"No,
but the two work together to form something to give you the worst case of the
runs ever."  He stood up but the man pushed him back down. 
"I can do it.  They'll trust me." 


The
man smiled. "I'm a healer as well, Ignatius, don't worry about
it."  He walked out, going to tell this new development and check his
own test set. 


Iggy
looked at the door.  "He is?" 


"He
teaches at Beaubaxton," the presenter told him.  He smiled at the
boy.  "Are you prepared to take notes on the new chapters for the
book?" 


Iggy
pulled his pen and notebook, waving them a bit.  "Tara got them for
me.  I'll transcribe them onto parchment later." 


The
presenter nodded. "Very wise.  Better than most of the healers in the
room."  He smiled at the stunned look.  "As you pointed out
once, it's the mirror image of our own science." 


"Yeah,
it is, but I hadn't heard more of us were here."  He shrugged. 
"Okay."  He opened the notebook and made a note at the top about
what the notes were from and all that.  He looked up as the first slide
was put up in the ancient device.  Interesting.  A snake-venom-based
one from India. 


***



Raena
checked the containers in the freezer, fully frozen.  "Let me take
these up to the school and then I'm heading to Venice," she called. 


"That's
fine," Molly assured her from the laundry room.  "Are they
finally frozen?" 


"Some
of the ice in the freezer melted as well," Raena agreed.  She stuffed
the containers into a basket and closed it tightly, putting her personal sign
on the lock so it couldn't be opened without her knowing.  Then she put on
her robe.  "We'll be back tonight or tomorrow, Molly."  She
and her locked basket left, finding Dumbledore wandering toward the
doorway.  "Where does everyone keep solutions and antidotes?" 


"In
the freezer section of the infirmary," he said, turning around to lead her
to it. "That's a very interesting method of locking it away." 


She
smiled at him.  "I learned really quickly to hide my Mastery potion
in one.  There were a few people who were jealous."  He
laughed.  "Really, it's the main competitive sport at Braun, screwing
everyone else up."  She watched as he opened the frozen section,
smiling at the room ready for her basket, the shelf had magically adjusted for
her.  "Here we are."  She slid it inside and watched as the
case was relocked.  "No one will get into this?" 


"As
far as I know.  Poppy will be back in a few weeks, so you'll need to call
her and have her check on it."  He winked.  "Have fun in
Venice.  I hear it's very pretty to wander around in." 


She
nodded.  "Very.  I spent a few weeks there with my parents the
first time I was this age."  She smiled and teleported away, finding
Iggy easily.  She stepped over his feet and took the seat next to him,
looking at his notes.  She had to squint but she figured out most of what
it said.  "Personal attacks?" 


He
nodded and gave her a kiss, then turned back to the presenter. 
"Venom charms." 


"Wonderful." 
She settled in against his side to listen.  She knew some of this, but
some of it was the updated information her teacher had been working on for
years.  Yes, he was still a thrilling teacher after twenty years of doing
so.  He sought her hand and entwined their fingers, giving her a gentle
squeeze.   This was a wonderful vacation.  Poisons or not. 


***



Xander
walked into the pool area and found he had it all to himself.  The kids must
still be sleeping.  He stretched up, listening to his back pop in
sequence.  "Ah," he sighed in relief. He put his arms down and
waved them some to get the blood flowing.  Then he dived in, doing easy
laps back and forth across the pool.  On his first lap back, he noticed
someone had been standing there.  "Hey," he said, waving, then
he turned and started back again. 


Simone
sat on the edge of the pool, watching him move through the water. 
"Why don't you come over more often?" she asked when he stopped to
catch his breath, about ten minutes later. 


"I
didn't know you had it until two days ago." 


"Oh." 
She nodded and slid in, treading water.  "May I join you?" 


"Sure. 
Take that side," he said, pointing at the half he wasn't using. 
"Isn't anyone else up?" 


"Denver
only swims when it's hot and he likes to splash around.  It's the adult
version of what Lucien does in the pool."  She frowned at him. 
"Can you teach me that stroke?  I do a bastardized version of it, but
yours looked so much smoother." 


"Sure." 
He helped her into position and moved her through a few of the basics, then let
her go, watching as she swum off.  "Put your face down," he
called.  She did so and came up spluttering.  "Now try the
breathing-in thing only when you tip your face to the side," he said with
amusement.  She glared at him but started off again.  She caught on
fairly quickly and rejoined him in the deep end.  "Very good. 
Want to learn the backstroke too?" 


"There's
a *back* stroke?" 


He
nodded.  "It's basically the same only you're on your back.  Try
it.  Kick off from the wall and do the same thing, only face the nice
shiny mirrors on the ceiling."   He looked up.  "Why
did he put mirrors on the ceiling, and what is that mark around the
drain?" 


"A
cleaning charm in case Lucien or Denver do nasty things in the pool and an
anti-drowning charm."  She pushed off gently from the wall and did
what she had been doing, getting it fairly quickly as well.  "I like
this one." 


"If
you're really nice, I'll teach you how to breast stroke," he said, taking
off to do a few laps in that style. 


"That
looks like hard work," Draco said as he joined them with his own
son.  He jumped in and bobbed up.   He quickly got out of his
daughter's way as she tried it.  "Xander, come teach her this before
she sprains her back again." 


Xander
swam over and held her up.  "Think dolphin."  She arched up
and he supported her chest for her, putting it into the correct position. 
"Try it now."  He let her go, watching as she tried it. 
"Come up further or you won't be able to breathe," he called. 
She did another one, getting closer.  "Not perfect, but good enough
for non-competitive swimming."  He dove under the water and flipped
over, coming up back stroking down the length of the pool. 


Denver
looked at his father.  "Do other people do that as well?" 


"He's
swimming for exercise, as is your sister," Draco said patiently. 
"Most people swim for fun."  He looked around.  "Where
are your other sisters?" 


"On
the back lawn getting some sun," Denver told him as he slid into the
water.  He watched the two athletic people go for it and shook his
head.  "I admit, it's impressive, but it doesn't look relaxing."



"I'm
sure you get into a rhythm and lose your body to the motions, letting your mind
wander," Draco told him, giving him a pat on the shoulder.  He got
out of the way and pounced on Xander, forcing him under the water. 
"Stop it, you're making the rest of us look bad," he said once Xander
bobbed back up. 


Xander
grimaced and splashed him.  "I'll have you know I was nearly turned
into a fish person because I was so good." 


Simone
stopped and she and her brother stared at him.  Then Denver looked at his
sister.  "Maybe you should stop before it happens to you too." 


Draco
splashed his son.  "I'm sure it was something to do with the
Hellmouth."  Xander nodded and took off again.  "You won't
get out of telling them that story so easily!" he called after him. 


Simone
laughed.  "I'm sure he's fine, father.  After all, he survived
being possessed for half of his life, he could get through nearly being made
fishy."  She launched herself off, enjoying this backstroking thing
immensely.  She looked good in the mirrors and .....what was that on the
bottom of the pool.  "How did that cube get here." 


"Dirt!"
Draco sighed.  "Son, get a towel and don't look at it."  He
climbed out and went for his wand, summoning the cube from the bottom of his
pool.  It was wrapped in the towel and Draco threw on a shirt over his
swim trunks, spandex like the ones he had put on Xander.  "I'll be
right back."  He carried the bundle in to use the floo, sending
himself to the Ministry so he could complain to Percy.  He walked into the
archives and paused because everyone was staring at him.  "Yes, I
know I'm dripping wet around the books, but I found this blasted thing on the
bottom of my pool."  He handed it, towel and all, to Percy, then
walked away.  He smirked at the admiring looks he was getting, including
the woman who turned to watch his ass as it walked away.  Hmm, he could
get used to this tight clothing thing on occasion.  He sent himself back
home and walked out to get back in the pool.  He only stopped to put
towels over his daughters' bare bodies. "You'll want tan lines," he
told them, finishing his trek back to the pool. 


"But,
father," Ravena sighed.  "I don't need tan lines." 


"Get
them anyway.  You never know who might apparate in, including your
grandmother," he called, waving a hand at them.  "I mean it or
no shopping." 


"Yes,
father," they said in near-unison.  They climbed back into their tiny
swimsuits and flipped over to get evenly brown on their backs. It's not like
the strings covering them really covered anything anyway. 


So
when Melvin, Molly, and the little kids came a half-hour later, there was some
screaming at them to put on clothes, and for Maeve to not help by undoing their
strings for them. 


Denver
popped his head out of the pool.  "The rest of us are in here. 
Ana, you're getting red," he called. 


She
got up and walked in there to look at herself in the mirrored ceiling. 
"I guess I've had it for the day then," she sighed. "Ravena, I'm
starting to burn, it's time to quit."  Her sister stood up, showing
off her burgeoning figure in the tiny Brazilian bikini.  "Come
swim." 


"That
won't stay on you," Melvin said as he walked past her to jump right
in.  "Hi, Uncle Draco, Uncle Xander."  Xander waved a hand,
helping Maeve swim around in the shallow end.  She had her floaters on and
was kicking happily because Lucien was trying to get her again - even though
his father wouldn't let him go. 


"Put
on some real clothes," Molly snapped at them. 


"These
are real bathing suits," Anastasia told her.  "Unlike our older
sister, we wear things that make us look good." 


"You
look like tramps." 


Draco
looked at her, frowning, and she lightened up.  "Girls, do at least
tie them tighter.  You're falling out, Ravena."  He looked at
Molly again.  "It's not like it's anyone outside the family. 
Were there guests around, I would have to insist that they wear their larger
suits." 


"This
is my larger suit," Ravena told him. 


"Then
we'll buy you another one soon enough."  Lucien was stolen from his
hands by his sister, who helped wipe his face off. "What were you
doing?" 


"Trying
to blow bubbles."  She grinned.  "Just like you taught
us."  She brought him closer to Maeve, and he automatically pounced
her, making her squeal and sink a little bit.  "We need to get you
some of those floaty things as well." 


"His
popped the other day," Draco told her.  He looked her over. 
"Isn't that one of your workout outfits?"  She nodded. 
"Why aren't you wearing a swimsuit?" 


"Because
all of mine are too small.  I'll look like the tart twins in them." 


"Take
that back," Anastasia yelled, stomping her foot.  "I am not a
tart." 


"I
can see the pink part around your nipples, sister dear, you're dressed like
one."  Anastasia adjusted her top but it didn't help very much. 
"Father, I think Grandmother has a legitimate complaint this time. 
Their suits are too small." 


Xander
looked over from the task of trying to separate the two kids.  "We
could get more." 


"I
know, but you're not coming," Draco told him. 


Xander
grinned at him.  "Ashamed of me?" 


"Hell
no, you make me look bad next to you."  He grimaced.  "How
you manage to tan year round I'm not sure." 


"It's
my sunny nature," he said with a wink, finally getting his daughter back
from Lucien and taking off with her so he could play with her.  "How
is my Princess today?" he asked.  She patted him on the face and
pointed at Lucien, giving him the most pitiful look. "You can have him
later, Maeve, play with me for now."  She sniffled, looking even more
pitiful, so he handed her over and grabbed William from where he was carefully
playing on the stairs, taking him in deeper to play with him.  "You
love me, right, son?"  William beamed at him and splashed him as hard
as he could.  "That's what I thought.  Hi, Zach." 


"Water's
bad," Zach said from the side of the pool, pouting because his best friend
was in there.  Draco held out his arms but he shook his head. 
"No, bad." 


"I
won't let you drown," Draco assured him.  "You can pounce
William if you come in."  Zach scooted forward and allowed himself to
be brought down into the water, only because he could pick on Willie
more.  Draco checked to make sure Simone had both tots, but Molly had them
both now, one on each hip as they splashed each other.  He got out of his
daughter's way.  "Do it in the other direction," he
snapped.  She sighed and went to swim cross-ways in the deep end, where no
one else was. 


"Be
thankful he didn't put in a diving board," Xander called.  "Then
you'd have to compete with cannonballs." 


Draco
looked confused.  "Those hard metal things?" 


"It's
a dive meant to create the most amount of splash.  A favorite of boys
everywhere.  It comes complete with bellyflops, buttflops, and reddened
skin from where you hit the water so hard." 


"Oh." 
He shook his head and moved closer so the boys could babble at each other more
quietly.  "I knew there was a reason I didn't put one in." 


"Uncle
Xander, can you do those off the side of the pool?" Denver asked. 
"They sound fun." 


"They
are, but you ache after a good one," Xander told him.   Denver
shrugged.  "I'll show you once all the kids are out of the
pool."  Melvin swam past him.  "You do that very well,
Melvin." 


"Dad
taught me in the pond at the Burrow," Melvin said, pausing to tread water
as Simone swam past him. "Move farther down the pool, Simone.  I want
some of it too." 


She
stopped and looked up.  "I started out down there." 


"It's
not easy to swim in a straight line," Xander told her.  "You've
got a stronger right side because that's the side you bat with and it's pulling
you." 


"Oh." 
She nodded, that sounded reasonable.  "Okay.  I think I'm done
anyway, my shoulders ache."  She moved to the side of the pool and
her brother decided to be nice, coming over to rub them for her. 
"Thank you, Denver." 


"You're
welcome, Simone.  Did you write Uncle Charlie or are you going to surprise
him?" 


"There
was an official letter of notice given to all the staff," Draco told him. 
"No names of course, but then again it might be a pleasant thing for those
two to spend some time together."  He smiled at his daughter. She did
love her creatures.  "Where is Glinda?" 


"Outside
in the bird bath scarring off the songbirds," she said lightly. 
"She doesn't like the water, father." 


Ravena
squealed as Lucien got her top's strings and opened them, catching it before it
could fully fall off her.  "Lucien!  Naughty!  You're too
young to see breasts!  Father, make him stop!" 


"Lucien,
you shouldn't tease your sister about her breasts," Draco called. 
"You'll get to see plenty of them when you're older."  Lucien
smiled and laughed evilly, reaching for the others around his sister's back. 


"If
you wore a proper suit, you wouldn't have those problems," Molly noted. 


"No,
I'd just be uncomfortable, have air pockets around my stomach because nothing
fits around there, and not be able to swim at all," she shot back, not
exactly in a happy mood. 


"The
female problem potion is in the medicine cabinet in my room," Anastasia
told her with a smile.  "I think it's about time we introduced you to
it, Rav." 


"Bite
me.  I don't need it.  I'm not having my period!" 


Draco
looked at her. "That's good to know, none of your sisters started that at
your age.  You'll probably start somewhere in the next year though. 
Your attitude is telling, daughter." 


"Sorry,
grandmother, Ana."  She finished putting the top back on and swam
off, going to have fun by herself. 


"Father,
you were saying something about having a pool party for us this summer,"
Simone reminded him.  "May we still?" 


"If
I must," he sighed.  "Make out your guests lists.  No more
than thirty people total."  The girls and Denver nodded, gathering to
talk about it. 


Xander
nudged him.  "If you are, you're going to have to get them new
suits."  He looked at the kids.  "And possibly some
toys." 


"We
can go to the pool store today," Draco agreed.  He looked at Xander,
who looked pitiful.  "Did you want to come?"  Xander
nodded, looking happier.  "And you won't run away?"  Xander
shook his head and Zach poked him repeatedly.  "Yes, Zach?" 


"Out
now?" 


"Of
course."  He waded to the side and let the little boy back onto the
patio area.  Zach walked over to a chair and curled up in it, covering
himself with a towel so he wouldn't be cold.  William joined him because
he whined and reached until Xander let him go as well.  Together they
curled up and talked. 


Draco
looked at Xander.  "You promise to behave?"  Xander
nodded.  "If you behave, you can have a treat." 


"Chocolate?"



Draco
nodded, giving him a tolerant look.  "You may have chocolate if you
behave."  He whistled, making all the kids look at him. 
"If you're serious about this pool party, then we'll have to make lists of
food and go shopping today."  They all started to talk. 
"Make out a list of foods you'll want.  We'll be leaving in an hour
so bathe as well."  Anastasia and Ravena hurried out immediately to
get ready.  Simone and Denver shrugged, helping Melvin plan what to get
for food. Draco shook his head.  His children were odd. 


Xander
swam down and took his daughter back, swimming her away, much to Lucien's
displeasure.  "My Maeve, give her back!" he shouted, struggling
to get to her.  He managed to get out of his grandmother's arms, and tried
his best to swim for his friend, but his grandmother caught him and held him
more tightly.  "My Maeve!" he shouted louder.  "Give
her back!" 


Draco
waded over and looked down at his son.  "You'll get her back, but her
father deserves to spend time with her as well." 


"My
Maeve!" Lucien whined.  "Want her!  Mine!" 


"Lucien,
behave," Molly warned. 


"Mine! 
Want her!" 


"You
can have her back soon enough," Xander said, glaring at him. 
"My Maeve first, then yours."  Lucien whimpered.  "No,
I get her first.  She's my daughter.  You can have her after I'm done
with her."  Lucien pouted but relaxed back into his father's
arms.  "Thank you."  He swam his daughter off, saying
something quietly so she laughed. 


"Son,
she doesn't belong to you," Draco told him gently, swimming away with
him.  He used the attaching spell to lock himself against the pool so they
could float together.  "She's not yours, son.  She's your
friend." 


"My
Maeve," he said at his most pitiful.  "She mine." 


"She's
his, you're her friend.  Just like you're mine and her friend." 
Lucien continued to look pitiful. "You can hug her again later, but you're
going to start spending more time away from her if you're going to throw these
fits." 


"You
said you always wanted a sister to lord over and protect," Molly pointed
out. 


Draco
nodded, smiling at her.  "I probably would have acted the same way at
his age if I had access to a wonderful little girl who let me cling to
her."  Lucien patted him on the face. "Yes, son?" 


"My
Maeve now?"  He pointed where Xander was putting her up onto the side
of the pool.  She ran over and climbed down with him, making her uncle
grunt in pain.  "My Maeve," he said with a sigh of relief. 


"Yes,
your Maeve," Xander said, rolling his eyes.  "We're going to
have to do something about this before school starts." 


Draco
shrugged.  "If I get the teaching position, then it might not be so
horrible.  Maybe they'll get tired of each other." 


"I'm
sure they will," Xander said dryly, smirking at him.  "Is it
time to go?" 


"No. 
Not yet."  Simone and Denver got out of the pool, both of them
helping heave Melvin up.  "How much longer?" 


"A
half-hour, father," Denver called.  "Come on, you can use our
shower," Denver told him. 


Xander
heaved himself up to sit on the side of the pool and lifted out each of the
little kids, letting them sit on the flagstones.  "I'm going to
shower too." 


"That
would be good," Draco agreed.  "You'll smell like the pool all
day otherwise." 


"I'll
probably smell like the pool all day anyway.  I'm going to sneak back down
here without the kids."  He grinned and stood up, grabbing a chair to
help himself.  "Come on, guys, time to shower all that nasty water
off."   All four little bodies followed his hobbling step. 


Draco
climbed out and helped Molly out, then hurried to help Xander back into the
house.  He hadn't brought his cane down. Xander glared at him. 
"You need it, you'll ache otherwise," he said, reminding him in his
most gentle 'talking to the infants' tone of voice.  "Accept it or else." 
Xander nodded and continued to grimace.  "Thank you." 


"The
only thing I could do is hit you and you might like that," Xander told
him. 


"If
you hit me, you're going to be grounded to your bed and will stay there for the
next two days," Draco told him.  He helped Xander up the stairs,
going extra slowly because it was hard for him to make it up the wide
steps.  "Here we are.  Children, go clean off," he said,
stopping at the nursery.  All four of them walked in, Lucien leading them
into the bathroom.  One of the house elves came running to help
them.  That way they couldn't make a real mess that she'd have to clean
up.  "Come on, Xander." 


"I
can walk." 


"I
know you're capable, but I'm enjoying this.  Don't take my fun away."



"How
long are you going to keep up this game?" 


"Until
you quit being so stubborn," Draco reminded him. "Then I won't have
to fight with you and it'll be much more fun to see you actually saying that
you need help.  That itself will keep my good humor in check." 
He walked Xander into his room and led him back into the safe corridor.
"There you are.  Shower.  I'll be back in a few
minutes."  He left, going to his own room.  He heard a thump and
headed back, finding Xander on the floor of the shower, sighing in
disgust.  "What happened?"  He helped the older man up and
checked him over.  "Did you fall?" 


"Cramp,"
Xander winced. 


Draco
helped him sit on the sink and rubbed the cramping calf until it gave up and
relaxed.  "How's that?" 


"Thank
you, Draco." 


"You're
welcome."  He smiled.  "Can you stand?"  Xander
slid down to stand up, mostly steadily.  They were nearly eye to eye at
the moment and very close.  "How does it feel?" 


"Better,
thank you."  Xander moved around him and went to the shower.
"How's your stomach?" 


"Small
cramps but nothing very bad.  I haven't had one as bad as the other night
since then." 


"Good." 
Xander turned on the water.  "Are we just heading to the pool
store?" 


"Did
you want something else?" 


"I
was thinking a small trip down Diagon.  Ravena needs more clothes. 
She's starting to pop out of her shirts." 


"I
noticed."  Draco leaned against the sink.  "I was going to
suggest that she allow me to take her bra shopping, but I'm not sure how to
bring it up." 


"Ask
her," Xander told him.  "Or let me make a suggestion.  Just
don't joke about it, she seems to be a bit embarrassed." 


"I
wouldn't do it normally.  I even try not to snap at her when she comes out
wearing something inappropriate."  He shrugged.  "I'll let
you bring it up, but I'm taking her shopping.  I doubt she'd want what you
got Simone." 


"One
of the places we went had prettier bras, more like what Anastasia wears." 


"Then
we might go there.  Take a shower."  He walked out, leaving him
in there.  He selected an outfit out of the wardrobe and laid it on the
bed. Then he went to take his own shower.  He smelled like the pool and
his hair was going to be a wreck if he didn't fix it.  He found his
daughter sitting on his bed, brushing out her hair.  "Let me shower
and I'll help you with that, Ravena." 


"Yes,
father."  She continued to try and comb through the snarls. 
"Can I still have a bikini?" 


"We'll
see what's there.  You might not like anything that's
suitable."  He walked into his bathroom and climbed into the shower,
groaning as the warm water flowed over his back.  This was a nice thing
when the weight gain started.  When he was done, he walked out and put on
a robe, stopping to fix his hair before walking out.  He sat behind his
daughter and braided her hair for her.  "Ravena, I wanted to talk to
you about your recent clothing choices." 


She
slumped.  "I know everything's getting too tight.  I try to pick
out the loose stuff, but even that's getting tight." 


"If
you had told me, I would have taken you shopping, Ravena."  He gave
her a hug.  "I think it's time we talked about bras, daughter." 


She
laughed.  "Me too, but mine aren't going to get huge like
Ana's.  Hopefully." 


"I
don't think so either.  I think you'll have my mother's set, small and
high."  He let her go.  "We're going bra shopping this
afternoon.  You can have anyone you want with you." 


"Can
Uncle Xander come so I can get some practical stuff for games?" 


"If
you'd like," he agreed.  "What about your sisters?" 


"Do
I have to?  Denver will laugh if we bring him." 


He
leaned closer and smiled.  "The store I'm taking you to has other
things and he'll spend the whole time drooling over the lingerie, wondering if
he can talk a girl into wearing some of it for him." 


She
giggled and hugged him.  "Thank you, father.  They can come if
they want.  I want to see his face." 


"Hello!"
Harry called. 


"Up
here," Draco yelled.  He stood up and walked over to his walk-in
closets.  "Leave so I can get dressed."  She nodded and
went to see if Little Ron was down there. 


Harry
walked in.  "Is Molly here?" 


"She
was out in the pool.  She might still be."  Draco shrugged out
of his robe and grabbed some underwear to put on. 


"DRACO
MALFOY!"  Xander yelled. 


"Wear
them," Draco yelled back.  He shrugged at the stunned look. 
"He needed to have a short break so I'm incarcerating him here." 


"Wonderful,"
Harry said with a smile. "Has he pouted yet?" 


"Many
times," Draco agreed, pulling down a pair of pants and a shirt.  He
dressed himself and grabbed a robe, and turned to find Harry sitting on his
bed.  "That bad?" 


"Ron's
so bored he was running around in circles.  Not chasing anything, no
purpose, just running around in circles." 


"Ravena
used to walk around in circles and scream," Draco said with a smirk. 
Harry nodded, smiling, he remembered that.  "Did you want to leave
Ron with us for the day?" 


"Please?"
Harry asked.  "I'll take all the little ones.  Mellie would love
to watch them.  One of the new elves won't talk to her." 


"Why
not?" Simone said from the doorway.  "She's their best
friend." 


"I
don't know.  They won't tell anyone."  Harry stood up. 
"Where are the little ones?" 


"Aren't
you moving this week?" Denver asked as he walked in. "Father, Uncle
Xander is sitting on his bed refusing to get dressed.  Something about
thongs?" 


"I'll
talk to him.  Go talk with Ron.  Apparently he's coming with
us." 


"Do
we have to invite Mellie?" Simone asked.  "She's younger and
won't know anyone." 


"We'll
have one for the family," Draco said thoughtfully.  "Try
everything out first."  She smiled and walked away.  He looked
at Harry.  "We're having a pool party, courtesy of my children."



"I'll
make sure Little Ron has a suit," Harry agreed.  Denver nodded. 
"Any particular theme?" 


"They're
supposed to have themes?" Denver asked. 


"I
don't think we need one," Draco assured him.  "Just food and a
few toys.  We're going shopping for Ravena," he said as he walked
over to talk to his son.  "You may come or not."  
Denver sighed and looked disgusted.  "I promise, there will be things
there that will interest you." 


"He
needs one?" Harry asked with a grin. 


"No,
but I was thinking about the lingerie that the store holds."  Denver
started to look interested.  "If you do come, you may not pick on
her, or Anastasia.  You will not help Simone shop for a bra. You will not
ask Uncle Xander what a woman looks like in one of the outfits." 


"You're
bringing him?" 


"Unless
he wants to come home.  We were going to do it all at once." 


Harry
stood up.  "I'll definitely take the kids for you.  That way you
don't have to try and pry Lucien off Maeve for anything." 


"Thank
you.  You might check the pool house, Molly might still be out
there."  He put on the robe and headed down to Xander's room. 
He tapped and walked in, closing the door behind him. 


"Hey!"



Draco
opened the door and looked down at Maeve.  "You can hug him once he's
dressed." 


"Okay. 
I wait," she said cutely. 


He
closed the door again.   "You have a problem with the clothes I
picked out?" 


"It's
a thong." 


"Yes,
it is," Draco agreed. "I find them comfortable." 


"The
only one I've ever worn made me pick it out every few minutes." 


"This
one might surprise you.  Try it before you complain."  He
crossed his arms.  "Well?" 


"Turn
around?" 


Draco
rolled his eyes.  "I used to share a communal shower, and I've seen
you naked before."  He turned around anyway.  He heard
slithering noises and frowned but turned around at the cough.  "Does
it feel all right?" 


Xander
grimaced.  "It feels like it's crawling up my butt." 


"You
may get up and walk around if you wish." 


Xander
slid off the bed and shifted, moving around in the tight underwear. 
"They're uncomfortable.  It's soft and rubbing." 


"Try
it for a few more minutes, give yourself time to adjust."  He watched
as Xander paced in the small safe corridor, smiling at the look of ease slowly
coming across the other man's face.  "Feel better now?" 


"Maybe. 
If the pants don't make it ride up." 


"It
won't.  I wear that type myself and they generally stay put. Unless you're
wearing silk."  He shrugged.  "Finish getting
dressed.  Potter just dropped his son with us." 


"I'm
sure Ravena will blush a lot more because he's there." 


"I
think he'll be staring at the lingerie himself." 


Xander
shook his head.  "He's not like that.  He might give them a few
minutes, but it'll be more like he's wondering why women wear them.  He
likes women like him, simple pleasures and the like." 


"Possibly. 
We'll see."  He watched as Xander finished getting dressed, ignoring
the blushing he was doing.  Did no one ever watch the man?  George
was remiss if he hadn't watched him at least once.  "Ready?" 


"Yeah,
all but my shoes." 


"They're
on this side."  He walked in and led Xander out by the hand, giving
him the cane.  Xander frowned at it.  "You can't have your other
one back until you've decided to accept help." 


"Can
I at least have my wand?" 


"That
I can do, but I'm blocking it from hitting me."  Xander
shrugged.  "You promise?" 


"I
promise," Xander sighed.  "Nothing mean, no zapping, no deaging,
nothing mean." 


"Nothing
at all," Draco corrected. 


"Nothing
at all," Xander agreed. 


"Thank
you.  We'll stop and get it on the way out."  He took Xander's
free arm and led him out of the room.  "Children, are we ready?"



"Nearly!"
Anastasia called. "My hair's being horrible." 


"Just
pull it back, no one's going to care," Simone called in
exasperation.  She smiled at Uncle Xander.  "Do you have
something to curse certain people with a bad hair day?" 


"No,
but I do have something to make her hair slick back and lie flat," Draco
told her.  "Come on, Anastasia Romani, or no new clothes and you
can't go to the pool party." 


Her
door opened and she walked out, pulling her hair back.  "With my
luck, I'll be having female problems," she said grimly. 


"We
can look at the calendar," Simone reminded her.  "You're one
week, I'm the next.  We'll have it in three weeks, when we're both fine
again."  Anastasia nodded, looking happier.  "Food and
suits?" 


"Suits
and toys if we're doing it in three weeks," Draco told her. "Food
next week.  Then we're going clothes shopping for Ravena." 
Simone looked at him, then sighed and rolled her eyes.  "You may not
pick on her.  You either, Anastasia." 


"Fine,"
they grumbled. 


Xander
tapped Simone on the head.  "She'll need some help for games." 


"Good
point," Simone said, brightening up.  "Are we going to the place
where you took me?"  Xander nodded.  "Cool."  She
nudged her sister.  "It's not a sports store, it's where I got the
velvet one." 


"Then
maybe I'll find something," Anastasia agreed. "Are we taking the
boys?" 


"Yes,"
Draco told her, sounding like he was running out of patience.  "We're
leaving!"  The boys came out of Denver's room and followed all the
girls down the stairs.  "Send yourself to Diagon, I'll be there after
I get something out of the safe."  The kids all left, leaving him and
Xander, and Xander was looking stubborn again.  "Go ahead, I'll join
you." 


"I
can wait.  I can also watch the kids while you get into your vault." 


"No
key?" 


"On
the dresser." 


"We
can get it for you if you want." 


Xander
shrugged.  "I don't need anything." 


"Yes,
but you might find something." 


"But
I don't *need* anything." 


"Fine,"
Draco said, walking away.  He retrieved the wand from his safe and took
out the small bag of money to weigh it in his hand.  He should probably
add more to it later.  He gave himself a mental shrug and rejoined Xander
in the living room. "Here you are."  He handed it over, but kept
hold of it. "If you do anything to me, I will make the rest of your
incarceration unpleasant," he warned with a smile. 


"I
won't do anything to you," Xander agreed.  "Even if I want to."



"Thank
you.  Let's go before they terrorize the Leaky Cauldron."  
He let Xander go in front of him.  By the time he got there, Xander was at
the bar getting a drink and someone was talking to him about his possessions. 
"Let's go," Draco said a little loudly.  "You promised to
keep the children out of trouble."  Xander finished his drink and
said something with a smile to the man, then left, herding the children in
front of him.  He walked behind his brood, and the other children, and
everyone got out of their way.  Apparently he was still considered scary,
or he looked that bad.  He was sure he didn't look bad though. 
"Bank," he called when Denver and Simone started for Qaulity
Quidditch Supplies. "Then the pool store, clothing, *then* brooms before
we finish for the day."  Ravena looked at him.  "After we
drop off the other things, dear."  She nodded, looking happier. 
"Xander, will you take them to the pool store?" 


"If
I knew where it was," Xander agreed. 


"I
know," Denver told him, pulling on his hand. "Come on, he'll be done
long before the girls find good suits."  He dragged his uncle toward
the pool supplies store.  There was a floating seat he had wanted last
time.  Maybe it was still in.  The girls and other two boys followed,
talking about what they wanted for the party.  Denver looked at his
younger sisters.  "Get something that you're not hanging out
of," he ordered. 


Xander
smiled at the girls.  "They'll have to anyway, their father has to
approve of it for the party."  The two younger daughters sighed and
followed Simone over to the suit rack.  He looked at the one Simone was
looking at.  "That's for racing, but you'd look nice in it," he
offered. 


She
shook her head and dug through, coming up with the two-piece version. 
Bright blue with a sports top that zipped up the center and low-cut
bottoms.  "How's this?" 


"I
think you'd look good in that style," he agreed.  He smiled at the
saleswoman.  "They're all outgrowing their present suits.  Plus
they're having a party." 


"I
see."  She looked at Simone's.  "It's daring, but
covering.  She'll have to shave of course."  Simone
grimaced.  "The boys will appreciate it." 


"The
boys leave me alone because they're too stupid to realize I could do lots for
them," she retorted.  "Ana!" she snapped. 


Xander
walked over and looked at the rack, pulling out a silver one in the same
style.  "Try that one," he told her, giving her a hug. 
"Anastasia, suitable, not like that." 


"This
is for daily wear," she sighed.  "To tan in." 


"Bet
me," Denver told her.  "Boys like tan lines."  
Melvin looked at him like he was insane.  "She's my sister!" he
protested. 


Melvin
looked at the suit, then at her.  "You'll look like a whore. 
Your breasts are too big for that style and it'll look like you're doing it
intentionally.  Get something like the pink one by Uncle Xander's
hand."  It was handed to her.  "Push up, soft fabric that
will cling well, and I'd love to see Andrea in there."  He
sighed.  "Is she coming?" 


"Yes,"
Simone told him, coming out of the dressing room.  "Well?" 


Xander
looked her over and smiled. "You look hot." 


"Thank
you, Uncle Xander."  She looked at the saleswoman, silently asking
for an honest opinion. 


"I
think that looks very nice on you, but it's not what you want to wear if you
want the boys to look at you." 


"I
like to swim laps." 


"Then
that's perfect," she agreed.  "How about something
like...."  She searched through the racks, coming up with something
skimpier.  "This?" 


Simone
opened her mouth and walked over, hand already out. "Simone Malfoy-Weasley."



The
saleswoman shook her hand.  "I understand.  How about
these?" she suggested, showing off the more sports oriented suits with
skimpier halter tops.  "Or you could unzip the zipper on that one a
little bit." 


Draco
walked in, looking a little stressed.  "It's interest counting
time," he noted.  He looked at his eldest daughter and
shrugged.  "You look nice enough I suppose."  Anastasia
walked over and unzipped the zipper by three inches and he frowned. 
"Not quite that far."  It went up two of them.  "Or
that far."  It was lowered again and Simone looked at herself. 
"I like that one fine.  Get something for the party."  The
saleswoman held up the halter topped one.  "If she likes it," he
agreed. 


"Anastasia
wants something skimpier," Xander told him, pointing at the dressing room
she was in.  "Melvin pointed out that she would look trashy so he
picked out something more subtle.  Ana?"  She came out,
adjusting the bottoms.  "How's that?" 


"She
should be wearing underwear under it," the saleswoman noted. 
"We do insist." 


"It
looked funny." 


"She'll
take that one as well," Draco told her.  "I think it's a bit too
...strong of a statement.  You don't need a boy to be leering at
you." 


"Yes
I do." 


"No,
you don't," he said more forcefully.  She went back in. 
"You're getting that one and something more suitable." 


"Did
you want her to have something minimizing?  We have some full suits that
she would look adorable in." 


"Nothing
Playmate worthy," Xander told her. 


"Well,
I was going to suggest one that wold make her look so cute, but if you say
so."  She got all of them out and handed them over, including the one
she had wanted the girl to try on.  "Do wear the appropriate
undergarments, please."  She looked at Simone as she came out in the
second suit.  "I like that," she noted.  "You look
very cute." 


Draco
looked and shrugged.  "I like that.  It looks a little
big.  The bottoms fit right?"  Simone shook her head. 
"Then get the right size."  It was handed to her and he turned
to help Ravena.  "No."  She put back the string bikinis she
had been holding.  "Get something tasteful and demure.  You're
too young for anything else." 


She
pouted at him.  "I don't know what to get."  She glanced at
Little Ron but he was searching for his own suit.  "Help, please,
father?" 


"Of
course, my Goddess."  He looked through the rack, coming up with a
very pretty one-piece suit that would make her look slim and gorgeous if the
color looked good on her.  "Try that one on." 


"It's
not my size."  He looked but they didn't have one.  "Do you
have this in my size?" she asked the saleswoman.  She looked over as
Simone came out of the dressing room. "I want to look like that." 


Melvin
handed her a bathing suit and walked over, adjusting a strap for Simone as he
took over the changing room to try on his own suit.  "Thanks." 


"Welcome,
Melvin."  Simone held out her arms.  "Well?" 


"I
like it," Draco agreed.  "Is that terry cloth?"  She
nodded.  "Won't it get a little thin once you start swimming
around?" 


"I
think that's the point," Xander told him, smiling at Simone. "Does it
feel okay?"  She nodded.  "Can you wear it all day and not
tug, pull, or lose them?"  She shrugged.  "What isn't
right?" 


"The
bottoms are still a little looser than I'm used to." 


The
saleswoman came over and tested them by giving the waistband a tug. 
"I think you'll have to get the bottoms in a different size.  Let me
see if we have any." 


"If
not, we can always look in the mall," Xander suggested.  The
saleswoman looked offended.  "Sorry, but if you don't have it, we'll
have to." 


"I'm
sure we have something for each of the children," she said stiffly. 
She handed Simone a different suit but it was rewarded a shudder. 
"You don't like flowers?" 


"I
like hitting things with my bat, swimming laps, kicking ass.  Flowers are
my sisters." 


The
saleswoman went back to look for something else, but Anastasia walked out in
the suit she had picked out. 


Xander
licked his lips and looked at her.  "When I said nothing that looked
like it came from Playboy, I meant Penthouse, Hustler, and Beaver as
well," he told her. 


Draco
closed his mouth and simply pointed.  "Change!"  She tugged
the cross-straps that were all there was of the top and smiled. 
"Now!"  She walked back into the changing room and closed the
door.  He glared at the saleswoman.  "She's a fourth year."



"Not
a Bunny or a porn star, yet," Xander finished.  Draco glared at
him.  "Hey, she looked like it!  I have pictures of girls in
that same outfit in the porn collection." 


Draco
shook his head.  "My daughter will have more taste than
that."  He watched as Melvin came out and he smiled. "Very nice,
Melvin.  Thank you for being reasonable." 


"It's
textured so Andrea can get a kick out of it too," he said happily. 


Draco
groaned.  "No sex at the party, Melvin.  None at
all."  Melvin looked hurt.  "I mean it!" 


"Yes,
Uncle Draco," Melvin sighed and he kept his hurt look.  "We've
kept our promise." 


"Wonderful,"
Draco agreed, "but you still can't do anything at the party." 


"Kissing
and the underwear rules apply," Xander told him. 


"Yes,
sir."  Melvin went to change back into his regular clothes, coming
out and handing the changing room back to Simone.  "I can get this
one?" 


"You
may get that one.  I'll make your father pay me back later."  He
looked at the one Denver held up.  "Son, sunglasses and all
that," he noted dryly.  Bright orange?   Ravena came out
shaking her head, she hadn't liked that one at all. 


"For
Ron?" Xander suggested.  Denver nodded.  "Then I think he'd
probably like it.  He wears my size."  It was handed to
him.  "Yup, that's it."  He handed it to Draco. 
"So the triplets can come for the family party." 


"Good
point."  Draco accepted Simone's first choice and watched as
Anastasia came out in a more suitable suit, this one had chains covering the bare
stomach section.  "It will rust." 


"Father!"



Xander
took the direct approach, walking over to look at the other suits.  He
found one that was suitable and handed it to her. "You don't need the
flash, you need the subtle to tone down the flash you already glow with,"
he told her.  "Do simple, with a braid, let your body speak for
itself." 


She
went back into the changing room to try that one on. 


Xander
looked at Ravena's newest choice.  "Draco, help her." 


He
looked at Ravena and steered her toward the rack that Simone had found hers
on.  "Try one of those.  You'll still look cute in it, and your
very flat stomach will be shown off wonderfully."  He pulled a white
one out and held it up.  "Try that one?"  She grimaced and
shook her head.  "Not white?" 


"Daddy,
we don't know when...."  She gave him a helpless look. 


He
smiled and put the white one back, pulling out a dark blue one. "Try that
one then, my Goddess."   She took the two piece, jet black and
shiny, in to try it on.  When she came out, he smiled and nodded. 
"I like that one and you'll still be able to tan in the others you
picked." 


She
smiled and looked at herself.  This one didn't have a zipper, it dipped
down in a scoop neckline and had a little bit of support to push what little
breasts she had up.  It also ended three inches above her belly
button.  She looked back at her father, and the boy standing behind him
who had his mouth open.  "I like this one.  Find me another one
for the non-family pool party?" 


Draco
smiled and searched out another suit for her.  He handed them over and
watched as she took over Simone's changing room to try them on.  "As
long as they fit," he agreed.  She smiled, catching his point. 
He understood the need for a wonderful entrance.  He looked at Simone's
latest suit.  "I like that on you," he told her.  It looked
like the one she had been wearing earlier, a unitard that ended above her
knees.  "Do you like it?" 


"I
could use one."  She held up the last one she had been handed. 
"This one?" 


"I
think you'll look hot," he told her.  "Try it on once she's
done."  He looked at Anastasia as she came out and smiled
brightly.  "Much better," he said happily.  "That one
lets your natural beauty shine without detracting from it or making you look
easy." 


She
shrugged.  "I'm not so sure."  She ran her hands down the
slick sides.  "A different color than salmon?" 


Xander
looked through the rack and held one up.  "Here."  She came
over to get the light rose pink one.  "Much nicer," he agreed
quietly.  She nodded, accepting he had been right. 


Draco
walked over to the rack for his and Xander's size, holding up a black
one.  "Try this one, Xander."  Xander raised an
eyebrow.  "You'll need a new one." 


"You
just bought me three of them," he protested.  Draco got his version
of the 'resolve face' on so he walked over to get it. "I have
plenty.  I hardly ever swim." 


"Argue
and be grounded," Draco said quietly.  Xander slumped but went to try
it on.  He grabbed one he liked on the way but it was taken from him by
Denver.  "Hey!" 


"Nothing
hideous.  I'm joining my father's crusade to stamp out loud prints." 


"It's
traditional." 


Draco
shuddered.  "No.  Something tasteful." 


"I
shouldn't even have to worry about it, it's not like I'm going to swim in front
of anyone who's not family." 


"Your
scars aren't that bad," Draco told him. 


"I
don't care." 


"It'll
be mostly Gryffs," Denver pointed out.  "We've seen you in
shorts before, Uncle Xander."  He patted him on the back and smiled
at him.  "Go try it on.  We'll invite your husband and make him
beg." 


"For
that he'll need to wear one of these," Draco said, holding up the swimsuit
equivalent of the underwear the other man was wearing.  It made him
blush.  "You don't like?" 


"No
one looks good in those."  He walked into the changing room and tried
the suit on.  He did look good in it, even though he would have to wear
tight hose to keep his leg from swelling that day.  He walked out. 
"How's that?" 


"Nice,"
Draco told him.  "You're getting it.  And these."  He
held them up and Xander shook his head.  "Yes, you are.  Because
I said so." 


"If
you're stamping out bad taste, you should start with those," Xander told
him.  "No one looks good in those." 


"I
think I do." 


"You
don't have my flabby butt," Xander said, starting to whine again.  He
noticed the saleswoman looking at his rear and frowned at her.
"Married."  She walked away.  "Draco, no.  Things
like this.  Longer shorts.  Nothing that tight or revealing. 
It's been years since I could convince myself to get into a speedo and I'm not
going back now."  Draco crossed his arms.  Xander did the
same.  "No.  Not happening.  I'll have to wear support hose
anyway that day." 


"No
one but your husband will see it," Melvin pointed out.  He
grimaced.  "Uncle George won't laugh."  Xander glared at
him.  "He won't!" Melvin told him. 


"Come
with me," Draco said, walking Xander back into the changing room. 
"He's not going to laugh.  I know he won't because he's going to be
horny and whiny by then."  Xander shook his head.  "It
would probably make him happy to see you in something so skimpy." 


"He
thinks those look silly too.  We talked about them during our last
vacation and he made fun of all the guys on the beach wearing them." 


"I
know he won't laugh at you," Draco told him.  "I wouldn't if you
were mine."  Xander shook his head.  "Are you really this
insecure?" 


"My
butt jiggles, I don't belong in that sort of suit.  I'd have to finish
getting back in shape to ever wear one again." 


"Your
butt doesn't jiggle, it's your imagination," Draco told him. 


"Gentlemen?"
the saleswoman called. 


"Try
one for me.  The kids don't have to see."  Xander shook his
head.  "Just humor me and I'll buy you a box of chocolate
frogs." 


"Fine,
but I'm not getting it, even if no one laughs." 


"Fine. 
Thank you."  Draco walked out and shook his head, tossing over the
dark green shimmery one.  It was still subtle enough.  "He'll be
done in a moment."  He looked at Ravena, and smiled. "I like
that, dear, but only when there's no one else about."  She adjusted
the top some more. "Even better.  Yes, you may get that
one."  She gave him a hug and went back in to put on her street
clothes.  He leaned against a nearby rack until he heard the startled
noise.  "Xander?" 


"No. 
I'm not showing you." 


"Yes,
you are."  He walked over and opened the door, slipping inside. 
He looked at the tight body, he wasn't sure why Xander thought he was hefty, he
wasn't.  He looked hot.  "You're getting it."  Xander
looked panicked so he turned him to look in the mirror.  "Examine the
man in the mirror, not as yourself but as a hot young stud.  Or a statue
with all these muscles." 


"I
look stupid and I look like I stuff." 


"You
look like you've got a big dick and like you're ready to be slinky for your
husband," Draco told him.  "You're getting it." 


"In
red?" 


Draco
frowned.  "Surely he can't be that petty." 


"He
won't wash my green shirt." 


"I'll
talk to him and you're keeping that one. You can get a red one as well for your
Gryffindor darling."  He walked out and went to find one. 
"The only ones they have are a size too small," he called. 


Xander
came out and shuddered.  "No, those were tight enough." 


Draco
looked at him. "You look good in green." 


"He'll
whine." 


"Then
hit on Uncle Fred, he'll appreciate it," Melvin noted.  He
grinned.  "Are we done?" 


"I
want a floating chair," Denver said, pointing at the box. 


"Fine,"
Draco agreed.  "You get to blow it up."  He let Simone pick
out a few floating logs as well.  He grabbed a few sets of kids' floaters
and waist blowup rings as well.  Then everything went into a pile on the
counter.  One down, more to go. 


***



Xander
walked Ravena in, smiling at the saleswoman he always seemed to run into, and
she was wearing a manager's tag today.  "Congrats on your
promotion." 


She
smiled. "Another niece?" 


"And
her father, and sisters, and brother, cousin, and cousin," Xander agreed
dryly. "This is the last stop of the day."  He
whistled.   The boys looked.  "You three, go that
way."  He pointed at the lingerie.  "Learn to appreciate
women in them if they're willing to wear it for you."  The girls
moved to the things that interested them.  "Good, less stress for
you."  He gave Ravena a squeeze.  "She likes the fancy
stuff, but she's another sports player so she'll need both types." 


"That's
wonderful," the saleswoman said, smiling at the blond man. 
"Your daughter?"  He nodded and her face lit up like she had
been hit by an epiphany. 


"He's
my acknowledged son," Xander told her.  "My husband is two years
older than he is." 


"Oh." 
She nodded, not understanding quite as well as when she had thought they were
together.  "We're going to look and see if anything strikes her
fancy.  Please remove the young man from the crotchless
panties."  She walked Ravena away, talking about her daily life. 


Draco
walked over to get his son out of there.  "Not in the store," he
told him.  "If you want them that badly, buy them and use them at
home." 


Denver's
face lit up.  "I can?" 


"If
you must," he sighed.  He found Melvin testing fabrics and cleared
his throat.  "A birthday present hopefully, not for your own
use?" 


"Once
we get to school.  Her mother would throw fits if I sent it to her at
home."  He pointed at Anastasia, who was checking out some serious
bodysuits.  "You might want to stop her." 


Draco
walked over and tapped his middle daughter on the shoulder. "I doubt you
need them." 


"But
they're very pretty, father.  I bet I'd look stunning."  She
smiled up at him.  "Some of them I could even wear without a
shirt."  He shook his head.  "For under my
uniforms?"  She held up a pretty white lace contraption that made
Simone shudder in revulsion. 


"She
wanted a corset too," Simone noted.  She held up a new style of
sport's bra.  "I'll be right back.  You can yell at her in
peace."  She went to try it on. 


Draco
looked around the store, then at his daughter.  "Next year.  Or
once you have a boyfriend.  Not until then.  Not even under your
uniforms.  They don't need the encouragement. Next summer, I'll take you
to the best lingerie store I can find and let you pick out anything you want.
Not this year." 


She
held up the white lace thong teddy again. "Just the one?  I promise I
won't show it off." 


"No."



She
pouted, he shook his head.  She whimpered, he shook his head. 
"I won't tell mum if you buy it, but if you don't, I'll get her
to."  She smiled. 


He
leaned closer.  "Grounded," he told her. She looked hurt and
offended.  "And I mean it.  Keep it up and no pool party for
you, young lady." 


"I
have an allowance." 


He
laughed.  "Which I control, which you didn't bring,
and...."  Someone handed her the money and she danced away.  He
turned to look at the man behind him.  "Percy, how could you! 
She's much too young." 


"She'll
stop whining, otherwise we'd have to hear about it for *months*.  Or she'd
sneak down anyway and get it behind your back."  He smiled. 
"Pool party?" 


"One
for the family and one for their friends.  I got Melvin a suit since he
was instrumental in putting Anastasia and Ravena into decent ones." 
He heard a squeal and winced.  "No!" 


Xander
laughed.  "Your son found the naughty stuff," he called. 


"He
doesn't need any either."  He shook his head and walked that way,
Percy following behind him. "I don't care if you buy a pair of panties,
son, but the whole damn store is a bit much."  He saw what his son
was looking at and nearly drooled himself.  He could imagine a great many
people in those clothes.  If he'd had a steady woman, he might have to
lock the drawers to keep his son out of them. 


Percy
blushed and covered his son's eyes when he came over. "You don't need to
see that."  He swallowed. "I don't need to see those
either."  He walked his son away.  "Did you find anything
you thought Andrea might like?"  His son dragged him over to a rack
and pulled out the one he was thinking of.  Tasteful, covering, it looked
comfortable enough. "How much is it?" 


"Fifty
pounds." 


Percy
winced.  "That's rather a lot from your allowance."  Melvin
pouted.  "Do not pick up further bad habits from your cousins. I will
not humor them." 


Little
Ron came over, playing with something in his pocket.  "It's less than
a galleon with the exchange rate."  He smiled up at his uncle. 
"Why do girls like this stuff?" 


"Because
they think they need it to be beautiful, when most women are wonderful enough
even without it, Ron."  He put an arm around the boy's
shoulders.  "You see, men sometimes seem to be deficient in
imagination so they convince their women to buy this sort of stuff to wear for
them. They tell the women all sorts of trash about how it looks good on them
and makes them get even warmer feelings for them, when in fact all it does is
pinch and feel uncomfortable usually."  He smiled at him. 
"I found that the best thing I like on my women is one of my shirts and a
pair of socks.  Of course, I have more imagination than the average man,
but that's not saying much." 


"Single?"
a saleslady asked him. 


"Widowed."



She
smiled.  "I'm sorry, but you sounded so much like some of our single
men."  She patted him on the arm.  "How long?" 


"Nearly
five years," Melvin told her.  He looked at his father. 
"You think she wouldn't like it?" 


"At
least that one's comfortable looking," he told him. 


"It
is, I've got one at home.  It's much better than the ones I usually
get.  Very comfortable, it's washable, and it feels nice against the
skin."  She smiled at him. "Plus, it's on sale this week. 
If you pool the sales together and it's over two hundred pounds, we'll take
twenty percent off the entire order." 


"I
suppose," Percy sighed, handing over the money.  "Between the
girls and you, it should be that much." 


"With
just Ravena it might be that much," Xander told him.  "Percy, he
was mean.  He made me get a thong bathing suit." 


Percy
shook his head. "I'm sure you can convince my brother to take pity on you
while you're wearing it." 


"It's
green." 


"Oh." 
Percy grimaced. "Well, I guess we'll have to get George over that color
then won't we?" he said happily.   Really, he wouldn't let
Xander wear anything green and it was quite dumb.  Draco walked over and
took the thing from Melvin's hand.  "Are the others done?" 


"Ravena
is, Simone nearly is, we're leaving before Anastasia buys everything." 


"If
you spend over five hundred pounds today, we'll take off forty percent,"
the saleswoman offered. 


Draco
looked at her.  "While that's wonderful, if I don't get my middle
daughter out of her, we'll be spending at least three times that much and she's
not going to be allowed to wear it for another year anyway." 


"Daddy?"
Simone called, holding up something.  "Can I have this one?" 


He
looked at it. Very feminine, leather, soft material where it wasn't
leather.  No wires it looked like.  "Do you like it,
Simone?"  She nodded so he walked over to look at it. 
"Why?" 


"Because
I looked hot in it," she told him.  "If I want to make some poor
boys drool, I think I'll have to run around in something like this.  They
never say anything any other time." 


He
kissed her on the forehead.  "They're too blind to see you for the
full woman you are.  When they do, they'll see you and will all start to
drool and beg." 


"It's
gratifying to see them beg now," she told him.  "Even if they
won't go any further." 


"Oh,
let her get it," Anastasia sighed.  "It's a wonderful step in
the right direction.  She's wearing girl's underwear." 


"You
are so going to get it," Simone told her. 


Percy
coughed.  "Melvin and I were just talking about this subject.  I
think, after having been married for a few years, that the most sexy thing a
woman can wear is her husband's clothes.  If you have to buy trashy
lingerie to impress him, he's obviously mentally deficient in the imagination
department and not worth the time and energy to dress up for." 


"I
feel pretty in mine," Anastasia defended. 


"It'll
tear the first time you wear it," Denver told her.  He handed his
father a small pile of things.  "These, please?"  Draco
looked at them, then at him.  He grinned.  "Just a few things to
jumpstart my imagination." 


"Stay
out of my underwear drawer," Anastasia warned him. 
"Freak."  Xander swatted her hard.  "Ow!" 


"I
don't know why you're emulating your older sister when she hasn't woken up
fully, but stop it before I get you again." 


She
stomped off, going to help Ravena. 


"Thank
you.  Most timely.  Yes, Denver, you may get a few things to jump
start your imagination, but you will stay out of your sister's drawers." 


"Why
would I want in their knickers?" Denver asked with a naughty smirk. 
"Ana smells funny most of the time, all flowery and nasty.  Give me a
woman like Ravena's turning out to be any day."  He looked at his
older sister.  "Sorry, Si, but you're just a little bit too much like
a guy for my tastes." 


She
stuck her tongue out and left to put her new things in the growing
pile.   "Daddy, she's got more than one." 


"I'll
check through them in a moment," he called.  He handed the things
back to Denver.  "If you want to use them, be man enough to put them
in the pile."  His son slunk up there and nearly tossed them in, much
to the amusement of the clerk.  "Anyone else?" 


"You've
still got mine," Melvin told him, giving him a smile.  He gave the
same one to his father.  "I like Andrea in my shirts too.  She
likes to put on my t-shirts on Sundays."  His grin got sappy as he
walked away. 


"At
least I don't have to worry about this with Iggy," Xander pointed out
happily.  "She can buy her own." 


"That's
why I came to find you," Percy told him.  "There's a gryphon at
mum's wanting to know why girls need such clothing allowances.  They're
presently having a debate, though it was amiable."  He smiled. 
"Apparently she didn't shrink that much and the rest of her things were
just sent.  She's got clothes that would make Anastasia blush.  Mum's
about ready to shit bricks." 


"Have
her move them to the store," Xander told him. "They've got a room
there." 


"I
did.  She walked it through the floo and came back, and found mum going
through the rest of her clothes because a lot of what she had wasn't
appropriate for a girl her age." 


"A
married girl her age," Xander corrected.  "Do you want to have a
talk with Molly or should I?" 


"George
did," Percy said with a naughtier grin.  "Yelled at her for at
least half an hour.  Told her off in all sorts of ways.  They're
going back to the store tonight unless they want to come stay with you at
Draco's.  By the way, how much longer will this last?  Fred's getting
worried because George thinks he's stealing you again." 


"The
man needs some common sense," Draco sighed, going to pay for all these
things.  He nearly winced when the total came up to over a thousand
pounds, even with the discount. "What cost that much?" 


The
saleswoman handed him the receipt. "I rang up what was in the pile,
sir." 


He
glared at his middle daughter.  "You're in so deep it's not
funny," he warned. He paid anyway, making her take the bags. 
"You can't wear them so they'll be staying home when you go back to school
in a few weeks."  He took Xander's arm and led him out, making sure
he followed.  "Did you want or need to stop at the toy store?" 


"Toy
store?" Xander asked, brightening up.  "Can I have legos?" 


Draco
stopped walking and looked at him.  "Not that sort of toy store,
Xander.  Though yes, you may have legos because you kept my temper in
check, and the chocolate frogs if you want."  Xander beamed. 
"I meant the adult store." 


"Oh. 
I only buy those things with George.  Unless I'm buying them with Fred as
a surprise for George."  He smiled at the woman giving him a
speculative look.  "I'm married to a twin. Occasionally he helps me
buy surprises."  She walked on.  "Do you need to go?" 


"I
think we could go, if only to teach certain people how not to get arrested for
having things shipped to her post box."  Simone had the decency to
blush.  "We'll swing by there and pick up a catalog, and something
for my own use, and then we'll head home.  Percy, are you and Melvin
coming over?" 


"No,
I think I'll take him back to mum's or home if she's going to rest.  You
might want to keep the older children with you tonight.  I'll pick up
whatever he got early tomorrow."  He smiled and walked away, his son
holding onto the bag with his present like it was the holy grail. 


Draco
nodded.  "All right.  We'll swing by there.  Go home. 
Get Iggy and Raena to come to my house for a bit to spare his other father
their cuddling.  Then we can all collapse and take naps." 


"I
take one every day," Xander told him.  "Now you know why." 


"Because
your son's the perpetual motion monster?" Little Ron suggested.  He
grinned.  "Uncle Draco, why did you buy Ravena her own snitch?"
he asked as they walked out of the mall. 


"Because
she's begged and pleaded now for months," he told him.  "Hers is
yours to play with just as yours is for her to play with."  He got
grinned at, and the kid looked almost exactly like his father, but for his
hair.  A fairly odd thing for him to be thinking about.  "I'm
sure your own snitch could use a vacation from being handled.  They're
only supposed to be used in regulation play for six years." 


"Oh." 
Little Ron pulled his hands out of his pocket.  "Mine's still in good
shape though." 


"I
know it is, but you'll have to start being careful of the wings, they're
growing more fragile each time you use it."  He patted the boy on the
back.  "Let the two of them play together." 


"Just
keep it away from Ana's cat," Xander put in.  He held open the door
for everyone and used his wand to summon a cab, carefully shielding it behind
Simone's back.  One of them pulled up and they all piled in. 


***



Draco
sat down on his son's bed, looking at the things he had bought.  They were
in colors that would definitely not get mixed up with the girls' things, and
they were also things that he wouldn't have minded seeing on a few of his
lovers.  "Son, do you need to talk?" 


"No,
father, I need you to keep your promise and take me somewhere to teach me what
to do with the stupid thing," Denver said honestly.  He flicked his
wand at the door and shut it.  One of the littler children had been
walking outside the door earlier and he didn't want to contaminate them too
early.  "I know some of what to do with it, but what do I do with a
girl?  I'm guessing that yanking myself in front of them won't do much for
them." 


Draco
smiled.  "That's usually very true.  I have plans to get you
trained before school starts again.  You and Simone both if she
wants." 


"What
about Iggy?  I know he's been worried about not being able to keep up with
Raena once they finally get that far." 


"If
he wishes.  I'm sure Raena would like to do that for herself." 
He shifted closer.  "Do you know why these turn you on?" 


"Because
I look at that one and see the cute blonde from Slytherin wearing it, and that
one and see the sixth year redheaded Gryff who likes it when I drool about
her.  And the orange one reminds me of..."  His father covered
his mouth.  "Sorry." 


Draco
removed his hand and wiped the palm off.  "I understand.  I felt
much the same way at your age.  Then someone offered it to me and my
hormones took over." 


"Yeah,
that's about how Iggy and I feel about our dicks as well."  He
slumped a little.  "Can I have porn like Simone's got?  I liked
hers a lot when I found it."  His father gave him a questioning
look.  "She told me to get her a bra while she was in the bathroom
getting changed.  It was right under all of them." 


"Oh.
I see."  He shook his head.  "I did buy you some earlier,
and I bought her some with naked men in it.  It's in my room, in my first
closet, in the purple bag."  Denver hopped up but he stopped him.
"You are not to spread it around the tower.  You may not give it to
another boy.  You may not let it out of your personal belongings or let
Simone or her friends have it.  There were enough things from Simone's
small collection that made it around the school and I got blamed." 


"Yes,
father.  Thank you."  He gave him a quick peck on the cheek and
tore out to check out his new inspiration. 


Draco
groaned.  "Sweet Merlin, the boy is a miniature me."  He
heard giggles and went to peel Lucien off Maeve again.  He had taken to
sucking on her neck instead of his thumb.  It was getting them looked at
again. 


***



Simone
strolled into her father's room in the middle of the night and opened his
closet, finding the purple bag easily.  "Thank you, daddy." 


"Get
out," Draco groaned. 


"I'm
just getting my new toys."  She grabbed her broom as well. 
"My time's up." 


"Get
out or you won't see it for a year," he growled. 


"Yes,
sir."  She quickly hurried out with the purple bag and her broom,
closing the door behind herself.  She didn't even want to know why his
room smelled funny.  She walked into her own and smiled at Raena, who was
sitting on her bed.  "I got it."  She handed over the bag
and lovingly checked her broom.  Then she squealed in outrage.  He
had disabled it!  That bastard!  She would have to get him
later.  She put it aside and dumped out the purple bag, wondering at all
the marvelous things.  "Wow!  Het and gay porn."  She
opened the cellophane wrappers and flipped through, looking at all the pretty
pictures.  "So that's what gay sex looks like."  Raena
snatched the book to see for herself.  "Remind me tomorrow to ask
Uncle Xander if that hurts." 


"He
said it doesn't when Iggy asked him a few years ago. I asked him." 
Raena handed it back.  "Iggy came to me with this brilliant idea of
your father's, to get him trained at a whorehouse?" 


Simone
nodded.  "That way he has a clue what to do with you and won't shoot
off immediately upon seeing your naked breast." 


"Oh." 
She grimaced. "I can teach him everything he needs." 


"True,
but so can they and he'll come to you already knowing something so you don't
need to fumble around."  Simone curled up against her pillows.
"Daddy says breaking in virgins can be very hard and trying at
times." 


"I
remember, but still.  He's mine." 


"It
isn't an insult against you, just an offer to get him ready for you. 
Maybe with some training he won't have to run to the bathroom after every class
that you have together." 


"Point,
but I could train him.  I'd love to break him in," she said with a
feral smile. "Teach him how to beg and plead, and how to lick and suck as
well."  Simone giggled.  "What?  It's a good thing to
me and he's willing.  He's said so." 


"Just
think, in another year and a half, you'll look at him and go 'if you want it,
come get it,' and he will." 


"Which
is a wonderful thought."  She leaned back, laying on top of a few
magazines.  "I'll think about it, but I think I can work him
up.  Even if I have to give him a book and a diagram, I think I can teach
him everything." 


"Then
tell daddy that he won't need it, and be sure to smirk.  He'll appreciate
it." 


"That's
a wonderful idea.  I'll tell him at lunch."  She stood up. 
"Have fun with your magazines.  I'm going to go dream with Iggy, he's
got some very odd ones.  He's somehow gotten a thing for blindfolds and
silk scarves."  She shook her head then left. 


Simone
giggled.  Leave it to Iggy to not be normal there either. 


***



Charlie
walked back onto his preserve and took a deep breath of appreciation.  No
giggling third years.  No slutty seventh years trying to hit on him. 
Just the nice normal smells of home. 


"Hey,
Charlie," his boss called, waving at him.  "C'mere!" 


Charlie
smiled at the large Australian and headed for the office.  "I'm
back." 


"When
is Hagrid due out?" 


"Just
before school starts.  I'm still free, pending them not being able to find
another sub if they need it."  He fell down into the chair and smiled
because the world was good.  Two weeks of vacation and now he was back
home.  "What can I say, I did my best.  I even managed not to
get pinched most days."  Bo laughed. "Trust me, it's harder than
you think." 


"I'm
sure it is."  Bo slid a letter over to him.  "It came
yesterday from your part of the world." 


Charlie
frowned as he picked up the letter, then he shook his head. "I'm heading
out into the forest then." 


"Ya
can't, mate, trust me."  Bo smirked.  "We've got their
permission slips, all your former students, all but one's about to be a sixth
year." 


"Which
one?" Charlie asked, starting to see a pattern.  One was held up and
he started to swear. 


"Is
she any good?" 


"She's
excellent, she's got Glinda."  He took the rest of the stack and
paged through them, dropping a few of them back onto the desk.  "Those
you don't want to let your sight, they'll walk right up to one and try ta
snuggle."  He pulled one last sheet, not a permission form, but the
funding form.  "He paid for everything?" 


"He
got permission to send his daughter and someone suggested it wouldn't cost any
more to send another five or six," Bo said with a shrug.  "I
heard something about this being his good deed of the year or century or
someat."  He grinned.  "So, those we'll watch out
for.  Any you want to personally walk around and gross out for a
week?  Your niece maybe?" 


"Oh,
we'll be talking," Charlie assured him.  How could she do this to
him?  He flipped the page over, reading her reason for wanting to
come.  At least she sounded sincere, most of the rest were looking for a
story to tell their mates over butterbeers in the Three Broomsticks next
year.  "I'll take her and him," he said, pulling out another kid
who he knew wanted to do the job.  "I'll take 'em out to Big Red's
territory and we'll work out there." 


"That's
wonderful, though you're still on nursery duty." 


Charlie
shook his head.  "Not if you want to keep me. I just got done with
the noisiest bunch of children ever seen.  Give those ones nursery
duty.  Let 'em scoop," he said meanly. 


Bo
laughed.  "Fine with me.  You sure you want to take those two
out there?" 


"Simone
can follow orders and knows enough to do as I say.  The other's one who'll
be applying if we don't scare him off."  Bo looked interested. 
"This way, he can see the worst and decide that way." 


"Good
point.  She's just mated anyway."  He smiled.  "Have
fun getting singed again." 


"I
brought back some of the twin's cold gel stuff.  Works wonders on all
sorts of burns."  He kicked his bag.  "Can I go sulk
now?" 


"Sure. 
Go grab a tent or two and set up out there." 


"Just
the one.  No one gets in Simone's face like that.  She's too
tough." 


"Is
she the beater?"  Charlie nodded.  "Then I won't worry
about her.  She know how to fire a tranq gun?" 


"Ron
taught 'em how to shoot muggle and she's probably got dueling from her father
already."  He grinned.  He was going to get Draco for doing this
to him. "Have fun with the story-hogs."  He grabbed his bag and
went to grab a tent out of the store room.  Nothing at all like what they
had taken to the World Cup, you couldn't use much magic out on the range
without attracting attention of the wrong sort. Getting stomped on wasn't his
favorite experience and he didn't want to repeat it. 


Bo
just smiled and finished sorting the kids by their essays.  He wondered
why Charlie didn't say anything about this one girl, she seemed sincere. 
Hmm, had a fear of high places.  Maybe she wanted but wasn't suitable to
the bigger creatures then.  He carefully sorted them by groups and went to
hand out assignments for babysitters.  At least it was only a week, and
they couldn't really block access to students or they'd never replace the guys
who got eaten. 


***



Draco
looked up as someone knocked on his office door.  "Enter!" 
Ron walked in.  "What's wrong?" 


"You
want the little kids at a pool party?"  Draco nodded. 
"When did you get a pool?" 


"When
the house was built.  It's in the building out back."  He
shrugged. "I find it soothing to float about in it." 


"Oh. 
Okay.  Then I guess we'll come once I find them suits." 


"Denver
thoughtfully got you one but the pool store didn't have anything in the
triplet's size.   They don't seem to think that very young children
might like to play in the water as well.  They carry floaters, but not
suits."  He dug around and found his card file, and he pulled one for
him.  "That's where we went to get Maeve and Lucien one.  He
picked hers out." 


Ron
grinned.  "Those two are so cute."  He heard a
bellow.  "He's still here?" 


"He's
still here and George hasn't shown up."  He got up and walked to the
door.  "You may get up." 


A
house elf came running down the stairs crying.  "I's
sorry."  She scurried past. 


"Sounds
like someone leaned on his knee," Ron noted.  "Can I see
him?" 


"I
think we'd both better go."  Draco led the way up to Xander's room,
tapping gently before walking in.  Xander was curled up in a ball. 
"What happened?"  He walked over and sat beside him, checking
him over.  He was breathing a little bit fast, but there weren't any
obvious injuries. "Xander?" 


"She
peeked," he said, sounding stunned.  "I was napping." 


Draco
frowned at the doorway.  "I'll discuss this with her later.  Are
you all right?" 


"Just
scared.  I woke up and her head was under the covers."  He
looked up.  "I don't want to see that again." 


"I
understand."  He patted Xander on the shoulder. "Ron's
here." 


"Is
he here here or in the pool here?" 


"He's
outside the door here," Draco told him.  "Do you want to see
him?" 


"Can
he hit George with his beater's bat?" 


"I'm
sure I can try," Ron said from the doorway.  "You all
right?" 


"The
house elf decided to be curious with him."  Draco groaned and Xander
reached out, stroking his stomach for him.  "Thank you.  I'll
talk to her, you visit."  He stood up and smiled at him. "You
may get up if you wish."  He handed over the robe and left them
alone, closing the door.  He noticed his son had the same look on his face
and gave him a perfunctory pat on the back. "I'm going to have a talk with
her."  Denver nodded, still looking upset.  "Are you all
right?" 


"I
woke up and she was there, father. It's disturbing."  He
shuddered.  "Eww." 


"Climb
in with your sister or Raena, warn them as well."  He walked away,
heading down to where the elves hid most of the day.  "You," he
said, pointing. "Where is she?" 


"Sobbing." 
She pointed at the closet and got out of his way.  This was morning
grumpiness only worse.  "What she do?" 


Draco
grimaced.  "She decided to go peek in on our guest and my older
son.  It is not acceptable." 


The
house elves all covered their ears and gasped.  "No," a few of
them said, shaking their heads. That was just wrong! 


"She
be fired?  I have cousin who needs job," one female asked. 


"I
haven't decided yet."  He walked over to the closet and opened it,
dragging the crying elf out and away to yell at her.  The others already
knew about his temper and how wrong it was, they didn't need to hear
this.  He came back a few minutes later, missing his tie, and frowned at
the one who had offered her cousin. "Get them here. Make sure they
understand the rules." 


She
nodded.  "She loves to make shiny!" she said happily, going to
write the letter of invitation. 


Draco
walked back out of the hiding area and went back up to Xander's room. 
"She's gone for good," he announced as he walked in, finding Ron
curled up on the bed. "Did you get stuck?" 


"Xander's
in the bathroom.  How's the little creature?" 


Draco
patted his mostly-flat stomach.  "Not too terrible so far.  Not
so much weight, some cramping. About the same as I had with Lucien." 


"You
were bigger with him by now," Ron reminded him.  Draco frowned. 
"Really, you were."  He sat up and the forcefield stopped
him.  "Why does it work on me?" 


"I
set it for George.  You may get up." 


Ron
slid off the bed and walked over, after getting a hand out of the safe
corridor.   "May I?" 


"If
you want. There's not much there to feel so far." 


Ron
gently rubbed the small bump, but something felt off.  "I think you
should see someone.  You were bigger last time." 


"I'm
fine," Draco told him. "I feel fine." 


Xander
came out and saw Ron's worried look. "Are we taking him to the doctor's
today?" 


"Yes,"
Ron said firmly.  Draco gave him an 'oh, really' look.  "It's
mine too and I say I want someone to look at you." 


"I
agree, if it matters," Xander put in. "May I please have some
clothes?"  Draco got free and got him some, handing them to
him.  "Thank you.  At least call the doctor and have his
opinion."  He walked back into the bathroom and closed the door so he
could get changed.  "Not again!" he called. 


"Tough,
wear them.  They're all I got you."  Draco looked at Ron. 
"I feel fine." 


"The
baby doesn't.  Do a check spell if you don't believe me." 


"Did
you do many of those with the triplets?" Draco asked as he sat down,
putting both of his hands on his stomach and feeling his child's energy. 
"Fine, we'll go, even though I can't find a thing wrong." 


"Thank
you," Ron told him, starting to smile again.  "I bet if you
called, the doctor would come here." 


"I'll
have to go in anyway for tests," Draco reminded him, standing back up
again. He thought about it.  He was lighter this time.  Maybe it was
the spells that had been laid on the child. Xander came out and he helped him
out of the safe corridor and gave him back his wand.  "I'll call over
and you two can chat downstairs for a while.  Everyone else is probably
still sleeping." 


"Iggy
and Raena are up, I saw them out back sitting in the sun reading," Ron
told him.  He led Xander down the stairs.  "George hasn't shown
up yet?" 


"No,
and I'm starting to worry about his mental state," Xander admitted
grimly.  "He's always had this thing about thinking Draco was trying
to steal me." 


"Which
is silly," Draco said from behind them.  "I really do enjoy
women more."  He stopped and frowned, then shook his head. 
"Small cramp." 


"You're
calling him or I am," Xander told him.  He let himself be placed on a
couch in the study and curled up.  "Thank you." 


"Welcome. 
I'm getting in practice for when Draco has problems walking."  He
took up the other end of the couch.  "Did you hear about Mum and
George going at it over Raena's clothes?" 


Xander
nodded. "Percy told us.  Are they still speaking?" 


"Not
particularly.  Mum's pretty picky about normal clothes.  She got the
same way once Ginny was fifteen.  Suddenly, all our shirts were returned
and Ginny had to wear proper girl's clothes." 


"She's
just going to love Simone's fall wardrobe then, isn't she?" Xander said
dryly, keeping an eye on Draco as he called his doctor's office.  He saw
the sigh.  "How long?" 


"Two
weeks."  Draco stood up. 


"Then
I want to take you to the healers at the colony and have them check you
over."  Ron nodded.  "They'll know more anyway." 


"Maybe,"
Draco said, rubbing a hand through his hair.  "Fine, let's go. You've
got me paranoid."  Ron stood up and helped Xander up.  "You
could stay." 


"Bet
me. You're my son," Xander said with a grin. "I wouldn't let you go
through this alone.  I would have been beside you last time if someone
hadn't knocked me out."   He followed Draco through the floo to
the main fireplace and waved as he pushed his son into the back. 


Ron
came out behind them and smiled.  "Just a check on the
baby."  He jogged to catch up. 


The
female elder looked at Bill.  "I've never met that one.  How
many more are there?" 


"Ginny
and Xander's husband are from the same family, that's Ron, who's between the
two.  There's seven children in that family." 


"Oh. 
How prodigious for a human."  She shifted, lifting her tail feathers
up.  She had gotten some of that cold gel and it was working very
well.  "How is he pregnant?" 


"The
spell was reactivated by Ron's daughter, the future Slayer, and the ghostly
being that I yelled at gave him the second donor from her former
nestmate." 


"Ah." 
She nodded.  "I remember you yelling about that.  Did anyone
ever think to take off the freezing charm?" 


"No." 
He got up and walked back there, having a word with the healers on the boy's
behalf. 


***



Denver
looked over as an owl came to the window.  "Father!"  Draco
came out of the study and came to get his mail.  "Is it good
news?" 


"It's
an invitation to apply for the Theory position," he said happily. 
"They've called a hiring board together." 


"Who's
sitting on it?" Ron asked from beside his nephew, slurping another bite of
cereal. 


"I
think you are," Draco said, handing over the letter.  "You're
listed, Black and Lupin, Pomfrey and Dumbledore." 


"Well,
as far as I know you've got my vote," Ron said with a shrug. 
"Two weeks long enough for you to get together everything?" 


"I
think I'd like to ask someone for some advice on how to order things, just to
force myself to think through it again, otherwise I've got everything already
done."  He sat down and accepted the glass of milk Ron handed
him.  "Thank you.  You haven't gotten a letter yet?" 


"The
kids are a mum's so it's probably there."  Another owl came to the window
and landed in front o him.  "Or not."  He took the letter
and scratched the poor thing's head.  It was hot again today. 
"Thank you, Finnigan."  He opened the letter.  "Yup,
it's official, I'm on the board.  We've already got one application so you
might want to hurry it."  He showed off his letter. 
"You're going to have to work hard to impress Black.  He hasn't
gotten any in months and he's on a rip." 


"I
noticed," Draco said dryly.  "He was rather surly at the leaving
feast."  He finished the milk and Ron handed him the pitcher. 
"I've had enough." 


"I'm
sure, but they said you had to drink a lot of milk," Ron reminded
him.  Draco glared so he shrugged innocently.  "I'm just
watching out for their orders.  They said the freezing spell staying on
for so long might've weakened your bones.  So drink more before I have to
tell on you."  He grinned. 


Draco
picked up the milk pitcher and tipped it over Ron's head, pouring it out. 
"I've had enough." 


"I
wanted more of that," Denver said pitifully.   His father looked
at him. "That was the last of the milk and I wanted more
cereal."  His father gave him an 'oh, really' look.  "I'm a
growing boy," he reminded him.  "I'm supposed to want to eat
everything in sight."  He grinned.  "Besides, Uncle Xander
hasn't eaten yet either." 


"I'll
get more milk," Draco told him, standing up.  "Clean up the
mess, Ron."  He left them alone, going to buy more milk.  He got
a cramp and decided he'd better send a house elf for it.  He leaned
against the wall, slowly trying to work the cramp out.  He hated expansion
pains, he really did. 


"Are
you all right?" Simone asked, pausing to look at him, still rubbing her
eyes.  He shook his head.  "Then go sit down, jackass.  You
should know about these things by now." 


He
grabbed her by the chin.  "Grounded for yet another
day."   He let her go and groaned. 


"Uncle
Ron, daddy's being unreasonable," she called, heading into the dining
room. 


Ron
hurried out and grabbed Draco, maneuvering him to a chair. 
"Sit.  Another cramp?" he asked worriedly.  Draco
nodded.  "A bad one?"  Draco glared at him. 
"Want to go to the hospital or to the colony?" 


"Hospital
might be good," Draco said lightly.  "I think I'm in a lot of
pain at the moment."  He grunted and bent over. 


"Want
me to call the paramedics?" 


"If
you wouldn't mind.  Denver, watch everyone."  He slid to the
floor and shooed Ron away.  "Now!"  Ron ran off to use the
floo and summon someone to help him. 


Denver
poked his head into the room.  "Are you going to see
someone?"  His father nodded.  "Then I'll let Uncle Xander
up." 


"No,
Holy Merlin, please no," he whined, curling up on his side. "He'll
fuss, I'll have to kill him." 


"He'd
want to be there," Ron said as he walked back in, leading the
paramedics.  One of them looked at Draco, then at him.  "One of
my daughters trips old spells, got him a few weeks ago.  He didn't plan on
this." 


"Oh." 
The lead paramedic got down to gently probe the stomach, narrowly dodging the
swing at his head when he hit a tender spot.  "We're going to take
you to the hospital, Mr. Malfoy.  Did you want anyone in particular to
come with you?" 


"I'm
going," Ron told him.  He looked at Denver.  "Give us a ten
minute head start before you wake up my mum, George, or Xander."  He
nodded.  "In that order." 


Draco
groaned as a small dropper of fluid was put into his mouth and squeezed. 


"Just
relax.  Did you want this George or this Xander with you?" 


"They'll
fuss," Draco told him. "I just want my doctor. 
Please?"  He grabbed him by the arm as another set of cramps started. 
"I don't like this." 


"I'm
not surprised." 


"I'm
going to find the healer that saw you," Simone called. 
"Hospital?" 


"Hospital,"
Ron agreed.  "Or send Iggy, he can grab her and make her go instead
of threatening her." 


"Yes,
sir."  She went to call Iggy, who was at the shop at the
moment.  She got out of the way as her father was carried away. 
"We'll be there soon." 


"Stay!"
Draco ordered before being sent away. 


Ron
patted her on the head.  "Finish the plans for both parties and
figure out what you're taking to Romania."  He hurried after him,
going to fill out forms and get Draco's doctor down there one way or the
other.  When the doctor answered the page, Ron hopped up and babbled at
him.  "My daughter tripped the spell.  He's real bad off, cramping
all the time like labor pains.  The freezing spell was only taken off
yesterday, it was slowing the baby down. The healer's on the way." 


The
doctor put his hands on the young man's shoulders.  "Slow down and
try that again.  Your *daughter* tripped the spell that got him pregnant
last time?"  Ron nodded.  "How old is she?" 


"Three,"
Ron said pitifully. 


"Oh. 
She's manifested in this manner?"  Ron nodded. 
"Okay.  Is it yours?"  Ron nodded.  "How?" 


"Contagion
cuffs.  My former girlfriend decided to force the issues.   She
locked us in a room and did it while we were asleep." 


"What
did you do to her to piss her off that badly?" 


"She's
dead and thought we'd be cute.  Buffy was like that," he said with a
grimace. "Please help him.  He's in so much pain he's admitting it
and asking for help." 


"Sure. 
Just one more thing.  Freezing spell?" 


"When
Minnie tripped it, there wasn't a second donor so the spell froze itself. 
It stayed on until yesterday, when we had to have it removed.  The baby's
running at half-speed.  The healer's ...." 


"Here,"
Raena said, stepping out of the floo with the healer.  "She did the
healing yesterday."  She handed the healer over.  "Iggy's a
tad bit pissed at his father at the moment.  Something about abandoning his
father to the luxury prison?"  She smiled at the doctor. 
"Is he all right?" 


"We're
going to check on him right now," the doctor told him, taking the healer
with him.  "Freezing spell?" he asked her as they walked. 
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Xander
looked over from the couch as Draco came back, getting up to steady him from
the floo.  "How are you feeling?" he asked gently, settling him
onto a couch.  "Any orders?" 


"I'm
to spend the next three days in bed, the freezing spell was making the baby
catch up."  He looked so tired.  "I'm not supposed to be
alone." 


"Hey,
I can snuggle with the best of them," Xander reminded him. He helped Draco
up.  "Come on, I'll tuck you in and curl up behind you." 
He looked over as Ron came out of the floo.  "Any medicine?" 


"Iggy's
making it."  He took Draco's other side, helping up the long
staircase.  He left him at the door.  "I'm going to talk to
mum.  You rest and I'll be back later." 


"Bring
the triplets," Draco told him.  "Lucien has been
bored."  He opened his door and looked at the bed. He looked at
Xander.  "You're sure?" 


"I
can watch over you and nap tomorrow.  You need me now."  He
walked Draco in and settled him into the bed, tucking him in like he did the
rest of his children.  Then he crawled in beside him and let Draco settle
against him however he wanted.  He got snuggled into and smiled, wrapping
him in his arms.  "You rest," he said quietly.  "I'm
here and nothing bad will happen." Draco nodded, succumbing to the
medicine. 


"Is
he out?" Ron asked from the doorway.  Xander nodded.  "He's
got a list of instructions."  It was put on the dresser. 
"He's to rest for the whole three days."   Xander waved a
hand.  "I'll be right back with the kiddies.  You want
Maeve?" 


"She'll
probably follow you anyway," Xander said with a shrug.  "Bring
her and William if they're there."  Ron nodded, leaving them alone,
closing the door behind himself. 


"Lucien
will hug you," Draco murmured. 


"She's
going to like it just as much as he will," Xander told him, stroking
gently down his arm.  "You rest, son, I'm here."  He
settled himself in to nap as well.  He was still really tired. 


***



George
came out of the floo and headed for the noise.  "Hey,
guys."  He smiled at his daughter- in-law.  "Where's
Xander's silken prison?" 


"He's
in with Daddy," Simone said, looking up at him.  George
frowned.  "He needed a hug and Uncle Xander excels at that
stuff." 


"He
had to go to the hospital earlier," Denver told him to ease the growing
frown. 


"I'm
going to pop up and check on him," George said.  He headed up the
stairs, and found the master suite easily.  It had double doors.  He
tapped and walked in.  He found his husband wrapped around their
'son'.  "Did you want to tell me something?" 


"The
baby had problems," Xander told him.  He smiled.  "He's
very cuddly." 


"I
see."  George walked in and saw what Xander was wearing. 
"I see you also found clothes." 


"George,
don't start," Xander sighed.  "This is comfort.  I'd give
the same to Fred or Ron, or even Charlie or Bill."   Draco
moaned and he gently rubbed the taut stomach.  "The freezing spell he
was under was going odd and it sent him into early cramping."  Draco
groaned and rolled toward his hand.  He gave him a little pat. 
"You rest, son." 


"Xander?" 
Draco opened his eyes and saw George.  "You show up now?" 


"I
thought I should.  Our son yelled at me for nearly an hour earlier." 


"Gee,
I'll have to thank him for that," Xander said dryly.  "You could
have shown up before now, really, dear, I wouldn't have minded.  I've seen
everyone but you and Ginny recently." 


"When
did Fred show up?" 


 "He
called." 


"Oh." 
George looked at them, noticing how comfortable Xander was with holding the
other man.  "Should I be worried?" 


Xander
slid out of the bed and got up in his husband's face.  "If you start
this shit again, I'm not coming home until you figure out that I'd never cheat
on you," he said in a deadly calm voice.  George flinched. 
"That's the second time you've decided I was cheating when you know I
wouldn't ever do it.  Apologize." 


"Xander,
it doesn't look good," George told him. 


"Fine,
when I leave here, I'm going to head back to the school.  When you find
some sense, come find me."  He stomped into the bathroom and slammed
the door. 


"George,
has it occurred to you that I like women?"  George glared at
him.  "Give me that look again, I can make you sorry."  He
sat up, grunting a little bit.  "I was in so much pain earlier that I
had to be taken by the paramedics.  I refused to let Xander come with me
so he's making up for the missed fussing now.  Even if Xander stirred me
that way, I wouldn't be able to steal him from you.  Not even when you
push him away like you just did."  He grunted again and took a few
deep breaths.  "If you knock on the door and apologize, he might not
sulk for days on end." 


"Draco,
stay out of it.  I don't need *your* help."  He stormed off. 


Ron
stuck his head in.  "Do I get to tell Fred on him?" he asked
with a naughty grin. 


"If
you want."  Draco continued to rub his stomach. 


"Want
help with that?" 


"No,
I'll be fine.  Go tell Fred or your mother so everyone knows that they're
fighting again." 


"You're
sure?" 


"I'm
fine."  Ron left, heading to tell on his stupid brother. 


Xander
opened the door a few minutes later.  "Is he still here?" 


"No."



Xander
walked over and climbed in next to him, stroking his stomach gently. 
"Calm down.  The stress isn't good for you and you'll end up in the
hospital again."  Someone tapped on the door.  "Come."



Bill
walked in and paused to look at the picture those two made.  "Stomach
problems or are you cheating?" 


"Stomach
cramps," Xander told him.  "George just thinks I'm
cheating." 


Bill
shook his head.  "I don't know what's up with him." 


"He
won't even let him wear green," Draco told him, starting to relax. 


"You
lie back down," Bill told him, walking over to help settle him back into
the bed.  "What happened?" 


"The
freezing spell didn't automatically come off," Xander told him. 
"We had it removed yesterday and the baby decided to play catchup
today."  He shook his head at Bill's look.  "I was locked
in my room.  Ron took him."  Now Bill looked really
confused.  "Draco's keeping me hostage until I admit that I need help
sometimes." 


"I'm
sure you're enjoying the rest.  I came over because I was wondering why
Iggy and Raena were camped on my couch.  Said something about George being
as dictatorial as mum."  He covered Draco back up and gave him a pat
on the head.  "You rest.  I'll handle the meetings
tomorrow." 


"Ron
said three days." 


"It's
Thursday," Bill said with a smile.  "This captivity stuff is
good for you, huh?" 


"I've
finally caught up on all my sleep," Xander agreed.  He continued to
stroke the hard stomach under the sheets.  "Need anything?  I
was going to head down for a snack." 


"Some
juice would be nice," Draco agreed.  He waited until Xander was gone
to look at him.  "Why did you really show up?" 


"George
came over on a rip, said you were stealing his man." 


Draco
shook his head.  "I couldn't steal Xander for anything.  He
can't be bought, I'm not the sort he'd go for anyway, and I doubt I want a man
right now.  I don't think I want a lover at all, except for some stress
relief." 


"You
probably can't do that for a few weeks," Bill pointed out with a
grin.  He knew that feeling very well.  "Does mum know anything
beyond the fact that you're this way again?" 


"No. 
I haven't said anything about any of this.  Unless Ron told her." 


Simone
came up the stairs and walked in.  "Are you really all right or
not?  Grandmum wants to know if she should offer to take us." 


"You're
not annoying me and the party for the family is this weekend," Draco
reminded her.  "Tell her she can come over is she wants." 


"The
problem with that is that George took Maeve and William home," Xander said
as he walked in, glass of juice on the tray he was carrying. 
"Dinner.  We seemed to have missed it and the elves are worried about
you."  He put the tray across Draco's lap. "Eat it all, or else
I'll pout."  He smiled at Simone.  "Tomorrow, if I can get
free, we're going to do something together.  Dress casually and be ready
to pack." 


"Yes,
sir," she said with a smile.  "Moving back to the school
permanently?" 


"Only
if he doesn't wise up damn fast," Xander told her.  "I'm not
cheating, I've never even looked at another person, and I'm tired of
this.  If I was going to cheat, why would I do it with your father!" 


"Calm
down, Xander.  I'll try to beat sense into George tomorrow.  Leave
off the moving until after the weekend."  Bill smiled. 
"Fred should be able to help some." 


"Don't
make him get in the middle.  He hates it when we argue." 


"Didn't
I see Fred kiss you once?" Draco asked. 


"They
both used to tease me but then I settled on George because he seemed to really
like me. I thought I had hurt Fred for a while, but he said I didn't and I
don't know if I did or not. All I know is he hates it when we
fight."  He took a deep breath and let it out.  "I'm going
to shower, drain some of this energy off into the water before I blow up the
house."  He walked into the bathroom and slammed the door, then kicked
it a few times for good measure.  "I hate this shit!" 


"He'll
come around," Draco called. 


Ron
popped in.  "Mum wants an answer." 


"No,
we're fine here," Simone told him.  "That way I don't have to
deal with the clothes demands.  I'm comfy in my boxer shorts and sports
bras, no matter how much she wants me to be a girly- girl."  She
crossed her arms.  "What does father need?" 


"Sleep
and calm," Ron told her.  "No stress, lots of food, and lots of
rest."  He heard something get broken in the bathroom. 
"You okay?" 


"Fine. 
Draco, I broke your oil jar.  I'll fix it or buy you a new one
tomorrow." 


"The
blue one?" 


"No,
the green one." 


"That's
fine, the blue one was the antique."  He shook his head. 
"Help them, not me," he requested when something else broke.
"What was that?" 


"I
don't know.  Wasn't me." 


"Who
broke that?" Simone called. 


"Me!"
Denver yelled.  "My mirror fell off the wall.  There's a big wet
spot behind it." 


"One
of the pipes must have burst," Bill said. 


"It
connects with Ana's shower, it's got to be hers," Draco sighed. 
"Both of you use the guest room until I have someone fix it." 


"I
can do that," Bill told him. 


"We'd
have to rip up the wall," Ron put in.  "Heck of a job and
all." 


"And? 
Did it at my old place often enough.  Hell, I can even hang
wallboard." 


"It's
plaster and there's a crawlspace in case this sort of thing happened,"
Draco said quickly.  "The entry for that section is in the attic and
there's a ladder down." 


"Then
we'll do it tomorrow night," Bill said, looking happier.  He liked
being of use.  "Anything else need fixing?" 


"The
house elves were mowing earlier," Xander told him through the door. 
"Everything else should be fine." 


"Can
you move my mirror?" Simone asked.  "It's right in the way of
where I toss my thinking ball and I don't want to shatter it." 


"I
can look at it," Bill agreed, getting off the bed to follow her. He paused
in the hallway, then shook his head to clear it.  He looked at how the
mirror was anchored and nodded.  "Hell fire, yeah, that can be moved
easily." 


Simone
looked at him. "You're talking funny.  Are you all right?" 


"It's
a Gringott's spell ter let us know where we're sposed ter be next. Last time I
ended up speakin' Farsi for days before I could check in. Sucked ass." 


"Want
to use the fireplace downstairs?" 


"They
won't answer the bloody floo.  Goblins are like that."  He
winked at her.  "I'll move it this weekend if yor dad don't kick us
out."  He strolled out, sending himself to the Main Office, not the
one in Diagon.  "Wot?" he asked the goblin who met him. 
"I quit, right, remember.  Take the bloody fuckin' spell off
me." 


"We
have a special assignment for you," the goblin told him. 


"Not
going."  He crossed his arms.  A folder was held up and he gave
the goblin the two-fingered salute.  The spell was taken off him. 
"Thank you and I'm still not interested.  I've got a very nice
weekend planned for myself."  The folder continued to be held up so
he eventually snatched it and read it over.  "This isn't my area at
all." 


"It's
in a supposedly holy cave." 


"Then
it's really not my area.  I don't break into holy places, no matter who
held them holy.  There's always something nasty waiting in there for the
people breaking in.  Sorry, but I'm not going in there."  He
handed back the folder.  "Get it yourself.  If you're lucky,
whatever they held  holy will be dead and gone by now."  He
turned and walked away. 


"We
can force you.  Ten percent of the profit found." 


"Not
interested.  I've heard stories about places like that."  He
left via the special floo, heading back to his mother's house.  "I'm
going to stay at Draco's this weekend," he said, leaning down to give his
father a hug. 


"What's
happened now?" Molly asked. 


"Nothing
much.  He's having some cramping problems again.  He's trying to keep
Xander from beating up George for upsetting him.  Little things like that
which he doesn't need at the moment."  She looked up at him. 
"Isn't that why you asked if you should take the kids?" 


"Ginny
wanted to see them." 


"Oh." 
He shrugged.  "They're having a family pool party this weekend, have
her come over then.  He's allowed out of bed in three days." 
She grimaced.  "The freezing spell that happened automatically wasn't
removed until yesterday.  The baby tried to catch up today." 


"That
poor boy," Arthur agreed.  "Does he need anything?" 


"Less
stress for a week or so."  Bill shifted and leaned on a chair. 
"Gringotts just tried to call me back for a special assignment. 
Breaking into a holy cave to retrieve some jeweled crown or someat.  Told
'em I wouldn't go." 


"Do
you think they'll try and force it?" Molly asked.  He nodded. 
"Can they do that?" 


"If
they call in a favor," Bill said with a shrug.  "It depends on
who wants it that badly.  So if the Ministry come tomorrow, send them over
there."  He smiled when he heard the kiddie laughter from
upstairs.  "Did George bring back the tots?" 


"No,
I went to get them," Arthur said with a smile.  "I've been gone
for the last few days and wanted to see them.  I wore them out and they're
napping in their usual room.  What did he say this time?" 


"All
but accused Xander of sleeping with Draco." 


"He
considers him a son," Molly snorted.  "He wouldn't do
that." 


"Xander
was holding him because it comforted him.  George is paranoid about being
left for some reason and Xander's not having it.  He's threatened to move
out until George comes to his right mind."  He stood up. 
"I'm headed back.  Just send whomever they send on."  He
left via the floo, you couldn't apparate into Draco's house, or most of his
yard, because of the shields. 


Molly
looked at Arthur.  "Should we get involved this time?" 


"Molly,
luv, I think we should stay out of it and talk about you forcing Simone into
being something she's not."  He looked at her and she blushed. 
"I know you were a gorgeous girl, but so is Simone and she's happier that
way.  All the grandchildren are very individual." 


"They're
wearing clothes not even a self-respecting tramp would," Molly protested. 


"And
they all have their own parents to deal with those issues. If Draco lets the
girls wear skimpy bathing suits when it's just them, then it's his problem when
they misbehave, not ours.  For that matter, I doubt you're ever going to
get Simone into a dress unless she wants it.  Let them grow up on their
own. They'll become outstanding young women if you don't piss them off. 
Otherwise, they won't come back.  You know Simone's threatened to do
that." 


"I
know, but she doesn't dress like she appreciates her body." 


Arthur
shook his head.  "Just because she takes greater pleasure in her mind
and her muscles doesn't mean she doesn't appreciate her body, Molly. 
Times are different from they were in your youth.  Now, young women are
expected to be pretty, smart, and strong.  Simone is all that and
more.  From what I hear about the office from the parents, she's actually
managed to scare off most of the boys because she's so strong." 


"Exactly! 
She shouldn't be able to scare them off.  If she was truly being
feminine...." 


"She'd
be miserable," Arthur interrupted.  "It's not her.  She's
the way she is and that's it, Molly.  You're going to have to accept the
fact that none of our granddaughters are feminine little darlings that will let
you do their hair and makeup.  You'll never get the granddaughter you were
hoping for so enjoy the ones you have."  He smiled at her. 
"Plus, this new one might be a girl and you'll have other chances at
getting the little feminine darling that you wanted.  Percy went out with
that nice Annette darling again." 


"Do
you think they'll get together?" 


"Only
time will tell," Arthur pointed out.  "We can't rush him any
more than we can change him into someone like Charlie." 


"Him,"
she snorted.  "He'll never find a woman. He's a male version of
Simone." 


"Or
she's a female version of him," Arthur said with a smile for his
wife.  "At least we don't have to worry about being
great-grandparents for a while." 


"Are
we sure of that?" 


"Iggy
and them did the infertility spell under Percy's careful watching. 
They're safe for ten whole years." 


"I
was thinking about Melvin and his darling." 


"Andrea
is rather sweet on him," Arthur agreed.  "She's very feminine
and loves to let him dress her up because he takes into account her other
senses.  Word was that he bought her something naughty for her
birthday."  She gasped.  "Tasteful of course, but nothing
that should be shown in public from what I hear." 


"Percy
let him?" 


"He
let Percy approve of his choice.  It was Percy who told me,
Molly."  He smiled at her.  "I remember feeling like that
about you."  She chuckled.  "You mean I haven't bought you
anything naughty in a while?" 


"Not
since the weekend we made Ginny." 


He
winked at her.  "Go look in the living room, love."  She
got up and walked in there, coming back with the little purple bag and a bright
blush.  "Would you wear it for me?"  She swatted at him
affectionately and went to put it on for him.  A silk nightie, how very
naughty of him.  He smirked at having distracted her.  Maybe the
granddaughters would come back next weekend.  He put down his paper and
went up to see how it fit her. 


***



Denver
looked at his sister as she came out of her bedroom.  "Not a
chance," he told her.  "Go put on something decent." 
She shoved him and started to walk away.  "I'm telling father." 


"Tell
me first, he's at the door and I've got first approval.  I'll even be
nice," Xander called from the main bedroom.  His water was off so he
had borrowed the shower.  Anastasia walked in and he looked her
over.  One of her new bikinis, and it was so tiny he could see a lot more
of her nipples than he should probably ever see.  As a matter of fact it
only covered the nipples, and not even all of the peaks.  He stood up and
grabbed a marker off the desk, uncapping it before he grabbed her and held her
still with an arm around her throat.  He drew lines on each breast,
avoiding her slapping attempts, marking out places that needed to be colored
and shaded them in with long lines.  Then he turned her and did the same
to her butt.  He finally let the struggling girl go.  "Now go
cover those."  He held up the label, permanent marker. 
"Your father would turn you into something slimy if you tried to get
outside in that."  She stomped off.  "I mean it, cover
those areas or I'm going to make them bigger!"  He looked at Denver,
who had on a very modest pair of swim trunks.  "Very nice. 
How's Ravena coming along?" 


"She's
braiding her hair.  She looks good in her suit, I've already seen
her.  Simone's outside making sure everything's set up.  Father's in
his suit.  Why aren't you dressed already?" 


"Because
I have to put on my support hose in case I want to stand all day and I can't
swim in them." 


"Then
don't put them on," Denver told him.  "We can make sure you sit
down often.  We'll make Father sit with you."  He grinned. 
"I hear guests."  He hurried to greet people. 


Xander
stood up and pulled no his support hose, then his pants.  He buttoned the
shirt up and grabbed the cane, going to check on Anastasia.  "Are you
ready, people are here." 


"You
ruined my perfect skin." 


"There
are ways of taking that off, but I'm not going to tell you until you put on a
decent suit."  She opened the door, showing her still in the same
outfit.  "I don't know who you're trying to show off for, this is the
family.  No one here will be interested in you in a romantic sense and
none of us want to see your nipples.  Change now, or I'm going to find a
way to make the marker stay forever."  She slammed the door in his
face.  He walked down the stairs, going slowly because he ached just a bit
and was out of medicine.  His son walked past him and handed him a potion
vial.  "Pain?" 


"Pain." 
He waited until Xander took it. "Where's Ana?" 


"Getting
changed."  Draco looked over from where he was settling the kids into
their playpens.  "I had to show her graphically where the good places
to cover were."  His daughter was handed to him and Draco headed up
to yell at his own daughter.  And yell he did because they all heard some
of it. 


Molly
smiled at Xander.  "How are you feeling, dear?"  She kissed
his cheek and stole Maeve from him. 


"All
right I guess.  My leg's bothering me today." 


Draco
came down the stairs with a suitably suited up daughter.  "Not
swimming?" he asked Xander, picking up Lucien before he could topple his
grandmother by trying to climb up her.  "If you're good, you can play
with her in the pool." 


"My
Maeve," Lucien demanded, giving them his 'dangerous toddler' look. 
"Give me my Maeve." 


"Say
please," Molly chided. 


"Now!"



"What
a little Malfoy," Bill accused with a smile.  Lucien grinned at
him.  "Wait a few, you'll get her after the rest of us have gotten
hugs from you both."  Lucien gave him a hug then went back to trying
to crawl up to repossess his friend.  His father grabbed him and tucked
him under his arm, but it got him within touching range of his friend so it was
all right with him.  "Hey, Draco, what's this I hear about a
barbeque?" 


"We
decided it was the only way to fill all the bottomless stomachs coming
today," Simone told him.  Bill grinned at her.  "Not
you.  Iggy, Melvin, Denver, and Uncle Xander." 


"I'm
fine.  And I don't like barbeque sauce so save me some without any." 


"We're
doing fish, you can have some of that," Simone said, glueing herself to
his side because he looked wobbly.  "Why don't you sit down?" 


"Because
I don't want to." 


"Sit
and hold Tananda," Percy suggested, handing over his daughter, which made
Xander sit because she was a big nine year old.  "Did someone forget
to tell Fred and George?" 


"Gerd
and Forge are running late," Ron told him.  "Fred's got
customers and George is sulking." 


"I've
had enough of that," Percy announced, going to do something about it. 


"Percy,
don't," Xander called after him. 


"Shush,"
Simone told him, sitting next to him.  "Uncle Fred has to admire my
new suit.  Did we forget to invite Uncle Charlie?" 


"He
can't come, he's working," Arthur told her.  "I asked when he
called last night.  He said he's very busy so he'll see you in a while,
when you get there, and to not pack anything frivolous." 


"Me?"
Simone asked. "I'm packing normal, durable clothes, and my normal
gear.  My sisters I am not." 


"I
could do it," Anastasia told her. 


"I'm
sure," Simone snorted. 


"They'll
be camping, dear," Molly told her.  "No running water, nothing
comfortable to do all day. Dirt and dragons only."  Anastasia
shuddered. 


"Sounds
nice to me," Simone said, smirking at her.  "Sounds like a
wonderful vacation actually.  Plus, maybe he'll tell me if he's seen any
boys like him."  That stopped all the conversation in the room. 
"It'd take someone like him to really understand me.  Likes beasts,
plays sports.  Is active and funny.  So if he finds someone like him,
maybe he'll introduce me." 


Her
father nodded.  "Too bad he's a relative, men like him are really
rare." 


"Hopefully
he'll know someone my age," Simone told him.  He nodded and she
smiled.  "Daddy, can't you make Uncle Xander swim with me?" 


"Honey,
I need the support hose today," he told her, ruffling her hair. 
"I can't swim in it." 


Bill
grabbed Xander, hoisting him up over his shoulder.  "Had enough of
this as well.  His room?" 


"Last
door in the main hallway on the right," Denver told him.  He looked
at Xander's red face.  "Damn, Uncle Bill, you're strong." 


"It
comes from having to haul shit for twelve years."  He carried Xander
up the stairs and only let him down once he was in his room.  He closed
the door and looked at his brother-in-law.  "The only way to make
George sorry he said that is to look wonderful and look like you're having
fun.  It'll make him miserable, which will make him come to his senses
faster." 


"I
still can't swim with the hose on." 


"So
take 'em off.  We'll make sure you sit.  We've dealt with the leg for
two years, Xander, we know how stubborn you are about it." 


"I
don't need it." 


Bill
hit him on the side of the head.  "Wise up or you'll have to take a
year off because you'll still be here."  Xander glared at him. 
"I mean it.  You've just come against the wall of stubbornness,
Draco.  I'm going to back him up and so will Ron.  Now change before
I have to get upset and force you to change." 


"I
can't go into the bathroom or I won't be able to get out." 


"So?" 
Bill turned around and started to whistle while Xander dug around in his
closet.  He heard the swearing.  "What?" 


"The
others are still in the wash."  Bill looked over so he held up the
new green one that had been bought for him.  "I don't think it's a
good thing for today." 


"It
might make George fall to his knees and beg," Bill said with a grin,
"but I don't think the rest of us want to see you in that, no.  Wear
one of the other ones." 


Xander
searched through the laundry, finding the one he had worn the longest
ago.  He sent a short cleaning spell through it.  It wouldn't take
all the smells out, but it would kill all the germs.  He slid them on and
sat down to slide off the hose.  Or try to slide it off. 


"You
done yet?" 


"Just
trying to get these things down," Xander grunted. 


Bill
turned and frowned.  "Those do look odd together."  He came
over and rolled them down, managing not to catch any hairs in them. 
Xander looked at him. "I've had to do it many times with regular
hose.  It's something we straight guys have to do." 


Xander
grinned.  "None of the women I dated wore hose.  Or if they did,
it was for entertainment purposes.  Anya wouldn't wear pantyhose, only
thigh-highs." 


"I'm
sure you enjoyed it a lot," Draco said from the doorway.  He watched
as Bill took off the other leg's hose and raised an eyebrow.  "Why
were you back in those?" 


"I've
got some minor swelling.  Probably all the salt I've eaten
recently."  He stood up and grabbed the cane, leaning on it until he
found his balance.  "If I have to swim, let's go." 


"Are
those clean?" Draco asked. 


"The
house elves are behind in the laundry, I used a cleaning spell," Xander
told him.  Draco looked at him.  "I'm not wearing the green
ones, I told you that."  He walked away, meeting Simone and Denver in
the halls.  "Coming to check on me too?" 


"Getting
away from she-who-primps," Denver told him.  "Want a
frog?"  He handed over a chocolate frog.  "Simone gets the
card.  I've already checked." 


Xander
handed her the card and nibbled on a back leg.  "Thanks,
Denver.  Let's head down, I can poke Anastasia until she stops." 


"Ravena,"
Simone corrected, stealing half of the frog from him.  "She's
primping for Little Ron.  He's enjoying it as well.  He said she's as
pretty as his snitch." 


Draco
coughed.  "I'm sure it's wonderful, but let's go downstairs. 
Before your other sister gets into trouble.  At least I trust the Potters
not to take advantage of my youngest girl." 


Simone
took his arm as he walked past her. "Do they know what it is yet?" 


"Not
yet," he told her. 


"We
need another boy to make it even," Denver told him. 


"It's
not like he can decide that," Xander pointed out.  He started down
the stairs and almost immediately wobbled.  Draco caught him. 
"Not you.  If I fall, I'm not taking you down with me." 


"Shut
up."  Bill grimaced at him and motioned Draco away. 
"Though he's right.  Ron would kill him if you fell."  He
took Xander's arm.  "I'm nearly as cute as George," he said at
the confused look, grinning at him. 


"It's
fitting since he carried you up the stairs," Denver agreed.  He took
his father's other side, being very gentle with him.  He was only allowed
out of bed today.  As soon as they were downstairs, they shoved him into a
chair and went to chat with Iggy. 


Xander
was escorted over and pushed onto the couch beside Ron and the triplets. 
"Thanks, Bill." 


"You're
welcome.  Stubborn creature."  He walked over to pick on Iggy
and Raena.  They were holding hands, back to back, talking to people in
opposite directions.  It was too cute to be left alone. 


Fred
came out of the floo and held up a pie.  "Madam Rosemerta sent
this," he said when Melvin tried to snatch it.  "It's for Draco,
she said she's happy for him.  She wants you to come back often and buy
the whole town dinner again."  He presented the pie to Draco, who
shook his head.  "Shall I tell her you'll be back soon?" 


"Please. 
When are you coming over?" 


"As
soon as I can run everyone out.  The shop's busy today but I'll be back
soon."  He winked at Xander.  "We're working on
it."  He left again. 


Xander
shook his head.  "This is between me and George, we can fight it out
ourselves." 


Molly
laughed.  "That will never happen, Xander.  You knew that when
you married us."  Her husband nodded to back her up. 


"I
know, but I really need to argue about this with just him, not the whole
family."  They broke up in laughter. "It'll only make him more
upset." 


"He's
one of us, he'd be used to it," Ron told him, handing over a messy faced
Gwen.  "Here, you deal with the chocolate fiend." 


Xander
picked her up and licked off her face, making her giggle and squirm. 
"If you get that messy again, Uncle Draco won't allow you in the pool,
Gwen."  She pouted at her favorite uncle, who shrugged and
smiled.  "See.  Eat the chocolate don't waste it by smooshing it
around your face." 


She
snuggled into his chest, happy to be with him.  She had missed his
cuddles.  "Read to us?" she asked sweetly. 


"If
you want me to," he agreed.  "Get me a book from the
nursery.  Ask Lucien to help you." 


Lucien
was released and nearly made a dash for Maeve, but his Uncle told him what he
was going for and a story was as tempting as his friend.  Besides, he
could cuddle with her while they were read to.  He helped the Gwen monster
find a book; she was *so* messy and she liked to beat up his toys, but she was
his cousin and knew how to treat books.  As soon as their uncle had the
book, he whistled, bringing the other little kids.  He climbed over most
of them to get to his Maeve, picking up some of her hair to suck his thumb
with.  Someone took a picture and he growled. 


Xander
looked down at him.  "If you pull her hair, you can't hug for the
*whole* party."  Lucien let go of the hair and picked up her hand
instead, sucking on her thumb. 


"At
least it's better," Arthur said with a smile.  "Did he put those
marks on her too?"  Draco nodded.  "We might have to
separate them then.  They are first cousins." 


"Salazar
said they weren't going to get that close, just very close friends," Draco
told him.  Xander looked over at him and he smirked.  "Yes,
him.  The same one who told me to kidnap you and make yo rest." 


"Remind
me to deface his grave later," Xander muttered, opening the book. 
"Only this one?  Usually you guys want more than one." 


"Pool,"
Minnie pointed out, pointing at the back yard.  She squealed when she saw
a house elf, getting up to stalk it and play with its ears.  Mellie had to
run after her and drag her back to the story area. 


Molly
looked at Draco. "Now you know why we don't have any of those," she
said smugly. 


He
shrugged.  "A few of mine like children, one of them watches Lucien
whenever I need to be away for any length of time."  He shifted and
Xander looked over at him, frowning.  "My rear's numb, it's not a
cramp," he said easily, frowning back. Xander went back to reading for the
kids. "Overprotective git." 


"I
heard that," Xander called.  "Just for that, I'm going to make
you sleep alone tonight." 


Ron
looked at him.  "You didn't do that for the last few nights?" 


"His
water's off," Bill told him. "It's easier than releasing him and
walking him down the hall.  If you had been here, you'd know that." 


"Fred
needed me.  Besides, I spent all yesterday looking at resumes for the new
Theory post."  Draco looked at him.  "We got yours, and
your desired curriculum." 


"How
many applicants are there?" Arthur asked. 


"We've
got fifteen resumes and only four that are worthy of further consideration so
far.  We want someone experienced.  Dumbledore has final say about
who goes in which pile, but I can say that there's only been four so
far."  He looked at Draco.  "Sorry, I can't tell you."



"I
understand," Draco agreed.  "I can easily go bother Dumbledore
as a Regent."  He smiled.  "Everyone go out back. 
It's a nice day and I want some fresh air."  He got up with some help
from Bill, and led the way out of the house through the library.  He left
those doors open in case any more of the family came by.  Ginny, Fred, and
George were still missing and all of them knew this way out.  Besides,
this way the children could run in and get books for entertainment.  He
noticed that Xander was immediately shoved down into a chair at the tables he'd
had moved out here for this and smiled at him.  At least he did until Ron
did the same thing to him.  "I'm fine." 


"Wonderful,
but you also can't cook," Ron reminded him. 


"Is
this a muggle one?" Bill called.  "Ours used to have a
grate." 


"Get
the racks out of the oven," Xander suggested. "That's how we used to
do it."  Bill nodded and headed in to do that, meeting the elf at the
door with the racks for him.  Xander smiled at him.  "They're
like that sometimes.  They don't like people in the kitchen." 


"That's
because the older children used to ambush them," Molly pointed out.
"They're scared you're going to continue to do so."  She patted
Xander on the head, then did the same to Draco.  "You two rest and
let us handle the cooking." 


"Mum,
I don't think you're going to be much help either," Bill told her. 
"I don't remember you roasting anything over a fire."  She
frowned at him and he shrugged. "It's the truth.  You don't cook with
a spit and I've done it now for twelve years." 


"Missing
it again, son?" Arthur asked as he relieved the house elf of its tray of
meat.  "Thank you."  It bobbed its head and hurried off,
babbling something about bringing more.  "We're going to eat all
this?" 


"I
planned for the party to last for a few hours," Draco told him. 
"That should cover lunch and dinner, and anything that you and Molly, or
Bill, or anyone wants to take home."  Xander opened his mouth. 
"Not you." 


"I
wasn't going to say me," Xander said, punching him on the arm. 
"I was going to note that the snitches don't look happy together." He
pointed at where they were knocking into each other.  Little Ron and Ravena
were both jumping to try and reach them, but they were a little bit too
short.  "Harry, catch those so we don't have to get up." 


Harry
smiled and walked over, catching both snitches before they could fly off. 
He said something to the children and the snitches were petted by both kids.
They huddled together, talking to the little balls, making sure that they would
get along from now on.  Harry walked back shaking his head. 
"Why did you get her one?" he asked Draco as he brought over cans of
soda for them. 


"Because
Ron's is getting a bit thin," Draco told him.  "The wings are
nearly see-through.  This way my daughter can make him happy and catch his
attention, which she'd very much like to have." 


Harry
nodded, but he was still smiling.  "I'm sure they'll be happy
together.  They're the only ones who can understand each other.  Even
I can't understand Ron some days."  He glanced around. 
"I've been wondering something."  Draco nodded.  "Why
did Slytherin like gryphon-borns?  I was told he was the major push behind
only having pure-bloods in the school." 


"He
was raised by one," Xander told him. 


"Plus,
if you think about it, it does make sense," Draco added, reveling in the
chance to teach him something.  "Why pick anyone who's not had full
control of their magic, who's not proven to have a stable line, and who's not
already as powerful as they can be for such an experiment?" 


"They
bred them to the pure-bloods?" Harry asked, frowning.  "But then
how...." 


Draco
laughed, interrupting him.  "Not all of them.  There are still
quite a few who think it's abominable and a crime against nature and the
blood.  The few that didn't fight over it decided it would only add to
their power, which was most of their ambition - to have powerful children and
carry on the lines in a similar manner." 


"So
there were once a lot of borns in the Slytherin house?" Xander asked. 


Draco
nodded.  "As the definition got warped over the years and the
knowledge of which family had participated, more of them landed in other
houses.  There seem to be a lot of them in Ravenclaw." 


"They
hate us," Xander told him.  "They've managed to take the track
that we're creatures or freaks of nature."  Molly looked at him and
he smiled at her.  "They do.  If you look at the people behind
the new push to have us all killed and sterilized, the greater majority were in
Ravenclaw.  Even the current head of their house has admitted it." 


"I
wonder what Ravenclaw herself would have said about that," Molly said
thoughtfully.  "She was more for the pursuit of knowledge if the
histories we learned were correct." 


"When
we find her body, we'll ask her," Xander told her.  Molly looked
stunned.  "We're supposed to be finding each of them and asking their
ghosts to update the Sorting Hat."  Harry coughed. "Yeah,
because of people like your kids, and his kids," he said, pointing at
Draco.  "The hat didn't know where to put them because they were so
torn between protecting the family and their powers." 


"Slytherin
had a long yell at it," Draco said helpfully.  "Said he thought
your daughter was truly one of his house.  Told her to find a few minions
now and train them to serve her."  Harry frowned.  "Trust
me, it does help.  Especially in the later years when you'll need their
notes to pass your OWLs or NEWTs." 


"Crabbe
and Goyle took notes?" Ron asked. 


Draco
nodded.  "I had to teach them, but they did take notes so I didn't
have to always listen in class.  It was good having the three different
copies, it allowed me to put them together into a more comprehensive set of
notes. Hence my nearly perfect score on my NEWTs." 


"How
close did you get?" Harry asked. 


"One
and a half points," Draco sighed.  "I missed a point on one of
the essay questions and I only remembered half an answer on one of the
Transfiguration questions.  You?" 


"Three
points off perfect.  I was rather too busy to study." 


Draco
smirked. "That's what you get when you leave it off to the last minute,
Potter."  He saluted him with his soda.  Harry groaned and
glared at him.  "I was just as busy as you were." 


"Yeah,
running from Ron," Harry taunted. 


"And
from the twins," Bill put in.  He smiled at Draco.  "I've
got to admit, we like you a lot more now.  You grow on a person, like a
weed." 


Draco
threw his unopened soda can at him.  "Weed am I?"  He struggled
to get up, and finally managed when Xander helped him.  "Weed?" 


Bill
handed back the soda with a smile.  "Yup.  One of those things
like ivy on the side of the old houses.  Once you straightened up, you
grew better with age." 


Xander
snickered.  "He's got you there, Draco.  You were a little shit
when you were younger." 


Draco
glared at him.  "Just for that you are sleeping in your own room
tonight."  He sat back down and tapped the soda can a few times,
settling it down.  He opened it and took a long drink, much to the
disappointment of Bill.  "You learn a few things watching the great
born idiot with his daily infusion of caffeine." 


Xander
gave him a gentle shove. "Call me that again and I'm going to hold you
down and tickle you until you piss yourself."  Draco looked at
him.  "Try it." 


"You
can't catch me." 


"You
can't run with that extra weight, he'll be able to this time," Harry told
him. 


Xander
swatted at him.  "My playmate.  Go play with Ron.  He's
been in a bad mood recently." 


"I've
had to listen to Sirius Black whine about not getting laid for the last few
days.  You try it.  I don't know how Lupin stands it." 


"The
same way you listen to me wonder if I'm ready to date?" Harry suggested. 


"Point,"
Ron agreed, grinning at him.  "Want to go swim without the
kids?"  Minnie glared at him. "You'll get your chance." 


"If
you do, you can't drag grass into the pool later," Xander told him.
"Grass is icky when it sticks to you." 


"Fine,"
Harry agreed, following Ron.  Maybe they'd get in one of those talks
again.  He *really* wanted to know how Ron had gotten Draco
pregnant.  He didn't believe that contagion cuff story Percy had told him
at all. 


Draco
looked at Xander.  "There's a cleaning spell." 


"It
doesn't work on grass.  I had to pick some out of my hair after my last
swim."  He nudged Ron's chair over with his cane and put his feet up
with a sigh.  "Ah. Better now."  Arthur and Bill both
looked at him. "It's just a little swelling from all the salty stuff I've
eaten recently," he told them.  "I'm fine." 


"Have
you told your doctor about that?" Molly asked in her best mother's voice. 


"Yup,
and he told me to lay off the salt," Xander agreed. 


"He
hasn't seen him since before he went on his forced trek," Draco told
her.  "I've made him an appointment and am dragging him down there on
Tuesday."  Iggy's head popped up.  "He wanted to see you as
well," he called.  Iggy nodded and went back to planning how to
ambush Anastasia because she was being insufferable. 


Molly
looked at the girls.  "I must say, their suits look much more proper
today."  She noticed Anastasia's dark spots.  "What's wrong
with her suit?" 


"I
had to color in the places she needed to cover," Xander said dryly. 
"Permanent muggle marker."  Draco laughed. 
"What?  She was wearing that peach one and it *only* covered the peak
of her nipples. I could see everything else.  The marks should still be
there when their friends come." 


Percy
coughed.  "Are you having two separate ones?" 


"No,
I expect Ravena and Agatha will have one side of the pool and the Gryffindors
the other," Draco told him. 


"They
make ropes so you can separate out the sides.  Maybe even a large net so
they can play water volleyball." 


Draco
shoved him hard.  "That's a muggle game.  I doubt any of the
Slytherins would be willing to play one of those." 


Xander
put down his soda and got up, then pounced Draco, tickling him until he
screamed. "I warned you."  He dodged the kicking feet, and
slapping hand, continuing until he heard him start to shriek in a different
key.  Then he got off him and helped him up, watching as he headed back
into the house.  "Hey, Simone, want to learn how to play volleyball
in the pool?" 


"What's
that?" Iggy called. 


"Remember
that beach movie we saw a few weeks ago?"  Iggy nodded. 
"Remember the game with the ball and the net?"  Iggy nodded
again.  "That's volleyball and there's an in-the-pool version." 


"It
looked complicated," Raena told him, smiling at him. 


"It
wasn't.  Someone hits the ball, you sent it back and forth." 
Iggy shrugged.  "There's probably a few rules.  Do they sell
kits with rules and everything?"  Xander nodded.  "I'll
have to check that out.  It'll be our contribution to the pool
party." 


"It's
not like you need to bring anything," Simone pointed out.  She looked
him over, then back at his face.  "Cousin, would you please gain some
weight?  If you did, all the girls would be envious of Raena, but you look
like a scarecrow." 


"All
boys go through that state," Ron told her, grabbing her to tickle
her.  She shrieked and fought him.  "Quit picking on the
Iggy.  He's a rare and protected breed." 


Raena
nodded.  "Yes, he is.  Though I agree, he could do with some
weight.  Oh, Uncle Bill, your refrigerator's empty.  Iggy made
breakfast." 


Bill
shook his head. "I remember those days fondly," he said with a smile.



Draco
came back out, his attire and hair returned to their perfect, and grass-free,
state.  He sat down.  "Would someone please get the marinade and
the fish so we can start cooking?  I'm hungry." 


"Sure,
mommy," Bill said with a grin for him.  He loved picking on the guy,
he was so cute when he got flustered, like then. 


Xander
patted him on the hand.  "We all know you're the father and Ron's the
mommy, you were simply the strong one so you got to carry it." 


Ron
spluttered from the door of the pool house, he had been drinking. 
"What!"  Xander grinned at him.  "I'm going to get you
for  that some night when we're back at school." 


"You're
welcome to try," Xander agreed. "I'm not sleeping sedated
anymore." 


The
kids ran past, breaking up their taunting.  "Go play!" Draco
called.  Someone found an ever- bouncing ball and it was sent out so the
kids could chase it around. 


***



Fred
showed up as lunch was being served, and he looked tired.  "Long
day?" Xander asked, handing him his plate of fish.  Fred handed it
back with a frown.  "It's good." 


"It's
got a funny aftertaste," Bill noted.  Xander frowned and shook his
head.  "It does.  Trust me." 


"Someone
put a pain killing solution in the marinade," Raena told them as she
handed Fred a plate piled high with barbeque.  "St. Louis
style.   Uncle Draco has a cookbook of American foods." 


Xander
beamed at her.  "He had them make me fries, real fries." 


"I'm
glad you finally got some," Iggy said, coming over to steal his wife from
his father.  "We're going to go nibble together.  Barbeque sauce
is messy after all."  He grinned and led her back to where he had set
them out a spot. 


"We
should remind them of the no sex promise they made," Fred said as he
picked up some of the meat.  He didn't know what it had been, but it
looked good.  He bit in and moaned, wiping off his mouth.  "The
kid wasn't joking, it's really messy." 


"I
lick it off for you!" Gwen said happily from the kids' table. 


"No
thanks," Fred told her, smiling over at her.  "That's what
napkins are for." 


"Uncle
Xander licked the chocolate off me." 


"Then
Uncle Xander's much braver than I am," Fred told her.  "I'm
still scared of baby drool." 


She
giggled and ran over to give him a hug.  "It's okay.  I
understand.  You're not a daddy yet."  Then she ran back to her
own plate of cut up meat. 


"And
I'm not planning on it either," Fred said quietly before taking another
bite.  Xander smirked at him.  "I mean it." 


"We
said the same thing and look at us," Xander pointed out.  He looked
over as the door opened and Ginny walked out.  Then he coughed, getting
Draco's attention from the spit he was carving off of.  Draco shrugged and
cut off another section of ribs for Melvin.  "Hey, Ginny.  You
look nice." 


"Thank
you, Xander."  She sat at the open spot at his table. 
"Where's Simone?" 


"Swimming. 
She's trying to get a stroke perfect."  Xander nibbled on his fish.
"Grab yourself something, we're not being formal today."  She
got up and walked over to where Draco was standing, accepting the plate he
handed her.  "Oh, damn," Xander sighed.  "I don't
think we need a fight today." 


"She's
behaving," Fred assured him.  "She won't upset him too
much."  She walked back over and sat down again.  "How did
your meeting go?" 


"Fine. 
The Under-Minister in Dad's department thought he had found a gryphon artifact
among the muggles."  Arthur looked over.  "It's another
something passed down through a family line that forgot their heritage. 
You'll be seeing him Monday to see if you want to tell them."  She
smiled.  "Hi, mum." 


"Dear." 
She blew a kiss.  "I haven't seen you in a while.  How are
things?" 


"Fine.
I've gotten a lot of the repairs on the house done since Draco's still got the
kids. My newest former boyfriend was very good for that."  She smiled
at the raised eyebrow.  "He got jealous of the time I spent talking
about the kids.  Thought I should spend more of it talking about his chest
muscles." 


"That's
why my next one will be smart," Ron said, and Bill nodded. 


"And
yet, you dated Buffy," Xander noted with a grin. 


"That's
how I learned that lesson," Ron told him.  "Every few days she
had to work on her figure because she thought she was about to lose it with
just one more cookie.  I swear there are a few months that I spent more
time helping her adjust her weight set than I did talking with her." 
He stuffed his mouth with some squash. 


"It's
a very good sign that you can remember the annoyances," Arthur told
him.  "It means you might be ready to take another step
forward." 


"Possibly
even dating again so you can find happiness," Molly added. 


"Mum,
most witches don't want a family already built," Ron reminded her. 
"Nag Charlie and Bill, they've not been in serious relationships that we
know of." 


"Charlie
had one in school," Bill told him before taking a bite.  "She
died in a stupid accident over the holidays in their seventh year." 


"I
liked her so much too," Molly sighed.  "Such a very nice
girl.  Took up that muggle sport bungle jumping or some such." 


"Bungi
jumping," Xander corrected.  Ron frowned.  "Tying a big
rubber band around your feet and jumping off something very high, hoping that
it'll stop you from hitting the ground." 


"Why
do muggles do things like that?" Ginny asked. 


"For
the thrill.  It's an adrenaline rush.  Let me guess, her friends
talked her into it?"  Molly nodded.  "You should always go
through a credible outfit if you want to try dumb stuff like that.  If
they're licensed, they should know what they're doing and know how to check all
their cords."  He ate a bite of fish and pulled out a bone. 
"I don't know why you said it tastes funny, Bill, it tastes normal to
me." 


Draco
came over and took a bite, then shook his head.  "It does taste a bit
off.  I've got a new batch being made, without the pain potion, if anyone
wants it." 


Ron
came over and tasted a bite.  "Tastes like cum," he said,
frowning. 


Bill
and Denver both handed over their plates to Draco.  "We'll
wait," Bill told him with a smile. 


Draco
looked at Ron. "How would you know?" he asked as he walked away. 


Ron
blushed, realizing he had said that out loud.  "Um,
sorry."  He went back to his seat and dug into his barbeque. 


Bill
looked at Simone.  "Looks like you lost your title of most offensive
thing said at a family meal."  She laughed.  He looked at his
younger brother.  "I think we're going to get many, *many* years out
of this one."  Ron blushed and hid his face behind his dinner. 


"I'm
sure most of us don't want to know," Molly admonished.  "Let Ron
have his secrets." 


"Mum! 
I don't do things like that!" 


"You're
the one who said it," Xander told him, continuing to eat.  Draco
replaced his plate on him and he frowned.  "It tasted fine." 


Draco
got down next to his ear. "That's because you taste that often," he
whispered, then he patted him on the back.  He replaced everyone else's
fish as well and went put the old dish in the kitchen where the house elves
could eat it if they wanted.   While in there, he decided he was
going to be a bit forceful.  He teleported to the shop and found George polishing
cases.  "That's so much more fun than my children, my pool, and your
mate in a bathing suit?" he asked, arms already crossed over his
chest.  George grunted a greeting and went on with what he had been
doing.  Draco kicked the stool out from under him, sending George crashing
to the floor.  "By continuing it ignore him, you're only hurting
yourself.  He's already instructed my daughter to help him move. 
He's also sulking so badly that even your mother's offered to come pound your
stupid arse into the ground."  He sneered down at him. 
"All because you got jealous.  Of me." 


"I'm
not jealous," George spat.  "Leave my husband alone." 
He stood up. 


"As
if he'd ever go for me."  Draco walked closer.  "You will
attend the family event.  If your sister could pull her ass out of her
bed, the least you can do is show up.  Before the rest of us have to get
involved."  He saw the anger and smiled.  "What makes you
think Xander could ever fall for me?  Money?  Nice house? 
Children? The fact that yours like me more at the moment?" 


"Get
out." 


"If
you wish, but you will attend or I will send Simone to get you."  He
took a step back and teleported back home, landing in the kitchen.  What
was wrong with him?  Hell, if Xander had gone for his type, he might have
pounced him years ago, but he didn't.  No matter how charming he had been
to the man, he saw him as a son.  He shook his head and brought out more
drinks, running into Xander.  "He'll show up soon enough." 


"Did
you threaten him?" Xander asked.  Draco shook his head. 
"Are you sure?  You don't want to change that answer or
anything?" 


"I
stated facts.  Ginny did show up, he's being an ass, and he's the one in
the wrong.  All perfectly non-threatening.  Did he say I threatened
him?"  Xander nodded.  "Then he needs his hearing
checked." 


Xander
gave him a short hug.  "Stay out of it.  I don't know what's
wrong with him but you getting in the middle won't help any."  He
took the drinks and carried them out himself.  "I just heard from
George, he's on his way." 


"Wonderful
news," Arthur said with a smile. He took the tray from him and started to
pass them around.  "Soon?" 


"Hopefully." 
Xander sat back down and accepted his new drink.  "I do want to thank
you all in advance for staying out of it.  Whatever funny thing his mind
is doing is all him and I'm not creating a family war over it." 
Percy looked at him.  "Including you."  Percy smiled and
shook his head.  "I mean it, Percy.  Leave the fight
alone.  He'll figure it out or I'll move out until he does.  It's up
to him." 


"Even
I don't know what's going on in his head," Fred admitted.  "It's
like a light suddenly went on and he's insecure about everything.  They
haven't been this way since...."  He stopped and stuffed his mouth
with a roll. 


"You
can talk about it," Molly said gently.  "I wasn't myself and the
thing in me did it."  She reached over and patted him on the
back.  "Don't worry, Fred.  I'm sure they'll be able to
straighten it out quickly.  After all, George does have that crystal that
allows him to hear Xander's thoughts and Xander can hear his." 


"Yeah,
but he's blocked me again," Xander told her, between sips.  Another
roll was put onto his plate. "I don't need it, Bill." 


"You
do.  You look like you've lost weight." 


"I
haven't.  I've gained five pounds since I was captured."  He
handed back the roll. "I'm full." 


Draco
looked at him.  "Eat." 


"I
did. Two pieces of fish and a lot of veggies.  I'm full.  After my
requisite half-hour of inactivity, I'm going to do laps so I have room for
dinner."  He stretched out and sighed in relief.  "This is
nice." 


"You
need leg rubbies?" Minnie asked, looking helpful. 


"No
thank you, Minnie, my legs are fine today."  She pouted. 
"I'm sure your daddy might like his arms rubbed.  He's been having
cramps in them."  She hurried over to help her father by rubbing the
sore stuff for him.  "I'm going to nap in a lounge chair." 
He got up and walked to the nearest one, flopping down into it.  He pulled
his hat down further so he wasn't staring up into the sun, and closed his
eyes.  He was mostly content at the moment, he could nap. 


Draco
waited until he heard the snores then nodded at Ron.  "Go cover
him.  He'll burn."  Ron got up and covered their mentor, then
came back.  "You look like you're dying to ask something so you might
as well get it out before it hurts you."  He nibbled on the
American-style rib, trying to decide if he liked barbeque.  Maybe if it
had different spices.  He'd have to try some of the other recipes in the
book for this sauce.  "Well?" 


"When
the doctors wanted to talk to you alone, did they say anything?" 


Draco
shook his head.  "Not really.  It was more yelling at me for
doing this again."  He grunted and shifted.  Ron started to
move.  "I'm fine, it wasn't a cramp.  It was a statement that
I've eaten too much and now I have gas."  Ron grinned and relaxed
again.   "They didn't say anything about the child at all. 
It's too young to tell anything really." 


Iggy
stood up.  "I started some stomachache soup a few hours ago, it
should be about ready if anyone wants some," he announced, looking
directly at his Uncle Bill, who had just belched loud enough to have startled
Xander into not snoring for a second.  Then he looked at his Uncle
Draco.  "I'll expect you both to take some."  His wife
pulled him back down and kissed him, shutting him up. 


"We'll
have to wait a half-hour before going in to swim," Draco announced. 
Most everyone wiped off their mouths and went to help clean up the kids. 
It took a hose and a few washcloths, and one adult to hold while another
scrubbed and yet another worked the hose.  Minnie was the worst, it took
three adults to hold her.  Lucien and Maeve started to lick each other's
fingers clean, but Arthur and Molly separated them, holding them still while
Ron scrubbed and Bill used the hose.  By the time all the kids were done,
it was time to swim.  Minnie was allowed to wake up Xander, who screamed
when she poked him on his scars.  "Minnie," Draco yelled,
brining her running.  "What did you do?" 


"Touchie
legs," she said, starting to sniffle and look very upset.  She didn't
like hurting the uncle.  "He okay?" 


"I'm
sure he's fine," Draco agreed, patting her on the head.  "Run
and help your father get wet."  She ran off and he went over to check
on Xander, who was rubbing a sore spot.  He sat on the end of the lounge
chair and picked up the leg to look at the scars.  "They look
bad." 


"That's
the swelling." 


"I
noticed that as well," Draco noted.  "Why did you scream?" 


"She
put a piece of ice on them and they ache."  Xander moved his leg and
sat up.  "Is she all right?" 


"She's
fine.  I told her she didn't really hurt you.  You're going to the
doctor on Tuesday." 


"Yes,
Draco," he sighed, standing up.  He helped his son up and walked him
toward the pool.  "I'm sure it'll be fine.  I'm going to be told
to eat less salt."  He opened the door and walked in.  Harry and
Ron had all the little kids in the shallow end with Molly and Arthur. 
Ginny was talking to her daughters off to one side as she lounged about to
finish digesting.  Simone didn't look happy.  "Simone, did you
tell her that you learned three new strokes?" Xander asked as he walked
past her, giving her a hug.  She was wearing one of her new sports-style
suits. "I think we got you the right suit.  It looks very comfortable."



"It
is.  It doesn't rub, there's no seams across my nipples, and it accents my
waist," she said, giving him a smile.  She looked at her
mother.  "Accept me as I am or I'm not going to see you for the rest
of the summer," she demanded, then she dove into the pool, swimming most
of the width with wonderful breath control and near-perfect form. 


"Xander,
quit influencing her," Ginny hissed.  "She's already not getting
anywhere with the boys." 


Xander
looked down at her.  "Ginny, she's fifteen.  She needs a boy
like you need another one.  For that matter, maybe you should talk to her
about the boy who fell to his knees in front of her when he saw her in her
workout clothes."  He crossed his arms.  "I'm glad that
she's found something that makes her happy.  If you're not, yay.  Like
Molly, you're going to have to learn what your daughter is really like. 
She's not some girlie little girl who wants lace and delicate things. 
They annoy her.  Lace makes her physically ill when she's forced to wear
it."  Anastasia and Ravena both nodded, they had seen that earlier in
the summer.  "Your daughter is the girl she is, not some little
dress-up doll. Get over it and hope that Anastasia will let you dress her
up.  She's like that."  He turned and smiled at Simone, who
shrugged.  "Sorry, kiddo." 


Ginny
pushed Xander into the pool.  "Leave my daughters alone before they
all turn out like you." 


"Ginny!"
Draco snapped.  "Leave him alone."  He looked down and saw
Xander had bobbed up.  "You're damn lucky he can swim." 
She snorted and sat back down.  "Simone is the way she is and she
makes *me* proud with how she is.  Women like you disturb me.  If all
you care about is your clothes and your hair, then you have nothing a real man
wants."  He watched as Xander swum over to the ladder and hoisted himself
up.  "Are you all right?" 


"I'm
fine."  Xander looked at her and shook his head.  "You're
still acting spoiled, Ginny.  Grow up before your children become more
mature than you."  He walked over to his usual lounger and sat
down.  "Ana, that suit wasn't a thong earlier." 


She
smoothed the back of her suit out, giving him a smile.  "Do you
really think men prefer women who think a lot over pretty ones?" 


"I
think most men want both in a woman," Xander told her.  "Your
sister is incredibly beautiful, even in her baggy clothes.  The only
reason she isn't being hunted is because most of the boys haven't seen through
the facade to the woman underneath.  She'll need someone who understands
her main goals in life and there's not really anybody like that in the
school.  As she said earlier, she needs someone like your Uncle Charlie
and men like that are rare." 


"Yes,
they are," Simone said as she came out of the pool to give him a
hug.  She looked at his leg, then frowned.  "Shouldn't you soak
that or something?  They make me soak my feet when they swell.  I've
got some salts upstairs." 


"I'll
try that tonight," Xander said, giving her a pat.  "Go
play."  She smiled and went to go play with her brother and
cousins.  "Ana, go play.  You need to test that suit before your
friends show up." 


"She
can wear something skimpier," Ginny told him a little coolly. 


Draco
looked at her.  "That is the most appropriate suit she has. 
Everything else is meant for tanning."  He looked at his daughter and
she blushed. "Thank you.  Go play.  You can talk with your
mother in a moment."  Anastasia and Ravena both went to sit on the
side of the pool and talk to Melvin and Andrea.  She had been invited over
to the Burrow for the rest of the summer and her parents had allowed it. 
He walked over to look down at her.  "Quit picking on my daughters or
you won't get to see them again," he warned coldly, but in a near
whisper.  "Simone is wonderful the way she is and all the boys watch
her walk past.  Anastasia, thanks to your mannerisms, has a bad reputation
and many of the boys are looking at her as the future tower slut." 
She pressed her lips together and ground her teeth.  "Ravena is the
only stable one and that's because she's the perfect Goddess that she wants to
be.  They are fine the way they are."  He turned and walked
away, sliding down into the shallow end to help with the young children. 
"Come to me, Lucien.  We'll splash Maeve."  He lunged over
and swam a whole two strokes, earing a few claps.  "Splash her,"
Draco said, turning his son around so he wouldn't get the brunt of the water. 


Maeve
squealed and splashed back, getting more water on Draco than her friend, but
that was really her intention.  He had stolen her Lucien.  Her father
came over and grabbed her, making her squeal in outrage as he tried to take her
away.  "Mine!" she shouted, pointing at Lucien.  "My
Lucie!" 


Draco
shuddered.  "Please don't call him that.  Lucien,
sweetheart." 


"Lucien,"
she repeated with wide eyes.  It was bad to upset the Lucien's
daddy.  "My Lucien?"  She looked cute and pitiful, a deadly
combination against this particular adult.  He was handed over and Draco
grabbed William and Zach instead. 


"Not
like water," Zach reminded him.  He shifted uncomfortably. 


Xander
handed over the twosome and took him, giving him a very close hug as he sat on
the stairs, making the water come up to the boy's shoulders.  "Why
don't you like water?  It's not scary if you know how to swim." 


"No
swim," Zach told him, looking very upset.  "Water bad! 
Daddy no like!" 


"Ssh,"
Xander said, starting to cuddle him.  "Your father doesn't like water
for a lot of reasons.  I won't let the water hurt you.  I'll even
teach you how to float if you want."  Zach, still looking very
scared, nodded slightly.  So Xander stood up and put Zach on his
back.  "Just relax," he cooed.  Zach tensed up. 
"It's all right, just relax.  I won't let you go.  The water
won't hurt you."  Zach started to relax.  "See, it's not so
bad." 


"Ears,"
he said, covering his left one. 


"Okay,"
Xander said, lifting him out to give him another cuddle.  "You did
very good.  I bet your mommy would love to teach you how to swim.  I
know she does it very well."  Zach shook his head.  "She
won't?" 


"Daddy
say older," Zach told him. 


"I
can agree with that, but we have special things that'll let you paddle around
until then," Draco told him.  "Would you like a set of floaters,
Zachariah?" 


"Me
see?" 


"Of
course.  They're over beside the chair.  Someone will have to blow
them up for you, but Lucien wears them all the time." 


"Me
too!" William shouted, bouncing on his grandfather's hip.  "Me
want one!" 


"You
can have one as well," Xander agreed.  He put Zach on the side of the
pool.  "They're under the blue chair.  Get one and I'll help you
blow it up."  Zach toddled that way as fast as he could and came back
with two boxes.  "Yup, those," he said with a smile. "Very
good boy, Zach."  He climbed up onto the side and sat there, blowing
them up for the boys, handing the first set done to Fred so they could be put
on Zach.  Then he took Zach out into the pool, letting him see how the arm
bands and the tube around his waist made sure he floated.  William got his
set and he bravely started to paddle, his waist tube holding him up very
well.  His grandmother helped him steer and he made it over to Zach's side
really quickly so they could splash each other. 


"Go
swim," Fred told him. "I've got the little creatures." 


"Not
a creature," William said, looking very serious.  He didn't even
retaliate a hard splash he got. "I'm a boy." 


"I
know, I was teasing.  You're not a creature, you're a wonderful little
boy," Fred assured him.  "Whoever told you that you were really
a creature was lying and dumb."  He checked on Zach, making sure he
was still right-side up and happy.  "Do you like that, little
man?" 


Zach
smiled up at him.  "Yup."  He giggled as Willie tried to
pounce him but scooted away.  "Get me!" 


Xander
grinned at Fred.  "Thanks.  I'll be up in the big people's end
doing laps."  He winked and waded off until he could dive. 


"Oooh,"
Zach said, pointing, starting to cry.  "Him hurt, hurt!" 
He tugged on Fred's arm.  "Under water!" 


"I
know, it's all right.  He knows how to swim and can do that so it won't
hurt him," Fred said gently, giving him a pat on the head.  "Big
people can swim that way."  Xander surfaced. "Wave, he thought
you were hurt."  Xander waved and swum back, narrowly missing Melvin
when he tried to get away from a dunking.  "See, he's all
right.  Big people can swim under the water and be just fine." 
Zach looked up at him.  "I promise.  I'll have your daddy tell
you that when he gets back."  He stopped William from moving away and
hurting himself.  "Stay nearby." 


William
moved closer and kissed Zach on the cheek. "It's okay.  My daddy
knows how to swim and can save us." 


"Okay,"
Zach agreed, starting to relax again.  "Do it again?" 


Xander
bobbed down, holding his breath until the little boy started to look upset,
then he came back up. "How was that?" 


William
frowned, not looking like he was sure it was all right. 


"You'll
learn once you're seven or eight," Xander told him, giving him a gentle
pat on the head.  "Then I'll teach you how to swim across the pool
under the water."  He tweaked Zach's nose.  "Do you guys
want to play with me or Fred?" 


"You!"
William said, splashing him.  Xander squealed and splashed back, getting
both of them.  So Fred helped the kids, getting Xander back. 


From
across the pool Maeve and Lucien giggled at the boys.  Silly boys. 
Let the uncles play and they could come play with them.  "Play
us," Maeve yelled. 


"In
a few," Xander yelled back. 


"Not
you," Lucien told him.  Xander grinned at him and got hit with the
ball from earlier when Simone threw it.  Lucien giggled. 
"Funny, sissy." 


"I
know I am," Simone told him, swimming over to give him a quick kiss on the
cheek and to steal him away.  She swum away with him, and he didn't
complain too much.  He loved his sisters.  They were almost as nice
as his Maeve. 


***



Severus
opened up the Daily Prophet, the day's before due to travel time, and promptly
started to choke.  Tara snatched the paper and looked at it, smiling at
the cute picture of their son in the pool, playing with William and
Xander.  And Fred or George, one of the two.  "That's so
cute," she told him, cooing. 


"It's
not cute, he's much too young." 


"See
those?" she asked, pointing at the floaters.  "They're flotation
devices for little kids.  It makes sure that their heads stay above water
and they can't drown."  She handed the paper back. 
"Draco's arm was off to the side so he must have been there as well."



Snape
looked at the picture, seeing who was wearing the floaters and who
wasn't.  "Isn't that Lucien?" he asked, pointing at a blur in
the background.  Tara looked then nodded.  "He's not wearing
one." 


"That
big blur holding him looks like one of the girls.  I'm sure Draco was
taking very good care of all of our darlings at his party.  Did the
article say anything?" 


"No,
it was just a picture."  He looked all through the paper. 
"It says he's having a party for the children later today." 


"That
one was probably for the family and Draco will probably hurt someone for taking
the pictures at his estate."  She smiled and nibbled on her
toast.  "I'm sure we'll hear all about it when we get home." 


"Still,
he's a bit young." 


"Severus,
Xander was on the swim team in high school.  He's one of the better
swimmers I know.  If that was Draco's pool, then he must know how to swim
as well.  Not to mention Iggy, who knows how to swim, Simone, who probably
does, and all the other kids.  Zach was well-watched and hopefully well
behaved while he was there."  She leaned over and kissed him gently
on the tip of his nose.  "Relax, no one would dare allow our son to
drown.  He was safely playing and if he had even gotten a scratch, Iggy
would have come found us by now.  We can even call him if you want to
check on him." 


"He
got a bad bellyache from the barbecue," Raena said as she popped in. 
She handed over a long letter.  "From Xander.  He's back in
captivity today because his legs started to cramp and swell at the
party."  She sat down next to them.  "So, having a good
vacation?" 


"Usually,"
he agreed.  "You?" 


"Fine. 
We're being watched closely so nothing happens, but otherwise we're
good."  She smiled at him.  "Zach is partially over his fear
of water."  Tara looked at her. "He kept saying it's bad. 
Xander taught him how to float and he enjoyed playing in the floating
things." 


Snape
shook his head and took the letter to read.  "As long as he was
watched." 


"Very
closely.  We all got to play with the tots and make them laugh. 
Simone is an incredible swimmer thanks to my father-in-law.  She's trying
to perfect a stroke called the breast stroke?"  Tara nodded and Snape
looked shocked. 


"It's
an overhand stroke," Tara explained.  "Call such because that's
the part of you that comes out of the water I guess.  It's some sort of
two-armed stroke at the same time thing while the rest of your body does
dolphin-like motions.   It's very hard to get right." 


Raena
nodded and stole a piece of toast from Tara's plate.  Severus' was pushed
closer.  "Thanks, but I only needed the nibble.  The waiter is
giving me funny looks." 


"Thankfully
this is a wizard place, or you'd be in really big trouble for teleporting
in." 


"I
checked first," Raena reminded her. 


Snape
handed over the letter.  "You'll have to talk to him when he gets
back." 


She
looked at the address at the top and smacked his hand.  "Don't read
my mail!"  She settled in to read the letter, smiling by the end of
it for the five pleas for release. The part about the fighting pissed her off,
but she could get onto George when she got back.  She guessed the twin in
the picture was Fred after all.  She folded the letter up and put it in
her pocket.  "We'll have to butt in when we get home." 


"Uncle
Draco said that Xander's fighting anyone getting involved, except him of
course."  Raena looked at the waiter walking over.  "I'm
his apprentice, just delivering the mail."  She smiled and finished
the piece of toast.  "We're having another party today if you wanted
to pop up.  Iggy and I can come get you." 


"I
don't think the children will need more chaperones," Tara said with a
smile.  "Xander and Draco should be enough." 


"Xander,
Uncle Draco, and Uncle Ron.  The hiring committee isn't up today." 


"They
called it already?" Snape asked. 


Raena
nodded.  "From the rumors we've been getting, there's six out of
twenty-two that have made it to the second step and the deadline's
tomorrow.  We're sure that Uncle Draco is one of them." 


"He'd
better be." 


"Uncle
Ron's sitting on the board with Professors Lupin and Black, plus Madam Pomfery
and the Headmaster.  He's got his in, now he'll have to prove it." 


"That
is the correct way," Snape agreed.  "I had to prove my
worth."  He looked at Tara.  "I believe you proved yours
during that first visit, as did Xander and Rosenberg." 


She
nodded.  "Basically.  Thankfully the two really good teachers
have stayed." 


"Only
if Uncle Xander isn't forced to take a year off because he's still being so
stubborn," Raena noted with a smile.  "Uncle Draco's escorting
him to see his doctor about his knee and the scars that are swelling, then
Uncle Xander is being forced to escort him to lunch."  She winked at
Tara.  "I never knew he was so forceful." 


"He
taught Ignatius everything he knows about women as well," Tara told her. 


"Hmmm,
might have to do something more ...personal then.  He still thinks I'm
cute.  Not sexy, not wonderful, cute." 


Tara
gave her a giggle.  "He'll probably continue to see you that way even
afer you break him in, Raena.  At least you're not being compared to a
snitch." 


"No,
but Little Ron did tell Ravena she was as pretty as his."  She stood
up.  "With that bit of family gossip, I'll let you get back to your
vacation."  She waved and teleported back to the Malfoy estate,
meeting her husband in the woods for a short walk. 


Tara
looked at her husband.  "Are you sure you want to take that extra
month off?" 


"Yes. 
I think we'll let the drama play out before we go back."  He touched
her on the hand, making her shiver.  "Are you done eating?" 


"Nearly. 
I barely ate anything."  She gave him a sexy smile. "Give me
twenty minutes more of stunning you with my beauty in this light and then we'll
go play, Sev."  She dug into her food, eating quickly.  She wasn't
sure she could wait those twenty minutes herself, but she did need to eat. 


***



"Anastasia!"
Xander called as he walked down the hallway.  "Suit
check."  She opened her door and showed herself to be in the proper
suit.  "Go downstairs if you're done." 


"I
need to find my shoes, my wrap, and finish my braid." 


"Your
father's down there and can finish your hair."  He looked around and
pointed at her vanity.  "There's the other two.  Go." 
She grabbed the necessities and headed down, and he locked her door so she
couldn't change later.  He walked down the hall, tapping on Simone's
door.  "Simone?" 


She
opened it and showed off her tighter and skimpier version of the sports suit,
this one ended at the bottom of the center of her ribs, a handspan above her
navel.  "Well?" 


"I'm
sure someone will kick themselves for not asking you out."  He patted
her hair down, noticing it was crunchy.  "Gel does not belong in the
pool, young lady." 


"It's
daddy's old hair spell.   He helped me change it to make mine spike
up.  It won't dirty the water at all."  She grabbed her wrap
skirt and shoes, walking down the stairs.  "Don't lock it, Glinda's
in there." 


"I
know we don't have to worry about you," Xander said quietly, going to
check on Ravena.  She opened her door before he could knock and showed
that she was not only ready, but nearly shining in her jet-black two-piece
suit.  A little skimpier than Simone's, but not trashy.  Very
covering and demure, yet it showed clearly what sort of woman she was going to
become.  "Grab your wrap and your shoes.  Your father's
downstairs to help you with your hair." 


She
grabbed two black laquer sticks and quickly twisted it up, then grinned at
him.  "Am I hot?" 


"Sizzling. 
He won't know what hit him."  He kissed her on the forehead. 
"No makeup, right?" 


"None
needed yet," she said proudly, heading down to join the others. 


Xander
continued his rousing.  "Denver?" 


"He's
already in the kitchen nibbling," Raena called from her and Iggy's
room.  She opened the door, showing her mate in a towel.  "Tell him
he looks fine in that suit.  It's very European." 


"Speedo?"
Xander asked. 


"Tight
speedo," Iggy agreed.   "It makes me look like
you."  He took off the towel and noticed his mate was drooling so
maybe it wasn't so bad.  "May I?  She seems to like it, even if
I feel skinny and scrawny in it." 


"Go
ahead.  Speedos are for the young," Xander told him. He looked at
Raena's tasteful bikini.  "No ring?" 


"I
took it off so it wouldn't come off in the pool," she told him, letting
her mate put the necklace with it on it around her neck.  "It's a
half-size too big right now." 


"Ah. 
Then that's a good compromise," he agreed.  "Come on.  I've
already locked Ana out of her room." 


"Not
swimming?" Iggy asked. 


"I'm
headed to change now," Xander told him, giving him a pat on the
back.  He went back to his room and showered, coming out to put on the
spandex pants and tank-top Draco had thoughtfully gotten him, still in green
and silver of course.  He picked up his wand and changed them to silver
and black.  It would look better to the house.  Then he headed back
down to the living room.  Ana was pointing her wand at the door. 
"Nope.  You don't need in there."  He grabbed her and
turned her around, leading her down the stairs.  "I found her trying
to break in." 


"I
wanted some perfume," she pouted. 


"You
don't need it.  Every woman has a unique smell that's wonderful.  Men
enjoy smelling you, even if you're sweaty sometimes." 


"No
man I date will like sweat," Anastasia reminded him.  "I like my
perfume." 


"It'll
come off in the water," Iggy told her, his lap carefully covered by a
towel.  "When are they supposed to get here?" 


"Within
the next ten minutes," Draco told him.  "Officially in half an
hour."  He looked at how Iggy was sitting. "Stand up, let me
see."  Iggy stood up and he nodded.  "Very nice. 
Raena, do stick beside him.  He'll get hit on otherwise." 


"They
waited too long," Raena told him, pinching Iggy on the butt.  He
squeaked and looked at her, looking shocked.  "It's mine.  I
have the right to pinch it." 


"If
you pinch me again, something more might happen and then we'll get in
trouble."  She smiled up at him.  "I mean it.  I'm
already feeling randy and you're hot in that suit."  She laughed and
stood up, giving him a kiss.  He moaned and slumped against her, his hands
wrapped around her waist. 


Xander
cleared his throat.  "No more.  The next one will have to be in
front of everybody to clearly mark her claim."  Iggy sighed as she
released him, eyes still closed.  "Thank you."  He gave his
son a poke on the shoulder. "You, wake up.  It was all a dream."



"I
know," Iggy said, sitting down with his wife and nuzzling her neck. 
"She makes me have very good ones." 


Draco
picked up a water gun and squirted him, making him yelp since it had been
sitting in ice.  "Stop it.  Sixteen more months before you can
do that." 


Raena
moaned.  "Can't he age himself a year?" 


"No,"
Xander told her.  "You knew it was going to be hard going into this
and you did it anyway."  He sat down and put his feet up, crossing
them.  "Is everything set?" 


"If
Denver hasn't eaten all the food," Simone agreed, smiling at his
suit.  "Very practical." 


"They
act like the support hose and are a bathing suit," he told her. 
"I'll be the life guard today." 


"Wonderful,"
Draco agreed dryly.  "What about me?" 


"You
get to sit on the Slytherin side and do the same thing."  Xander
looked over as the fireplace discharged Agatha and Little Ron.  "Hey,
guys.  Get comfy." 


"Those
look tight," Agatha said as she moved past him to sit on the couch Ravena
was on.  "You look decent enough I suppose." 


"The
offer for me to beat you still stands," Draco reminded her.  "My
daughter looks better than decent in that.  She's becoming quite the
woman.  Wouldn't you say so, Ron?" 


Ron
swallowed quickly.  Ravena was a girl!  He nodded.  "Very
nice," he agreed.  "Even better than at the family
party."  He sat beside her and held out the snitch he had borrowed to
get accustomed to it. "Thank you for letting me borrow your version of the
Goddess." 


She
smiled at him.  "You're welcome, Ron."  He beamed at
her.  "Do you want to go out back and play for a while?  There's
a tent setup so we don't burn today and we can pick out our own corner." 


"As
a hostess, you have to mingle some," Draco reminded her.  "He
can escort you on your rounds if you like." 


"Thank
you, father."  She beamed at him and led Ron outside to show him
around the large tent. 


"So
transparent," Xander sighed.  He looked at his own son. 
"Just like you before you two got together." 


Iggy
gave him a sappy grin.  "It is cute, but I was much worse.  She
is my Goddess."  Raena gave him an ineffectual swat.  "You
are.  You're my light of sanity and hope that everything will be all right
for a very long time." 


"Enough
sap, let's go out back," Agatha said, standing up. 


"We
have to stay and greet people," Anastasia reminded her.  "Ravena
will be back soon."  Someone outside shrieked and she stood up, but
Simone went past her very quickly. 


She
pounced on the person standing at the edge of the tent, knocking him to the ground
and starting to pound on him. 


"Let
your uncle up!" Draco yelled from the doorway, walking out to pull her
up.  "Wood?"  Oliver looked up at him.  "Are you
all right?" 


"I
startled 'em," he groaned.  He sat up and rubbed his sore ribs. 
"Damn you're strong," he told her, but he was smiling.  "No
wonder you can hit a bludger and aim it at people."  She got off him
and helped him to stand up.  "Nice reflexes." 


"Sorry,"
she said as she brushed him off.  He moved before she could finish the
job.  "I heard the scream and reacted." 


"That
means you're ready for *real* training," Xander said gleefully. 
"You're mine now." 


"I've
always been one of yours, goof."  She looked at her uncle
again.  "Did I hurt you a lot?" 


"No,
just some stiffness worked out.  I won't need to go to therapy today after
all."  He smiled.  "Harry sent me on since he couldn't be
here." 


"Why
not?" Ravena asked. 


"He
made second alternate to the World Cup team and he has practice.  The
person who made the team was beaten up by a fan."  He grimaced. 
"Harry's not thrilled.  The coach suggested he get a bodyguard."



"Gee,
I know a few of those," Xander put in. 


Draco
looked at him.  "I doubt he'd want Spike to live with him." 


Xander
laughed.  "Not him. There's a security firm that's been started by
one of the girls in your advanced class and a few others that have taken
it.  I got a letter from her the other day." 


"I'll
pass that on to him," Oliver said with a grin.  "I'm sure he'd
be happier with that than he would a vampire."  He looked
around.  "Where's your son, Xander?" 


"IGGY! 
GET AWAY FROM HER NECK!" Xander yelled. 


"I'm
not near her neck," Iggy yelled back.  "I'm putting lotion on
her back." 


"You
can do it out here," Draco called. 


"Someone's
here." 


Draco
rolled his eyes and went in to greet everyone, his kids following him. 


Xander
showed Oliver into the tent and made him a small ice pack.  "I know
how hard she can hit.  You're lucky nothing's broken." 


Oliver
smiled.  "I think she hit me gently this time.  I've had
worse."  But he took the ice pack for his ribs. 


***



Simone
looked over at the boys admiring her and smiled. "What?  Do I look
funny?" she teased.  They were Melvin's friends, invited so he'd have
someone besides them to talk to. 


"You've
got a...."  The boy speaking swallowed. 


She
shook her head.  "Ass?  And a cute one at that.  Why do you
think I work out so hard?"  She wiggled it for them and then walked
away, continuing to cruise on their side of the pool.  They were cute
little geeks, but they still wouldn't ask her out.  Even the boys who
admired her prowess wouldn't do more than stare at her and whimper as she
walked past them.  Wimps.  She sat on the end of Iggy and Raena's
chair, looking at the young man they were talking to.  "It looks like
it's about time for food.  Some of the guys look really hungry." 


Humbert,
one of Iggy and Denver's roommates, looked at her in awe.  "You look
even better close up." 


"Now
if only one of you guys would get off your asses and ask me for a stroll we'd
be all set," she told him. 


"But
you've always been one of the guys, Simone.  If we ask you out, then you
can't come over anymore and we won't feel comfortable talking to you.  No
matter how great of breasts you have."  He blushed. 
"Please don't hit me." 


"Honey,
I'm not going to hit you."  She leaned over and kissed him on the
cheek.  "Thank you for taking notice.  It's a wonderful new
experience for me."  He looked shocked.  "Really, one of
the guys I might be, but I'm still a girl and I still have those things that
you guys like to touch."  He blushed brighter. "Even if it does
creep you out." 


"It'd
be like dating my brother," he told her, nearly whimpering.  He could
see cleavage at this angle!  Wait until the other guys heard about
that.  It was really dark down there so she must have had a good
set.  "Sorry, Simone." 


"Why
don't you hit on one of the older guys?" Raena suggested. 


"We'd
still start to see her as a girl and wouldn't let her over," Humbert told
her.  "It's not fair, but we'd all be embarrassed to take off our
clothes in front of her." 


She
patted him on the knee and his face turned bright red.  "Humbert, I
used to share my bath with Denver.  You've got nothing I haven't seen
before.  Really.  The only difference now is size."  He
squeaked and got up, hurrying to the bathroom.  "Sorry," she
called after him. 


"You
made his summer," Iggy said with a slight shrug, moving the hand on his
wife's stomach. "We invited Cassidy for you, Simone.  Go pick on
macho guy and bring him down a few pegs.  Or else he'll try to hit on Ana
too." 


She
stood up and headed over to where he was sitting, surrounded by girls. 
"Hey, Cassidy, how is this group doing?  I'm about to call out for
food to be started."  She sat down across from him and daintily
crossed her legs.  He was the new Head Boy for the house this year, third
in command to the Head Boy for the school.  He nearly drooled. 
"Do you think you can wait for an hour to eat?"  Anastasia
stomped off.  "Excuse her, she's jealous.  Uncle Xander didn't
have to lock *me* out of my room so I couldn't go change." 


"Why
would you want to do that?" he asked, looking her over.  The rumors
were true, she was female after all.  "You look nice." 


"Thanks." 
She smiled, then closed her lips and sucked the snack off her teeth, she could
feel the cheese.  "Sorry, had a bite a few minutes ago." 


"Not
a problem.  I spent most of the summer eating."  He looked her
over again, this time taking his time to take it all in.  "Who helped
you pick that out?" 


"Believe
it or not, it's a sports style that's popular right now.  I did it all by
myself this time."  He laughed.  "Really. Uncle Xander
pointed me at the rack and said, try that color."  She
shrugged.  "How else has your summer been?" 


"Boring. 
I got so bored I did some of my homework already."  He leaned
closer.  "Have you got any of yours done?  I could give you a
few ....tips." 


She
chuckled. "I'm sure you could, but daddy made sure we got it out of the
way during the first week so nothing would interrupt our playtime." 
She straightened up.  "Did you know there's this rumor going around
that you think my ass is hot?" 


"I
didn't start it, but I won't disagree with it," he said casually. 
"Why?  You looking for a man finally?" 


She
leaned closer. "I could only go out with a man who could keep up with me,
Cassidy.  Is that you?"  He nodded, grinning like he was going
to get it then and there.  "Let's see, shall we?"  She
kissed him and he went limp, mostly.  When she pulled back, his lips tried
to follow. "Do you still think you can keep up with me?" 


"How...how
did you learn that?" he asked, wiping the sweat off his brow. 


She
leaned close again. "My father's picture collection," she
mock-whispered.  "And I'm still looking for a man who can keep up
with me."  He did whimper and shift so it wasn't so obvious that he
*really* wanted to continue.  "Do you still think you're good
enough?" 


"I'd
love to give it a try.  Can I forget who your father is?" 


She
giggled.  "Sure, and the rest of my relatives if you'd
like."  He nodded.  "Then you'd better ask me out once we
get back to school, Cassidy."  He looked hurt. 
"Really.  My father is watching today."  He nodded. 
"I'll give you that long to write and ask me officially for a stroll
around the mezzanines."  She stood up and strolled away, her little low-heeled
mules clicking on the tiles. 


"Are
you going to start dating her?" another girl asked. 


"I
don't know.  She might kill me."  He got up and headed into the
bathroom, meeting the other boy in there. "Simone?" 


"I
saw down her shirt," he moaned.  "That top is still pushing her
down." 


"She
kissed me, man, and I thought I was going to die."  Cassidy leaned
his head against the wall.  "He needs to put stalls in here." 


"Yeah,
with those three daughters," Humbert agreed. 


Outside
the door, Ravena giggled and went to share the news that her sister had scored
a direct hit.  Now if the putz asked her out it would be perfect. Little
Ron grabbed her and tossed her into the pool, making her squeal and him laugh.
"I'll get you for that this year on the field." 


He
grinned.  "You can try but the snitch is mine." 


She
pushed herself up, standing in front of him, dripping wet and her hair coming
down.  She pulled the sticks from her dark auburn hair and handed them to
him. "For you to eat crow with."  Then she strolled away in the
finest Malfoy manner. 


He
looked at the sticks. "Ravena, who eats with sticks?" 


"Asians." 
She turned and put her hands on her hips, and she knew she looked fine when he
stopped breathing for a few seconds.  "Like I said, you'd better learn
how to use them, Ron.  I'm not known for my mercy."  She turned
and finished walking away. 


The
other girls leaned over and talked to each other.  That girl had set her
sights pretty high, Little Ron Potter didn't even *look* at girls, only his
snitch.  Then Agatha reminded them that Ravena was like that too, and Ron
had taught her how to appreciate it the same way.  She approve of the
little Princess and her brother.  She would teach Ron how to beg for mercy
very well.  She noticed Ravena looking at her and smiled at her. 
Yes, she would make her little brother pay and pay and pay for every little
thing he did wrong.  She might even steal his beloved snitch away. 
Ravena pulled a shiny one from her cleavage and let it go, watching as it flew
off and went to her brother.  His came out of his pocket and flew up to
join it.  "What the hell?" she asked.  One of the girls
looked at her so she pointed at the snitches.  Plural.  "When
did he get another one?" 


"Her
father gave her that one," Emily told her. "She got it the day she
got that suit and officially got her first bra."  She smiled as the
two kids tried to catch the snitches.  "Let them outside," she
called.  "Go fly."  The kids finally managed to catch them
and took them outside to play with them.  She laughed. "Those two are
so cute and somewhat obvious." 


Agatha
grimaced.  She hated cute.  "Emily, I've been meaning to ask
you.  What's with the blonde roots?" 


"It's
power bleaching," Emily said stiffly.  "Some girl at Salem lost
control and I had to call on some magic that I wasn't ready for to stop her
before she destroyed everybody.  I'm slowly going to growing out white
hair as dye won't stick to it.  Excuse me, I wanted to ask your Uncle
something about my homework for Defense."  She got up and wrapped her
wrap back around her waist, going over to talk to Draco and Oliver, and Xander
since he was sitting there as well.  "I suggested Ravena and Ron go
outside and play." 


"I
saw," Draco said with a smile.  "Should I beat subtly into
Agatha for her father?"  She laughed and smiled at him.  "I
heard, your Uncle was very impressed with what you were able to do, but so very
angry that you had to do it." 


"Was
she a born?" Xander asked. 


Emily
shook her head.  "No, a wiccan like Tara who went bad and lost control. 
She called on her Goddess to destroy some girls who were picking on the boy she
liked while she was drunk one night.  I ended up grabbing her
and..."  She shrugged.  "I don't know much more.  All
I remember is the other girls lying on the floor slowly bleeding to death and
someone pounding on the door." 


"You
short circuited her," Xander told her, smiling gently and reassuringly at
her.  "I've known a few witches who went bad.  Including Ryan's
mother.  She dabbled a little too closely to the edge of the dark and it
called out to her while she was pregnant both times.  It happens to
anybody who isn't careful, not just doubly-powered witches like Tara and that
girl."  He patted the seat. "Want some of it?  I'm told I'm
very comforting.  I can even give you blackmail material on Ryan if you
want."  She smiled at sat by his feet.  "What do you want
to hear about?  His spree of breaking into offices to pee on ungraded
papers or his dance of love at one of the Slytherin Prefects?" 


"What
about the time he decided to walk up to Severus and tug on his clothes to get
his attention, not realizing that his shirt and robe were unbuttoned because he
had just got done cleaning up after helping in the infirmary?" Draco
offered. 


"Hmm,
that's nothing compared to the time he tried to crawl under McGonagall's robes
to hide.  Thought she was a tree for a few weeks until it was explained to
him that she was really a person under all that green.  Of course, Iggy
had done it the week before so he knew she wasn't a tree."  Oliver
started to laugh.  "Oh, let's not forget the time he talked Adrian
and Iggy into that show."  Emily looked clueless.  "They
decided to moon the whole leaving feast one year when they were six. 
Wrote on each other beforehand, all six cheeks emblazoned with the word 'bye'
as the kids mooned everyone from the front of the dias."  She
laughed.   Draco moved off and walked to the side of the pool. 
"Needing CPR?" 


"No,
some undoing of tops.  Stop it!" he commanded.  "The
school's policy on touching does apply."  A few guys looked at Simone
and Anastasia and sighed. "Three centimeters from the edge of any *proper*
piece of underwear." 


"I
still say they should take into account those of us who don't wear full-backed
underwear," Anastasia said.  Some of the girls around her
nodded.  "Anyone want to touch my sister's ass, she's
desperate." 


"Anastasia!"
Simone yelled. 


"Anastasia
Romani Malfoy-Weasley, you are grounded," Draco called.  "One
more sentence like that and you'll be forced to leave as well."  She
made herself as tiny as she could in her seat.  "Simone, beat her up
later." 


"I
may not have people panting after my ass, but at least I didn't have to be
drawn on to show where the appropriate boundaries for clothes were." 


"Stop
it," Xander yelled.  Simone glared at him.  "You got her
back, drop it until after the party.  Then kick her ass." 


"Oh,
I've got something better," Simone said, reaching down and hauling up her
sister.  She picked her up and threw her in the pool, ruining her
hair.  "There, now you're wet, and your hair shows it." 
She stomped off, back to where Iggy and Denver were.  "I hate
sisters." 


"It's
all right, we all know you've sent two guys to the bathroom already. 
That's one more than her," Denver assured her. 


"You
do look hot in that," Raena agreed.  "Did Cassidy ask you
out?" 


"I
told him if he wanted more than a kiss, he'd have to," she said with a
smile.  She continued to smile as her sister got out of the pool and slunk
back over to her friends, who babbled at her in rapid pace.  Apparently
they were scared of her too. She turned back to the people who liked her,
finding another boy there.  "Yes, Rockney?" 


"We
all think you're hot, even though you're still kind of scary," he
admitted.  "You look nice today."  He hurried away, blushing
brightly. 


She
sighed and leaned against Iggy's arm.  "Why is it like that? 
Admiring from afar won't get me cuddles." 


Denver
patted her on the back.  "I'm sure it'll happen some day. You too
will find yourself in the greenhouse one spring night."  She
snorted.  "Or in a storeroom if you want furniture." 


"I'd
prefer it," she told him.  Emily burst out in giggles from across the
pool.  "Uh-oh, it sounds like Uncle Xander just pulled out the
embarrassing stories." 


Iggy
looked over there and his father smiled back, sending him a mental pat. 
"I'm only peripherally mentioned.  He's telling her about Ryan as a
child."  He sent over a thought that made his dad crack up. "He
forgot about the butt crack incident." 


"Butt
crack incident?" Simone asked.  "You never said anything about
that." 


"Ryan
sat in some poison oak," he said with a smile.  "While wearing
clothes that were too big, so they rode down.  He ended up getting a
*raging* case of poison oak in his butt crack.   He was about seven
or eight at the time, I think it was right before his eighth birthday, so he
was unselfconscious at the time.  He walked around all day for two weeks
asking people if they would scratch his itchy spots and then pulled down his
pants and grabbed his ankles."  They all giggled. 
"Needless to say, once Willow heard the screaming was heard all the way in
town.  I was at the shop that night and I *swear* I heard her going off on
him."  He smiled really big.  "It was Snape who told her. 
He got him during a class of sixth year Hufflepuffs."  Raena laughed
harder and Simone had to lean against him.  "I was in the back
playing quietly because we all had the sniffles and he was preparing Adrian and
I some medicine.   He literally walked in and tapped Severus on the
leg, he had learned not the pull when he accidentally disrobed him one
day." 


"What
was he doing with everything unbuttoned?" Denver asked.  The man was
always covered from his neck down in heavy material. 


"He
had just finished helping release a really gross cyst on someone's back. 
It was one of the shooting kinds that comes from certain nettle stabs so he had
taken off his shirt for the procedure.  That way he wouldn't have to
change.  He was putting it back on when Ryan tugged on it and pulled it
all down on top of his head."  He grinned.  "Anyway, Ryan,
little shit that he still is, walked in and without asking this time dropped
his pants and bent over, spreading his cheeks, and declared that he was
itchy."  Simone giggled harder, she could just see that happening.
"Snape went off!  I mean he spanked him for disrobing and presenting
himself in such a manner, then he forced his clothes back on him and carried
him to the Headmaster's office to have him tell Willow.  She was being
scary and everyone thought she might have been pregnant again.  Then he
stormed back into the classroom, growled that none of us were to talk about
incident in his presence and told Adrian and I that we were not to follow his
example." 


"What
did you say, dear?" Raena asked.  She could see the line in his head,
but.... 


"I
told him that I'd never bend over and show him my butt, but that if he really
wanted to I'd show him my other stuff because I wanted it to fall off. 
Maybe he could figure out a way to give it to Ryan since his was so much smaller." 
Simone fell onto the floor and Denver collapsed on top of her, giggling
madly.  "That was the day I think Severus realized he was going to
have some problems with me.  When he said it wasn't possible, I asked him
why, and his face got *very* red.  So he explained how you couldn't
transplant those things, and I retorted that if Madam Pomfrey could regrow
bones and reattach arms, why couldn't she attach mine to him and give him a
normal sized one?  Poor Severus' face turned so red and he ended up sending
the students away so he could go have a drink.  I heard Dad talking about
it later, he had found him in his office with a bottle of scotch, *swearing*
that he was going to quit before I started school." 


"You
proved you were a brilliant mind even then," Raena said proudly. 


"That's
the day he really looked at me as a little adult, capable of real
thought.  If you ask Adrian, he won't talk about it, his mother threatened
him."  He looked at where Adrian was sitting with a book. 
"Hey, Adrian, we're telling embarrassing Ryan stories since he's not
here.  Want to share one?" 


Adrian
looked at him.  "And have my mother murder me in a most horrible
manner?"  He looked at the giggling twosome.  "The leaving
feast?" 


"Poison
oak," Iggy said with his most naughty grin.  "Though I was going
to tell them about his dance of love at that Prefect." 


"He'll
kill you, Iggy."   He shook his head.  "I'm almost
looking forward to Simone kicking his ass again.  I'll be off to the side
cheering randomly in case he wins."  He pulled his book back up and
went back to it. 


"What
leaving feast story?" Raena asked, running a fingernail down his arm. 


"We
were six, and like all really great mischief it came from Ryan's mouth. 
He had this Prefect in Slytherin that he adored.  So much so that he
climbed up onto a table and stripped as he walked down to where she sat, then
wiggled for her."  She giggled.  "He was so sad that she
was graduating that he decided we should all do something special.  So he
talked Adrian and I into writing the word 'bye' on each of our cheeks and
mooning the leaving feast."  Simone started to giggle harder, she
apparently remembered that lecture - it took most of the summer.  "I
don't think I sat for weeks," he told her.  "Daddy George tried
so hard to scrub that off me.  Daddy Xander wasn't any help at all because
he kept laughing about my handwriting even back then."  He looked
over and caught his father smiling at him.  "I wonder if it's still
on his rear." 


"Is
that what those faint lines on your butt are?" Raena asked.  He
shrugged.  "Iggy, honey, did you write on yourself?" 


"We
were six," he reminded her.  Then he gave her a kiss. 


"And
your handwriting's still bad," Xander called over.  "Get off
her." 


Iggy
gave her another kiss and looked at his father, giving him a defiant smirk. 


One
of the house elves ran in and rang a gong, announcing that dinner was on. 
Then it ran away to serve. 


"Dinner's
ready," Draco called.  "Everyone head over to the
tent."   The children trickled out in twos and threes, heading
for the buffet.  Draco checked the pool to make sure no one had beaten the
anti-drowning charm, then turned and found Emily had helped Xander up. 
"Come along, I'm sure you could both eat."  Oliver slid past
him, heading for some more ice and dinner, giving him a smile.  He
followed everyone out and set the lock on the door so no one could get back in
until the requisite time had gone by.  Someone pounded on the door so he
let them out, smiling at the young Gryffindor who must have been in the
bathroom, and the Head Boy of the house who followed him out. 
"Having fun?" he asked as he did one last check then locked the door
again.  He pointed at the door and one of the elves came over to guard it
in case anyone else was trapped. He accepted his plate and went to sit with his
family.  Little Ron moved out of his way and gave him a smile. 
"Are you having fun?" 


"Yup. 
Would you tell me how people eat with sticks, Uncle Draco?" 


Draco
patted him on the head and took the hair sticks, showing him how they would be
used if they were real chopsticks.  "Like that."  He opened
and closed them.  "A number of Asian societies use chopsticks to eat
with."  He handed them back, watching as the boy tried it for
himself.  "Like that," he agreed when he got it right.  He
took a bite of his fried eggplant.  "Why did you want to know?" 


"Ravena
said I'd better learn how to eat with them because she was going to get me on
the field and I was wondering," Ron said honestly. 


Draco
smiled at his daughter.  "I'm sure this year's game between the two
of you will be just as interesting as last year's was."  She beamed
at him. "No matter which of you catch it." 


"I
am, to pay him back for throwing me in the pool," Ravena told him,
smirking at her somewhat boyfriend.  "Then he'll be eating crow with
them." 


"I'm
sure it will be interesting," Xander said as he joined them, making Simone
move over.  "Oliver had to run home for something, he'll be back
soon." 


"Did
I really hurt him?" Simone asked, nibbling on her chicken. 


"No,
sweetie, not really.  Nothing worse than taking a bludger sent by a normal
person to the ribs."  She smiled.  "He got a call and had
to run and talk to his coach.  Apparently the defensive coach for the
World Cup team was also beaten up and they've picked a new one.  Oliver
was needed to retrieve the guy because he was the only one who knows where he
went on vacation."  He picked up his fried chicken and looked
around.  Emily Snape was looking around, trying to decide on a seat. 
"We need a bigger table."  Draco pulled his wand and lengthened
it, so she came over to sit with them.  "Hey, sweetie.  The
other girls gossiping again?" 


"About
some boys who I don't know or care about," Emily agreed.  "Has
anyone heard from my Uncle?" 


"I
saw him this morning," Raena told her.  "He looked very calm and
relaxed.  Tara was teasing him.  He took your letter to read, Uncle
Xander."  He groaned.  "Aunt Tara swatted him for
it."  She smiled at Emily.  "He'll be back on time and he
has no after effects of the poisoning he took." 


"Wonderful,"
Emily said, smiling back.  She glanced around.  "Professor
Harris-Weasley...." 


"Xander,"
he corrected.  "I'm only a professor during classes." 


"All
right, Xander then."  She glanced around again.  "I was
told to talk to you about some lessons controlling my sudden outbursts of
power.  I've been having surges and they're fairly powerful." 


He
gave her hand a gentle pat.  "Don't worry, I can help you with that
or Melvin can."  She frowned.  Melvin sighed and nodded. 
"Melvin can touch pure magic and he had the same thing as a first
year.  Professor Dumbledore taught him how to deal with it.  I use a
blocking method and he uses a separating method." 


She
looked at him.  "You play with chaos magic?" 


"No,
I play with the pretty stuff hiding under the grimy chaos magic." 


"Oh." 
Her eyes brightened.  "Then perhaps I could talk with you a bit this
afternoon?"  He nodded.  "Thank you." 


"You're
welcome.  Simone was going to steal Andrea anyway." 


Simone
nodded.  "She's my friend, I saw her first." 


"Technically,
I saw her first," Denver told her.  She punched him on the arm,
making him wince.  "Of course I was only holding your place so you
can monopolize her," he grunted, putting his glass on his arm. 
"Don't bruise me, I don't want the fitters to think I'm being beaten like
they did last year." 


"That
was amusing," Little Ron agreed, smiling at him.  "Can we scare
the shoes salesman again this year?" 


"I
hope he's learned his lesson," Simone told him.  "If he had
looked at my present shoes, he wouldn't have tried to put me into anything
girly or with heels."  She looked at Emily.  "Are you going
school shopping with us?" 


"If
you wouldn't mind.  Your grandmother said she'd take me." 


Simone
shook her head.  "If you do go with her, watch out for lace, she's
been wanting a dress-up doll and tried it with me." 


"I'm
sure Molly will get her good clothing and nothing too fancy," Draco
assured her. 


"She
only really needs to correct your clothes," Anastasia put in.  Xander
reached over and smacked her across the back of the head. 
"Sorry." 


"Ana,
are you on the rag?" Iggy asked.  She glared at him. 
"Well, you're acting like it so straighten up.  We're tired of the
bitch fit.  This was supposed to be a fun time, not a time for you to pick
up boys or for you to snipe at your sister." 


"I'm
sorry," she sighed.  "I'll behave better." 


"You
had better," Draco agreed.  She looked at him.  "I'm not
particularly fond of this attitude problem of yours, daughter.  Remember
that."  She nodded and ate some more.  "Thank you. 
Ignatius, put it a bit more delicately next time." 


"Yes,
Uncle Draco," he said, but he was grinning. 


Melvin
looked over as the tent's doors opened and groaned.  "Look who
finally got free," he said dryly. 


"Oh,
hey, it's poison oak boy," Simone said a little loudly.  He glared at
her.  "Or should I say...."  Draco covered her mouth. 
"But, daddy!" 


"No,
Simone.  Pick on him at school.  Not today."  He uncovered
her mouth.  "Welcome, Ryan.  The food's still warm if you'd like
some."  He casually took a bite of food. 


The
boy nodded and headed over to grab some food and sit with his
princess.   He could get Iggy later. 


***



Xander
looked up as his doctor walked in, moving the paper blanket off his legs. 
"I'm swelling and sore." 


"I
can see that."  He sat down to touch the scars gently. 
"Have you been eating a lot of salt?" 


"Not
in the last two days and they still haven't unswollen."  Xander put
down his book.  "I don't know why, but the pain is throwing me
off-balance badly." 


The
doctor looked around and saw Iggy and Draco sitting beside each other, talking
quietly.  "Where's George?" 


"Being
an ass," Iggy told him.  "He's suddenly turned insecure and
pouty." 


"Oh,
I see."  The doctor smiled.  "I'm sorry." 


"That's
all right, he'll come to his senses damn fast or he's going to find himself as
separated as we can get." 


"Your
kind don't believe in divorce?" the doctor asked. 


"Our
kind is a little different from Uncle Oliver," Iggy told him. "He's
the standard model of us and we're just a little bit more special." 
The doctor chuckled.  "Really." 


Xander
nodded.  "Yup, we are.  It's a heritage problem, some very
specific intermixing that most wizards didn't take part in." 


"How
interesting.  I didn't know that you weren't a unified community." 


"We're
as unified as the muggle world is," Draco told him.  "I've had
him in captivity at my house for the last few weeks. He's stayed in bed, swam a
lot, and not had much movement." 


"How
much salt has he eaten?" 


"I
told my servants to make everything low-salt, as directed by the recipes in the
cookbook I got for his pleasure.  As far as I know they've been doing
that." 


"The
fried chicken yesterday did need salt," Xander agreed.  "But I
was good," he finished when the doctor look at him. 


"Ignatius,
do you have something like a diuretic?"  He nodded.  "Can
you make a very light dosage and have him on it for the next two
weeks?"  Iggy nodded again.  "Good.  Stand
up."  Xander stood up, wobbling only slightly.  "Your
knee's swollen as well.  What have you been doing?  Swimming wouldn't
do this to you." 


"No,
but there was an incident that he didn't inform you of," Draco told
him.  Xander glared at him.  "Partially my fault as the little
person tripped my old spell."  The doctor helped Xander back up onto
the table and looked at him, looking ready for anything.  "I changed
him into a cat once or twice."  Iggy snorted.  "And his
niece, just manifesting, managed to trip my spell.  Unfortunately he was
outside of the school and had to run halfway across the country in that form to
find help." 


The
doctor looked at Xander, looking him over.  He motioned him to take off
his shirt and listened to his heart and lungs, then checked over his shoulder
joints.  He poked him on the flat stomach and made Xander grunt.  He
moved the fake knee around, checking it for stiffness.  "I think he
might have pulled a few muscles.  What did your healers say?" 


"That
I was swollen and sore but not badly hurt," Xander admitted.  He
flexed his other knee and it popped.  "That's been from this year."



"I
had noticed that at your last appointment.  Can you do it
again?"  Xander did it again so he checked that joint as well. 
"Did it get worse after your trek?" 


"Yup. 
I couldn't move that knee for nearly a week after I got back without
pain.  It bore most of the weight in my hind legs." 


"I
can understand that.  When did this happen?" 


"Two
weeks after you let him out of the brace," Iggy told him.  "We
did what we could to ease his pain after the healers said it was all right, but
with this swelling I can't be sure it's not related." 


"It
might well be, or it could be the swelling some people get in their scars over
the summer from the humidity."  Xander nodded.  "Do you
normally get some of that?"  Xander nodded again.  "Does
this feel like that?" 


"Those
ache, the others just itch," Xander told him.  "I don't know
what that is, but it fucking hurts and I'm tired of pain."  He sat
up.  "I almost wished this morning that I had lost it instead." 


"I
understand."  The doctor ran a gentle hand over the worst patch of
the scars, making him wince.  "Can I send you to another
specialist?  With any luck I can get you in for a quick consultation
today." 


"Sure. 
If he'll make them quit hurting, I'd be really happy." 


"Have
you been taking your pain medicine?" the doctor asked. 


"Steadily
for the last three weeks," Xander admitted.  "I ache.  Even
when I don't do anything." 


"Then
I'll definitely send you over to him.  He's here in the building, and
he'll probably want blood drawn as well."  He looked at Iggy, who
shrugged.  "Nothing will show up?" 


"It'll
look like the herbal supplements they are.  Nothing bad." 


"Good. 
Then I'll send you down for the bloodwork myself and let him look at the
results.  How's that?"  Xander nodded. "Let me call, put
back on your pants." 


"He's
reverted to the support hose again, was that the right course of action?"
Draco asked him. 


"I'd
say it's probably helpful.  Is it?"  Xander nodded. "Then
that should be fine.  I'll be right back."  He left them alone. 


Draco
stood up and helped Xander back into the support hose, then stabilized him when
he stood up.  "How long should this take?" 


"There's
a cafeteria downstairs if you want something," Iggy told him, handing his
father his cane.  "Thankfully this one is stronger, or you might have
broken the other one." 


"Yeah,
I guess I might have," Xander agreed.  The door opened and a woman
walked in, not dressed as a nurse.  "Who're you?" 


"I'm
with the Daily Prophet," she said with a smile.  "I wanted to
know if you had a comment about using muggle technology for your
injuries?  It's not seemly and people are wondering why so I'm doing a
story on it." 


Iggy
flicked her with his wand, knocking her out. "I'll be right back. 
I'll pop into the downstairs bathroom if I don't feel you here."  He
grabbed her and teleported her away to report her to the Law Enforcement
people.  She had just broken a whole bunch of laws.  He landed in
their office and dropped the body. "She just walked into my father's
doctor's appointment and asked if he had a comment.  No permission,
nothing." 


"His
muggle knee specialist?" the agent who came over to meet him asked. 
Iggy nodded.  "Doesn't he know?" 


"He
had a whole office full of people and look how she's dressed," Iggy told
him.  He pointed at the garish pink rose splattered robe with gold trim
and gold shoes.  "Plus, she literally walked into the exam room and
asked my father for a comment, without having his permission to invade his
privacy yet again.  Do something about her before my father has to go
after them again."  He felt around and found his father still in the
same spot so he teleported back there.  "The Ministry has her." 


"The
question being will they do anything about her," Draco noted.  He
looked over at the doctor.  "What time is it now?" 


"Ten-thirty,"
Iggy said.  "When's the next bout of doctors?" 


"Two
hours," Xander told him.  "His partner's got a lunch break she's
squeezing me into.  We're off to the lab next." 


"Fine
with me," Iggy agreed.  "I can hop over to the caf and get
something."  Xander took the forms and stood up.  "Do I
need to do anything else?" 


"No,
but her helper is still in the waiting room, thankfully dressed a bit better
than she was.  I had noticed her and wondered about that." 


"Reporters
are stupid," Draco agreed as he stood up.  The doctor looked at him
and opened his mouth.  "Xander found the spell, the same one who
tripped his cat one did mine," he said with a sigh. 


"But
we're pregnant?" the doctor asked.  Everyone nodded so he looked at
Xander.  "You're really not the average of your kind, are you?" 


Xander
grinned.  "Why be normal and boring?" he quipped, following his
son out of the office. "Thanks, doc."  He paid his bill,
thanking the exchange rate again, and followed his sons to the elevators. 
"Ground floor, we have to head over to the hospital and check in
first.  That should take most of the two hours." 


"Fine,
we'll do lunch after this is over with," Draco agreed, getting onto the
elevator and pushing the buttons for them.  "I'm going to leave you
for a few minutes and go to the bathroom." 


"Fine,"
Iggy agreed.  "I've heard that people in your spot need to do that
often." 


"Very
often," Xander agreed.  "Ginny used to go every half-hour. 
We used to have to plan things around bathroom stops."  The doors
opened and he walked off with Iggy while Draco followed the signs to the
bathroom.  He signed the form to be put in line to be checked in and sat
down with a groan.  "Remind me why I didn't beg them to take it off
again?" 


"Because
otherwise you would have had to hop around for the rest of your life?"
Iggy suggested, leaning against the wall beside him.  The waiting area was
full.  "Maybe we should get a muggle phone for a while," he
suggested quietly.  "For times like this." 


"It'd
be disabled as soon as we took it into the school," Xander told him. 


"I
know, but sometimes it's handy. Uncle Draco has one for things like this. 
We could have used it to call out today, or to hear the test results." 


"It's
fine, son.  I can come back for test results."  He gave him a
small pat.  "It's not worth the money most of the time for
us."  His name was called and he stood up, walking over to sit in the
little window.  He handed over his form and let the woman read it over. 


***



Xander
looked at this new doctor, a small Asian woman, and then down at his
legs.  She had put something gel-like on his legs and was looking at an
ultrasound.  "Is it something important?" 


"I'd
say it's just normal swelling," she told him, turning the machine
off.  "It hurts that badly?"  He nodded.  "Is it
throwing you off when you walk?" 


"It's
waking me up when I'm asleep, and I sleep with a mild sedative some
nights." 


"Oh." 
She stood up and pulled his left leg, the worse off, up to look it over. 
"Your bloodwork was fine when it came back.  I wondered about a few
things." 


"I
take mostly herbal supplements due to my religion," Xander told her. 
Iggy's lie at the Poisoner's Convention came in very handy in such
situations.  "My son's actually the one who makes them, he's in
training at the moment with one of our masters." 


She
looked at him.  "Is this healing or religion?" 


"Both. 
We use minor herbalism in our religion as well as for healing most things, but
his knee and burns were far beyond what we could do so he came to a burn center
here in town.  It works very well.  He hasn't been sick in years
besides those." 


"I
see."  She ran a nail over one scar and he winced.  "It's
definitely worse in this leg." 


"Which
is really bad," Xander pointed out.  He had already told her he had
decreased feeling in that leg from the nerve damage.  He still couldn't
feel his foot, but he damn sure could feel the scars.  "My joint
doctor suggested a diuretic to relieve some of the swelling." 


"I
would go along with that," she agreed.  "I can give you a creme
to rub into it that might help that as well."  She looked at
Iggy.  "Would that be fine with you?" 


"I
accept the fact that he's been taking good pain medicine for the last little
while.  Let's face it, it stopped some of the worst of his cramping from
stress as well." 


"What
do you have stress from?" 


"I
teach ethics through mythology lessons," Xander told her. 
"Giving the kids things to think about while they grow up."  She
looked impressed.  "It's a small school, basically just our
followers." 


"I
suppose that could be stressful.  Are you having trouble because you're
coming to us?" 


"No,
not really.  There's a few people who look at me funny, but they also
won't look at the scars on my legs either," Xander told her. 
"My son's healing teacher said it's a wonderful thing for me to come to
you guys because this is beyond her scope." 


"You're
learning the healing side, kid?" 


"Actually,
you learn them both at the same time, I'm just more gifted as a healer. 
We've got herbal equivalents for nearly everything you guys do, except for the
most strong pain medicines, those in the morphine class, and some psychiatric
drugs.  My father had an as-needed prescription for some anti-anxiety
medicine to combat the stress cramps." 


"Interesting." 
She smiled at him.  "Aren't you young?" 


"I'm
a prodigy," Iggy told her.  "I've already been accepted into our
higher classes because of how well I do in most things. I'm counted as an adult
because of it."  He grinned.  "It's really heady.  My
wife is a healer as well and she's just as thrilled as I am." 


"Did
you get to pick her?"  Iggy nodded.  "Are you close?" 


"She's
my age and we're adorable together," Iggy told her.  Xander
nodded.  "We aren't allowed to do anything yet, but hey," he
said with a shrug. 


Xander
nodded.  "Not until you're sixteen, son.  Sixteen more
months." 


"Fifteen
more months and three days," Iggy corrected.  "We have a
calendar already marked." 


The
doctor laughed.  "I'm sure your life is quite full.  Are you
going to give him a diuretic?"  Iggy nodded.  "That's good,
then I'll give you an order for the creme and hopefully they'll work well
together.  If not, I can write you a prescription for a diuretic and the
creme."  Xander shook his head.  "You're sure?" 


"Yup. 
I've been on your diuretics before, when I started having stomach problems as a
teenager.  They sucked.  I was always thirsty." 


"I'm
sure you were."  She checked his knee joint and frowned. 
"You've got some dragging, is that normal?" 


"They
had to go in and scrape off some scar tissue that had grown in there,"
Xander told her.  "They did it at Christmas." 


"All
right."  She touched the scars again, noticing how he winced. 
"If they're hurting that much, it's got to be more than swelling. 
I'm going to give you a different creme, this one will kill some of the feeling
in your skin.  I want to see you again in two weeks."  She wrote
out the prescription.  "Sooner if his diuretic doesn't
work."  Xander and Iggy both nodded.  "What happened to the
man with you?" 


"He's
in the bathroom," Iggy told her.  "He's got a bad case of the
bloat right now."  She perked up.  "It's nothing unusual
for him, he's had it before.  It went away after a few weeks of
treatment." 


"Good." 
She smiled at him.  "You seem like a pretty neat kid.  No
mother?" 


"I'm
with his other father," Xander told her.  "We're fighting right
now." 


"I'm
sorry."  She gave him the forms.  "Take this to any
pharmacy, though I know the one downstairs doesn't carry this in that
size.  It's a controlled substance so be careful how much you use. 
If you run out sooner, I can't really give you more until it's time. 
Anything else?" 


"Should
he be wearing the support hose?" Iggy asked.  "He's had to
recently to get any comfort at all." 


"If
it makes him feel better, it shouldn't hurt.  I would recommend that he
not wear tight pants overall because that can make the blood pool in his feet
if they're cutting off the blood supply.  The swimming should be fine, but
be careful about your trunks.  Wear something skimpy, maybe it'll help
with your husband."  She smiled and picked up the chart. 
"Anything else?"  They shook their heads and she left. 


Xander
slid off the table and picked up his pants, putting them on. "Maybe I
shouldn't wear those trunks after all."  He put the hose into his
pocket and took his son's arm when it was offered to finish steadying
himself.  They met up with Draco in the waiting room.  "I've got
to get some medicine." 


"That's
fine.  There's a pharmacy up the street and we can get Iggy some of
Denver's ingredients as well."  Draco stood up and looked him
over.  "No hose?" 


"Nope,
but I was warned to lay off the tight spandex." 


"We'll
get you some different trunks this afternoon then," Draco said
easily.  "See if it helps."  He took Iggy's place and
walked Xander out to the elevators.  "Anything else?" 


"The
diuretic and this creme," Iggy told him. "It deadens the skin so he
won't feel them so much." 


"Hopefully
a combination of the three will work," Draco said optimistically. 
The doors closed and they were alone. "You'll be happy to note that the
morning sickness has started." 


Iggy
looked at him.  "I told the doctor you were absent because of
bloat.  You'd had a case of it before." 


"True,
and he's presently glued himself to his best friend I bet," he said with a
smile.  What an interesting excuse.  They walked off and headed for
the pharmacy on the other side of the hospital.  The creme only took a few
minutes to be found, and then they called a wizard cab to head back to Diagon. 


***



Draco
and Xander walked into the Three Broomsticks and were waved at by the
barmistress.  He settled Xander in at a table and waved her over, and she
came with breadsticks already in hand.  "It's only us," he told
her.  "Unless his husband or brother-in-law wants to come down."




"That's
fine," she said, smiling at him.  "Would you like something
soothing?  We've got some cold soups." 


"That
would be wonderful.  Gazpacho?"  She nodded.  "I'll
take a bowl of that and some of those crusty rolls.  Xander?" 


"Can
I have Fred's mushroom dish and that cheese thing?"  She nodded,
smiling at him.  "And I'm not supposed to have a lot of salt." 


"That's
fine."  She gave him a gentle pat and noticed the bags. "Needed
to go shopping?" 


"His
doctor thought some of his swelling might be from the suits I made him
get," Draco told her.  "He had to find new ones." 


Xander
nudged him.  "And you kept trying to get me into green.  Naughty
you." 


"I
do try," Draco said dryly.  Madam Rosemerta walked away
laughing.   "Do you like them?" 


"Very
much.  Thank you, son."  He got comfortable and put his feet up
on the spare chair.  The waitress brought them mugs of water. 
"Thank you, Cassandra." 


"When
are you coming back?" she asked with a little pout.  "Fred
doesn't bring me little things like you do." 


"Soon,"
Draco told her.  "It depends on whether he needs more watching over
or I do."  She smiled at him.  "Don't worry, we'll
hopefully both be back up here soon enough." 


She
giggled and pulled the hose sticking out of Xander's pocket out. 
"Helping someone change?" she asked with a naughty titter. 


"No,
those are mine.  They're to help with the scars," he said, taking
them back.  He shoved them back in his pocket.  "Nothing at all
like yours, these are tight for support, not irritation."  She
laughed and walked off.  "Hopefully I won't have to use them tomorrow
or the rest of this summer." 


"It
would help if Ignatius could make you a herbal version of the creme.  Was
it really that expensive?" 


"Barely
under a hundred pounds.  Medicine is always expensive."  He
shifted to get more comfortable as the door opened.  "Hey," he
said, waving at his mate.  If he wanted to be civil, he could be as
well.  George came over and looked down at him.  "The doctor put
me on more medicine.  A creme and a diuretic to help the swelling." 


"That's
nice."  George looked at them, then at the bags.  "Buying
him more presents?" 


"It's
something to hopefully ease a bit of the swelling," Draco told him. 
"The second doctor told him to quit wearing so many tight things." 


"Really?"
George asked snidely.  "And why was my husband wearing tight things
around you?" 


"Because
I enjoy watching him swim and the most effective swimming trunks are that
way," Draco answered coldly.  A few nearby people moved away. 
"Don't worry, it won't come to a duel.  I won't do that to Xander."



"So
you do want him," George said, sounding like he really believed that. 


"Stop
it," Xander said, his voice making George back away from him. 
"I'm not putting up with this.  Our *son* is making me happy by
treating me nicely.  He knows damn well I'm yours and there's nothing that
can break apart our marriage, short of you pulling this shit."  He
put his feet down and moved the bag.  "If you want to talk to me, you
can sit down and we'll have a discussion, but I will not tolerate this sniping
at each other."  He started to stand up but grunted as another cramp
hit him.  "Sit down and talk or go away," he said, rubbing out
the cramp. 


"Not
doing it for him?" 


"He
didn't ask," Draco noted.  He stood up.  "Leave. 
You're upsetting him and he's already had a trying day between the two doctors
and the dolt who couldn't find his vein in the laboratory.  He doesn't
need this shit now.  If you want, you may come over tonight and talk to
him in private while I have dinner out with my children."  Xander
groaned as the muscles tightened.  "Calm down."  He put a
hand on Xander's shoulder, giving it a quick squeeze.  George hit him,
knocking him down. 


"Stop
it," Xander hissed as he stood up, glaring at his husband.  "You
had no reason to hit him.  I have *no* idea what's wrong with you but
until you're back to normal I'm sleeping in the school.  You can come see
me when you're over whatever this is." 


"No,"
Draco said, standing up with a little help from one of the barmaids. 
"Let me."  He slapped George as hard as he could, knocking him
down.  "Don't even touch me again, Weasley.  Never.  It's
more conductive to your continued health.  Also, do not stress him out
this way.  Neither doctor wanted him under any more physical stress and you're
creating it at the moment.  You're the reason he's swelling and
aching.  Until you come to your senses, the rest of the family will have
to step in and watch over him for you.  We'll be waiting for you to come
crawling back when you're normal again."  He picked up the
bags.  "Madam Rosemerta, may we get that to go?"  She
nodded and went into the kitchen, coming out with a small basket. 
"Thank you," he said with a smile, paying her.  "We'll see
you tomorrow when Xander comes to move his things about."  He led
Xander away. 


"You
stupid bastard," she said, looking down at George.  "You're
throwing away the best thing in  your life." 


"Stay
out of it," Xander called.  He smiled at her.  "I don't
want to involve the town or make them pick sides.  This is between me and
George."  He watched as George sat himself down at the table and took
off the lover's crystal, putting it on the table.  That did it.  He
took off his ring and walked back over.  "Give it back when you're
ready to admit you're acting badly. Until then, we're going to have a separate
nest household.  I refuse to be treated this way by you."  He
walked away, heading out the door. 


Draco
looked at him, watching him look at the ring.  "You really did mess
up this time, Weasley.  Perhaps you should spend some of those very lonely
nights you have coming thinking about what you just did to him."  He
walked away, following Xander.  The bags went into the basket as he
strolled down the street, knowing where Xander was headed.  He walked into
the shop and shook his head at the remaining twin.  "Don't ask. 
It was that bad.  Your twin needs you right now.  I'll call your
mother over if you want." 


"Please." 
Fred hurried away, leaving him in charge. 


Draco
went to make the call for reinforcements, then went back to help Xander. 
He found him packing things.  "Are you sure you want to do
this?" 


"He's
being an ass, I'm not allowing myself to be treated that way again." 
He finished packing that drawer and moved onto the next one, then slammed it
because it wasn't his clothes.  He went through the rest of the dressers,
but almost nothing was his.  "When did I move up there?" 


"You've
been moving everything back and forth," Fred said from the doorway. 
"George said he's sorry." 


Xander
looked at him and shook his head.  "I want to hear it from him, not
you.  I could care less if he said it to you."  He shrunk
everything and put it in his pocket.  "I'll be at Draco's for another
week then I'm going back up to the school." 


"Ron
said you could stay with him.  He came in right after you stormed out."



"I'd
rather stay at the school.  I want time to think, not to play with the
kids right now.  Cheerful people are going to annoy me." 


Fred
smiled.  "Snape doesn't get back for another month and a half." 


"I
can wait," Xander told him.  He looked at the hallway and saw Gwen,
nearly in tears.  "Come here, sweetie."  He held out his
arms and she came over to give him a hug.  "I'm sorry if I upset
you.  I just can't handle you guys right now.  Maybe next week, okay?"



"Not
forever?"  Xander shook his head.  "Then you still love
us?" 


"More
every day," he assured her, giving her a squeeze.  "Go tell your
father thank you for me and I'll see him in a few days.  Okay?  I'll
read to you guys then, I'm going to sulk right now."  He waved and
teleported away, taking himself and Draco with him.  He gently settled
Draco onto the couch and grabbed the swimsuit bag, heading out to the pool. 


Draco
groaned.  How had it gotten this bad? 


***



George
walked into the school and ran into his little brother.  "Is he here yet?"



"Draco
locked him up for another week of sulking," Ron said, looking him
over.  "Dumbledore won't be back until tomorrow.  He went to
that conference."  George nodded.  "How could you even
think that!" 


"Easy! 
Do you see him spending time with me?" 


"Did
you not get an invitation to spend time with him?" Ron countered. 
George glared at him.  "What?  At least he's proven that he's
better than *some* people in the family!  He doesn't fuck around on his
mate, and he doesn't say shit to intentionally hurt his children.  Both of
those put him higher than you and Ginny combined in my book.  And before
you say a word, mum and dad agree, George.  You fucked up so badly that
it's not funny and you'd better fix it before Xander gets too used to sleeping
alone.  Because he's the sort that won't come back after a while. 
Not even if you beg."  He walked around his brother and left, going
to rage outside.  It was a pretty day and the kids were playing with the
newly returned Hagrid by his hut.  "Gwen, honey, would you like a
story?"  She nodded and went to get a book, and her triplets followed
her silent cues.  Daddy looked like he needed the intense hugs from all of
them. 


"Problems?"
Hagrid asked. 


"Xander
and George are fighting." 


"Why
now?" 


"Because
George is a shithead and somehow thinks that Draco is trying to steal Xander
from him." 


"He's
staying with him," Hagrid pointed out. 


Ron
looked at him.  "In separate bedrooms, except for when Draco had all
those cramps!  George has an open invitation to go visit and spend time
over." 


"Why
can't Xander come back?" 


"Because
Xander's having health problems with his legs.  The scars are swelling and
he's on medicine that requires careful watching.  Between that and the
fact that he needed a small vacation from all the stress, Draco kidnaped him
and made him rest."  He slumped a little.  "This is
wrecking the both of them." 


"Maybe
they should be locked in a closet until they've fought it out," Hagrid
suggested. 


Ron
shook his head.  "George is too irrational for that.  He won't
even let Xander wear green any more."  Hagrid laughed.  "I
know, it's like the house rivalries all over again with Xander as a prize, but
I don't want to get caught in the middle."  Gwen finally found a book
and settled into his lap.  "Where are the other two?" 


"They're
finding their own books," she said proudly.  "We all cuddle you
since Uncle Xander so sad."  She patted him on the hand. "Now
read please." 


He
flipped open the muggle book and smiled at her.  "The Pokey Little
Puppy?"  She nodded, she liked dogs, as evidenced by the dog slobber
all over her.  The puppies had pounced her. He chuckled and gave her a
squeeze, turning to the first page. 


***



Minerva
McGonagall walked into Weasley Wizarding Wheezes and smiled at the twin
standing behind the counter. "Fred, how are you?" 


He
smiled at her.  "You usually can't tell us apart." 


"I
thought your twin might look more morose right now and need a shoulder or a
voice of reason."  She smiled at him and looked around the
semi-packed store.  It was apparently allowance day in town as all the
children were in and babbling over some new thing or another.  "Where
is George?" 


"In
the lab, but he doesn't want anyone else involved." 


She
laughed.  "When has he ever?  Sometimes it does help
though.  I remember when those two were dating and it was so
explosive." 


"Sometimes
literally," he said dryly.  She laughed.  "George,
visitor!" 


"I'm
not seeing anyone," came out of the back. 


"Go
back and smack him around if he argues," Fred said casually, ringing up
one little girl's new ever-bouncing ball.  "Did you lose your last
one?" 


She
nodded.  "The cat has it. Mum said I could have one that wasn't
slobbered on."  She took her ball and the egg it went in, and skipped
out. 


Fred
watched the boys look at the new annoyance toy.  "We can't sell that
to anyone who doesn't look older than eight," he told them. 
"The auror who got one used on her said so."  The boys bent
togther and one boy smiled at him.  "Yeah, you look like you're about
eight."  They cheered and bought three of them.  Anything that
could take on an auror they wanted. 


She
laughed.  "An auror was it?" 


Fred
nodded. "One of Xander's former students. She came down for something for
her own daughter, one of our newborn packages.  They annoyed her to no
end." 


She
laughed as she walked away, heading back to the lab.  She noticed that the
rock was now sitting in a lab somewhere.  "Did you see that the fish
had disappeared?" she asked as she opened the door. 


George
started and looked at her.  "Sorry, you startled me."  He
looked at the picture. "It's cleaning time.  They do it every few
months.  Here in a minute or so you should see some soapy water and a big
brush."  He smiled at her.  "Down for a visit?" 


She
closed the door and he groaned.  "It's not as bad as all that,
George."  She pulled a chair over.  "I saw Xander
yesterday, he brought up Maeve and William.  I was wondering if you wanted
to talk to me about it.  I do remember when you were very young, and even
when you two started to see each other.  How insecure he was because of
all of this, and how even Fred used to tease him.  Now you seem to have
switched places." 


He
sighed and hopped up to sit on the counter.  "I don't know what's
wrong with me.  It's like I'm jealous, and I can't help it." 


"That's
an insecurity," she said gently.  "When did it start?" 


"One
day when I looked around the store and noticed that Xander's section was bigger
than mine.  Then I looked in the closet and noticed that he didn't have
hardly any clothes down here.  I don't know what I'm about any more."



She
stood up and walked over, giving him a motherly hug.  "It sounds like
you're jealous that he's so very good at the things you introduced him
to.  Are you jealous of Ignatius?"  He shrugged. 
"This isn't like you, George.  You used to revel in the fact that
someone could prank you."  She tipped his face up.  "He's
not leaving you.  He never will."  She noticed his necklace and
lifted it up to look at it.  "A Lover's Crystal," she said with
a wonderful smile.  "That can only be used when you love each other
that much." 


"I
can't hear him through it anymore," George said miserably. 
"Draco stole his attention and then started to take care of him better
than I could, even dresses him these days." 


She
snorted and shook her head.  "Draco Malfoy will only ever see Xander
as a father figure.  Even if he were to be attracted to your mate, he's
your mate.  No matter if he dresses him in his old team uniform, he's
still your mate."  George looked even more miserable. 
"Where is Xander now?" 


"At
*his* house."  He looked up.  "I don't feel comfortable
going there." 


"It's
all in your head, dear boy.  Trust me.  Xander will remain yours, no
matter how many other people pay attention to him or try to help him
about.  He made his promises to you." 


"He
took off his ring when I removed the crystal," George admitted. 


"Then
you'd better get him to put it back on right now," she said sternly. 
"Xander won't let you come back if you wait too long." 


"I
can't go there." 


"Of
course you can.  Draco was like your son as well, wasn't he?" 
George nodded.  "If Ignatius was paying him a lot of attention, would
you mind?" 


"Draco's
not our natural son and he's making Xander smile and laugh." 


"You're
not so someone had better," she said dryly.  "He tends to get
into worse trouble when he's not happy.  Why did he take him?" 


"Because
Salazar's ghost said to.  He said Xander had to learn how to let the
younger guys take on the fighting and guarding stuff while he acted like the
elder he was now.  So Draco kidnaped him and put him in a room at his big,
fancy house and feeds him anything he wants. He even let Xander crawl in with
him sometimes." 


"All
things you should be doing," she agreed.  "Surely you can't be
jealous of the Malfoy name or possessions?"  George shrugged. 
"Do you not have more than enough money to live comfortably?" 


"More
or less, a lot of it still goes to the kids and into the store.  We've got
savings to live on for the next two years comfortably."  He shrugged
again.  "It's not the house or the jewels he could be showering my
husband with.  It's the fact that they're always together." 


"If
you got off your arse, that would be you," she pointed out.  He
looked up, stunned.  "You quit paying attention to him and Draco
moved in to substitute for you.  I'm sure even he realizes that he can't
buy your mate.  Or any good mate.  It's bad enough that his original
one has went funny." 


"Ginny
wants to be eighteen again and relive her life." 


"Then
have her ask your mate for it," McGonagall said with a snort. 
"I've heard he can do that."  George nodded, starting to smile a
little bit.  "All of this occurred because you were pouring so much
energy into this part of your life and not that part.  Xander is one needy
young boy.  He never got the attention he needed and you were his source
for it.  Now you have a pregnant rival who needs the attention
himself.  Together they satisfy some need in the other, but it's not
sexual.  I'm sure even if Mr. Malfoy got that lucky, he couldn't hold onto
Xander.  He prefers short term relationships that he doesn't have to work
too hard to maintain." 


"Actually,
he's been trying to settle down, but Ginny fucked him over," George told
her, grimacing.  "You don't think that they'd be compatible?" 


"Merlin,
no!" she laughed.  "I can't see those two as more than friends.
Xander's practical side and Mr. Malfoy's impertinence would never get
along." 


"He's
actually quite the reader." 


She
tipped his face up to look him in the eyes.  "If you like him that
much, then put him between you once or twice.  He's not the rival you
think though.  Even if he's threatened to keep your mate, he's tied to you
and cannot get free of that obligation." 


"There's
a tradition of having separate nests when things like this happen," George
told her. 


"As
I said, put him between the two of you. Perhaps you'll see why your husband
cherishes his friendship so much.  He lets Xander play like the little boy
who's been trapped inside him his whole life.  You used to do that, but
then you got caught up in your drive for the store.  An admirable thing,
but not if you forget about your mate and children." 


"They're
staying with him." 


"I've
heard, and seen."  She gave him a kiss on the cheek. 
"Would you like to go with me to lunch?" 


"I'm
banned from the Broomstick until I get Xander back.  Madam Rosemerta is
pissed at me for punching Draco." 


"You
hit a pregnant person?" 


"I
didn't mean to, I just ... lost it.  I blocked out the fact that he was
delicate and fragile and I hit him in the mouth for daring to help my husband
through a cramp." 


"You
need to talk to Mr. Malfoy and your husband," she told him.  She
patted him on the hand.  "Call someone and I'll go to lunch with both
of you.  Your brother Ron never shares any good gossip about your family
these days." 


"Okay,
but you get to tell Madam Rosemerta I'm trying to behave." 


"I'm
sure she'll appreciate it," McGonagall agreed. 


***



Xander
looked up as his bird flew into his room, holding up his arms for a hug from
Murphy.  He was stuck in bed because his legs wouldn't unswell for
anything.  "Hey, Murphy.  How's the school?" 


Murphy
nuzzled his father, cooing gently at him.  He had a message for him. 


"Come
to make me feel better?"  Murphy trilled a bit and showed him the
message. 


"I'm
sorry.  Can we talk?"  George. 


"Tell
him that he has to come here in person.  I'm not using you for this. 
You don't need the mental buggers I've already got."  He gave his
bird a gentle head scratch.  "I love him, big guy, but I can't put up
with this shit.  It hurts, you know?"  Murphy cheeped and leaned
down to get into his face.  "I know, you treat your mate very well
and she's happy with you.  I thought I was, but apparently I was
wrong."  He shrugged it off and sucked air through his teeth, making
Murphy settle down on his chest.  "That healing thing you do, can it
make swollen things go down?" 


Murphy
hopped down to look at the injured legs, then hissed, using a claw to bat at
it.  Xander screamed and Draco came running, with Simone. "What are
you doing?" she asked, lifting Murphy off the bed.  Murphy continued
to hiss at the scars.  "Is there something on there?" 


"It
might be a fungal infection," Draco said, knocking Xander out. 
Murphy had opened a thin place in his leg and it was bleeding.  Plus, it
stopped the yelling.  "Murphy, is it a bad growth or something in his
blood?"  Murphy grumbled.  "Get Glinda.  We'll do this
before you have to leave tonight."  She nodded and put Murphy back
onto the bed, going to get her own phoenix. 


Murphy
hissed at the bad things in his human's leg.  Then he looked at the extra
son and showed him a picture of the true son.   He batted at the leg
with a wing, and Draco nodded. 


"I'll
get Iggy for you," he agreed. 


Iggy
walked in. "Thought steams," he said with a grin.  He nodded at
Murphy.  "What can I do for you?" 


Simone
walked in with Glinda.  "That was fast." 


"I
heard the panicked thoughts about finding me.  I was at the Burrow. 
What's wrong?" 


"Murphy
looked at his scars and started to hiss and scratch at them," Draco told
him.  Murphy batted at the scar again.  "See?  He got him
with a claw." 


"Hmm. 
Can you translate, Si?  Is it a bad thing on the skin or in the blood? And
is it a growth or some other bad thing?" 


Simone
put Glinda down there.  "Tell me what he means," she told her
bird.  Murphy and Glinda cheeped and talked, then Glinda stared at her and
passed on the message, in Ron's voice.  "Some sort of bad growth
thingy, but it's not on the skin?  I think." 


"Let
me try something," Iggy said. He patted himself down then pulled his wand.
He pointed it at the small wound.  "Incendio."  The skin
hanging off burned and he sniffed.  "There's a fungal component
somewhere.  What has he taken of ours?" 


"Just
his pain medicine and the diuretic," Draco told him. 


"Then
let me get Pomfrey."  He disappeared. 


"Hopefully
he doesn't need the hospital. I don't think he could handle going through this
again."  He caught Murphy before he could attack more of the
skin.  "Fungus?  Here?" 


"Probably
in his blood or resting in his skin," Simone told him.  She patted
Glinda.  "Are you coming with me?"  Glinda gave her a snort
of derision.  "Does that mean you're leaving me to be eaten by a
dragon?"  She screech angrily.  "Then come help me pack my
bag.  I know I forgot something." 


"I'll
check it in a moment," Draco said, staring down at the man on his bed. 


***



Iggy
flashed into the meeting of the hiring board.  "Um, sorry to
interrupt.  Poppy, can you look at Dad's legs?  Murphy just caught
something unusual and I'm not sure what.  I think it might be fungal
though.  I did the burn and sniff test and it smelled like grass." 


"Of
course."  She stood up.  "Let me grab my supplies. 
You can walk with me and tell me what was so important that you broke into two
of my cabinets."  She led him from the room. 


"Need
help?" Ron called. 


"Not
yet."  Iggy closed the door.  "Technically, I didn't break
into either of them," he told her.  She gave him an 'oh, really'
look.  "Really.  The Headmaster got the Merlin's Tears for me
and let Raena put the dragonsbane solution into your cold cabinet." 


She
stopped.  "Dragonsbane?  Who used it on a muggle?" 


"Someone
at the poisoner's convention."  She pursed her lips.  "They
got the convention, and the Ministry in Venice uses muggles to investigate
crime scenes."  He shrugged.  "Twenty-six wizards and
fifty-three muggles.  You've got the rest of the solutions in Raena's
basket."  He sneezed.  "It was so bad that one of the
master's apprentices tried to use the counter-poison, even though he *knew* it
would endanger their lives later on."  He grinned.  "So I
went in as a healer in training from our faith and gave them the holy herbs of
healing and blessing until we could make the antidote, which had to have come
from one of us because only one who had went bad would use one of the sacred
herbs that way." 


She
shook her head, but was smiling.  "I heard about that part.  At
least leave a note next time."  She led him up to the
infirmary.  "Why did you do the burn test?" 


"Murphy
attacked his leg.  He opened up a spot so I did it on the flap of hanging
skin. It smelled like really old grass, like the stuff that's been mowed but it
hasn't ever been raked?  The stuff you smell after a rain and there's
newly mown grass?" 


"That
decomposition smell?" she suggested.  He nodded, looking
happier.  "That does sound like  a fungal infection.  I
can't imagine where he might have gotten it from." 


"Unless
he got it from the pool, or here, or Diagon, he hasn't been anywhere
else." 


"Is
your uncle still keeping him there?" she asked as she gathered the
necessary ingredients. 


Raena
popped in.  "Can I help?  Draco's nearly frantic.  Murphy
attacked him as well and is starting to get frantic again." 


"Hmm. 
That narrows it down a bit at least." 


"I
asked him, through Hilda, if I had any of the smell and she nearly took off my
hand." 


"That
means it's probably the school, his house, or the pool," Iggy said. 
"We need someone who hasn't been in there." 


"We'll
need Severus anyway, you don't know how to make any of the anti-fungals,"
Poppy reminded him.  "Raena, do you?"  She shook her
head.  "Then you take me and Iggy will find Severus for
us."  She took the girl's hand and disappeared. 


Iggy
thought about it, and made his entrance subtly, in the bathroom.  He
walked out, adjusting his new long coat so it was suitably muggle.  He
found Tara standing in front of a statue, but he had searched her out. 
"Where is Severus?" he whispered in her ear.  "Draco and
Daddy need him badly." 


She
smiled at him, turning her head.  "Behind you." 


Iggy
looked back and smiled.  "Big major problem.  Murphy's found
something like fungus on Raena, Daddy, and Draco. He's laid into dad's legs for
it." 


"Take
my sleeve so we can do a comparison," Severus told him.  "Tara,
we'll be back.  Ignatius, this is a Ministry facility." 


"Good,
I'll do paperwork tonight," Iggy said dryly as he took him back.  As
soon as he landed in his father's room Murphy started to hiss.  "I
guess you have it on you as well." 


"That
means it's in the school somewhere," Poppy told him.  "Severus,
find me the mold so we can treat it." 


He
nodded and Iggy helped him get to the school faster, landing him right outside
the dungeons.  "Where would a fungus be hiding?" Iggy mused. 


"Swab
the air vents first," Severus told him, pulling down a box of swabs. 
"I'll do ones of the tables." 


Iggy
took some and floated himself up to check the air vents.  "Eww."



"What?"



"Green
and black stuff, inhalable," he said with a cough.  "When was
the last time this was cleaned?"  He came down with a large chunk on
the end of the swab.  "I think this might be it." 


"Probably. 
Put on a mask and separate it out.  We'll see what sort it is soon
enough." 


"It's
nasty, that's what it is," Iggy told him, but he obediently followed
orders.  Fortunately it was a common spoor and they had a ready antidote
and dissolver for it.  "Would this make Dad's legs swell?" 


"Yes." 
Snape looked at the tests.  "If it's in his blood, then it could
conceivably make his scars swell greatly.  Have they been?" 


"He
even saw a second specialist," Iggy told him.  "They never
mentioned any spoors in his bloodwork, but then again we told her that he's
taking herbal remedies so she might not have noticed." 


"I'll
pull some myself and do an analysis over my holiday.  It won't take
long."  He finished pouring the antidote into the larger
pitcher.  "Take this back there and feed three drams to each of
them."  Iggy nodded.  "Including yourself and Poppy. 
I'll make up more for those of us here." 


"Was
it here during classes?"  Snape nodded.  "Then we'll be
making a *lot* more." 


"Yes,
you will be," Snape agreed with a smirk.  "Go now and I'll leave
everything here and supplies on their way."  Iggy disappeared, and a
drop fell onto the floor.  "I don't feel pity for him," he
reminded himself.  "This is his calling after all."  He
wrote out the formula the boy and his wife would need, then called to order
supplies.  He made enough for himself and his mate, plus enough for
anybody in the school, before heading up to administer it.  He tapped on
the meeting room's door, walking in with the tray.  "We have a fungal
problem in the vents," he announced.  The caretaker looked over at
him. "I've left Ignatius with the formula to use to dissolve it. 
It's inhaled.  Take one each of you."  Each one of them took it
and slurped it down, each wincing at the bitterness.  "Have Poppy
check you over tonight." 


"Severus,
this is usually your job," Lupin told him. "May we steal a moment of
your valuable time for some advice?"  Snape paused and nodded. 
"We're down to three entries, but one person on the board has a problem
with one of them because of their name.  One isn't really favored by any
of us.  How would you get past that in a non-biasing way?" 


Snape
thought about it.  "Have you tried copying their forms without their
names on it and taking an objective look?"  Black nodded, clearly it
was him who was having the problem and it was probably with Draco. 
"Then I would ask the last ones to write up a sample test and have the
others answer them.  Have an independent neutral party grade it. 
What areas are we looking at?" 


"Beaubaxton's
is getting rid of their theory program and their Master is one of the
applicants," Lupin told him.  "He's the only real threat to
Draco getting the job, but he's got a very narrow approach.  Draco's got a
much broader approach and expects the students to do a lot of work, which
frankly mystifies me."  He handed over both proposed
curriculums.  "That's for a beginning class." 


Snape
looked them over.  He snorted.  "From my own teachings long ago,
I can tell you that the Master from Beaubaxtons is going with the popular trend
and not expecting the students to know more than that, even though it's
countered by at least six other theories."  He looked over Draco's.
"He does have a marking where he expects to end, if he has to run
short."  He handed them back.  "The same as all the
applicants for my job had to do a potion, make them do a test.  Don't have
them put their names on them, but ask someone from one of the universities to
grade it." 


"Brilliant,"
Ron said with a grin. "Thank you.  Do we have to worry about frequent
dosings?" 


"As
long as it's fixed shortly it shouldn't be a problem," Snape told
him.  "If you'll excuse me, everything is set up for Ignatius to fix
this problem and I'm going back to my first vacation in nearly fifteen
years."  He left them there, walking down to the apparation barrier
so he could return to his spouse's side. He had to explain himself, but
everything was all right within moments.  He would draw blood later when
Ignatius got panicked again and came for him. 


***



Iggy
finished writing the announcement and handed it over for approval by the
Headmaster. "Has he finished spraying yet?" 


"Not
yet," Dumbledore told him.  "Should we hold off the start of the
year fora few days? I can change the date on the letters." 


"If
he'd get his ass in gear and spread it like Hagrid suggested, it wouldn't be a
problem," Iggy told him.  "The dissolver even takes the slime
off a few of the outer dungeon walls."  He shifted, sliding down a
little more.  "Dad's better." 


"Has
your other father showed up?" 


"He
tried but Uncle Draco sent him away because daddy was still unconscious. 
He was in a lot of pain.  Morphine sort of pain."  Dumbledore
nodded.  "It was suggested that he come back today and talk to daddy,
but you know how stubborn he can be."  He played with his wand.
"Would it be ethically wrong to change Aunt Ginny into a gerbil or
something small and furry so she couldn't speak to Simone ever again?" 


"Probably,"
he agreed with a smile.  "What now?" 


"She
sent the girls a letter saying that she was going to take them shopping and
Simone was expected to attend, meaning she'd have to come back from her trip to
the preserve early." 


"I
think a gerbil would be a bit extreme.  Does she know where her eldest
is?"  Iggy nodded.  "And she demanded that she come
home?"  Iggy nodded again. "What did Draco have to say about
that?" 


"He
sent it back, complete with a flame charm to burn it in front of her.  Ana
stuck up for Simone and reminded her mother that Simone was doing good stuff
for her future.  Ginny's got her head up her ass again and the rest of us
are really tired of it." 


"I
still think a gerbil would be a bit extreme.  Have your uncle turn her
into a hedgehog or something of that size."  He smiled. 
"Or have Ron do it.  He could use the stress relief." 


"Have
they made a decision yet?" 


"Not
yet.  They're waiting on the tests they were asked to submit so they can
be forwarded to the other." 


"I
saw Uncle Draco's.  When they said not more than five pages of questions,
he thought you meant front and back. He knows his shit like I know
potions."  He stood up. "Is that okay enough?" 


"It's
fine, Ignatius.  Are you staying here?" 


"Not
if I have to take that potion again.  In the future, can you get the guy
to do it once every two years or so?  It might help." 


"Argus
used to do it every three, but the new caretaker hadn't been told of the
problem." 


"Filch
gave explicit orders," Iggy reminded him.  "I know it was on
there somewhere if he put how high, in decimeters, that each blade of grass had
to be."  He shook his head. "I'm off for the Prophet.  If
you hear a loud explosion, it was me."  He teleported away with the
announcement. 


Dumbledore
laughed.  He would talk to the caretaker.  It should have been done
by now. 


***



Simone
sipped her morning tea, looking at her favorite uncle. "Uncle Charlie,
will you tell me how to attract a man like you?"  The other student
with them spluttered and choked.  "Not him, that'd be gross, but I need
someone like him to understand me." 


Charlie
smiled at her as he broke off pieces of jerky and handed it to them. 
"A man like me is a rare and precious thing, Simone." 


"Yeah,
but you'd understand my side that likes creatures, and you'd understand my
sports side.  A man like daddy wouldn't." 


"He
might, if he meshed with you on some things.  You don't want to be totally
the same, but to have an appreciation for the differences." 


"Is
that why you're still single?" the other boy asked.  "Because
you need someone like Simone?" 


Charlie
laughed.  "Maybe.  Women like her are even more rare than men
like me."  They stopped talking until the very egg-heavy dragon had
walked past them.  She was a tad bit cranky at the moment and really
didn't like humans at the best of times. "The best piece of advice I can
give you is wait it out and be yourself.  Men like me hate artificial
women like your younger sister, or your mother."  He grimaced. 
Ginny had sent him a letter saying to send Simone back to her house, preferably
before he corrupted her.  "Any idea what's wrong with her?" 


"She
wants to be our age again and unmake her mistakes, namely me." 


"Then
she needs to grow the fuck up and get over it.  No one forced her to go to
your father's bed and get knocked up." 


"She's
only been this way since we hit puberty and Uncle Ron said something about
grandmother being the same way with mum."  She stopped as a large
tongue lapped her.  "Hey, you."  She looked up at the most
fearful dragon on the whole preserve.  "Did I taste good?" 
Charlie moved away from her.  "If you do that again, I'm going to
insist on a ring."  The female nudged her, sending her onto her back,
making the other student scream.  Her tail whapped him into a tree - he
was out.  She looked at Simone, then grunted and turned sideways. 
"Are you in trouble, Big Red?" she asked, sitting up and reaching out
to touch the protruding lumps.  "Uncle Charlie, I think she's in
trouble.  Those eggs seem pretty hard, much harder than Glinda's when they
hatched." 


"Fuck
me.  Okay."  He searched through his stuff and came up with the
special whistle, the one that went right to the office and would bring help
running.  "Simone, Big Red, I want you to head back toward your nest,
all right?"  The dragon looked at him and he could swear he saw
intelligence in her eyes.  "I know, girl, but that's why we're out
here, to help you if you have troubles."  She lapped him and picked
up Simone in her teeth, carrying her off to the nest.  "See if you can
feel the blockage," Charlie called after her.  He checked on the
student, who was out cold.  He tossed the poor boy into the tent and
zipped him in, then went running for the nest. 


Fortunately,
his boss and a few experienced people were within screaming range. 
"Charlie!" 


"Big
Red's havin' troubles," he yelled back.  "Knocked out one, has
Simone with her."  He waited while they caught up.  "She
said the eggs felt  too hard through her side." 


The
healer stopped to catch his breath.  "Phoenix eggs would be
softer."  He winced at the squeal.  "Simone?  Are you
all right?" he asked, heading in first.  It was his job to treat any
injuries to the staff, or the animals.  She was covered in ick. 
"What happened?" 


"She
had a stuck egg.  It was stuck in the opening.  I pulled it
out."  She held out her arms so the ick could drip off her. 
"It broke." 


"I
know, princess, but you did good," Charlie assured her, not getting
anywhere near close enough to hug her.  "How'd you know?" 


"I
yelled at Iggy and he told me how he had done the gryphon's earlier this
summer."  The healer looked interested.  "At the end of the
long day of dosing wizards and muggles at the Poisoner's convention, he went to
make the necessary courtesy call to any local colony elders."  She
shook her head, splattering everyone with the goop.  "While there, he
had to help a poor gryphoness who had a broken egg and a backed-up tube. 
He ended up inside her to fix the veins that had been cut by shell fragments
and to pierce her second sac."  She looked down at herself. 
"I bet he looked something like this." 


"Gryphon
blood is dark blue or black," the healer told him.  "Dragon
blood is a very pleasing shade of Slytherin green."  He smiled at
her.  "Very nice work.  What's this about the eggs feeling too
hard?" 


"They
feel like stones." 


"All
right, let me check.  Red?"  She blew some steam at him. 
"Just your side, my dear."  He patted her gently on the side,
knowing the exact places to push to make her contractions harder and
faster.  They waited until the next egg came out and he sighed. 
"She was right, it's an unborn." Charlie turned and kicked the wall,
muttering a few choice words. 


"What's
an unborn?" Simone asked, gently patting the writhing side. 


"A
baby won't come out of it," Charlie told her. 


"Like
there's no baby or like the shell's too hard?" 


The
healer looked her over.  "Not many people are smart enough to ask
that question," he admitted with a smile.  "It's too hard, the
infant dragon won't be able to break through at the right time and will
suffocate." 


"You
can't soften the shell?" 


The
healer sucked in some air and then shrugged. "We can but it's very risky
and we'd have to take them from the mother.  She won't be able to sit on
them all.  The shells will become the consistency of jelly.  We have
the facilities and the potion, but it's very dangerous for the young." 


Simone
looked up at the worried mother.  "Big Red, we can take the hard ones
from you and try to get them born?"  The dragon moved her head
closer.  "Shit, I need a translator.  She only knows that she's
in trouble." 


"What
did you do with the broken one?" the head wrangler asked. 


"I
put it in the darkest corner so she wouldn't have to see it.  Iggy said
so," she admitted.  "He said it would be mean otherwise." 


"It
would be.  As far as we know dragons don't grieve like humans do," Bo
told her.  He looked over as the other student walked in and was swatted
at.  "Hey now.  He's here to learn about you lot.  Let him
watch too." 


"Simone,
your bird's back from her morning forage.  She was frantic."  He
continued to rub the back of his head until the healer swatted his hands and
checked him over. 


"Glinda!"
Simone yelled.  Glinda came in and started to shriek abuse at the dragon,
who yelled back.  "Enough!  She's in trouble and you're going to
help even if you don't like dragons." 


"Dragons
and cats," Charlie told his boss with a grin. 


"What
a combination."  He watched as Simone calmed her bird then gave her a
message, asking her to translate it into dragon.  "That's
efficient." 


"I
swear, Bo, I thought Big Red understood me or her there for a few
minutes."  The dragon looked down at her. "See?" 


Bo
looked up and saw the spark of intelligence.  "Looks like you guys
are evolving into true intelligence.  One day you'll over take
us."  She licked him and listened to the little annoying one
babble.  She grunted and pushed, then shook her head.  "She
stuck?" 


Simone
looked up at Glinda, who squawked something and flew down to push on her
side.  "I think so."  She reached around, finding a
stoppage.  "If I have to go back up there, someone's scrubbing my
back for me." 


The
healer laughed and came over.  "No need.  Dragons have some
delivery pressure points on their sides.  I haven't had to crawl up one in
years." 


"Now
you tell me," she sighed.  She pushed where the healer pointed and
the next egg came out, a normal, squishy one.  "That one's
good." 


"Yes,
it is."  He looked up at the mother.  "That was a normal
egg, my dear.  Bring out more of those."  She swatted at him
with her back foot and blew really warm steam at him. 


"She's
got to be in pain, she'd have toasted us by now if she wasn't," Charlie
noted.  He came over and took Simone's spot.  "Let me, honey,
I'm a little stronger than you.  Go shake off or something." 
Simone walked outside and tried to scrape some of the ick off her. 
"That's why she's here," he told Bo.  "This and quidditch
is her life." 


"I'm
good at Transfiguration too, but Ravena's better," Simone called. 
Glinda cheeped her agreement.  She came back in and looked up at
her.  "Well?  Would you rather have live young or less
young?"  The dragon nuzzled her off her feet and against a cave wall,
nearly purring at her. 


"First
time she's made that noise," the healer noted.  "I'd say that
was a yes.  Glinda, would you be willing to let some chicks come see
us?  I know Charlie didn't take to anyone's fancy, but I'd be more than
happy to give it a whirl."  He gave another push and another of the
stuck eggs came out.  "Bo, I'll need the hard ones removed and
packed.  Charlie, are you staying?" 


"I
probably should.  She might not like anyone else coming in
here."  He looked at the kids. "You up for it?" 


"Sure,"
Simone said cheerfully as her stomach was pushed against and purred into. 


The
male student nodded. "I'd like to if I may.  This is really fascinating."



Charlie
nodded. "This is definitely more interesting than the norm.  Simone,
you need help yet?" 


"I'm
good, it's making her happy to nuzzle me to death.  She's not paying
attention to how many eggs are coming out bad."  Another one plopped
out and she scratched the proud head.  "We'll do what we can to make
sure they're fine.  As soon as they hatch, we'll give 'em back,
sweetie."  Big Red nuzzled her harder. "Hey, need those
intestines in that space," she told her, but she was smiling. 


Charlie
smiled at her.  "Give us a few more hours and you can get down. 
She'll be done by then.  Hopefully, otherwise we're going to get woken up
with her big head."  The male student moved closer and the dragon
glared at him.  "C'mon, Red, he's a sweetie.  He thinks you guys
are the most brilliant creatures on the earth today." 


"I
think she's beautiful," the student told him.  "Her scales are
nearly perfect, except for that small flaw."  He pointed at it and
she swatted him harder. 


Charlie
and Bo both groaned.  "Never mention that, kid.  She got shot
there once and she's still pissed about it." 


"Yes,
sir," he said in a tiny voice.  "What a powerful woman. I want a
wife like her."  Everyone looked at him.  "Human if
possible, but I'm good with some scales if she'd transform." 


"I
can't imagine laying eggs as a human," Simone said, looking at her
uncle.  "Wouldn't that hurt?" 


"Probably,"
he agreed.  He looked at Bo, who shook his head. "He'll learn if he
comes here to work." 


Bo
nodded.  "Definitely.  Never piss off the dragons, boy.  It
hurts when you do that.  They're bigger."  The boy nodded. 
He understood that now. 


Simone
giggled, the purring was getting more fierce.  "Is this where one of
us suggests we all get a beer together?" 


"Sounds
about right to me," Charlie agreed.  "Too bad you're
underaged." 


"Fuck
my age, I think I deserve a glass of wine or something." 


"We'll
see," Charlie and Bo said in unison, then grinned at each other. 
That wasn't a half-bad idea. 


***



Iggy
sat down at the table and saluted Draco with his cup.  "Congrats,
your daughter just got slimed by a dragon."  Draco put down his fork
and waited for it.  "One of the dragons pounced her for help. 
She ended up removing a stuck egg and it broke on her." 


"Eww,"
Xander noted.  Raena and Denver both nodded.  "Is she all
right?" 


"Yeah,
the dragon and she are getting along really well.  Uncle Charlie was
attempting to rescue her and she's fine." 


"As
long as she's fine," Draco said, but he didn't pick back up his
fork.  "Where were they found?" 


"At
their campsite.  The dragon walked past then came back and pounced on her
for help.  Her eggs were too hard." 


"That
means that they're unborn and will be harder than normal to birth," Draco
explained.  "She would know that she needed help and probably smelled
Glinda on Simone."  He picked up his glass.  "Tell her I'd
like a call later." 


"I
did when she yelled for advice."  Iggy dug into breakfast, his free
hand being under the table on Raena's thigh.  He was zapped from behind
and glared at the woman standing there.  "Oh, look, it's the future
hedgehog." 


"Where's
my oldest?" Ginny asked. 


"Presently
being nuzzled by a dragon," Iggy told her.  "Covered in ick
because she had to help remove a stuck egg."  He smiled. 
"And we still don't have letters yet.  They're coming with an
announcement so they're going to be a day late." 


"What
announcement?" Molly asked as she walked in.  She kissed Iggy on the
head.  "I saw your note in the paper.  I'm very happy that
you're getting to dose everyone."  She sat down. 


"It's
the same announcement," Xander told her.  "We're doing it on the
train up." 


"They'll
be captive at least," Molly agreed.  "Did you have to work very
hard?" 


"No,
this one was pretty standard mix and pour," Raena told her. 
"The hard part was figuring out the weight mass of the student body and
how to compensate for the people who will lie." 


"That's
easy, you bring a scale," Xander told her.  "You run each of
them one at a time through an unused compartment and swear upon your last
breath that you won't spread around how much each girl weighs." 


She
smiled.  "I suppose we can do that.  We were going to do it
magically." 


"Someone
will be able to tell," Ginny put in.  "Do it with the scale,
it's kinder."  She glanced around.  "Where are the other
two since you couldn't get Simone away from that horrible place?" 


"I've
had enough," Xander told her, pulling his wand.  He deaged her to
eighteen.  "There, you wanted it so much, go have fun.  Relive
all of your mistakes and quit bothering the rest of us." 


"Daddy,
you're picking up Simone's morning problem," Iggy said gently, giving him
an understanding look.  "Crawl in with someone if you can't sleep
without a person beside you." 


"We
would have let you have the foot of our bed," Raena agreed with a smirk.
"Or Draco might allow it." 


"Draco?"
Ginny snorted, looking at her unwrinkly skin and the return of her
freckles.  "Why did I get these back?" 


"Because
I felt like it," Xander told her meanly.  "Now go away before I
stomp you flat." 


"Xander,
do have more caffeine," Draco said with a smile.  Xander sipped his
soda.  "Ginny. Out."   She stomped off. 
"Thank you. I'll send the girls to you when they're up." 


"We
still don't have our lists," Iggy pointed out.  "We'll need them
for textbooks." 


Molly
shook her head.  "You could get uniforms," she pointed
out.  "That's what Ginny wanted to do anyway." 


"She'll
have to put her half of the children's vault's contents in first," Draco
told her.  "She hasn't done her court-ordered duty and I'm not
putting up with her attitude anymore.  Hopefully this will teach her
something." 


"She
was cuter as a young woman," Denver pointed out. "She's been looking
a lot like a hag recently.  I bet if she had agreed and married you all
those years ago she'd have looked better by now." 


"I'm
thankful that she didn't agree, son.  I got to do an amazing amount of
things that I wouldn't have been able to do with her around.  Things like
travel, or...."  Something crashed in the living room. 
"What was that?" 


"Me,
Uncle Draco, I tripped," Little Ron called.  He brought in the
vase.  "I'm really sorry, I'll glue it back together later." 


Xander
looked at the pieces and started to fit them back together, using his crafting
talent to meld the pieces together.  "There, a lot better." 


"The
flowers are crooked," Draco pointed out. 


"I'll
fix it later."  Xander grinned at him, then at Harry, Mellie, and
Agatha.  "I thought you'd be with Willow by now." 


"They're
facing a crisis so Ryan came to us, he left this morning," Harry told
him.  He looked around. "Ginny told us to meet her here." 


"Letters
are going to be a day late because of the announcement of the mold
potion," Raena told him.  She smiled at the two girls. 
"Are you excited, Mellie?"  She nodded.  "Are there
any other things that have to be done today?" 


"Spike's
phoenix is due any day now," Xander told her.  "We'll need to
keep track of that or he'll go off on Fred when it happens.  Birth isn't
really something he understands, death is more his thing."  Agatha
rolled her eyes.  "Then we've got to find Ginny and kick her butt out
because I think I just heard her go up the stairs."  Draco got up and
went to check on that, coming back with a sleepy Ravena, still in her
pajamas.  "Good morning, Goddess Ravena.  We have
guests."  She squeaked and hid behind her father. 


"Those
are cute cloud jammies, Rav," Ron said with a grin.  "Where'd
you get 'em?" 


"The
mall.  I liked them."  She slowly moved out from behind her
father.  "Sorry, I just got up.  Mum woke me."  She
looked at Xander.  "Did she do an aging potion?" 


"No,
I gave her her fondest wish, to go back to eighteen.  We'll see how she
copes for a few days and if it gives her new insight into her current problems
of being cast out."  He looked her over.  "Cute
slippers." 


"They
were a gift," she defended, her poor fluffy chicken slippers. 


"Dumbledore
says the same thing about his cartoon pajamas," Xander told her. 
"Sit and eat." 


"Yes,
sir."  She sat down daintily and put her napkin over her lap. 
"Would you like to eat with us, Uncle Harry?" 


"We
already ate.  I have practice."  He looked at Draco. 
"Can you?" 


"If
you'd like.  I wasn't going to do much today, I've already sent in my
finished test." 


"Test?"
Agatha asked.  "Aren't you a bit old for that?" 


"The
Theory position required me to prove my knowledge, so I did.  I wrote out
a test for the other person and took his myself.  He obviously is stuck on
popular thought instead of examining the evidence for himself.  He didn't
pay a bit of attention to anything outside of Nordstrom and his group of merry
idiots.  Strings and pearls of magic indeed," he snorted. 
"No evidence at all." 


"Who's
grading them?" Molly asked. 


"The
head of the Theory department at the Royal Academy of Magic."  Iggy
smiled.  "Yes, your institution.  Did you get anything done this
summer?" 


"Two
books," Iggy said proudly.  "I'm getting myself some reading
material before the semester begins, and expect to bring back half of it when
Severus sees it." 


"Why
do you get to call him that?" Agatha demanded.  "He's our head
and we don't." 


"You
haven't stayed up with him until all hours of the night brewing desperately
needed medicine for a student either," Iggy reminded her.  "I'm
not his student, I'm his assistant, therefore in social and non-school settings
I can call him by his first name if I think it's appropriate.  Never in
school unless we're alone and never in most other situations.  Unlike
some, who would use it for their own gain, I'm actually behaving in
potions." 


"Iggy,"
Xander warned. 


"No,
he has a point," Harry agreed.  "Agatha, I did ream you out for
the letter I got from Snape, correct?"  She nodded, giving him a
classic eye roll response.  "I'll expect not to get another one
without some part of your body attached to it, young lady.  Like your lips. 
He will do it.  He nearly killed one of the Slytherins in my sixth
year."  He looked at Draco. "Didn't he?" 


Draco
played along, always happy to help Snape's reputation as a scary
individual.  "Yes, he did.  I used to like her quite a lot
before he scrambled her brains.  That was right before you got there,
Xander." 


Xander
nodded. "I heard."  Agatha stomped off.  "I'd better
not see you in a similar condition, Agatha." 


"You
three are rotten," Molly said with a smile."That would have made the
news."  She looked at Iggy, giving him a fainter smile. "Did it
feel good to pick on that reporter, dear?" 


"Hell
yeah.  She barged into daddy's appointment with his doctor and demanded he
give her a statement. They should give up now before he sues them again. 
Even we hold conferences with doctors to be confidential and she was so very
obviously listening at the door." 


"I
thought about it, but it would escalate the hatred," Xander told
him.  "We don't need the money." 


"You
do if you and daddy are going to split for good," Iggy said quietly,
looking at him for reassurance. 


Xander
grinned and zapped him lightly with his wand.  "We're not splitting
permanently.  We're taking a break until whatever is wrong with George is
gone so it can't hurt you guys.  Got it?"  Iggy nodded, looking
happier.  "Good. Explain it to William.  He can't understand
it." 


"Where
are the tots?" Molly asked. 


"In
the nursery playing quietly," Draco told her.  "Maeve's still
asleep so Lucien wouldn't consent to leave.  I had breakfast sent up to
them.  I expect it's all over her and the walls by now." 


Anastasia
wandered in.  "Why is mother younger?" she asked as she sat
down. 


"Because
I got tired of it," Xander told her.  "Catch the clue,
Ana."  She glowered but nodded.  "Thank you.  I won't
put up with your shit this year." 


"You
could always hand over the control fully to Ron," Molly reminded him. 


"If
he does, we're stealing him," Ravena told her.  She smiled at her
father's choking.  "Well, Salazar did find him worthy.  That
means he could help Professor Snape with us.  We could use the firm yet
understanding boot of the adult some days."  She smiled
proudly.  "Besides, he looks better in our house colors than he does
Gryff's." 


"Honey,
the Sorting Hat said it would have put me in Gryffindor," Xander told her.



"Pity,
we could have done a lot for you."  She slopped some peanut butter
onto her toast and took a bite.  "Weren't you supposed to find bodies
this summer?" 


"We've
pinpointed two of them," Draco told her.  "I've already
explained to the Headmaster about his incapacity.  He agreed that we could
have a little while longer." 


"Are
any close to the school?" Xander asked. 


Draco
nodded.  "We're leaving this weekend to get two of them.  One's
off the map toward the south.  We'll have to take the time to find
her.  Ron's coming with us." 


"Wonderful
news," Molly said with a smile.  "Take Percy as well so he can
record what happens."  Draco looked at her.  "That way
Gryffindor can see more of his house than Ron.  He's not a good sample of all
of them." 


"I'm
going," Iggy told her. 


"Bet
me," Xander snorted. 


"Just
to talk to Gryffindor.  I want to see what he'd say about me." 
He straightened up at the sound of running feet.  "Sounds like
Maeve's finally up."  He was pounced by his little brother, William
always got him from behind.  "Hey, Willie.  How are you this
morning?"  He picked him up and put him into his lap. "Would you
like breakfast?" 


"Already
eat," he said happily.  "Got you." 


"Yes,
you did," Iggy agreed, smiling back at him.  "Will you be good
for Grandmother while I'm gone with all the daddies?"  William
nodded.  "You're such a good boy," he cooed, kissing him on the
forehead before handing him to Raena for similar treatment and then his father for
more of the same.  "When are we leaving this weekend?" 


"Thursday
night.  Ravenclaw is in Kent for some reason and Gryffindor is in
Scotland.  Hufflepuff may not even be on this plane." 


"She
wasn't with the fairies, they would have had a huge shrine to her,"
Anastasia told him.  "How's Simone?" 


"If
I told you, you couldn't eat," Iggy told her.  She burst out in
tears.  "Hey, she just got icked, not dead.  Uncle Charlie's
looking out for her.  She's fine, but she had to deliver a dragon's egg
and it shattered on her." 


"She's
not dead?" Anastasia said, looking miserable. 


"No,
she's not dead," Raena assured her.  "You'll see her this
weekend I think."  Ana nodded, wiping off her face.  "Maybe
you two should have a talk."  Ana nodded again, looking at little
happier. 


"Think
about living in both their shadows, plus the rest of yours and Father's,"
Ravena put in. 


Ana
gave her a hug.  "I'm sorry, Rav."  She got up and went to
blow her nose. 


Xander
looked at Draco.  "Maybe we've seen the changing point." 


"Hopefully. 
She's been torn trying to live up to multiple expectations," Draco told
him.  "Trying to become her mother's daughter has been the worst so
far.  That was most of her problem."  He sipped his morning
tea.  "Ravena, eat." 


"Yes,
father."  She woke up more and pulled over some eggs, falling asleep
again with the spoon in her hand. 


Xander
grinned.  "Awwww," he cooed. Molly snickered.  "Maybe
she should go back to bed." 


"I'll
set her on the couch," Denver said, getting up to pick up his sister and
carry her out.  When he came back, Ginny was following him. 
"She's in the study.  Knuppy is arranging your books again and the
new, old female elf is yelling at her and correcting it."  Draco got
up and walked that way.  He sat down and looked at Iggy.  "Did
you want company looking for the bodies?" 


"We've
got three weeks to find three bodies, and we only know where two of them
are," Iggy told him.  "Plus, your dad can't teleport because of
the baby.  Are you sure you want to volunteer?" 


"Not
really," he agreed with a grin.  "At least you'll be on
brooms." 


"Very
true," Draco said as he walked back in.  "I think I've solved
the color-coding of my library once and for all.  Xander, you do still
fly, correct?" 


"Whenever
possible." 


"Good. 
We'll take the house brooms."  Denver looked alarmed.  "Not
yours.  Yours is too small for him." 


"I
can take my quidditch broom," Iggy told him.  "Raena can have
the old Nimbus, it'll keep up."  She nodded.  "That leaves
you your game or practice broom and Dad's, which is nearly cobwebbed." 


"I
cleaned it and used it before school ended," Xander told him. 
"It's fine.  It's slower than all of yours, but good enough." 


"You
could use this opportunity to indulge yourself with a new one," Denver
pointed out with a grin.  "You're going to start flying again,
right?" 


"Yes,
but they're damn expensive," Xander told him.  "I don't want to
drain our savings to buy something that I'll only need for a few weeks." 


"If
you're going to be playing on the new fun leagues, then you'll need one,
daddy," Iggy told him.  "When are they starting that?" 


"The
Official League got pissed and they had to put in more forms," Draco told
him.  "They've just got permission so the word is that they're going
to be starting this fall sometime.  Though my son is brilliant and correct,
you'll need it." 


"So
will George and Fred," Xander pointed out.  "Besides, I've had
bad experiences buying brooms.  I always end up with something crappy and
overpriced when I go to the shop itself.  Even the twins couldn't help the
last time I officially bought one." 


"How
did you get your present one?" Iggy asked. 


"Madam
Hooch found it for me," Xander admitted.  "It was used even
then.  It's slow but it's reliable." 


"For
this, we'll need faster and steady," Draco told him.  "There's
no way we'll get to all of them if you plod along behind us." 


"Whose
idea was it to wait this late?" Xander told him dryly.  Draco
shrugged.  "If you had waited until *after* finding them to capture
me, we'd have already been done and wouldn't be racing around the world to find
them." 


"True,
but it's more exciting this way," Draco told him with a smile.  Molly
shook her head.  "Sorry, but can you watch the tots?" 


"Percy's
taking next week off work so I'll have the older ones help me," she
agreed.  "Melvin's very good with the little kids." 


"As
long as I don't have to give baths," Raena said.  "They splash
me."  Molly smiled at her.  "It'll be a flood in the
bathroom if I have to." 


"That's
fine, dear, Melvin can do it."  She nodded.  "Are you
leaving during the day or the night?" 


"We'll
leave right after breakfast, or lunch," Draco told her.  "We can
pack the night before, have food baskets packed that day, and leave as soon as
they're done and we're all awake."  He looked at Xander. 
"I'll send a message back to Fred to help you find a better broom." 


"I
don't need..." 


"Shut
up," Draco warned.  Xander's mouth clamped shut.  "You'll
need it for now, if not for later.  So you'll buy a new broom and possibly
even talk to your husband while doing so because he'll probably need a new one
as well.  Don't make me yell this early in the morning."  Xander
glared and went back to his breakfast.  "Thank you." 


"This
isn't over," Xander told him. 


"Oh
yes it is," Draco argued.  "If you continue this, we'll leave
you here, stuck in the bed until after we're long gone and you won't be able to
catch up."  Xander dropped his fork and left the room. 
"Xander," Draco said, hurrying after him.  "This is
practical," he said, stopping the older man.  Xander glared at
him.  "Bring up your practical side.  What would you say to
someone who was slower in a running battle."  He winced when he saw
the rage blooming.  "Not you, someone else.  I know you'd keep
up, even if you had to crawl there.  This time, you're not slower because
of something wrong with you, but because of outdated equipment." 


Xander
relaxed slightly.  "I'm still not going to buy a new one.  It's
good enough.  I'll keep up." 


Draco
glared at him, having had enough of that.  "Is this a money
issue?" 


"No!"



"Then
stop it.   You have the money and will need one.  Your old one
is fairly broken down from what I remember."  Xander crossed his
arms, looking like he was letting him hang himself.  "Did it not
refuse to start a few months back?"  Xander gave a curt nod. 
"Do you think it's reliable for this situation?" 


"It'll
keep up.  It's a broom." 


"One
that's much slower than the ones we're going to be riding.  Iggy's and
mine alone will leave you miles behind.  If Percy comes along, I'm not
sure how his broom does." 


"Percy
doesn't like to fly," Xander admitted. 


"Oh,
that's just peachy.  I guess we can go there and then teleport back and
get him," he said thoughtfully. 


Iggy
walked past them and stopped to look at them.  "*I'm* going to end
this argument.  Uncle Fred agreed that all three of you need *new*
brooms.  You're meeting him in Diagon this afternoon to look around and
check prices."  His father opened his mouth.  "I don't
care, father.  You won't be able to do this in the time allotted, no matter
which reason we're running short on time, if you're flying your old
clunker.  It'd be like driving an ancient muggle car in a race.  It
won't work this time.  You can keep your old broom if you want and ride it
any other time, but not this time.  For that matter, if Denver comes with
us, he's riding his quidditch broom as well and so is Simone if she's joining
us for extra protection.  So deal with it and move on to other matters, as
you usually say."  He continued up the stairs, going to check his
gear to see what he was going to be taking.  His wife had told him, flat
out ordered him, that she wasn't going with him but that he had to go, if only
for medical necessities. 


Xander
shook his head.  "We can't afford them," he called after his
son. 


"Mine
was only sixty," Iggy called back.  "Uncle Fred said to remind
you that they ripped you off the last time you were there and that you *do*
have the money."   He disappeared down the hallway. 


Draco
looked confused.  "How much did your last one cost?" 


"The
last one I bought at the store in Diagon was a hundred for a three-year-old
one."  Draco hissed and looked upset.  "It had been more,
but the sticker changed as we walked out." 


Draco
patted him on the arm, smiling at him.  "My one for games, brand new,
only cost me one- hundred-thirty.  They ripped you off.  That
shouldn't have been more than forty." 


"With
the condition it was in, it should have been even less," Xander admitted,
starting to relax.  "I still don't think I need one." 


Draco
grabbed Xander by the ear and twisted, looking into his eyes. 
"You're getting one.  Don't argue with me, Xander.  Even if I
have to escort you there myself."  Xander winced as he
squeezed.  "Do you understand?  I won't let you ride about on
something that's more likely to quit in mid-air.  That broom of yours is
dangerous.  You're getting a new one, even if you keep that old piece of
crap that you've had for nearly twelve years."  He let him go,
watching as Xander rubbed his ear. 


"I
haven't had it that long." 


"You've
had it longer than that," Draco corrected.  "You got it the year
you got married.  You came up to get me out of the house on
it."  He crossed his arms and looked smug.  "No one keeps
their brooms that long, not even the really poor folk.  Not when you can
get a decent used one for around twenty galleons.  Your broom is so far
out of date, I'm betting that the people at the store won't even recognize the
model." 


Xander
grimaced. "It's been in the closet." 


"I
realize that.  That's the only thing that's saved you from dying on
it.  I saw it stall a few months back when you were trying it
out.   That scared me and I was meaning to coax you into buying a new
one.  This is just a necessity.  So you will buy a good one, as
supported by Fred and George." 


"If
he comes," Xander said glumly, heading up to his room. 


"Oh,
he'll be coming," Draco said in a deathly calm voice. He went to make sure
of it, going to beat the shit out of George if necessary.  He walked
through of the shop and out the back door, to where George was hanging up
laundry.  "When did you want to go broom shopping?" 


"I'm
Fred," Fred noted.  "And this afternoon.  Are you coming
along?"  He looked at him.  "George did want to talk to you
if you've got time.  He's in his room being miserable." 


"I'll
see him in a moment.  Late this afternoon?" 


"Say
two hours before closing," Fred agreed.  "That way Ron can get
free by conning McGonagall into watching the triplets." 


"Molly's
at our house.  She's taking all the children while we travel." 


"Really?"
George said as he joined them.  "Are you coming?" 


Draco
looked at him.  "That depends on you and if you're going to throw
another fit.  Oh, speaking of fits," he said with his most cold
smirk.  "Ginny got her wish this morning.  She's eighteen
again."  Both twins shook their head.  "He swears he'll
change her back in a few days." 


"I
suppose it's better than the blast-ended skewrt that I wanted to turn her
into," George said with a shrug.  "Do you have a few
moments?" 


"The
only thing I was going to do was talk your mate out of a sulk." 
George sighed.  "Come along, let's talk."  He led George
back to the living section, letting him pick the room - living room or
bedroom.  He chose the bedroom so he walked in and sat on the bed, getting
comfortable.  "Why are you worried about me?" he asked as George
closed the door.  "You know I can't steal him.  If I had been
able to, you wouldn't have gotten married." 


George
sat on the bed beside him.  "Did you try?" 


"I
tried to impress him," Draco admitted with a faint smile.  "He
preferred you more." 


"Was
that during your senior year?"  Draco nodded.  "No
wonder.  You were still a kid back then."  George relaxed. 
"I'm sorry.  I know I've been bad recently." 


"Your
insecurities are starting to wear on everyone's nerves," Draco
agreed.  "If you'd like, you can come over and talk to him." 


George
looked at him.  "I'm not sure I'm ready for that."  He
groaned.  "Some of my problems are that *you* have him." 


"Just
me or just anybody?" Draco asked.  George gave him a shove. 
"You don't desire me?" 


"Draco,"
George groaned. "Not really the issue."  He rolled onto his
back.  "I don't know what's wrong, but it does center around
you." 


"He
told you that you have to come to him and talk, George, he's not going to
accept anything else.  If you'd like, you can come over tonight after the
shopping trip and we'll all talk, or you two can talk while I hide in my
room."  George looked at him.  "Am I not getting the point
again?" he asked when he saw the look. 


"I've
seen him react to you, Draco.  More than once." 


Draco
smiled and shrugged.  "Many people react to me, George.  I
consider it a compliment of the highest order.  He obviously has good
taste."  George groaned and pulled a pillow over his head. 
"You do as well," he told him.  "As I said, it doesn't
bother me.  It's a part of life.  I am hot." 


George
hit him with the pillow.  "That's half of the problem, idiot." 


"Fine. 
Come with me.  I want to give you a book to borrow."  He stood
up and hauled George up and drug him after him, all the way back to his house
and into the library.  He pulled a key up off the shelf and opened an
ornate locked cabinet.  "My father used to keep his personal torture
library in here," he noted as he opened it.  "I find it more
useful for my special collection of first editions on the nature of
sexuality."  He pulled down one and handed it over.  "That
is a special first edition copy so be careful of it.  I want it back in
good condition." 


"What's
this one on?" George said, opening it to the index page.  "The
nature of lust?"  He looked up.  "I need this?" 


"You
do because it can clarify some things for you.  Now go play with your
husband and be careful of my book." 


"Why
do you keep them locked up?" 


"Because
the children would drool on them," Draco told him as he relocked the
cabinet. "Go play."  George walked out, heading up to Xander's
room to crawl and beg until his mate forgave him.  Or he would once the
guy woke up.  He looked so cute!  George crawled in, grimacing at the
forcefield as it washed over him, and settled in to read. 


Draco
came up the stairs thirty minutes later when the sound of a thump alerted him
to a problem.  He tapped on the door.  "Was that my book?" 


"No,"
George called. 


Draco
opened the door and found his book lying on the other side.  He looked at
the men on the bed, then had to duck the thrown lamp.  Thrown by no hand,
and crashing into the door behind him with enough force to shatter it. 
"Well, that's interesting." 


"It
took the book," George said with a shrug.  He looked down at the
sleeping man and something came flying at his head, making him duck. 
"I think it's him." 


"It
would be the same as a frustration bomb," Draco said, sitting in his usual
chair.  "It's his nightmares, again.  He turned on his shower
the other day and flooded his bathroom.  It took Bill two days to fix the
mess he made."  A candle went flying past him, but not near
him.  "He can feel me here."  Something went at George's
head, a harmless piece of clothing.  "You might want to talk to him
before he brains you." 


George
leaned down.  "Xander, please don't hit me with anything." 
A shoe went at his head and he moved off to the end of the bed. 


"You
may get up," Draco told him.  "Xander, your mate is here,"
he said.  Xander snuffled and hugged the pillow George had been leaning
against.  "He'll wake up eventually." 


George
grabbed the book.  "I'll be back at the shop.  We'll talk this
afternoon."  Draco nodded.  "You're...." 


"You're
not disappointing me.  You're disappointing him." 


George
nodded and left them alone. 


Draco
looked over at the snuggly Xander, and sighed.   This was not the
best of all problems, but he could handle it.  He might not be able to
pull his life together, but he could certainly help those two with these minor
issues. 


***



Draco
walked Xander into the Quality Quiddith Supplies with a pat on his back. 
"I promise, these people won't cheat you.  They're not the last
owners, or the ones who were forced to sell the business to cover their legal
fees two months ago.  These people know what they're doing, they're former
players according to the news article I read."  He saw a slightly
familiar figure behind the counter and a light clicked on in his head. 
"It's nice to know that good chasers are appreciated in various
fields."   She jumped and looked at him. 
"Spinnet.  How are you?" 


"Malfoy,"
she said with a smirk.  "Not happy with your specially-made
broom?"  She looked at Xander then back to him.  "Why are
you here?" 


"Believe
it or not, I'm meeting your former beaters here," he said dryly. 
"And one of their husbands."  He patted Xander on the back,
making him grimace.  "What?  He was there." 


"So
I smelled.  He came to watch me sleep?" 


"You're
living together?" Alicia Spinnet asked, looking faintly nauseous. 
"Why?" 


"Just
me," Xander said.  "The adopted son is putting me up while
George and I fight, and because we've got something to do for the school this
summer."  He looked over his shoulder as Fred and George came
in.  "I'm told that we're all playing on Hogsmede's new fun league -
if I ever get trained." 


Fred
smiled at him.  "Don't worry, we'll get around to helping Oliver
train you."  He looked at the woman behind the counter. 
"Alicia?"  She nodded and he grabbed her, giving her a tight
hug, spinning her around.  "How are you!  You never write or
stop by!" 


"Put
me down," she shrieked, bringing her partner.  "Katie, make them
stop!" 


"Put
him down and hug me, you pains in my ass."  George hugged her the
same way and eventually they traded off, making them laugh. "You two are
going to start playing again?" 


"Yeah,"
George said, smiling at them. "We're already signed up on the same team
and we're going to train my mate.  If we ever quit fighting." 
Xander looked at him.  "Talk with me tonight?" 


"If
you're willing to come back with us." 


George
nodded.  "I should. I'm an ass." 


"Never
thought I'd hear him day that," Alicia told Katie.  Her friend and
fellow former chaser nodded.  "Do you all need brooms?" 


Xander
nodded.  "And I need something to keep up with him and our son. 
We're going to be doing some heavy flying in the next two weeks." 


"I
think we can find you something," Katie told him, leading him away. 
"So, give, you married one of *them*?" 


Xander
nodded.  "George swept me off my feet and has kept me mostly happy
for the last fifteen years.  We have kids and everything."  He
pulled out a picture and showed it to her.  "Our son Iggy is in
school right now." 


"Well,"
Alicia said, coming over to look at the picture.  "You two do look
happy.  Fred, what about you?" 


"He's
dating someone," George said, looking at the picture.  "When did
that one get taken?  I don't have that one." 


"Two
weeks ago, after the pool party," Xander told him.  "If you had
shown up, you could have seen Ravena and Little Ron getting closer and even
snuggling togther to talk."  She handed the picture to him. 
"I need fast, quiet, and safe.  I can fly, but it's been a while for
me due to life's little problems." 


She
looked him over.  "Are you bringing your cane?" 


"We're
going to use a sword sheath sort of device," Draco told her. 
"We're bringing the Sorting Hat to the Founder's bodies." 


"Oh,
shit, that's your job?" Katie asked.  They nodded.  "I wish
you luck."  She pointed at the brooms.  "Firebolt and
Nimbus both straightened up and started making for quality again." 


"I'm
more worried about price," Xander told her.  "Most of our money
is still going into the shop." 


"Xander,
we're fine on money," George told him.  "We need them. 
We'll get the best and it'll be good for us." 


"The
bank's closed.  It's a Goblin holiday," Alicia told them.  All
the men groaned.  "But we can hold the brooms for you until
tomorrow." 


"That
would be wonderful, my dear," Fred told her, giving her a grin. 
"What sort of goodies do you think we can get?" 


"Oh,
we have things for you two," Katie told him.  "Special line
built by Nimbus for beaters."  She opened a cabinet and showed
him.  "Nimbus started a task-oriented line last year.  Their rep
said something about your brother suggesting it." 


George
beamed.  "I knew he was good for more than snogging Buffy during
those years," he quipped. 


"Buffy? 
The blonde thing that came with...."  She looked at Xander. 
"It's you."  He nodded.  "You came with the blonde
muggle and her friends."  He nodded again.  "Wow. 
Small world?" 


"I
teach demonology at the school," Xander told her.  "Draco's
applying to teach Theory." 


Both
women nodded slowly.  "I'm sure he's going to be hell on the
students." 


"I
did learn from the best," Draco agreed with a smirk. "Speaking of
which, I need a repair kit, I've got three bent twigs in my tail and my
handle's drying out."   A repair kit was handed over.
"Thank you.  I'll recommend you to the children." 


"Those
monster Gryff's are yours?" Katie asked.  He smiled and nodded. 
"How?  And how does that little girl hit those bludgers so hard?"



"She's
not little," George told her with a smirk.  "Simone is just as
strong as I am.  She's off training with Charlie until the end of the
week.  She helped a dragon deliver eggs from what we've heard." 


Fred
snorted.  "Got covered in ick and didn't say a word about it. 
Dragon nuzzled her for helping." 


"And
the chaser with his son is ours," George added.  "Iggy's one
hell of a kid." 


The
women nodded.  "We caught a game.  Where were you two?" 


"In
the infirmary," Fred told them.  "We heard you were around, but
the nephew was injured so we were sitting with Percy so he wouldn't get too
upset." 


"How
is the former Head Boy?" 


"Widowed,"
Xander said, leaning against a counter. 


"Do
you need a chair?" Katie asked. 


"Nah,
I'm okay.  I just got up from a nap."  He grinned and pointed at
the case.  "Those aren't for me, right?" 


"No,
I think the general Nimbus, or a General Firebolt would be better," Alicia
told him, opening another case.  She looked at his body, then closed that
one and opened another one.  "This one I think."  She
handed it over.  "Go try it out if you want." 


"I'm
coming with you," Fred assured him.  He looked at the new
owners.  "The last time he was in here was with the thieves. 
They were going to charge him sixty for a broom that flew opposite of the
steering."  They laughed and let the two of them pass. 


"Sixty
for a wonky broom?" 


"They
charged him a hundred for a three-year-old *horrid* one that an imp was
in," George told her, wrapping his arms around both ladies.  "Do
impress me though.  I want something to keep up with my niece." 
The girls looked from him to Draco and back.  "He had them with
Ginny, all but the chaser.  We accept him anyway because we've been
civilizing him.  Hasn't uttered a single threat against a muggle in our
hearing." 


"He
threatened one last year during dinner," Draco said as he read the
instructions on the polish.  He looked up.  "She was a mouthy
shit and pissed him off on one of the days when his medicine wasn't working
well enough.  She deserved it for making fun of his dizziness." 


"I'll
have to point out that there are more subtle ways," George told him. 
"Maybe even something from the shop." 


"Oh,
he did," Draco agreed with a slight smirk.  "That's why the bug
bomb went off in the tower." 


"Hmm,
a fine product from Xander's line," George said, starting to grimace. 


Draco
nudged him.  "You're the one who taught him to make them.  If
you're upset that he's making a successful *part* of the store's business, then
you're worse off than I thought and you need professional help."  He
paid for the repair kit.  "Find yourself something so Xander can go
back to his rest.  His leg's still a bit swollen." 


"What
happened to him?" Alicia asked. 


"He's
the one who got burned a few years back," Katie told her.  "The lightening
to protect the school." 


George
nodded.  "Yup, that was him.  That was our last major
fight.  This time, we're going hunting the rest of the founders." 


"Which
one have you found so far?" Katie asked, hopping up onto the counter. 


"Slytherin
is now buried on school property.  He came to talk to us already. 
Spent a good while yelling at the hat and admiring mine and their
children," Draco told her.  "And Snape's." 


"Snape's
got kids?" Katie asked in disbelief.  When had she walked through the
portal to the alternate universe?  She didn't remember it at all. 
"With whom?" 


"Remember
the two witches that came at the same time?" Fred said as he came
out.   The girls both nodded.  "Remember the blonde
one?"  They nodded, stronger this time. "Her." 


"Wasn't
she with the redhead?" Alicia asked, bracing herself for this tale. 


"Willow
went psycho when they decided to start their family.  Tara left her. 
It took her seven more years to see Snape as human, and a round ten to bring
him to his knees," George put in.  "She hunted him down. 
It was so cute, Snape tried so hard to fight the little woman off.  And
then she refused to marry him right off, just wanting to be with him without
the legalities." 


Katie
choked.  "That was about Snape?  I thought that was about
Malfoy." 


Draco
shrugged.  "Ginny did the same thing to me.  Snape's was fixed
by Xander's son and I sued Ginny for custody." 


"I
heard something about a Harris-Weasley and wondered which one of you it
was."  George raised his hand.  "Are you happy?" 


"Usually. 
Not at the moment, but I'm figuring out where I went wrong."  Xander
walked out and he smiled at him.  "Can we talk tonight?" 


"Aren't
you coming with us?" 


"I
could," George agreed, looking at Draco, who shrugged.  
"Who else is on this tour?" 


"Percy,
Ignatius, Ron, you, and probably Potter if Dumbledore gets his way," Draco
told him. 


"Harry's
got practice.  We saw him recently," Katie told him.  "He's
now first alternate to the World Cup team." 


"Wonderful
for him." 


"Jealous
of him still?" Alicia asked. 


Draco
looked at her.  "I didn't even think about trying out.  I have a
bigger problem at the moment.  Speaking of which, do you have a
bathroom?" 


"In
the back by the practice area," Katie said, watching him walk away. 
"He really is?" she asked them.  The guys all nodded. 
"How?" 


"Gryphon-born,"
Xander said, grinning at her. 


"Him?"



"Me. 
The spell works on him.  Ron's daughter tripped it." 


"Oh." 
Alicia looked at George.  "No wonder you snapped him up.  Does
he work in the shop at all?" 


"He
makes the annoyance and punitive lines," Fred said proudly.  "He
accounts for five percent of our profits every year for the last three." 


George
didn't look so happy.  "Yeah." 


Xander
shrugged at their stunned looks.  "It suits me and I have free time
because I'm only teaching three classes."  He leaned against the
counter.  "That one was fast and quick, but it felt a little
light.  Like when I tried my son's broom." 


"Hmm." 
She led him back to the regular Nimbus case and looked at their stock. 
"How bad an issue is price?"  Draco slid past them and she
didn't even have to jump, he hadn't touched her body at all.  It shocked
her, she had always thought he had grown up to be one of those slimy creatures
that try to hit on you in bars. 


"I'd
like not to bankrupt us.  All my brooms before this have been used." 


She
patted his arm in sympathy.  "It's hard to start out with a great one
if you're supporting the idiot duo.  Did they ever mention us?" 


"All
the time.  You're the ones that we're molding Simone into, only as a
beater."  She beamed at him.  "Do you have anything
heavy?  I know I'm a hefty guy and I need something that won't break and
make me fall off." 


"The
firebolt people are making a general purpose one, but it's still lighter than
you're talking about." 


"What
about the Nimbus for chasers?" Draco suggested.  "Would that be
heavy enough?  Though he doesn't weigh as much as he thinks.  I've
had to lift him before."  George glared at him.  "He
fell.  Did you want me to leave him there?" 


"No,"
George said, sounding like he was starting to pout.  Fred looked at
him.  "That should be me." 


"It
would have been you if you had come over," Xander pointed out, not looking
at him.  "I told you that you had to come over and apologize, not
send my bird to do it for you."  Now he did look and saw the stunned
look.  "Murphy did it on his own?" 


George
nodded.  "Probably.  I was thinking about coming over and asked
him if I should." 


"He
said you were sorry and asked if we could talk." 


"Phoenixes
can alter messages," Fred broke in. 


"I
do suggest you talk tonight if you're coming with us.  I won't be able to
stop myself from screaming at you if you don't start to work it out,"
Draco told him. 


Katie
looked at the specialty Nimbus line and shook her head.  "They make
one for the bigger people, rated right up to Hagrid's weight class, but it's
really expensive, it's kind of slow, and I don't think it's what he needs for
what he said he's going to use it for."  She looked around the shop
and her face brightened.  "Though we do have that one," she
said, pointing at the black cabinet. 


"That's
the prototype," Alicia reminded her. "We aren't supposed to be
selling it." 


"From
who?" Draco asked, frowning at the broom as they brought it out. 
"That looks even thinner." 


"It's
been magically strengthened to fifty times the normal strength of the
wood," Katie told him, laying it on the counter.  "It looks
delicate, but it's not." 


"It's
also very fast," Alicia put in. "Seeker quality fast." 


"Which
means I could keep up with you at least," Xander said, coming over to look
at it.  "It's pretty." 


"It's
silver and black," George told him.  "You'd look evil on
it." 


Xander
looked at him.  "Yay!  I look good in black, just ask the vamp
me that happened that once."  He turned back and saw the confused
expressions.  "Alternate Universe.  My ex's fault.  I was
hot though."  He picked up the broom carefully.  "What's
its ability to stay undinged in a school setting?" 


"It
should be fine for it," Katie said, taking it from his hands and giving it
to Fred, who was nearly salivating.  "It's a prototype for year after
next's models." 


Fred
checked it over, then shrugged.  "Give it a whirl and we can beg the
people.  Nimbus or Firebolt?" 


"Nimbus,"
Katie told him. "Firebolt doesn't do specialty lines very often. 
Their new prototypes were a little cheesy as well.  Fairly lightweight
again." 


"Ron
did say he used to have to straighten any wood they used," George noted,
watching as Fred took Xander back to try it out.  "Why not give it to
me?" 


"Because
you look like you're pouting and we wanted to know if we could help,"
Katie told him. 


"Loves,
you're wonderful, but it's my fault this time.  I got jealous of the
prat."  He pointed at Draco. 


"It's
not my fault that Xander likes to protect me.  You proclaimed me your son
in front of the colony as well," Draco sighed.  "Do get over it
soon please.  You're starting to annoy me."  He glared at George
until he backed off.  "If you don't fix it, you can't come with
us.  I won't have him upset." 


"You're
protecting his husband?" Alicia asked.  Draco nodded.
"Why?" 


"Because
Xander changed him," George told them.  "Made him into a
tolerable human being and the like.  Hence Ginny getting with him every
now and then." 


"Not
any longer," Draco said dryly.  "Has it ever occurred to you
that Xander and I might be friends?  He asks me about my day and takes an
interest in my life.  He's one of the few people I know who protest when I
buy him a dinner because he's not close to me for my money."  George
opened his mouth.  "Even you occasionally look at me for my vaults
and ready supply of cash." 


"Only
in emergencies," George said quietly.  "I'm sorry, Draco." 


"I
understand.  I've always understood.  It was your mate who taught me
how to read people.  Perhaps you should take that same lesson." 
He grunted and sighed, rubbing his stomach. "Fine, I'll calm down." 


"Are
you all right?" Xander called. 


"Fine,
just having a discussion and the baby shifted." 


"All
right then," Katie said.  "Let's see.  I wondered what a
pregnant male looked like the last time."  He lifted his shirt and
exposed his stomach, letting her touch it gently.  "Not hairy in the
least." 


Alicia
came over and looked over Katie's shoulder at it.  "It's cute. 
Just a little lump." 


"Unfortunately
the spell will make me gain all my weight up front and then slowly shift from
water to baby weight.  I'll be huge in a month."  The bell
dinged and he dropped his shirt, and she pulled back his hand. 
"Iggy, is there a problem?" 


"Simone
sent me.  You got an owl."  He handed over the letter.  He
looked at his father.  "Daddy?" 


"In
the back trying out a prototype broom."  George smiled at him and
Iggy shook his head.  "You're still mad at me?" 


"Yup. 
You called me a scrawny little brain the other day and haven't apologized
yet." 


"Son,
I didn't mean it." 


"Yay. 
It still hurt and I don't know why you're yelling at me when you're not mad at
me.  Fucking work it out with daddy before all the kids have to get
involved.  Between the older six or seven, I'm sure we can come up with
something that'll make you sorry."  George glared at him. 
"I mean it.  I won't have daddy hurt." 


"I'm
fine," Xander said as he walked out.  "Don't threaten your
father.  It's not nice. I don't care what he said to you," he said at
the opening mouth. "We do not fight in public and you do not threaten your
father with things.  Or else you're grounded and I'll have Snape lock you
out of the potion's dungeon for a month."  Iggy hung his head and
nodded.  "Thank you."  He pulled him close and gave him a
hug.  "I wanted you guys to stay out of it, and I still do. 
Even if George does occasionally take out his frustration with life on everyone
else."  He gave him a kiss on the forehead. "Give him a few days
and he'll apologize." 


"I..." 
Iggy looked at him, then at his other father, then at Draco.  "Is he
coming?" 


"Not
unless those two make up," Draco told him, giving him a faint smile.
"It's an acknowledgment that they got my test and sent it on for grading.
Nothing major this time."  He gave the boy a pat on the back. 
"How is your broom?  Does it need any work before we leave?" 


"Yeah,
I've got a few wonky twigs."  Iggy disappeared and both women
gasped.  Then he came back with his broom, his Uncle Ron's broom, and
Draco's broom.  "Ron was looking them over.  Little Ron cracked
his handle badly." 


"Are
those Venegals?" Katie asked, taking them to look at them. 
"Wow.  We never see those around here."  She looked at
him.  "How did you do that?" 


"Gryphon-borns
teleport," Iggy told her.  "It's very handy when you sneak out
of the school for stuff." 


"You
guys got really good brooms," Alicia noted.  "How did Potter's
son crack his?" 


"Sudden
dive at his snitch and ran into the house.  Broke a window, his wrist, got
a cut on his head that needed fifteen stitches and another on his upper arm
that needed closer to fifty."  Draco shuddered. "He's
fine.  All settled into his room with his pet snitch in his hands. 
Ravena was visiting him and she brought back his broom so Ron could look at
it."  He nudged Draco.  "Are you cramping again?" 


"Slight
twinges, nothing else."  Xander came over and rubbed his back, making
him groan.  "Damn you're good," he sighed as all the tension
leaked out. 


"I
spent my formative years rubbing out my own cramps, yours aren't that
different," Xander reminded him.  George turned away. 
"What, you wanted me to let him suffer?  He is our son as much as
Iggy is.  Get over it."  He looked at the two women. 
"Sorry, we don't mean to fight in front of you, it just seems to happen." 
He looked at them.  "What happened to your broom, son?" 


"It
got crashed into by Simone one too many times," Iggy told him. 
"She ran me over during our  last practice."  He
shrugged.  "It's just a few twigs.  I'm hoping they can be
replaced." 


"Yeah,
we can do that," Katie told him.  She looked at Xander. "Did you
like the prototype?" 


"I'm
trying to decide," he admitted.  "It felt nice, but I felt some
sort of shimmy as I turned around.  And it still had that light feeling
that bothers me." 


"So
you want a heavy feeling broom?" Alicia asked, just making sure.  He
nodded.  "You really don't need one." 


"I'd
rather have one though.  I know it seem stupid, but I've always felt more
safe on the heavier ones. Like they wouldn't break under me." 


"They're
also usually wider," Fred agreed.  "I prefer a heavier handle
myself for that reason.  Less chance of getting wedgies because of
it." 


"Then
let's try this one," Alicia said, opening a cabinet under the counter and
pulling up a broom.  "We don't usually carry these.  They're
Russian made.  Krum used one in his last game.  Very heavy wood, but
still fast." 


"What
did he play?" Xander asked, taking it to look it over.  It felt
heavier than his last one had.  "I like this.  It's like lead,
but I can get used to that."  He took it back there and tried it out
with her. 


Fred
punched his twin on the arm.  "Quit picking on him.  He's been
like this.  He gave Draco a lot of attention during his last pregnancy and
you didn't feel left out." 


"No
fighting," Xander called. 


"Please,"
Iggy agreed.  "It upsets my stomach and I hate to be around fighting
people."  George looked at him, looking sorry.  "Can you
please fix this before school starts.  The house won't be happy with you."



"You
could always ask to be resorted.  With Salazar having talked to the hat,
you could qualify for Slytherin," Draco offered.  "We'd be more
than happy to have you." 


"Uncle
Draco, then I'd have to deal with Agatha and Uncle Harry would end up mourning
her loss," Iggy said honestly.  Draco nodded, he understood
that.  "Aggie and I don't get along and never will.  No matter
how much everyone tries to get us in the same room.  Aggie and I will end
up hurting each other within hours and I'll win because I know more than she does
about dirty tricks, fighting, and regular brawling." 


"Fine,"
Draco said with a smile.  "Dash all of the Founder's hopes for a
potion's master in his house again." 


"Hey,
when Raena and I have kids, I'll try to make sure that the little ones end up
over there if they're going to end up Masters."  The other adults
looked at him.  "All the other potion's masters have gone through
Slytherin.  My wife and I are the only ones who aren't and we've run into
a lot of problems because we're not directly under Snape.  At least there
he'd be able to watch over us more closely so we don't have to keep explaining
why we get special privileges and why we spend all hours of the night in the
dungeons.  Not to mention having a few anti-book Prefects over the
years." 


"True,"
Fred said, smiling at him, "but you're still a Gryff.  The hat said
you didn't have the temperament for over there and you made your family happy
because you're a Gryff." 


"I'm
sure they would have adjusted," Iggy told him.  "The same as I'm
sure we're going to have problems this year with Cassidy.  I caught him
leering at my wife once already." 


"Wife?"
Katie asked. 


"He
captured and marked her in the potion's dungeon," Draco said
proudly.  "Wonderful girl of his own age.  Another potion's
master in the making."  Iggy nodded, getting his sappy grin back.
"Is she finally awake?" 


"No,
she's dreaming about me."  He bounced his head about.  "I'm
cute to her." 


"You're
cute to us as well," George told him, reaching over and giving him a
pat.  Iggy let himself be hugged. "I'm sorry, Iggy.  Bring her
back to the shop tonight for dinner?" 


"Sure. 
We can even stay over if you're not coming to the mansion."  Iggy
pointed at his broom.  "Is it reparable?" 


"Fully,"
Katie told him, smiling at him.  "It should be ready by tomorrow
afternoon." 


"That
would be fine.  We're leaving early Thursday."  Draco
straightened up with a groan.  "This is the bad thing, the weight
gain." 


Xander
bounded out of the back and hugged both women.  "I love it. 
It's a little heavier than what I'm used to and steers like a tank for me, but
I like it." 


"Then
we'll put you on the slightly less heavy version," Katie told him, taking
that one and handing over the girls' broom.  "Technically for women,
but you're about their women's size over there."  He beamed. 
"Go try it out."  He walked back and soon was whooping in
joy.  "I think he likes that." 


"Is
that really for women?" Fred asked.  Katie nodded.  "Their
women get that big?  That broom looked strong enough to hold Hagrid and
all of us combined." 


"That's
an industrial broom," Katie admitted.  "But yes, that was the
female's version." 


Xander
came back out with Alicia.  "It's still a bit too heavy.  Get
the one that Krum used." 


"She
said that first one was," Xander told her. 


"I
meant a few years ago.  He went heavier as he got older."  She
handed that one back and accepted the other one. "I think this one should
be just right," she told him.  He walked back there and giggled, so
she followed him.  She found him against the ceiling.  "A little
faster than you're used to?"  He nodded.  "What position
are they going to train you for?" 


"If
I'm any good at all, Keeper.  I don't have the hand/eye coordination
anymore to throw things and I was never good at hoop games in my youth." 


"Didn't
you start out muggle?"  He nodded.  "They have games with
hoops?" 


"Basketball. 
I was American." 


"Oh! 
No wonder.  I guess it would be analogous.  Does that one work?"



"It's
really fast." 


"Krum
was a seeker, he retired this year."  She crossed her arms and looked
at him.  "Come down a little bit, Xander."  He floated
down, using his legs to steer until he got away from the ceiling. 
"I'd say you were good on that one.  How does it feel?" 


"Wonderful,"
he nearly purred.  "It's been so long since I've flown." 
He landed and dismounted.  "I like this one.  How much?" 


"Fifty. 
It comes with a repair kit and a cover for the twigs." 


"That's
a really good deal," he agreed.  "Much nicer than my last one as
well." 


"We
usually try to get people to buy British, but in cases like yours the only
option seems to be foreign.  We don't often see people like you in
here.  Do you guys not use flying spells or something?" 


Xander
giggled.  "You're not the first one to ask me that.  No, we
don't.  We usually teleport if it's a common destination, or portal if
it's a formal one, but most of us stick close to the nest.  Trust me, if I
could grow wings, I'd do it."  She nodded, smiling at him. 
"Do you want me to spread the news around?  A lot of the borns do
fly, even though we don't do the whole 'up' thing that Madam Hooch tried to get
me to do." 


"Why
do they fly?" Alicia asked, taking the broom back to hold for him until
the bank opened. 


"Because
the young *love* to play tag," he said with a grin.  "And some
of the older ones as well.  Every time I'm there, I spend at least half of
the day in the air playing.  The rest of the time, someone else usually
has my broom so I can get stuff done.  A few more brooms up there wouldn't
be a bad thing." 


She
pulled a pamphlet off the desk and handed it to him.  "We love you
guys.  We can't fit a full gryphon in here, but we'd gladly sell to the
borns.  As far as Katie and I are concerned, we're in it for the flying
and if you guys like it that much, we like you." 


Xander
beamed at her.  "You don't like me at all, do you?" 


"I
don't like the fact that George looks miserable." 


"That
was all him.  He suddenly started to accuse me of stuff that he knew I
wasn't doing.  All I'm doing is waiting for him to get off his butt and
realize he's taking out his frustrations in the lab on me.  Again. 
We did this before." 


"That's
what this is?" 


Xander
nodded. "I think so.  Possibly some sexual frustration as
well."  He blushed lightly and she chuckled.  "He's been
devoting his life to the shop and forgot about me again.  We do this every
few years.  Eventually he'll get so frustrated he come and yell at me and
we'll have hot, sweaty sex, or just a shouting match, and he'll figure out that
it's just the lab getting to him.  This time he's taking it out on Draco
and I won't allow him to hurt others."  He shrugged.  "End
of explanation.  You're more than welcome to sit and monopolize him for a
few days if you want.  I'm not jealous.  It might even help
him." 


She
nodded.  "I might take you up on that.  He looks like he could
use a friend." 


"He's
got tons of them, he just managed to piss nearly everyone off when he hit Draco
the other day."  He winced and bent down to rub his calf. 
"Sorry, I tense when I get stressed and it leads to cramps." 


"Are
you all right?" 


"Yup. 
Just fine."  He walked out with her, nodding at Fred. "I like
that one.  It's fast, it steers well, I can guide it with my knees if I
have to.  Son, take this to the colony."  Draco took it and
disappeared.  He came back a minute later with four new people, who all
went right to the most expensive brooms - only stopping to hand Xander
something.  "What's this for?" 


"Your
allowance," one of the born, the formal head of the borns who served the
elders, told him.  "Bill said you've been neglecting your own training
and he wants you to finish it soon." 


"I
thought I was trained," Xander sighed, looking in the bag. 
"Gee, a clothing allowance for me?" 


The
head born swatted him on the arm.  "Yes, for you.  Bill said to
spoil yourself and get your mate pregnant so we can have more useful
people." One of the borns gave him a pitiful look. "Not you. 
Once you're finished with your training, you'll be just as useful as Xander
is."  She looked happier.  "Bill said something about the
Anxtara books and how you still needed to finish going through them." 


Xander
hit himself on the head.  "The specialty building spells," he
groaned. 


"Yup,
those.  They're waiting on you at your mother-in-law's.  Who's quite
a woman I might add.  Ran right over Simone when she said something nasty
to her younger sister." 


"Was
Anastasia starting again?" Draco asked. 


"No,
your younger one suggested that Simone tart up one day and sit around in the
common area at school.  Suggested it might give her a better chance of
finding a man interested in cuddling with her.  Simone's response sounded
like something a married person would say, that if they needed the help of
seeing her in a push-up bra and panties, then they didn't have enough
imagination for her to be with them." 


"That's
Percy's statement to Melvin," Xander said with a grin.  "Thank
you, Horace." 


"Welcome,
Xander."  He noticed the tension then grimaced.  "When was
the last time you got laid?" 


Xander
blushed.  "Damn if I remember," he admitted.  He tossed the
bag to Fred. "For part of the broom since you're handling
finances."  The born leader looked at him. "I have paper and ink
back at the house.  I use them for classes as well." 


"Good
point.  Can I see the one he's getting?  His are usually just a
little lighter than I like." 


"Then
try this one," Katie said, handing over the Russian women's broom. 
"If you need any help, just ask.  We're in it for the
flying."  The borns all talked to her at once, making her come over
and help them pick out the ones they needed. 


Xander
looked at the ones on the counter.  "Have you guys decided?" 


"We're
going to try the beater's brooms," Fred told him.  "Give us a
few more." 


"I
offered Alicia the chance to catch up with you guys while we're gone,"
Xander told him. "Have Ron watch the shop." 


"Not
a bad idea, and Harry could probably pop in as well," Fred agreed, looking
at his twin.  "That would be fun." 


"It
would be," George agreed.  "You can't remember?" 


"It's
been over three months," Xander said honestly, keeping his voice
neutral.  George opened his mouth.  "I couldn't pull you away
from the lab long enough to even get cuddles.  Why would I have expected
anything else?" 


"You
lock yourself in the lab?" Alicia asked, coming back with a nod. 
"He liked that one."  Another person asked to try it out and
went back there with her. 


"It's
a more adult version of his former spazzing in the tower at night because
nothing was working," Fred told Katie, who was looking skeptical. 


"I
remember those.  You do know that they make lock spells for
doors?"  George sighed and nodded.  "Honey, if he were
mine, I wouldn't let him go three *days* without attention from me." 
Xander blushed more.  "He looks like the needy and cuddly sort that
will eventually have to break and find it somewhere else." 


"Are
you and Alicia together?" Fred teased. 


She
snorted and shook her head.  "No, we both still like men.  I had
one like him and he left because I was too wrapped up in the shop." 


"It
wasn't to Ginny, was it?" Draco asked. 


She
shook her head, smiling at him.  "No, he's one of the few around here
that she hasn't gotten.  He went willingly to some blonde succubus just
out of school.  Want the lock spell he used to use?" 


"I
think I have a few that are perfect for the situation," Draco told
her.  "I've been keeping Xander in bed with a forcefield spell so
he'd have to rest.  I can use the same thing to cover the laboratory door
if that's what it takes."  He looked at Xander, who was leaning on
his other son. "Sit!  Now."  Xander looked at him.
"You're cramping again.  I can tell you are." 


"Sit,"
George agreed.  "We wouldn't want that." 


Katie
laughed.  "You can't honestly think that he'd go for the Malfoys can
you, George?  Merlin, they act like you and Fred do toward each
other."  She shook her head and went back to helping. 
"Take the one out of the case and try it out," she encouraged Fred. 


"Yes,
dear."  He blew a kiss.  "You do look wonderful.  Want
to come up this weekend?  We've got minimal hours." 


"We've
got hours on Saturday, but we've also got a helper," Katie agreed. 
"Friday night be fine with you?" 


"I've
got a date, but I can cancel it," Alicia called from the back. 
"Can they put us up?" 


"Sure,"
Fred called, grabbing the broom and going back to try it out. "Yes! 
They got beaters to design it!" 


George
smiled at her.  "I'm not that bad," he told her. 


"If
it's been months, you are," she told him.  She gave him a gentle pat
on the chest.  "You were the same way back in school when you were
hot on something.  I'm sure he understands."  Xander nodded and
George looked even more upset.  "Fix it, idiot," she said with a
fond smile.  "He's waiting on you.  Otherwise he might snap some
night and go molest the Malfoy prat." 


Draco
snorted.  "I only appreciate being on top and I doubt he'd like it
that much." 


George
glared at him. "Don't even *think* about it.  My husband only bottoms
for me." 


Draco
shrugged.  "I wouldn't have thought about it, but now that I've heard
it's been months, he probably needs some sort of release." 


"He's
got to ache by now," Katie agreed, then she grimaced.  He
laughed.  "You really have changed." 


"Yes,
and it's all because of Xander so I'd willingly repay him that way." 


"Kid,
stop it.  That's just icky," Xander said with a frown. 
"Pick on Ron's sex life, not mine." 


"He's
had some more recently," Draco told him. 


"Really?"
George asked, frowning at him.  "How?  Did you two
finally...." 


Draco
shook his head.  "Another one that wouldn't be able to live up to my
standards.  I introduced him to someone for that particular need." 


Xander
patted Draco on the cheek.  "I think you'd find that you couldn't
keep up with me, Draco, not the other way around.  Remember, I got stamina
from dating the demonic ho. I know more ways of making my lovers pass out with
a smile on their face than Dr. Ruth does.  I think you'd find me more than
meeting up to your standards, but we're not going there are we?" 
Draco shook his head, smiling at him. "Good boy.  For that, I'll give
you belly rubs tonight."  Katie burst out in giggles. 
"He's like my son.  I can't do more than cuddle him, no matter how
good everyone says he is.  It'd be wrong to me mentally." 


"Not
if you were blindfolded," Iggy said helpfully.  Both his fathers
looked at him. "What?  I've got to amuse my mind somehow in the next
fifteen months and two days before I can touch her!" 


The
born leader snickered.  "Bring her down, Iggy, we'll at least let you
cuddle with her." 


Iggy
grinned at him. "Thanks, Horace, you're a life saver.  I'm about to
go mad with the need to touch her." 


"I
didn't say you could touch her," Horace said with a faint smirk. 
"Just cuddle.  We'll even give you a semi-private nook off the
library so you can blow yourself off numerous times." 


Iggy
nodded. "We'll be down the weekend before school."  George shook
his head.  "I promise I won't touch her, but that doesn't mean she
can't touch herself," Iggy pointed out.  Xander raised an
eyebrow.  "I promise.  We'll have separate beds and everything
for most of the time." 


"You
had better," George told him.  Katie snickered.  "Trust me,
they're so hot for each other it's pitiful sometimes.  She can blow a kiss
at him and make him go off." 


"She's
hot that way," Iggy agreed.  "Tomorrow?"  Katie
nodded.  "Then I'll leave you with the fathers and uncles.  Nice
meeting you.  Come up and watch a game sometime."  He
disappeared. 


"Raena
must be up," Horace said in his driest tone of voice.  He noticed
Xander looking upwards.  "Yes?" 


"Yup.
Just out of the shower.  He's doing her hair for her.  They are
literally perpetually cute, Katie.  Even when they fight.  Even
Severus has said that they're cute."  He looked around. 
"Need me for anything else?" 


"Not
a bit," she told him. "I'll put your broom behind the counter and you
can pick it up tomorrow when the bank opens. Did you need anything else, Mr.
Malfoy?"  He shook his head.  "Then I'll see you tomorrow
as well?"  He nodded and walked Xander away, talking about getting a
sundae.  "George, word of advice from someone who's been there. 
He's ready to move on if you don't come back."   She took the
broom from his hand.  "Do you like this one?" 


"A
lot," he agreed with a sigh.  "I know I need to talk to him, but
I don't feel comfy going over there." 


"Why
not?  Your son is over there, your mate is over there." 


"Actually,
all my children are over there.  Draco's youngest son has latched onto our
daughter as the greatest thing since wands." 


Fred
came out of the back.  "Ooh, Maeve and Lucien," he said with a
naughty look.  "Fortunately they're projected to only be very close
friends or we'd have to oblivate them to get them to forget each
other."  She looked interested.  "Maeve lets him suck on
her neck, her thumb, her toes, and lets him sleep with her as her teddy
bear." 


George
laughed. "Lucien will fight to get Maeve if you try and take her away from
him." 


"Who'd
have thought that your two families would join together that way," Katie
said, smiling at him.  "Are you happy with it most of the time?"



"I
remember being happy with it," George admitted. 


"I'm
going to lock you out of the shop," Fred told him.  "No lab time
for either of us until after school starts."  George looked
hurt.  "We *both* need the time off from creating, George.  Both
of our loves are getting very pissed at us.  Elizabeth wouldn't even talk
to me last night when I tried to call her." 


"We'll
pop over for lunch if you want," George offered.  He liked that
woman, she was good to his twin. 


"I
probably should find her a gift first," Fred noted.  He handed over
the broom.  "Try it out."  George went into the back and he
leaned on the counter.  "Did we do this back in school?" 


Katie
nodded.  "All the time.  You two oafs even ignored us
sometimes."  She pinched him on the chin.  "Did that one
suit you?"  He smiled and nodded.  "Good.  If I had
known you guys were going to be playing, I might have signed up." 


"We've
still got room in the ranks.  They've had to separate it out into two
classes: those who never played and are doing it for fun, and those of us who
used to play on our house teams.  We've got a chaser spot open on our team
if you want to try out for it." 


"I
might," she said with a wink.  "Now, give.  What
woman?" 


"You
know that darling little restaurant up the alley?"  She nodded. 
"I'm dating the head chef.  Or at least I think I still am.  She
said something last night about not seeing me for weeks and I thought I saw her
last weekend."  He grimaced.  "I think I'm going to have to
grovel for a while." 


"Does
she thrill you in many different ways?" 


Fred
smiled.  "She did.  She spawned my muses into creating a lover's
line.  Now I don't know what's going on." 


She
kissed him on the forehead.   "If she's for you then she'll
understand your wacky nature the same way that Xander guy does your twin."



"It
was close, I nearly stole him away from George at one time, but George pushed
it when he got injured in a fight.  I guess I'm too slow and methodical to
get the wonderful ones." 


She
patted him on the head.  "If it helps, you only drove me away because
of the tests.  Studying drove us apart."  He grinned at
her.  "Did you know you're getting a small bald spot?" she
asked.  He groaned and put his head down.  "Having seen your
father about recently I suppose it's genetic." 


"Probably. 
That's why George keeps his short." 


"I
want to know how a redhead and a guy with black hair have a kid with white
hair," she teased. 


"Gryphon
borns only get gray hairs when they get sick.  Iggy was being drained a
few years back and came within seconds of dying.  Xander's gray hairs come
from the same reason." 


"Oh. 
That poor kid."  She sighed and he nodded.  "You really do
lead an interesting life up there, don't you?"  He nodded. 
"Give me some advice, should we set up a small shop up there?" 


"Love,
we'd give you part of ours if you wanted a temporary home," George said as
he came out of the back.  "We don't have many corners, but you can
have one of them.  Or pitch a tent behind us or something.  The town
could use someone who deals with broom problems, if only for the school." 


"There
wouldn't be a lot of business, but having a spot open every two weekends or so
would be wonderful," Fred agreed, standing up.  "Did you like
that one?" 


"It's
a little heavier than I like. What's the chaser's feel like?" 


"Like
a lead stone.  It's meant for back and forth.  The seeker might be
good for you, or the keeper."  He took the keeper and she put the
special broom behind the counter with Xander's for Fred.  He came back and
handed it over fairly quickly.  "Didn't like the puttering?" 


"It
spit," George told her with a grin.  "If I didn't know better,
I'd say that you had charmed it that way." 


"Not
me," she said innocently.  "That was Nimbus blowing their own
horn." 


"The
beater version will be fine for me as well," George told her. "It
steered well and I can get used to the thick handle." 


"It
won't go up you if you crash," Fred said cheerfully.  He had one of
those many years ago and remembered his mother screaming at him, even though it
hadn't been his fault, it had been Charlie's.  Katie snickered. 
"So, are you coming up or should we come down?" 


"We'll
come up and look around," she told him.  "We really can pitch a
tent behind you?" 


"We've
got a pretty open field and a very distinctive building," George told
her.  "All you have to do is say 'we're behind the cave' and everyone
knows where you're talking about." 


"Cave?"



"Xander
rebuilt the building," Fred told her, nodding.  "It looks a
little like one.  The kids around town love it.  We have programable
portals to show things in the windows if we want." 


"Hmm,
I moved the fish portal the other day and we had a lot of gawkers.  A few
thought we were selling fish," George added.  "It went back to
the one in the back fairly quickly.  But the kids adore us." 


"Especially
during the school year," Fred said dryly.  "Explosions this year
to celebrate?" 


"Fireworks
more likely," George agreed.  He started to look happier. 
"Are you going to let me make them?" 


"No,
I'm going to talk Bill into it," Fred told him.  George looked hurt.
"He's been wanting fireworks, let's see what he comes up with.  I'll
let you make the banner this year." 


"Good
enough for me," George agreed. 


"Banner?"



"Every
year, as everyone's getting off the train, we light up a display of
fireworks.  The shop's name, an invitation to the students." 


"It's
handy.  The first time they're allowed down they all run to us and say
they saw it.  We sell a lot of toppers during that visit." 


"Wow,
you guys are doing good then," she said in admiration. 


Fred
nodded. "Ten percent profit every year." 


"That's
wonderful."  She smiled at them.  "Any certain time this
Friday?" 


"After
close of business is fine.  We're open until eight, but we can wander
around with you.  Ron can watch the shop for an hour or so.  The
kids'll love the time with the rocks out back." 


Iggy
ran in.  "Daddy George, Draco's cramping again."  He
panted.  "Daddy just took him back to the hospital.  Come
on."  George took his hand and Iggy brought him to the hospital to
wait.  "We're family," he told the nurse coming toward them. 
"Draco's my acknowledged brother." 


"Has
his doctor been called yet?" George asked. 


The
nurse nodded and led them to the waiting room where they had locked Xander
in.  "I believe he's yours?"  George nodded. 
"Then keep him calm.  We don't need to treat him as well." 


Xander
stood up.  "What's wrong with him?" 


"The
doctor's in with him now, please sit down, sir," she told him.  She
let them into the room and relocked it, leaving them alone.  Hopefully
this would be solved.  Men having children, of course there would be
problems.  She walked into the cubicle at the panicked yelling. 
"Your family's locked in a waiting room," she assured him. 


Iggy
walked in and sat beside Draco's head.  "Nothing locks us
up."  He squeezed his hand.  "Are you okay?  Want me
to get Simone or Denver?" 


"No,"
he ground out.  "I want this shit to stop."  He took a
swing at the doctor, who had been expecting it. "Don't do that!" 


"It's
all right, Draco, your body's finishing up the catching up.  It'll be fine
in an hour.  Do you want some pain medicine?"  Draco
nodded.  "That's fine, I'll get some for you and we'll monitor
you.  With any luck, the baby should finish catching up in an hour or so
and you can go home to rest." 


"We
have an assignment for the school starting Thursday," Iggy told him. 
"Will he be able to travel?" 


"Maybe. 
Broom?"  Iggy nodded.  "As long as the cramping has stopped
and he's not having any other problems, everything should be fine.  You
can check for yourself if you want."  Iggy came over and put his
hands on Draco's stomach, feeling the baby's energy.  He smiled. 
"What did you feel?" 


Iggy
looked up at him.  "She jumped a little ahead." 


"A
girl?  The next defender will be a girl?" Draco demanded, feeling for
himself.  "Dear Goddess no!" 


"Many
women are very tough, just look at your eldest daughter," Iggy reminded
him.  "Or at Buffy, a perfect example.  Oh, and she's not Buffy.
I can't feel anything Buffy-like in her."  He gave Draco a hug. 
"You rest, it's almost over.  The time spell finally snapped." 
He let him go.  "I'm going to tell my family and the
Headmaster.  I'll be back."  He put a thumbtack in the corner
and left. 


"How
did he do that?" the nurse asked. 


"We
gryphon-born," Xander said as he walked in.  "We're masters of
lock spells."  He looked at his 'son'.  "I heard good
news?" 


"It's
a girl.  The spell finally snapped and moved her a bit ahead." 


"That's
wonderful!" Xander said, giving him a hug.  He took Iggy's
spot.  "George went to tell Ron and everyone."  He looked
at the nurse.  "The worst thing you can do is lock one of us up, it
focuses us on the need to get back at the people who separated us." 
She snorted and walked away.  "How long before he can go home?" 


"We'll
want to watch him for a few hours," the doctor said, smiling at him. 
"Have you thought about doing this since you like children so much?" 


"We
have enough," Xander told him.  "But I did consider it.  I
don't think I could wrap my mind around it as well as he did."  He
gave Draco a squeeze on the shoulder.  "He's really fine?" 


"He's
wonderful.  The child is going well and should be fine."  He
left them alone, making notes on the chart as he walked away.  It was nice
to have happy emergencies that didn't call him out of bed. 
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Iggy
landed in Dumbledore's office, a big smile on his face.  "Draco's in
the hospital but he's fine."  The Headmaster looked up at him, one
eyebrow sliding up.  "The freezing spell turned into a temporal spell
and it finally snapped.  He's a little ahead of the curve at the
moment.  Due around Christmas.  A little girl." 


"Wonderful
news," Dumbledore said happily.  He stopped.  "I don't
think we've ever had a female champion." 


"I
bet she'll make Simone look wimpy," Iggy said, starting to chuckle. 
"Is Ron downstairs?" 


"They're
in the Great Hall talking with the person who graded the tests.  You may
interrupt them if you want." 


"Thank
you, Headmaster.  We're leaving Thursday for that trek you wanted us to do
earlier this summer.  We know where two of them are, but not Hufflepuff at
the moment.  I think we might have to ask the other spirits if they've
seen her.  Fortunately, the other two are fairly close by.  Kent and
a few miles up the road." 


"Even
better.  I had hoped that they would get that done this summer.  Why
can't you find Hufflepuff?" 


"She's
off the map.  Somewhere south and east of here. So I figured I'd ask one
of the spirits if they knew where she had been heading.  With any luck,
we'll be done the day before."  A sword was handed to him. 
"What's this for?" 


"For
Gryffindor, to see if he'll put it back into the hat."  Dumbledore stood
up.  "Come, let's spread the good news.  Did you want to tell
Severus and Tara first?" 


"Ooops,
yup."  Iggy put down the sword and disappeared, going to
Istanbul.  He landed behind Tara, making sure they were alone in the hotel
room.  "Draco's in the hospital, but it's good news," he said
when she rolled over to look at him.  "What happened to your
face?" 


"Allergic
reaction," she mumbled through vastly swollen lips.  "He's in
bathroom." 


"I'll
tell him in a minute."  Iggy grinned.  "The freezing spell
that had been on him turned into a temporal spell and snapped off today. She's
due at Christmas." 


Tara
chuckled.  "I'm sure he'll be happy.  She?"  Iggy
nodded, beaming.  "A little Buffy?" 


"I
couldn't find anything that suggested she was going to be a Buffy the next
generation.  Not a hint of the feeling that Gwen and Minnie
share."  Severus came out of the bathroom.  "The temporal
spell snapped off."  The older man grimaced.  "It's a girl,
she's due around Christmas." 


"How
could you be so irresponsible!" Snape yelled.  "To do that to
that poor girl!" 


"Not
me, Draco," Iggy said, glaring at him.  "We're infertile for the
next ten years, thank you." 


Snape
grimaced, but it was lighter.  "What temporal spell?" 


"The
freezing spell that had been on him snapped a few days ago, sending him into
catch-up mode."  Iggy slid off the bed and stood facing him. 
"We didn't realize it was a temporal spell until today, when he collapsed
in cramps.  Shit, I don't think anyone thought about paying for their
lunch."  He sent a thought at Percy, who grumbled something but got
out of bed.  "Anyway, he started to cramp really badly just a few
minutes ago so we took him back to the hospital.  It's a girl.  She's
due around Christmas."  Snape slowly smiled.  "The temporal
spell finally snapped completely off this morning.  We're leaving Thursday
to find the other founders so an owl probably wouldn't make it back to
us.  He'll be home tonight if you wanted to pop up."  He waved
and left. 


"Impertinent
child," Snape sighed.  He walked over and touched Tara's lips, making
her hiss.  "Can you still breathe?"  She nodded. 
"The antidote will be ready in about ten minutes.  Did you want to
travel tonight?" 


"Tired,"
she told him. 


"All
right.  We'll talk to him when we get back."  He gave her a
faint smile and went back to the anti-histamine.  Tara curled back up into
the comfortable breathing position. 


***



Iggy
flashed back into the Headmaster's office, taking the held-out hat and
sword.  "Sorry, Severus is cranky today."  Dumbledore
chuckled.  "Tara's having an allergic reaction.  He thought I
had done it to Raena." 


"Yes,
we do still have to talk about your behavior with her," Dumbledore said
with a low rumble of laughter.  "You do still remember your
promise?" 


"We've
been good," Iggy defended, pushing the hat into his chest.  "All
summer, even when she was wearing this skimpy little bathing suit that made her
skin glow and gave me tingles."  He swallowed hard.  "I'm
trying so hard to be good, Uncle Albus, I really am." 


"As
long as you remember the rules set down for your behavior.  I know the
temptation is great, but you do have a little over a year left." 


"Fifteen
months and two days until the day after my sixteenth birthday," Iggy
sighed. Dumbledore looked at him. "I figure we can wait that extra day so
the family can get gushy and give advice and stuff.  We'll have the
*whole* next day to ourselves, come hell, high water, or Voldemort coming back
for a third go round."  Dumbledore laughed.  "We'll try. 
We really will.  I'm allowed short amounts of cuddles." 


"You
can't sleep together while you're here." 


"We
can dream walk," he said with a sappy grin.  "It's
nice."  He waved and ran down the stairs, going to tell everyone else
the good news.  He walked into the Great Hall, still grinning and Ron gave
him a questioning look.  "Family news.  It's a girl." 


Ron
stood up.  "Draco's?"  Iggy nodded.  "How can you
tell, it's too early!" 


"The
freezing spell went temporal.  She's due at Christmas," he said with
a smirk.  "He had some really bad cramps so he's at the hospital, but
I checked her out myself.  She tried to reach for my mind even." 


"A
female champion?" Poppy said, smiling at him.  "Are you going on
that trek?" 


"Yup. 
We can hit two of them by the end of this weekend.  Hufflepuff will be
harder."  He shrugged.  "We'll need to bring Melvin with us
as a rep of her house," he said thoughtfully.  Then he shook
himself.  "Anyway.  He's going to be home tonight, in bed, and
we're leaving early Thursday if you wanted to see him." 


The
older woman looked over at him.  "I know you." 


"Ignatius
Harris-Weasley," he said, shaking her hand.  "Potions Prodigy
program." 


"Ah." 
She nodded.  "That's where I've seen you, in the school bulletin and
around the library?"  He nodded.  "Why do you have the
Sorting Hat?" 


"It
needs updated," Black told her.  "Slytherin demanded and of
course Malfoy offered." 


"He
did know what he was doing on his test.  He answered the other one's quite
strongly and then gave the counter argument against the last question.  He
gave all of the counter arguments actually."  She smiled. 
"The other, I'm not so fond of."  She looked at Iggy. 
"Anything else?" 


"I
was wondering if I can deliver anything for the board?" Iggy suggested
with an impertinent grin.  "Severus already knows," he told
Ron.  "I checked in with him first.  Come over tonight and
you're probably running the shop this weekend."  He winked and Lupin
tossed him a rock.  "What's this?" 


"A
good luck charm.  I've had it now for years," Lupin told him. 
"Dumbledore gave it to me when I went to find Gryffindor's body.  I
thought you could use it." 


"Thanks,
prof."  He grinned.  "I'll try to do better in your class
this year.  Even though it and I don't get along."  He waved and
disappeared, taking everything with him.  He landed back at the mansion
and put everything on his bed, next to his reading wife.  "Watch
those.  I'll be right back."  He jogged down the hall and
outside, leaning down off the balcony to see if the girls were tanning. 
"Get everyone, there's an announcement," he called. 


"Daddy
sent Uncle Xander to tell us that he'd do it himself," Ravena yelled
back.  "Did you tell Uncle Ron?" 


"Yup. 
I've got the hat in my room." 


"Goodie."



Iggy
smiled and went back inside, going to talk to the hat.  It had told him to
come talk to it after all. 


***



Draco
walked into the house with a little help and was promptly shoved onto a couch
by Ron, who had been pacing. "I'm fine." 


"I
heard.  You still need to sit."  He looked over the larger body,
smiling at the movement he could barely see on the firm, round stomach. 
"You're glowing." 


"I'm
also hungry."  Draco stood up with a grunt.  "Come on, you
can help me eat."  He watched Ron bounce.  "Did Iggy tell
everyone?" 


"Not
the kids, and they're giving me funny looks." 


"That's
because you're bouncing," Draco pointed out, heading back to the dining
room.  He knew his house elves had seen him come in and were even now
putting dinner out for him.  He was right, there was a roast and three
vegetable dishes sitting on the table, still steaming from the newly carved
pieces.  He sat down at the head of the table.  "Eat, Ron."



"Can
I touch instead?  I can eat later." 


"Where
are the triplets?" 


"With
mum. She stole them earlier."  He looked pitiful so Draco shifted,
letting him touch the firmness of his stomach.  "You're a big
girl," he said to it.  He felt something hit his hand and
grinned.  "Yes, you're a good girl as well.  You're wonderful
and nice." 


"She'll
be raised as one of mine," Draco reminded him.  "Just like
Simone," he said at the hurt look. 


"I
can visit?" 


"Whenever
you want.  Unless you piss me off like your sister did." 


"She
went to complain to the aurors," Ron told him.  "They came for
Xander.  So he turned her back and told them *exactly* why he had done
it.  Pointed out that it wasn't a permanent spell and all that.  He's
not in trouble at the moment." 


"I
doubt they could do anything to him.  Only making someone older is against
the law."  He put his feet up and pulled over the serving of roast,
and some vegetables.  "Where are my children?" 


"Arguing
with Percy no doubt.  He took them to the movies."  He
grinned.  "He said you probably didn't want to be jumped right out of
the hospital." 


"Thank
him for me if I'm not up."  He dug in.  "Eat.  I hate
eating alone."  Ron pulled over some food and dug in. 
"He's not in trouble?" 


"Like
you said, only making someone older is a crime.  They're talking about
changing it around to say any aging, but that would mean the Minister of Magic
would have to understand the process." 


"He's
stubborn and dumb enough to think it's abhorrent and ban it all together,"
Draco noted. 


"We've
had aging potions in the books for centuries," Ron reminded him. 
"He can't very well ban those.  It's the same thing." 


"Yes,
but this can be seen as being done against one's will, so therefore can be
banned.  You can't give someone an aging potion against their will." 


"You
can, and they will work," Xander said as he walked in.  He sat down
with a groan of pleasure.  "I thought the muggle-born first years
were stuck in that world.  He tried to yell at me, telling me I had
unnatural gifts.  I pointed out that it was the same as an aging potion
and he got pissed, said those should be forbidden as well.  Messing about
with the body is wrong, according to him." 


"How'd
you get free?" Ron asked. 


"I
asked him about animagus.  It shut him up fairly quickly."  He
grinned.  "Though I did tell him that she had asked me at another
time for the spell and I hadn't done it at that moment so it wasn't a crime,
even if he banned them all.  You can't ban free will.  He got purple
faced and told me to go away."  He shrugged.  "Then he
started yelling to see Arthur and I warned him not to drag the family into
it.  He actually pulled his pistol on me," he said with a
chuckle.  "I clogged the thing up with the gum I was chewing.  I
pointed out he shouldn't pull it unless he was willing to use it.  It was
the fundamental rule of handguns, but it was very pretty.  To try ice to
remove it since I didn't shove it in."  He got this mean smirk. 
"He stuttered when he asked me how I knew, so I told him, in great detail
exactly what I knew about weapons.  That took most of the discussion
time.  Your dad came in during it and patted me on the head as I told him
about the workings of his revolver, said it was very interesting but it was
very dangerous and not to bring one around the children." 


"I
lock mine up every night," Ron agreed. 


Xander
nodded.  "That is the safest.  Are you bringing yours?  If
you are, I might have to try and get one of my own." 


"With
the current gun laws, you won't be able to get a permit," Draco told
him.  "I tried and I couldn't." 


"Shoot. 
Guess I'm stuck with the mini-crossbow then."  He shrugged. 
"My cane?" 


"Will
be coming with us," Draco agreed.  "Strapped to your
back."  He smiled at Ron.  "Did you want to bring along any
other weapons?" 


"If
so, can we go through my stash?  I haven't seen them recently and I need
to check their condition.  I'm thinking battle axe.  My favorite is
somewhere in the metal boxes." 


"Where
did you put them?" Ron asked. 


"In
the basement.  I can get them out easily."  Iggy walked in with
a panicking Spike. "What happened?" 


"He
attacked Uncle Fred and shook him hard."  He gave the vampire a
little shove.  "I think it's time." 


"Okay." 
Xander and Ron both made sandwiches and stood up, Xander teleporting and Iggy
taking Ron. 


"Oh,
wait," Draco called after them.  He looked at Spike.  "Sit,
before you pull all your hair out."  Spike glared at him. "It's
just a hatching, Spike.  Nothing that needs attendance." 


"She
bloody well flipped the fuck out," Spike told him, running his fingers
through his hair again.  "Went off on me she did." 


"Of
course she did.  You're a human and you'll mar their scent with
yours.  The chicks will hunt her by scent."  He stood up. 
"Eat if you want."  He made himself a sandwich. "Or go to
the pub.  I'm going to watch.  I haven't seen eggs cracking in a few
years."  He strolled out. 


"How
do I get back?" Spike called, walking after him.  "And when did
you get fat?" 


"I'm
pregnant," Draco said coolly.  "Not fat." 


"Of
course not," Spike snickered.  "Not fat at all." 


Draco
pulled his wand and fried Spike, making him look like he had been hit by
lightening.  "Stop now, before I have to get as evil as Willow did
during hers."  He pointed at the fireplace. "Have you
flooed?"  He nodded.  "Then we'll go that way. " 
He prepared the fire and dragged the vampire with him. 


"No!"
Fred said as soon as he saw Spike.  "Get him out of here." 


"Fine. 
Sit in the pub and we'll tell you when everything's done with." 
Spike grumbled something but he did leave.  "Did he hurt you that
bad?" 


"No,
he scared me.  Seeing that vampire going off in a blind panic was
startling."  Fred pointed at the door. "The other two nibblers
are down there."  He walked over. "May I?" 


"If
you'd like.  You did that the last time as well," Draco sighed. 
The other downside of pregnancy, people wanted to touch him.  Fred gave
him a pitiful look. "You're family, go ahead. Anyone else will get
slugged." 


"Thanks." 
Fred knelt down and put his ear against the ball of stomach and smiled when he
felt the kick.  "Yeah, you're going to be very healthy," he
said, standing back up.  He looked over and saw his girlfriend's head in
the fireplace.  So he turned Draco a bit. "I was listening to see if
I could hear gurgles of discontent." 


She
shook her head.  "I'm sure the baby's perfectly content,
George." 


"I'm
Fred, Liz."  He let Draco go.  "Can you come talk?" 


"I
thought we stopped seeing each other."  His face fell. 
"You mean you didn't call me for weeks for some other reason?" 


"They
often get lost in the lab," Draco told her before leaving them
alone.  He walked down the stairs, making sure the other men could see his
hand on the railing when they looked.  Overprotective gits that they were,
they'd fuss worse. He nodded at the phoenix.  "Want me to move
them?"  She squeaked and moved out of his way so he could see her new
young. "Very nice.  What about those two?"  She told him
off, shrieking and squealing in outrage.  "Sorry.  Just
asking."  He sat down with a grunt, having fallen the last few
inches.  "Need anything yet?" 


Xander
handed him the plate of cut-up raw beef strips.  "Your turn." 


Draco
finished his sandwich and handed over one of the strips, watching as the bird
broke it down for her young.  "Thank Merlin we don't have to do
that," he noted, handing over some more. "Why don't we just hand her
the plate?" 


"We
tried that with Glinda and she didn't take them off the plate.  Simone
trained her not to nibble off the plates." 


"Ah." 
Draco handed over more.  "What about those two?"  Baby
hissed at him.  "I could not feed you," he noted.  She
settled down.  "Are they bad?" 


"Yeah,"
Xander agreed.  "Murphy and Fawkes had a few of those a few nests
back.  We needed to remove them back after she laid them though. 
She'll try to nest and hatch them until we take them."  He stood
up.  "Spike?" 


"Pub."



"Wonderful. 
Just what we need, a drunk, panicking vampire."  He looked down at
her. "I'm going to call Murphy and Fawkes."  He walked up the
stairs slowly, and dodged around Fred as quickly as he could to get
outside.  "Murphy!" he yelled.  A few people stared at
him.  "My phoenix.  He's a grandfather."  They nodded
and moved on.  "We're still open if you needed anything from
us." 


Fawkes
flew down, landing on his head to look down at him.  She cheeped
questioningly. 


"Baby
just hatched eggs and she's got a few bad ones," he said, reaching up to
scratch her gently.  "We didn't know, otherwise we would have removed
them.  Want to get your mate and come talk to her?  There's thirteen
good chicks already out."  She sang at him and looked up, letting out
an ungodly harassing noise toward the school.  A few of the people jumped
and looked at them.  "She's calling her mate from their nest. 
They're grandparents," he explained.  Murphy came flying down and
Xander opened the door, letting him inside.  The portal that was the door
stretched to accommodate the both of them as he walked in.  "Thirteen
chicks and two bad ones," he said.  "One hidden egg that hasn't
hatched yet."  He followed Murphy down the stairs, smiling as Fawkes
sang happily to warn her daughter that she was coming.  He sat down
carefully, then lifted her down and put her on his good knee. 
"There, much easier for me," he told her, giving her gentle pats down
her back.  "Did the hidden one hatch yet?" 


"There's
been some rocking," Ron told him, handing over the plate of meat
strips.  "Your turn." 


Xander
shrugged and flung one at the mother, watching as she caught it. 
"Someone should probably go tell Spike that she hatched quickly." 


"She's
probably been at it all day," Draco pointed out.  "They usually
take a while." 


Fred
came down the stairs.  "Liz said I'm an asshole," he announced,
taking the plate and sitting closer, handing over two strips at once. 
"She doesn't get creative moments where the world falls away." 


"I'm
sorry," Xander told him.  "Maybe you'll find another one
soon." 


"Maybe,"
Fred agreed.  He noticed the two eggs Murphy was tapping at. 
"What're those?" 


"Bad
ones," Xander told him.  "Fawkes had a few a few nests back,
when we moved it."  She glared at him. "Yes, it was probably my
fault," he soothed.  "The nasty humans did something to your
nest and it ruined a few of your perfect chicks."  She settled in,
mollified by the admission of guilt.  Fred grinned at him.  "Did
you used to date the two pretty women at the store?" 


"I
dated Alicia, George dated Katie.  Or was it the other way around?"
he said, scrunching up his face to think.  Baby nipped him so he handed
over more meat, smiling at her.  "The tests we take our senior year
drove us apart.  The amount of studying was too much and we never had any
time to spend together."  He handed over more but she shook her
head.  "Okay. It's here whenever you're ready."  He put the
plate down in front of her.  "Murphy, do you want help?" 


Murphy
looked at him, envisioning a basket. 


"Okay." 
He got up and got one, bringing it back.  The new grandfather rolled the
two bad ones out and started making a move toward the hidden one.  The
mother batted and shrieked at him.  "I think she's expecting that one
to hatch," he noted, setting the two bad ones out of her sight, behind
Draco's back. 


"Take
those upstairs and bury them," Xander told Ron.  He got up and did
so, much to the mother's dismay. "Sweetheart, those two wouldn't ever
hatch," Xander told her.  He gave her a head scratch.  "The
eggs were still soft and the babies were wrong.  They weren't going to
hatch."  The hidden egg cracked and a dark shape rolled out of
it.  "A black phoenix?"  She nipped his fingers and he
moved them, handing her some of the meat so she could feed that one as
well.  "What does a black phoenix mean?" 


"Spike
influenced it?" Draco suggested dryly. 


Xander
snorted.  "Possibly.  Albus?" he called. 


"That
only works in the school," Draco told him. 


"He's
got the same skills as Melvin," Xander told him.  Someone came down
the stairs, but it was Iggy with Ron.  "Can you call Albus?  We
have a black phoenix." 


"I
did, he's napping," Iggy told him.  "Grunted something about bad
luck."  He plopped himself down and gently looked at the chicks,
hissing back when the mommy hissed at him.  "I'm making sure they're
healthy, Baby, calm down."  He looked at the last one and then at
her.  "He's very strong." 


"A
male?" Albus asked as he walked down the stairs.  "A black
male?" 


"It
looks like it, unless he changes colors," Xander told him, getting out of
his way. 


Dumbledore
looked at Draco. "You look very radiant.  Are you comfortable?" 


"For
the moment.  Getting up might be a chore, but I'll manage as I did the
last time." 


"Good
point."  He smiled and turned his attention back to the chicks. 
"Very well done, Baby."  He patted her gently, getting nips to
his fingers.  "Thank you.  Were you going to keep the black
one?"  She hissed and moved so he couldn't touch him. 
"Just wondering, dear one.  Many mothers wouldn't with so many other
chicks."  She settled down.  "Were there bad ones?" 


"I
buried them," Ron told him.  "Right next to the dead
hamster." 


"I
miss Squeaky," Iggy sighed. 


"Son,
he only lasted two days," Xander reminded him.  "Not long enough
to bond to him."  Iggy shrugged.  "You can make a marker
for those two, how about that."  Iggy nodded.  "Anything
new going on up at the school?" 


"The
mold potion is all bottled," Iggy told him.  "We're loading it
onto the train tomorrow with Uncle Fred's help."  He shifted and
grabbed some meat, handing it to her.  "You could eat off the plate
this time.  It's not like you're stealing food from the
humans."  She squeaked and slurped up the next one, having to tip her
head up to get the rest of it into her mouth.  Her mother thoughtfully
lifted the next piece and let it dangle for her, earning a cheep of gratitude. 
"The hat's on my bed, so is the sword that needs to get put back into
it."  Iggy rubbed his forehead.  "Raena's on a rip at
Simone.  Be right back."  He disappeared, not even getting
up.  He came back a moment later.  "Simone's having a moment
with her mother.  She just got back and Ginny started in on her about
smelling like a dragon.  Ginny followed her back to the house, Uncle
Draco." 


Draco
groaned, standing up as easily as he could.  "I'd better say hello
and tell her about the nest.  I could use some more dinner
anyway."  He headed up the stairs.  "Tomorrow to plan
everything?" 


"I'll
be back tonight," Xander told him.  Fred looked at him. "He
still hasn't made a real apology.  Where is he now?" 


"In
the lab," Fred admitted. 


Draco
snorted. "That can be fixed.  Ignatius, since we have to go back
tomorrow and you have your letters, did you plan on doing your school shopping
then?" 


"Pretty
muchly.  Mellie's going with her father at the same time."  He
stood up and stretched.  "I'd better head back as well.  A very
nice set of chicks, Baby.  We're all very proud of you."  She
cooed at him and gave him a quick finger nip.  He left, heading up to use
the floo. 


"I'm
very proud of you as well," Xander told her, reaching over to scratch her
on the head.  She allowed it, then hissed at him.  "Okay, I'm
sorry.  We had to take those two though.  You can be mad at me if you
want."  He stood up with the aide of his cane. "I'll tell your
human if you want."  She chirped and turned to fluff up the
chicks.  "Night, Fred, Albus.  We're leaving Thursday." 


"Happy
hunting," Albus said with a smile.  "Do you need anything?"



"Travel
rations so Draco's elves don't get confused."  He shrugged. "Do
you know how to shift the view on the map?" 


"It
gets more in-depth the closer you get." 


"Oh. 
Okay, that makes sense."  Xander nodded.  "Have fun you
two.  I'll see you after lunch."  He headed up the stairs to go
down to the pub.  He found Spike telling stories in his usual
corner.  "Fourteen chicks," he announced.  Spike stopped
and looked at him.  "Thirteen normal ones and a black one." 


Spike
grinned.  "Wonderful news.  Is she waiting on me?" 
Xander nodded.  "Can I go back?" 


"Yeah,
just don't threaten Fred anymore or I'll have to stake you."  He
grinned.  "Not that I haven't told you that before, Spike. 
Don't forget to rub it in Ethan's face."  He waved at Madam Rosemerta
and paid her for the use of her floo, then left. 


"Next
round's on him," Spike called.  Madam Rosemerta laughed. 
"No?" 


"No,
his tab's not that big."  She smiled at him.  "But I'll
give you one since it was your bird."  She poured him another
butterbeer and a shot, handing them to him.  "Congrats,
mate.   How many?" 


"Thirteen
normal ones and a black one."  Her face fell. "What?" 


"Black
ones are supposed to be bad luck." 


Spike
snorted. "I'm a vampire, ducks, what do I need luck for?"  He
winked at her and downed the shot.  "Thanks for that." 


"You're
welcome, Spike.  Go see your chicks and come back." 


"Yeah,
probably should before she gets upset and yells at me some more."  He
stood up.  "Be right back, hold the thought of the gore for
me."  He left, sipping his butterbeer the whole way.  He'd bring
back the mug.  He always did.  It was like there was a compulsion on
the glass for him to bring it back. 


***



Ginny
was still screaming when Draco came out of the floo.  She turned on
him.  "How could you let her go somewhere like that?  She nearly
got eaten!  She even smells like she was snuggling up to a dragon!" 


"She
wasn't harmed, was she?" Draco said patiently.  Ginny glared at
him.  "She did get close, she got to help one of the biggest females
lay her nest.  Your brother was right beside her the whole time I'm
sure." 


"Him
and his boss," Simone said from the doorway.  "Shit, you're
huge!  When did that happen?"  She walked in and touched his
stomach, looking up at him.  "The baby feels odd." 


"The
freezing spell warped and turned into a temporal one.  The baby's caught
up and moved a little ahead.  I'm due at Christmas." 


"Wonderful. 
Right near Lucien's birthday, I'm sure he'll be thrilled."  She
suddenly smiled.  "A girl?"  He nodded.  "Even
better.  Why did she try to touch me?" 


"Because
she's slightly magically active.  She's shielded."  Draco got
free of his daughter.  "Go bathe, you do stink a bit." 


"I
washed six times since I got slimed," she protested, but she obediently
went up to go shower again, this time with some of her sister's smelly
stuff.  Ravena gladly gave it to her and didn't even make a remark about
her unusual odor. "Mum's here and so is Dad.  He's huge!" 


"What? 
That was probably the news we're supposed to get tonight.  Ana, father's
back!" she called, heading for her sister's room.  Denver and Melvin
popped out of his and Ana came out of hers.  "Both parents are downstairs." 
They hurried down to greet their father, each of them interrupting their mother
to give the new member of the family a pet. 


"Really,
this could wait," Ginny told them. 


"Bite
me," Denver told her.  "It's our future brother."  His
father shook his head.  "Not our future brother?" 


"Sister,"
he told him.  "Sorry." 


"Well,
shit."  Denver sat down and grimaced.  "I wanted another
brother to stick up for me.  It's hard being surrounded by girls." 


Lucien
slapped him on the leg.  "I'm not a girl!" 


"Not
you.  You're surrounded by girls too."  He picked him up for a
hug.  "It's okay, we'll turn this one into the littler version of
Simone so you can beat her up.  It'll be just like me and her only with
you two."  Lucien smiled at him, happy with that thought.  He
liked Simone. 


"Not
if I have any say in the child's life," Ginny said sarcastically. 
"This warping the girls...." 


"She's
to be the next defender of the school," Anastasia broke in. 
"She's being born for that purpose.  She's not Aunt Buffy,
right?" 


"No,
Anastasia, she's not Buffy returning to us.  Ignatius already checked for
your Uncle Ron and said that she bears none of the Buffy markers that Gwen and
Minnie carry."  She looked happier.  "With any luck, she'll
be quite a lot like all of you.  With Simone's strength, Ravena's sense,
and Anastasia's fashionable side.  Denver, you can teach her how to
fly."  He preened.  "Have we got that settled?" 
The kids all nodded.  "Good.  I'm now due at Christmas, so take
that into account when you buy my presents. I'll be back in shape by
then." 


"No
girdles?" Ravena teased, sliding onto his lap for a cuddle. 
"How many chicks?" 


"Thirteen
normal ones and one black one," he told her.  She squealed in his
ear.  "Don't do that," he sighed, moving her away from his
ringing ear.  "Such noise you make," he teased.  She gave
him a hug.  "We're doing school shopping tomorrow afternoon. 
I'm assuming everyone has their lists."  They all nodded. 
"Good.  Since we have to go back to the broom store, it should be
done all at once.  Expect to see all of your cousins." 


"Can
I call Ronnie?" Ravena asked.  "They can come with us." 


"If
you wish.  Use the one in my study so we don't have to hear you babble at
each other." 


"The
bank's closed tomorrow," Ginny told him. 


"The
bank was closed today," Draco corrected.  "It's a Goblin
holiday." 


"It's
a three-day Goblin holiday starting today," she said smugly. 


"We'll
see about that," Draco told her, looking just as smug as she was. 
"Children, didn't you have something to do?" 


"Simone's
got my soap," Ravena told him. 


"Good,
she needed it," Anastasia agreed.  "Is that what a dragon smells
like?  That bitter, sour smell?" 


"That
could have been the birthing fluid," Denver noted. "Normal dragons
smell like Uncle Charlie, that musky undertones with the higher animal
scents." 


"Eww,
birthing fluid?" Ginny asked, looking disgusted. 


"A
stuck egg broke on her," Denver told her, smirking at her. 
"She's found a *useful* calling."  He stood up.  "I'm
going to go bug Raena.  She's staying.  Am I still going?" 
Draco shrugged.  "Good.  Simone wanted to go to Gryffindor, but
not the rest.  She's still got an assignment to do."  Draco
nodded.  "Ana?" 


"Not
a chance. They'll have to camp and I don't fancy bugs and woods like
that."  She followed him out of the room. "Ravena?" 


"I
already saw my founder." 


"Yes,
but we might need a representative of each house going," Denver told
her.  "Melvin's going.  Uncle Percy's going.  Me, Uncle
Ron, Uncle Xander, father.  You?" 


She
nodded.  "If I can.  What about a Ravenclaw?" 


"Percy
knows someone," Draco told her.  "An adult with two children in
the house.  They're by there anyway so we're stopping to pick them
up."  He pushed her off his lap.  "Figure out what you'd
like to bring so I can sort through the mess."  She nodded and left,
heading up to her room.  "Did you want to talk, Ginny?  I'm
going to eat more of my dinner."  He rang the bell, bringing an elf.
"Did you put dinner up?"  The elf nodded, looking scared. 
"Then warm me up some.  I'll eat in the study."  The elf nodded
and ran away.   "You can eat with me if you want."  He
forced himself to stand up and walk past her. 


"You're
serious about this?" she asked him, following him to the study. 


"Her
future is a prophecy, there's not much we can do about it," Draco told her,
sitting down in his very comfortable and soothing desk chair.  He sighed
in relief and noticed her smirk.  "I was on the basement floor
helping Baby hatch."  She rolled her eyes.  "What do you
object to?  Simone going to the dragon preserve or my being
pregnant." 


"She's
not a girl, Draco, she shouldn't be indulged that way anymore.  She's a
young woman who has to think about her future." 


"She
is, that's why she went to the preserve," he noted.  "She wants
to work with creatures." 


"She
shouldn't have to work." 


He
snorted.  "It's not like I haven't had that talk with her.  She
wants to work with creatures so I'm going to allow it.  Even if she were
to become the lady of the manor, she'd still work with them in her spare
time.  She's never going to be a woman like my grandmother or mother and
I'm frankly quite pleased with her strong will.  It's pleasing to me that
she's found something to be besides rich and spoiled." 


"She'll
still have to find a man sometime," Ginny said angrily.  "She
can't do that while playing with dragons.  No man in his right mind would
ever go out with her." 


"On
the contrary," Simone said as she walked in.  "I'm not looking
for the same things you are, mother.  I could care less about muscles,
dick size, or even looks.  I care about brains and that he has similar
interest.  That means I'll end up with a man like Uncle Charlie, and I'm
more likely to find him where I'll be.  Father, may I please borrow some
of your cologne to soak in?  The one in the teak bottle?  I still
smell slightly." 


He
smiled.  "I remember when you used to sneak and put that on.  Go
ahead.  It's on my dresser." 


"Thank
you, father."  She turned to look at her mother. "If you ever
got your brains out of your twat, the rest of us might be happier with you, mother. 
Not everyone is concerned with getting laid.  That's what toys and fingers
are for."  She left them alone, going to lock herself in her room. 


Ginny
opened her mouth to start yelling and Draco shrugged, smiling at her. 
"I agree.  One should look for similar interests and brains in a
mate.   I'm sure she'll find someone soon enough, and if not, as she
said there are temporary measures." 


"How
would she know?" 


"Because
she rented a post box in town and ordered some materials to educate herself on
that subject," he told her.  He accepted the tray as the elf came
in.  "No wine," he told it.  "I'm not allowed to have
wine until after the baby is born."  The elf nodded and hurried away
with the glass, coming back with some sparkling grape juice, laid in for just
this time.  "Did you want some?" he asked as he cut into the
tender roast. 


"You
let my daughters have porn?" 


"Why
not?  You dress them like a porn star."  She glared at
him.  "I saw what you bought Anastasia.  They're not going to
school with her.  She has no need of lingerie at school."  He
took a bite.  "Nor does she need the birth control charm you gave
her.  The one we have lying around the tower works better.  Iggy's
menstruation potion has that in it as well."  He took another
bite.  "He made it specifically for her actually."  He
smiled coldly. "You're turning our daughter into a tramp and I won't have
it, Virginia.  Never again.  She will act decently until she is out
of school and officially an adult. Then she may run around in lingerie for all
I care, but until then she is to remain decently attired at all times.  No
matter what you think, young girls don't need that sort of clothes.  No
young man their own age would appreciate it enough to make it worth the
bother." 


"It
makes her feel pretty." 


"Then
she's thinking wrong," he said harshly.  "Our daughters are all
beautiful and don't need the artifice.  The lace and the wires don't add
to their beauty, it makes the natural beauty look trashy.  They don't need
it and they won't have it." 


"No,
I will," Ana said as she came in and closed the door. "I'm not buying
it for someone else, father, I'm buying it for me.  I like the feel of the
lace against my skin and the way the bras make me look." 


"You
still don't need it," he told her. 


She
nodded.  "I know.  I realize, and have for many years, that the
best of you two makes stunning looking children.  Even Lucien, who will
turn out to be blonde I think."  She smiled.  "I have no
intention of letting some boy get near any part of my undergarments this
year.  The same as I don't think Simone is going to wear her leather one
around the tower to attract attention.  Well, she might, but it'd be a
punishment to all the boys who can't see past her swing."  She sat
down, daintily of course, always the perfect lady.  "I am going to
attire myself as I see fit.  Even if I have to buy it all with my
allowance behind your back.  I'm not buying things like Denver bought to
play with."  Ginny looked shocked.  "It stirs his
imagination."  She shrugged. "If he wants to masturbate on some
panties, I could care less as long as they're not mine."  Draco
smiled at her.  "I am still your daughter, father, and I will always
be.  I'm not doing this to be difficult, but I am the feminine one and these
do appeal to me. The same as I wear the longer skirts instead of the
oh-so-hooker student ones.  I've given this some thought and I like the
feeling of it against my skin and the support they give me.  I'm willing
to take a contraceptive charm if you wish, or even a vow of celibacy until you
meet the man I find worthy enough to take my maidenhood.  I will not allow
either of you to dress me in however you feel is best suited.  Father, you
let me have some room in my attire, give me this much.  I can act appropriately
in it.  It's not like I'm tanning in them."  She looked at her
mother.  "I'm not allowing you to use me as the outlet of your
frustration either.  Just because my others sisters like to sweat doesn't
mean you can take it out on them, or in my clothing.  I didn't want that
black teddy and you bought it for me anyway, even though I noted that it was
tacky and not exactly useful in my life at this moment. I've packed it away
until I finish growing into it and need it."  She stood up. 
"Now that I've had my say, this is where *I'm* drawing the line.  I'm
not the one making up for your past mistakes, mother, and I'm not going to turn
into some whore, father.  Do deal with it and move on, before I have to
get very upset and say mean things."  She left them alone. 


Draco
smiled at the door.  "I'd say she's found her niche then," he
said, taking another bite. 


"Are
you going to let her make demands?" 


He
nodded, swallowing fast.  "I am.  It shows maturity.  She
knows her limits and where she wants to draw the boundaries.  Now that her
little bit of rebellion is over with, she's refound her footing and will regain
herself.  I find it very pleasing to see her turning into a decent young
woman.  If you don't."  He shrugged and ate a piece of
cauliflower.  "That's your problem.  Though I will be tossing
out any black lingerie.  I agree, she doesn't need it until she's found a
permanent boyfriend.  She doesn't wear the dark colors enough to make it
necessary."  He ate more vegetables, finding it soothing of a small
craving.  He must need vitamins.  "The children will all grow at
their own pace, no matter what we do.  Denver will be the young man that
he is.  Simone will be herself.  Anastasia will find herself in her
own spot and probably happily married to carry on the family name of some fine
family," he admitted.  "Lucien and this new one will do the
same." 


"Denver
isn't mine." 


"You
fought over him being yours," he reminded her.  "Make up your
mind, Virginia."  He stuffed his mouth full and waved. 
"Leave."  She left, huffing her disgust at the elf near
her.  He thought about turning her in for a possible possession, but then
decided it would be too cruel to make even an auror deal with her.  The
contagion must not be fully gone.  He ate some more, making the baby happy. 
It even wiggled about to show him so. 


***



Draco
tapped on Xander's door, opening it at the grunt.  "Can I?" he
asked, pointing at the bed.  Xander shifted and lifted an arm, he was
nearly asleep but he'd be more than happy to cuddle.  "Thank
you."  He crawled in, using the spare blanket to cover himself, just
in case George showed up.  He used his wand to close the door. 
"I was having nightmares." 


"Not
a problem," Xander mumbled, pulling him closer.  He got kicked and
gently tapped on the side of the bulge.  "Calm down in there, it's
night time."  He snuggled in against Draco's body, getting
comfortable.  "Feel better?" 


"Much." 
He closed his eyes.  "Ana stood up to me about her wardrobe. 
Did it in a reasonable manner even." 


"I'm
happy for her," Xander said, shifting some.  He pulled Draco firmly
against him, resting his head on his shoulder.  "Nap.  The baby
needs sleep.  She said so." 


Draco
snorted but he did close his eyes.  It was well past time to go to sleep. 


***



Ron
opened Xander's door with a perfunctory knock and stopped to look at
them.  "Awww," he said, waking them.  He shut the door and
sat in the available chair.  "Comfy?" 


"He
kept the nightmares away," Draco said through a yawn.  Xander flopped
onto his back and started to snore again.  "Give him another
hour.  This is early for him." 


"That's
fine.  Anastasia is wearing a small shirt downstairs." 


"Wonderful
for her."  He tried to get off the bed, but the forcefield stopped
him.  "Blast!"  He found his wand under the pillow he had
used and canceled the spell, bringing it and the safe corridor down.  Ron
looked at him. "I set it for George.  It got you too," he
reminded him on his way to the bathroom.  "Is the bank open
today?" 


"Nope. 
I talked to Katie and Alicia though, they said they heard that the goblins are
giving a lunchtime rush to anyone who needs to go down.  You might want to
call and check."  He looked over as Xander opened an eye and looked
at him. "Morning, your son is bounding around the downstairs because he woke
up to a kiss."  Xander flipped him off and rolled back onto his side,
patting the bed.  "He's in the bathroom.  It's time to get
up." 


"Fuck
off, Ron." 


"All
right.  I'll tell the children that you can't eat with them.  I'm
sure your second son will understand." 


"Tell
him to come crawl in with me," Xander mumbled before snoring again. 


Draco
opened the bathroom door, already shaking his head.  "He doesn't have
anything before eleven next year, let him rest."  He opened the door
and found William and Lucien standing there, holding hands.  "Go bug
him," he agreed, getting out of their way.  They took a running leap
at the bed and pounced the Xander, giggling when he swatted at them. 
William started to jump on the bed, going as high as he could before landing on
his father. 


"William,
I'm napping," Xander told him, giving him a kiss and tucking him into his
side.  "Morning, Lucien." 


"Get
up!" Lucien demanded.  "We go shopping!"   Xander
groaned.  "We make Maeve pretty." 


"Sure,
let me get up," Xander told them, letting his son go so he could go into
the bathroom.  He stopped halfway there and looked at the bed, then at
Draco.  "Does this mean I'm free?" 


"No,
it means the forcefield caught the baby," he said with a small
smirk.  "You're still in captivity, only a broader one now." 
He walked away.  "I'm for a shower and then I'll call the
bank."  He left them alone, going to do as he said.  He arranged
for a quiet moment just after they closed to appear so that they could hit
multiple vaults at once, and called around to tell everyone to meet them at
that time.  He had Emily's school allotment so it would be fine.  He
finished getting dressed, sighing in defeat when he had to pull out the
maternity clothes.  Fortunately, they still fit him very well.  He walked
down to breakfast.  "We are to be at the bank at precisely
twelve-forty.  Melvin, your father already knows.  As does yours,
Ron."  Ronnie nodded.  He noticed Emily looking at him. "I
have your allotment from your uncle and mother.  You'll be going with
them."  She nodded and went back to her lunch.  "Someone
tell Xander he has about thirty minutes before we have to leave." 
Simone got up and went to tell him.  "Why the long faces?" 


"Mother
refused to go with us," Ravena told him, playing with her spoon in her
dessert.  "I asked Uncle Bill instead and he said he'd come." 


"That's
wonderful, I'm sure we could use the extra people." 


Xander
walked in with Simone.  "We could probably use his help with some of
the upcoming work anyway," he suggested, taking his seat.  "Half
an hour?" 


"We
have to be there at twelve-forty.  We're all going down at once. 
You, me, Fred and George, and Percy."  Xander nodded. 
"Harry's apparently pulled money from the bank for his
children."  Ronnie nodded, looking at his sister, who was still nearly
bouncing in excitement.  "I plan on hitting the bank, the broom
store, the clothiers, the supplies, then we'll get Mellie her wand.  Any
other problems?" 


"We'll
need to pick up packs," Denver told him.  "Simone has one but I
don't." 


"She
took mine," Draco told him. 


Xander
cleared his throat.  "We could stop at a muggle store and get some of
that.  The survivalist industry has spread over here. There's a nice
looking spot on the other side of the mall we usually go to." 


"I
need to hit there, I had a bra strap break," Ravena put in. 


"Fine,
we'll hit the mall after we drop everything back here," Draco
agreed.  "Survivalist?" 


"Those
people who think that the world's going to end tomorrow so they're
prepared.  They have camping stuff, MRE's, packs, everything we'll
need." 


"MRE?"
Simone asked. 


"Meals
Ready to Eat.  Military food.  Tastes like crap, but it's
nutritious."   Draco shook his head.  "We should pick
up some, just in case this runs long.  We don't know where Hufflepuff
is." 


"We'll
force Bill to come with us for that stop," Draco decided.  "He's
used to this sort of thing.  Why he wasn't asked, I don't know." 


"I
don't think the Headmaster thought about it," Xander told him. 


"Good
point."  He dug into his food, smiling at the softer textures.  His
elves were anticipating again and they had done the right thing. 
"We'll seek his help anyway, I'm sure he'd like it." 


"He
could come along," Denver suggested.  Xander shook his head. 
"Why not?" 


"Because
I asked if he wanted to and he said no.  He's fighting with Gringott's
over some thing they want him to retrieve.  If he leaves, it might send
the wrong message."  He finished his plate of food with a last scrape
of his fork.  "Hurry up, Draco." 


Draco
finished his first plate, looking at his watch.  "We have twenty more
minutes, Xander."  He accepted more food and dug into it as
well.  He was hungry, the other man could go leap. 


***



Draco
waited for everyone else to show up.  They still had five minutes to get
inside so it was fine.  Percy was the last one to join them, Melvin
running ahead to tell them he was coming.  Draco led the way into the
bank, nodding at the goblin standing there. "Are you the one I talked to
earlier?" 


He
nodded.  "Right this way.  We'll need to check keys." 
He accepted everyone's key, checking them against the book.  Eventually he
handed them back.  "You have duplicates to one vault." 


"Miscommunication,"
George said smoothly.  "I assumed he didn't have it." 


"I
picked it up when I was back there," Xander told him, taking off his
sunglasses and putting them on his head.  He had a slight headache this
morning.  "Can we get this moving?  I want to go back to
sleep." 


"What's
wrong?" Bill asked him, looking him over.  "You don't look
well." 


"I'm
fine, just a headache," Xander told him.  He sneezed and Iggy
groaned.  "What?  It was a sneeze." 


"Father,
do you remember the last time you got sick?" Iggy asked, patting himself
down.  Simone handed him a paper and a muggle pen. 
"Thanks.  Is Glinda here?" 


"Yup. 
Where's Raena?" 


"She
didn't need anything so she opted for running a storytime this
afternoon."  He finished writing the note.  "Give this to
the cranky one and tell her to deliver it to Raena.  With any luck, she'll
have the antidote before we get home."  George and Fred looked at
him. "Wizard flu.  This is how he gets it in case you didn't
remember."  Simone hurried away.  "Sorry, but they're
leaving tomorrow," he told the goblin.  "Did our vault get
established?"  He handed over the paperwork Bill the gryphon had
given him. 


The
goblin looked in the book, then at him.  "It has, though it's
empty.  Did you need to visit it as well?" 


"Not
yet.  We're hoping to have something to put into it next week." 
The goblin nodded. "It's got a secure key?"  The goblin nodded
again, smiling slightly.  "Thank you." 


"If
I may ask?" 


"I'm
a potion's master in training and a hobby alchemist."  The goblin's
eyes got wide.  "Now you know why."  He smirked. 
"Healing potion's masters, myself and my wife." 


"I
understand.  Yes, we did follow the orders and put on the highest level of
security possible.  It will take one of us to open it and a blood
key."  Iggy nodded.  "You have it started?" 


"I
have it started and we noticed a growth this morning," Iggy said proudly. 


"Explanations?"
Bill the human suggested. 


"You
know what an alchemist does?"  Bill nodded, giving him his impatient
look. "The philosopher's stone also makes the single most effective
healing potion ever.  We started making our own stone this summer and we
noticed a growth this morning.  According to Flammel's book, we should
know within a week if it works."  He grinned.  "Then we'll
have to set the stone down there, most of the healing potion, any elixir of
life we decide to make for emergencies." 


"Plus
the gold," Bill finished. 


Iggy
snorted.  "Can we stop by the Stonehenge Colony's vault?" 
He dug out the key.  "Just so I can show him why that's not an
issue."  The goblin looked at it, then checked his permission,
nodding slightly.  "Thank you."  He followed the goblin to
the carts.  "Come on, folks, day's wasting and Daddy won't get any
better standing around."  Everyone followed, getting into separate
carts, but that were linked together.  They headed for the bottom, the
longest ride most of them had ever taken.  At the bottom, Iggy got out and
handed over the key, motioning Bill over.  The door was opened, showing
two miniature dragons waiting on them. "Hello, Hurburt and
Gentiless," he said, giving them pats.  They were keyed to his scent
now so they purred and wound around his feet while he motioned Bill
closer.  He pointed inside. 


Bill
stood there, stunned stupid.  He had gathered treasures for twelve years
and his total hadn't come to within a tenth of this amount.  "Sweet
Merlin," he breathed finally.  He looked his nephew.  "You
have access to this?" 


Iggy
nodded.  "Free and clear, whatever we need.  Even if we didn't,
potion's masters are the best paid profession in the world."  He led
him out, giving the dragons fierce head pets before letting the goblin close
the door.  "That's why we're not worried about anything." 
His eyes crossed and he smiled, explaining himself to his elders.  They
understood his uncle's concern and accepted him knowing since he had dealt with
similar things in the past.  As a matter of fact, Bill was invited up for
a chat.  "The elders want to talk to you," he said with a grin
as soon as he came back.  "You're not allowed to mention this
vault."  He took the key back and got back into the cart with the
other kids, winking at his uncle. 


"Why
do they want to see me?" Bill asked. 


"They
wanted to hear what you used to do," Iggy told him.  Bill got back
into his cart and they were off to the next higher vaults, some of
Draco's.  Most of the way up, Iggy let out a squeal of delight. 
"It's crystalized!" he called.  Everyone looked at him. 
"Our stone, it's crystalized.  We'll get to do the preliminary test
tonight!"  Everyone gave him a congratulatory hug and he stole
Simone's pen to write down what they'd need next as soon as they made it to the
next platform. 


Simone
took her pen back and relaxed, their vault was next.  "Why do you
need elixir of life, Iggy?  I've been meaning to ask." 


"Because
it can keep someone near death's door alive for a while," Iggy told
her.  "It'll be handy in extreme emergency situations.  One dose
will give us more than enough time to get someone to a healer or a
hospital."  He leaned against her.  "Think about it, with
the trouble our future generations will get into and the fighting we already do,
it'd be damn handy to have some on hand," he whispered.  She nodded,
looking like she understood.   "You still can't tell." 


She
snorted.  "Who would I tell?"  She looked at Ana, who
nodded.  "You either." 


"I
won't tell anyone.  That's too important.  It could get Iggy hunted
down and abused." 


"Technically,
they'd hunt down Raena and abuse her.  She's the one who figured out what
Flammel wasn't saying. Her years of experience gave her the
insight."  He shrugged.  "I hope Flammel wouldn't be pissed
with us for doing this." 


"He
lived for six-hundred-fifty years or something like that," Denver pointed
out.  "I'm sure he's thought of that use before." 


"Are
you going to tell Professor Snape?" Ravena asked. 


"If
it works," Iggy told her.  "I don't want to get his hopes up too
high yet." 


"Can
we try the healing potion on my ears?" Denver asked. Iggy nodded, giving
him a grin. "Thanks." 


"You're
welcome, cuz."  His Uncle Draco looked back at them as they took off
again.  "What?" he called, smiling. "I learned it from your
daughter." 


Draco
shook his head and faced forward. 


***



They
all trooped into Quality Quidditch Supplies and stopped to look at the
mess.  "Katie, Alicia?" Fred called, starting for the
back.  He found them knocked out in the back room.  "George, get
someone."  He looked up when he felt someone walk toward him. 
"No!"  He pulled his wand, but the masked person was
faster.  So was Xander from the doorway, with Ron and Draco with
him.  Fred only got a minor bit of pain from the crucio spell, but the man
was writhing in pain before Draco got done with him.   Iggy hurried
back and checked them over, healing a small gash Katie had to her head. 
"Are they okay?" Fred demanded.  He looked over as the aurors
came in.  Then he saw Draco and frowned.  "Check your
broom." 


Draco
frowned but went to do so. "It's not here," he called. 
"Every one but mine."  He came back.  "You think this
has to do with the World Cup?"  Fred nodded.  "I didn't try
out." 


"No,
but who're they going to get if Harry falls?" Xander asked.  He
grimaced and tapped his cane/wand on the floor.  "I'll be right
back.  Iggy, did you mark his pitch?"  Iggy nodded, working on
bringing Alicia around.  He disappeared, landing in a circle of guards at
the pitch.  "I'm Harry's cousin.  There's been an accident to an
old family friend," he said as soon as they pulled their wands. 
"Ask him, he knows me." 


"What's
going on?" a deeper voice called.  "Let him go!" 
Oliver pushed through. "What's going on?" 


"Someone
broke into Quality Quiddith Supplies and hurt two of your and Harry's former
team mates."  He caught Oliver as he sat down. 


One
of the guards bounced a blue thumbtack in his hand.  "Do you know
anything about this?" 


"It's
my son's.  We're gryphon-born and that's how he marks places to get
to.  No one but one of us should be able to feel it even." 


"Harry
was snatched," Oliver told him.  "From right about here. 
They apparated out." 


"Then
it couldn't have been one of us."  He helped Oliver stand. 
"They're fine, I know they are."  Oliver nodded, slumping against
him.  One of the guards coughed, giving him a meaningful look, an
explanation was warranted.  "Gryphon-borns don't apparate, we
teleport.  It's a slightly different process.  You can feel us coming
in and we can adjust ourselves before we land, in case things are on walls or
the like."  The guard nodded.  "If it had been a teleport,
the shield that I put on Harry should have started to scream bloody murder in a
very high-pitched voice that sounds a lot like McGonagall on the rag." 


"It
didn't.  They flashed out, like normal wizards," Oliver
admitted.  "Katie and Alicia?" 


"Are
knocked out.  They took Draco's broom."  Oliver's face
hardened.  "Guys, this is getting a bit extreme.  Can't you find
the person who's doing this?" 


"We'll
have to hold tryouts," Oliver muttered, thinking it through. 


Xander
shook him. "Harry's fine.  I'd know if he wasn't."  Oliver
looked at him.  "I consider Harry a slightly odd child who hates me
some days."  Oliver relaxed again, nodding slowly.  "I put
a telltale on him, it'd be tugging me to find him if he was seriously
hurt.  I did the same one on Ron and on Draco after that incident at
Nimbus back in their senior year." 


"Who
are you?" one of the guards asked.  "You sound like the voice of
reason and all, but I'd like to know." 


"Xander
Harris-Weasley," Xander said, smiling at his stunned look. 
"Also known as Harry's bodyguard, and Oliver's friend and shoulder
wrapper, and Draco Malfoy's backrubber.  Draco!" he yelled. 
Draco appeared on the other side of the circle.  "Tell Ron, they've
gotten Harry.  Whoever did this has a thing against seekers." 


"Then
they're picking on the wrong group, aren't they?" Draco said
stiffly.  He looked at Oliver.  "Wood, go help my children, take
Xander with you."  Xander opened his mouth.  "Xander, there
are rules to recruit in the junior leagues, from Hogwarts." 


"Shit,
Little Ron and Ravena," Xander said, taking Oliver back with him. 


"Gee,
it does feel different," the guard noted.  He looked at Malfoy, then
grinned.  "Again?" 


Draco
nodded. "It's the next guardian of Hogwarts."  He glanced
around.  "Where was he taken from?  What spot?"  A
guard pointed at the spot Oliver had been standing in.  "Thank
you."  He pulled his wand and got down, casting a locator
spell.  It pulled his wand to the left.  "He's nearby,
unconscious, and beaten, but not very severely."  The guards followed
him, and the auror who had been called trailed along behind them.  They
found Harry at a local muggle hospital and quickly sprung him with the auror's
help.  Obliviating the staff wasn't such a bad thing.  Draco took
Harry with him back to the hospital, grunting at the weight.  "Get
him," he told the nurse as he appeared.  She took Harry from him and
sat him down, looking him over.  "Just him," he said, pushing
her away.  "He was the first alternate seeker for the World Cup
team."  She gasped and hurried away.  Arthur and Molly stepped
out of the floo.  "You handle this, I'm going to check the store for
my broom.  I can't be without it at this time."  He left, going
back to where George was, he was most likely to be with the owners. 
"Harry's unconscious but it looks like a crack to the head." 
Iggy looked at him. "He's at St. Mungos."  He looked over and
saw Mellie and Little Ron clinging to each other.  "He's fine. 
He moved when he heard my voice and your grandparents are there right
now." 


"I'll
take them," Iggy offered, taking the two kids with him.  Then he went
to find Agatha, running into one of his least favorite people. "Aunt
Willow, I need Agatha, her father was attacked and is in the hospital." 


"They're
outside," Willow said, frowning. "Is he all right?" 


Iggy
nodded. "Probably.  This is something about the World Cup team. 
They've been going after the seekers.  They even went after Draco and he
didn't try out."  He walked out through the doors she pointed at,
standing on the flagstones.  He saw Ryan.  "Her dad's in the
hospital." 


"Fuck
me," Ryan said, standing up.  "Agatha!"  She popped up
from the gardening.  "Now!"  She trotted back to them after
having seen her cousin.  "News." 


"Your
dad got attacked because he's on the World Cup team."  Agatha's
breath hitched.  "He's not badly hurt but he's unconscious. 
Uncle Draco said he responded to his voice.  You're needed." 


"Clean
me up," she said, "my wand's upstairs." 


Iggy
swiped her clean and took her hand.  "St. Mungos if you want to come,
Ryan.  I can't teleport you."  He took her with him, landing
behind Molly and Arthur, nearly into the wall.  "Here you are, and
that's his doctor I bet," he said, pointing at the man walking toward
them.  Agatha straightened up and glared at the doctor. 
"Hitting him won't make your dad any better," he reminded her. 
He gave her arm a squeeze and left her there, going back to the shop.  "Agatha's
there," he announced. 


"Wonderful
job, son," George said, nodding at the auror.  "He wants to talk
to you." 


Iggy
looked at him and flinched when he saw the thumbtack.  "Unless it was
one of us, who *knew* me and could find my exact wavelength, they couldn't have
used it." 


"Still,
you did put this there?" 


"So
I could get Uncle Harry if one of his kids got injured," Iggy told him. 


"It's
hard to pinpoint those," Draco agreed.  The auror looked at him.
"I'm just as much one as they are."  The auror took a step away
from him.  "You have to be able to find his power signature in the
flood and then pinpoint which one it is." 


"Who
would be able to do that?" 


"The
immediate family, the head of the gryphon-borns at our colony.  No one
else," Iggy told him.  "My wife's parents."  The auror
gave him a 'get real' look.  "Ignatius Harris-Weasley," he said,
introducing himself.  The auror nodded, making note of that. 
"My wife's family, Raena Tallias from Amsterdam, now of Hogwarts, could
probably pinpoint me directly.  One of those is outside the gryphon
library in Amsterdam." 


"The
guards there said he apparated," Xander told the auror.  "We
teleport and can't apparate. It's different.  You might check with that
auror." 


"Yes,
you should," Draco told him.  The auror gave him a disgusted
look.  "Get him out of my face," he demanded. 


Xander
nodded.  "All right."  He shoved the auror out the
door.  "Don't sneer at him, asshole, I've killed people for
less." 


The
auror stood up and dusted himself off. "Professor Harris, that was
uncalled for," he told him. 


"So
was your sneering," Xander told him in his coldest voice.  "Your
personal prejudices aren't supposed to get in the way of your job, nor are they
supposed to get in the way of you taking notes from the people who are experts
in the field.  If you had any sense, you'd know that Draco Malfoy studies
gryphon and gryphon-born theory, and uses it to help the Ministry on various
occasions.  He's the one who wrote the book on this shit, so maybe you
should listen to him." 


"I
don't like your attitude, sir; calm down or I'm going to arrest you." 


Xander
snickered.  "Yay.  I'll gladly go.  There's nothing you can
charge me with besides getting your sneering ass away from my mate and
children.  I don't think there's many judges who will do more than give me
probation for that."  He stepped closer.  "For that matter,
go ahead. Remember, I'll get to say *why* I was arrested," he pointed
out.  "For you sneering at my son like he was something you scraped
off your shoes.  How do you think that will go over with your review
panel?  Do you think you're going to get promoted for it?" 


"Step
back, sir, this is your last warning." 


"Xander,
get off the idiot," George snapped.  "He can't hurt Iggy, you
know that.  For that matter, he also can't investigate this scene, the
real auror just showed up."  The auror who Xander had trapped looked
at him. "I believe you call him your boss if you're really an auror. 
Let him pass, Xander." 


"As
long as he stays away from the children, all of them," he said calmly,
motioning toward the store.  "And I do mean my adopted one as
well."  The auror slid past him and Xander walked inside. 
"Draco, are you all right?" 


"Fine,
Xander," he said with a smile. 


"Iggy?"



"Fine,
daddy.  I'll stomp him my own damn self if he gives me that look
again."  The Head of the Aurors looked at him in shock.  "I
don't like being looked at like I'm something he vomited up, thank
you."  He looked up. "Harry's awake and groaning.  The
auror bothering him asked him if he knew anything and he said no.  The guy
in the black mask might though."  He looked at Draco.  "Did
you bind him?" 


"After
he got done thrashing about," Draco agreed.  He patted Iggy on the
back then looked at the auror idiot.  "His father adopted me and
changed me to the calm person you say today.  Aren't you glad?" 
The idiot nodded and stepped behind his boss.  Apparently he didn't want
to see what the old Draco Malfoy might have done in this situation. 


"Did
you Crucio him?" the head auror asked. 


Draco
nodded. "He was actively attacking, I felt it warranted." 


"Thank
you, Mr. Malfoy.  May we finish your statement in the back?  With the
body so we can go through it all?" 


"If
one of the others wants to come back there and tend to Fred." 


"I
will," Iggy agreed.  He looked around. "Did Uncle Ron run to
Uncle Harry's side?"  Xander nodded.  "Good.  He'll
need a voice of non-mothering.  Grandmother and Grandfather were
there." 


"I
called them," Oliver told him, holding the ice pack against his
forehead.  "Go with them." 


"Thanks. 
Are you all right?" 


"I'm
fine, kid."  Iggy nodded and walked into the back.  Oliver
looked at Xander.  "He inherited your fussing nature." 


Xander
beamed. "Thank you." 


"It's
what makes him such a stunning healer," George put in with a smile of his
own.  He looked at Xander as he sneezed again.  "Don't start
that this soon to school.  You won't be able to go." 


"Raena's
brewing the medicine for him," Iggy called.  He walked out. 
"The idiot has awoken.  He's swearing in Dutch.  Raena's on her
way."  He grinned.  "He's in deep shit, Uncle Draco just
went off on him about playing the game, not taking advantage of it before it
went on."  He heard a grunt and went back, steadying his uncle, who
was bent over in pain.  "Did you hit him?" he asked the man on
the ground.  He shook his head, looking panicked. 


"He
just doubled over, kid," the head auror told him.  He shoved over a
chair.  "My wife used to do that when she screamed at me while she
was having our daughter." 


Draco
sank into the seat with a groan.  "Ow."  He slowly let go
of his nephew's hand.  "That was not a happy movement.  The
daughter is not happy." 


"It's
all right, Uncle Draco.  Dad's out front if you need him to calm her
down." 


"No,
I think I'll be fine," Draco said, starting to breathe normally
again.  "She's strong."  He looked at the head auror. 
"I won't allow anyone to look at me like your minion did." 


"Technically,
we call them employees," the head auror told him. 


Draco
waved a hand.  "Employee, minion, ass-licker, they're all the same in
the end.  Adjust his attitude toward the born.  There's more of them
than you think." 


"He
said he's one of them," the idiot told his boss. 


Iggy
growled and the man backed up.  "My father adopted him in front of
the clan, that makes him one of us.  If you don't like it, then blow
yourself up.  Do the world a favor before you breed."   His
voice dripped with ice and the head auror stepped between them.  "If
that's the face of the future of law enforcement, I'd rather move," he
told the head auror.  "People like him should be kept away from
decent people." 


"Fair
warning, Mister Harris-Weasley, our tolerance only goes so far." 


"So
does mine," Iggy told him.  "Now you know how we feel every time
we have to run into one of you."  He crossed his arms. 
"Late to scenes so *we* end up fixing it.  Forgetting all their
training so they hang back in any fight and look scared until it's done. 
Harassing people who are injured, like he's doing now, I might add." 
The idiot looked up from badgering Fred.  "He's not one of us, my other
father is one of us.  He's like you, only tolerant and smart.  He can
read a book and talk to people to see what they're really like," he said
in his most patronizing voice.  "Not only do you hamper any of us
living our lives, but when we actually need you, you're never there.  Oh,
and that little thing that you guys have going with beating my father and
Uncles whenever you come across them in a fight for the good side, you might
want to stop it.  Before I have to pull up my future calling for the second
time in a year and make it so that none of our medicines work on you." 


"Iggy,
don't do that, it will harm their children," Draco soothed.  Then he
frowned when he realized he was calming him down against the aurors. 
"Never mind, blast them to hell.  Not a damn one has proven
themselves to possess a brain in the last five years." 


"Some
of the ones that daddy taught have," Iggy told him, smiling at the two
women.  "Want something for your heads, ladies?" 


"Please,"
Katie asked him.  Alicia nodded.  Iggy disappeared and came back with
two stoppered bottles, which he handed to them.  "Thanks, kid. 
Which medicines are yours?" 


"That
one, the wizard flu one, any of the tumor drugs usually comes from our books
somewhere in the past.  Along with the digestive ones and the constipation
ones," Iggy told her with a grin.  "You know, those staples of
modern medicine?"  He looked at his Uncle.  "Guys like him
translated them to human forms years ago.  Now he's got the chance to do a
lot more." 


"Wonderful
for us," Alicia said as she took the medicine.  "Hmm,
cherry." 


"My
own little addition to the formula," Iggy agreed with a grin. 
"The old one tasted so nasty that no one wanted to take it unless they
were in so much pain they were ready to kill.  This way you don't have to
suffer by taking it."  He checked her head over.  "The
wound's closed and I don't sense a contusion.  You should be fine, but if
you get dizzy or start seeing double you have to see your own
doctor."  The women nodded so he moved on to Katie.  "You
look fine as well." 


She
laughed. "Thanks for the compliment, kid.  Help me up."  He
helped her up, then helped up Alicia.  "Let us check our inventory
while you get that idiot to talk.  He was speaking English
earlier."  Alicia followed her, both of them getting pounced by
George.  "Easy!  Your son just healed our heads."  She
walked behind the counter and frowned.  "Potter's broom is
gone." 


"His
was here?" George asked.  "He never mentioned it." 


"We
were refinishing his handle," Alicia told him. "The finish had a few
worn spots and he got a splinter."  She opened their work
cabinet.  "Here's Malfoys."  She pulled it out. 
"Did he save us?" 


"Yup,"
George said with a grin, leaning on the counter with his elbows.  Someone
cleared their throat so he got off it.  "Sorry." 


The
head of the aurors nodded. "I have to take residuals off it, just in case
there were others working with him."  He ran his wand over the glass,
then frowned.  "When was the last time you were in here?" 


"Yesterday,"
Fred said as he let Iggy help him out.  "Iggy, pain
medicine?"  Iggy handed over a third bottle from his pocket.
"Thanks, kid.  Remind me to buy you a book later this
week."  He slugged the potion. "The really strong one," he
said in appreciation.  He let Xander help him sit down.  "Hey,
Oliver, when did you get here?" 


"Xander
brought me," Oliver told him, handing over his ice pack. "You look
like you need it more." 


"They
didn't hurt your shoulder, did they?" Iggy asked.  Oliver shook his
head and tugged on his sling.  "Thank Tara's Goddess.  That
could have been messy.  Though I was promised I could sit in on the next
one if I wanted."  He looked around then went back to get Draco, who
was interrogating the person bound to the floor.  "Let Raena. 
She's putting on a shirt."  He helped his uncle up and out to the
front of the shop, handing him over to Xander.  "I left the idiot
back there with him."  The head of the aurors looked at him, silently
admonishing him.  "Did you fire all the ones daddy trained for
you?" 


"The
Unmentionables came and stole most of them," the head auror
admitted.  "They needed people and like to steal ours."  He
looked at Xander, then grimaced.  "Would it help if I put a note in
the office that one of them has to answer any call to your family?" 


"It'd
help a lot, they won't attack us," Xander told him. "Do you have
*any* left?" 


"Two
on each shift," the head admitted.  "I'll make that note. 
Though I do agree, he can't do his job if his prejudice is getting in the
way."  He finished taking results off the glass and looked at
him.  "All right, explain to *me* about the differences between
teleporting and apparating." 


Draco
coughed to clear his throat.  "Teleporting is a direct traveling
through the flood. You basically bend the magic to get there.  Apparating
is a traveling at very high rates of speed, more like a portkey." 


"A
portal to a tunnel is usually how I explain it," Xander told him. 
"Teleporting is basically the magic at the other spot picking you up from
your present spot and taking you to it." 


"Oh. 
So it's a point where the two place's magic touch and you transfer yourself
over?" the head asked.  Everyone nodded. 
"Interesting.  Can anyone not gryphon-born do it?"  Draco
shook his head.  "Theoretically even?" 


"There's
a process for it, but you'd have to be able to touch the magic." 


"Which
means people who can touch pure magic can do it," Xander groaned. 
"Dumbledore can, I forgot." 


"I
doubt the Headmaster did this," Katie put in.  "How many people
can touch pure magic?  And would it flash?" 


"Yes,
it does," Melvin told her.  "I can and you do arrive with a
flash of the excess energy you used.  The brighter the flash, the less
control you have.  I've still got a medium-strength flash and I've been
working on my control since I was nine-years-old."  He smiled at his
father.  "Did I have a bad one this morning when I came to get you
up?" 


"Not
as bad as usual," Percy agreed, smiling at him.  "The brighter
flash can also indicate a younger mind, his one when he was ten was so bright
it was blinding, but by eleven it was smoother.  Even before he got
official training." 


"Interesting,"
the head auror said, taking notes.  "You don't deal with that
area?" he asked Draco. 


"I
deal with the gryphon and the half-gryphon spells professionally, and theory as
a sideline.  I'm one of the two applicants for the upcoming theory
position at Hogwarts." 


"I
see."  The head auror looked him over.  "Do they know about
your condition?"  Draco nodded.  "I wish you luck then, Mr.
Malfoy.  Professor Harris..." 


"I
go by my full name now," he said gently, giving him a smile. 
"And yes, I was nice.  I didn't push him through the window.  He
sneered at both of my children and myself." 


The
head auror nodded.  "I understand.  Next time report him. 
I want to hear about such things."  He coughed.  "What did
you do the Minister's firearm?" 


"I
stuck a wad of gum on the end, blocking the barrel.  I also told him how
to remove it," Xander told him.  "That was after I reminded him
that you don't pull a weapon if you're not willing to use it.  He didn't
think much of me either." 


The
head auror nodded.  "Thank you.  You did tell him how to clean
it off?"  Xander nodded.  "How deep did the gum go?" 


"Not
more than a centimeter down the barrel.  I didn't push it, I just stuck it
on the end. It looked really dirty if it helps." 


"Do
you know much about them?"  Xander nodded. "May I ask how?"



"Prior
possession by a soldier, Private First Class, American Army.  He had
weapons training.  Did it misfire on him?"  The head auror nodded. 
"Then he should have cleaned it.  You have no right to carry a weapon
that you can't use, take care of, and know the rules of.  If you ask one
of the muggle policemen, or anyone who works at a gun store to examine in, they
can probably tell you what happened." 


"Thank
you.  We have a technician we work with in Scotland Yard."  He
smiled at Iggy.  "Why were you in Venice?  I heard something and
wondered." 


"The
Poisoner's convention."  Raena walked in and he smiled at her. 
"Hey, sweetie." 


She
glared at Xander and gave him a large dose of medicine.  "Take it all
and don't throw it back up."  She walked into the back room and the
man started to scream and thrash. "I know him, he's my
brother-in-law.  He gambles with the Russian mafia." 


The
head auror smiled.  "That's very nice.  Could he have found you,
Ignatius?" 


Iggy
shook his head. "I never met him.  I met his wife once, on a pass
through the library, but not him.  Even with my thumbtack over there I
doubt he could have gotten to anything of mine.  Isn't he
muggle-born?" 


"Purely,"
Raena said with great disgust as she came from the back.  "And the
worst sort, the ones that set the stereotypes up."  She smiled at
Draco. "Are you all right?"  He nodded, rubbing his
stomach.  "Want some help with that?  Xander, drink!" she
ordered.  He gulped down the smelly fluid, making many gross faces. 


Alicia
thoughtfully handed him a trash can before half of it came back up. 
"Can't flavor that?" 


"No,"
Iggy sighed.  "I haven't found a way yet."   He looked
at his father.  "Did you keep some of it down?"  He got
nodded at and Xander threw up some more. "If you can keep some of it down,
you'll be better by tomorrow morning.  If not, you have to take more and
have to stay."  He considered it.  "Honey, can we change
the thing into a suppository or something like that?  It'd be easier to
keep the majority of it down if we could." 


"We'll
work on it later," she promised, giving him a slight smile before turning
back to watch Xander. 


"I'm
fine," Xander said, sitting down with his trashcan. 
"Eww."  Katie handed him a fresh can and took the other out back
to toss out.  "Thanks."  He leaned against Draco's
legs.  "Are you all right?" 


"She
got a bit anxious to come out and beat his ass as well," Draco told him,
reaching down to smooth out the longish hair.  "You need a
trim." 


"I'll
do it soon," George told him.  He looked at his mate.  "Did
some of it stay down?"  Xander nodded.  "Good. Then you
won't have to stay home." 


"A
little flu wouldn't have stopped me," Xander reminded him.  The head
auror looked down at him.  "We're finding the other founders." 


"Oh,
I heard about that project.  Are you bringing them back?" 
Xander shrugged. "No instructions?" 


"I'm
thinking it depends on what the spirits want.  And what the board wants." 
He looked up.  "Any idea?" 


"There's
a prophecy that things will change if all four of them are rejoined on the
property," Draco told him, smiling down at him.  "No one knows
how or what, but something will change.  It was a curse laid on them by
the person they left in charge when they finally left the school.  She
laid it on them as they walked out the door together.  A Snape if I heard
right so it might not be for the better of the school." 


"Maybe
the students can opt out of the mandatories if we suck at them," Iggy said
optimistically.  "I'd like to never sit in Transfigurations
again." 


Denver
nodded.  "Or me and Potions.  Can I copy off you this
year?" 


"Sure." 
Raena glared at him. "Just my notes, I'm not making them for
him."  Melvin looked hopeful. "You can as well."  Iggy
grabbed his wife for a hug.  "You are amazing.  Have I told you
that yet today?" 


She
shook her head and gave him a kiss on the cheek.  "Severus will still
know if they suddenly start getting everything right." 


"Dear,
there's a Longbottom coming in this year.  He's going to be blowing up the
lab very often. Him and Mellie and that new Ravettena kid who's so evil that
she emanates.  He'll have more to worry about than those two peeking at my
notes to get their potions right." 


"Hmm,
maybe the Ravettena kid will go to one of the others," she said, sounding
hopeful. 


"Not
a chance, she sent back her acceptance," Xander told her.  "And
she's not one of us.  She makes Agatha look normal.  Pure evil."



"Hmm,
then the guardian will be in school about the time Ravettena will rise to
power," Iggy said thoughtfully, looking at Draco.  "Do you know
this kid?" 


"Oh,
yes," Draco noted.  "Very well.  Her parents introduced us
last year at the Christmas Ball.  They're so evil that the Death Eaters
were considered amusing children playing games by them.  They're also
royal cousins so nothing can be done about them.  She won't be doing
anything."  Ravena frowned.  "Yes, that raven haired beauty
who told you that you looked nice, if a bit young," he agreed.  She
shrugged and leaned against the counter.  "You're not worried about
her?" 


"She
said she's staying out of it all.  She's collecting her little group and
that's it," Ravena told him.  "Why should I worry?  My
friends will try for the new popular person and then come back.  If not, I
don't need them.  We have vastly different views on house politics. 
Agatha might have more problems with her, she'll be pushed out of her spot of
power." 


"Ah,
but Ryan's a Prefect," Xander told her. 


"What?"
Simone yelled.  "Not a chance!  He's a fifth year and they
stopped letting fifth years do the job ten years ago." 


"They
voted him in," Xander said with a shrug.  "Albus still has to
decide if he'll allow it to happen, and so does Severus.  I'm all for him having
to wait a year, the same as you do, Simone." 


Ravena
looked at her older sister.  "You want to be a Prefect?" 
Simone nodded.  "Damn glad I'm not under you then."  She
pulled out a nail file and started to clean her nails.  "Can the rest
of us go with a reasonable adult to get clothes and things?" 


"Go
ahead, take Percy," Draco told her, looking at Percy, who nodded. 
"Listen to him and no terrorizing the fitters this year,
children."  They grumbled and walked out together. 
"Mellie, we'll go with you to pick out your wand," he assured
her.  "Don't worry." 


"Yes,
Uncle Draco."  She skipped out after her brother, who still looked
rotten. 


Draco
looked at the head auror, then at Iggy.  "You can go as well. 
We'll be right here if we need you." 


"Yes,
sir."  Iggy and Raena left, with her pockets jingling. 
"Did Bill send our allowance?" 


"Yup. 
He wanted me to get something naughty to tease you with," she
teased.  "Said you deserved it for opening the vault without taking
anything." 


"I
didn't need anything, I was trying to make Uncle Bill understand." 


"He
said you should have taken something anyway."  She stopped and walked
back inside, pulling the head auror's head down to whisper in his ear.  He
brightened up.  "It's going in our vault if it works.  Can you
please send us the forms we have to fill out to make it legal?" 


"Of
course, young lady.  Thank you for your help.  Does he speak
English?" 


"He's
native to these shores, he should."  She smiled and strolled away,
taking Iggy's hand.  They made it to the rest of the group as Little Ron
was grabbed by their other beater.  "He's fine.  He'll be even
better by the first game," she assured him. 


"He'd
better be!" the beater said, looking at him.  "What did you
do?" 


"Stunning
dive for my snitch into the house," Ron told him grimly.  "I
lost track of my space. I took out a window and a few bricks.  My broom's
cracked and back at the shop."  The beater moaned.  "Don't
worry, I'm allowed to fly already and I'm okay.  I can play and practice
starting in two weeks." 


"Wonderful,"
the beater sighed.  "I'm the captain this year, guys." Iggy
waved, making him laugh.  "Yes, hello to you too.  Have you been
practicing?" 


"On
and off," Simone admitted. "There's been a few more important things
going on."  She looped her arm through his.  "Have you just
started the cycle of shopping?" 


"I'm
almost done.  My wand's at Ollivander's being fixed and I still have to
pick up pens and that stuff, plus clothes.  My mum's somewhere around
here." 


"Then
you can do clothes with us," Simone told him.  "Did you hear
about the seeker problem the World Cup team has been having?" 


"Yeah,
and it sucks."  He looked back at Little Ron.  "Where was
your father on the list?" 


"He
got moved to first alternate the other day, but he got beaten up today. 
So did Uncle Oliver," Ron told him, grimacing.  "Dad's head is
fine. He told us to come shop.  Oh, Agatha," he said, pointing. 


Mellie
jumped up and waved.  "Hi, Aggie!  Don't come with
us!"  Her sister rolled her eyes and moved to another store. 
"It works when you offer."  Ron grinned at her and ruffled her
hair, so very much like their dad's.  "Do you think I'll be in
Gryff?" 


"If
you are, are you trying out for the team?" the other beater asked
her.  She shrugged.  "We have a keeper spot open." 


"Daddy
says I play well enough but I like to play for fun.   We'll see
though.  If you need me, it'd be my duty to the house to help the
team.  Daddy said so." 


The
beater smiled.  "Good girl, Mellie Potter.  We'll be happy to
have you on the team." 


"That
means you and our alternate chaser are the only one who'd not part of the
family," Iggy pointed out. 


"But
we'll be in the school for the next twenty years," Raena reminded
him.  "Surely some of them will end up house teams.  By the time
we're gone, Tanada will be in.  By the time she's gone, Maeve, Lucien, and
this new girl will be in.  Plus the triplets.  I'm sure as many of
them will be playing as possible." 


"Twenty
years?" the beater said in awe.  "How many will be ours?" 


"Hopefully
Tananda will," Iggy said thoughtfully.  "The triplets
definitely. Lucien and Maeve might not be. This new one might since she's a
guardian.  Any kids of ours will have to be split, we promised one to
Severus."  Raena punched him on the arm.  "You don't want
kids?" 


"I
do, but that'll be ...."  She trailed off.  "If we plan it
right, they'll be starting their first year the year after Draco's new one
graduates," she agreed. 


Melvin
coughed.  "I might have one or two by then as well.  Possibly
Anastasia as well.  Three more years to her graduation after this one so
that one will come in sometime during that period." 


"I
do plan on having children," Anastasia agreed.  "Simone?" 


"If
it comes up.  I'm not planning for or against until I know what I'm
doing.  Denver?" 


"Probably
not for a while.  I want to be a playboy for a while," he said with a
catty smirk.  Percy looked at him.  "It's in the blood. 
Father would have been if not for us." 


"Make
sure you don't have a son who shows up like you did," Percy told him, but
he was smiling.  "You were a bit of a shock to your father's
system." 


"Good
point.  Still, it gives me eleven years to get a child started.  With
any luck, Uncle Xander's wish of fifty years will come true." 


"I'm
sure Dumbledore will be amused when the last of us leaves," Simone told
him. She burst out laughing. "I can see him greeting my first born
daughter with the statement of 'don't be like your mother, dear,
behave'."  The others cracked up. 


"Greeting
Anastasia's first daughter with the sorting crown?" Iggy suggested. 
She rolled her eyes, but she was laughing.  "Maybe the golden snitch
of choosing which team will win for the next seven years of Little Ron's and
Ravena's kids?" 


Ron
turned to walk backwards.  "We'll work on having twins so one can go
to each house," he told him with a smirk.  Ravena gave him one of
those looks.  "Not a good idea?" 


"Only
if you're carrying them, Ron.  Twins will ruin my figure."  She
ran a hand over her stomach. 


"I
can do that," he agreed.  "We'll take off alternating years from
the pro leagues?" 


"That
sounds reasonable I guess," she agreed, giving him a smile.  Percy
stared down at her.  "What?  He's the only one who'll ever
understand me.  He's the one who made me this way, Uncle
Percy."  Little Ron nodded, grinning madly.  "He made his
perfect mate and I'm still taking the snitch from him this year." 


"We'll
see," Ron told her, giving her an evil grin.  "Daddy taught me a
dirty trick." 


"Daddy
taught her *all* the dirty tricks," Simone told him.  "We will
win that damn house cup this year, even I have to sew my fucking lips
shut," she announced as she opened the door to Madam Malkin's.  The
fitter standing there glared down at her.  "Sorry, I'm getting it out
of my system so I can be a Prefect next year," she said with a grin. 
The fitter groaned but let them inside. 


Percy
shook his head.  "They're not all mine," he admitted. 
"Only the well-behaved ones.  Ignatius!" he snapped.  Iggy
moved his hand off Raena's rear.  "You as well, Raena." 
Her hand moved up to his back. "They're not mine either.  Their
fathers are giving statements in the broom shop."  He walked over to
where Anastasia was already ordering the fitter around. "Gently use your
power, dear, the little people appreciate it."  She smiled at him and
said please.  "Thank you."  He groaned.  They were
such Malfoys!  Iggy smirked at him like he had heard the thought. 
"You, behave or not a single treat on the train this year.  I'll tell
Ron not to give you any." 


"Which
means he'll give us the whole box of frogs," Denver pointed out.  He
looked at the cute twosome.  "Are we getting the potion on the
train?" 


"Yup. 
The school's nearly done.  When I come back after the first two stops on
the expedition, I get to make sure of it.  Our new caretakers is a lazy
person and has done one room a day for the last two weeks."  Percy
moaned.  "Hagrid has this little scrubber thing.  We're going to
run it through the vents and have it scrape everything into one room, where
we'll dissolve all the mold.  Then we'll spray the entire airvent
system.   Our beloved Potion's Master may well come back to a shiny
classroom because it also eats slime off walls and the nasty stuff in the grout
between blocks."  He let his wife go so she could be fitted.
"Dear, how much do we have to spend this time?" 


"Eighty
each.  They said something about you and your broom." 


"It
does need fixed," Iggy agreed with a sigh.  The beater looked at
him.  "Simone ran me over." 


"Pity. 
Is it still working?" 


"It's
up the street.  I'll know by the time we all get on the train." 
He looked around at all the students.  "Any of you guys
Hogwarts?"  They all perked up.  "Hi, I'm Iggy, I'm giving
those of you who aren't first years a mold potion on the train to combat the serious
respiratory infections that it's caused so far.  There will be no notes
accepted from parents and no one's getting out of it.  First years will be
dosed at the school because they haven't been exposed yet."  A few
kids groaned.  "Also, I can't make this one taste good, but it's not
that big a draught so feel lucky." 


Raena
looked around.  "The only thing that can get you out of it is
allergies to the potion components so you have to tell us when you come in what
you're allergic to.  Got it?"  They nodded. 
"Good.  We'll have a closed compartment; we'll weigh you, give you
your medicine, and then you're free." 


"On
whose authority?" Madam Malkin asked with fond tolerance.  She liked
this girl. 


"Professor
Snape and Poppy Pomfrey's," Iggy told her.  "The mold has gotten
so bad it's making scars swell, causing high blood pressure problems, and
caused some very serious respiratory infections. A few kids are still in the
hospital.  We're getting it all cleaned out, but it's necessary.  So,
please, don't argue with us.  We're doing *all* of you but the first years
on the train." 


One
nearby mother smiled at them. "Are you two the ones in the news?  The
Potion's prodigies?"  They nodded.  "What do you need from
the parents?" 


"Just
tell the kids what they're allergic too," Iggy told her. 
"Unless they have a certified note from their personal physician that
they've already gotten it, and then they need to send it to the Headmaster
because we'll have a list of exempt children."  She nodded. 
"It's not usually reactive with anything.  Unless your kid's on a
muggle anti-seizure medicine or has gotten a dose in the last three
years.  That's why the announcements went out with the letters." 


"That's
fine.  Should we take them to be dosed?" 


"No,
it's not a problem.  We made up more than enough and the train ride is
really long," Iggy pointed out with a grin.  "Not a problem at
all." 


"Thank
you, Ignatius.  Raena."  She nodded at the girl.  "You
are as beautiful as my daughter said." 


"Thank
you," she said with a light blush.  "I try to turn my
stunningness down so I don't make Iggy drool, but sometimes it comes out
anyway." 


The
mother burst out laughing.  "You two are so cute!" she told
them, pinching Iggy's cheek.  "On the train?" 


He
nodded.  "We're starting with the back and moving our way up. 
We figure some of the crankiest are in Slytherin so we'll get them last. 
We can sic Agatha on them."  She laughed.  "Agatha's our
cousin, so it's not a problem.  She'll stick up in this
circumstance.  She got sick too." 


"That's
wonderful.  Have fun with the dosing," she said, taking her daughter,
who was wearing her Slytherin tie, over to pay for and pick up their
packages.  The girl waved at Iggy. 


"Hi,
Cerida," Ravena called.  "Did you have a good summer?" 


"Except
for the chest cold I got as soon as I left, fine," she agreed. 
"I already got the anti-mold at the hospital." 


"You're
on our list then," Iggy told her.  "St. Mungos sent over a list
and the doctors around the country were informed of the same thing.  
Was it mold-based?"  She nodded.  "Coughed up the nasty
stuff, didn't you?" 


"Oh,
you wouldn't believe!" the girl said.  "Hi, Emily, I didn't see
you." 


"I
was hiding behind the tall people," Emily quipped, smiling back. 
"Sit with me on the train?" 


"Sure. 
I'm usually found around the end of the Slytherin section.  Usually front
of the second or third car, depending on how many brothers and sisters, and
couples, we get.  Find me."  She waved and followed her mother
out, telling her who that was. 


Iggy
smiled at Emily.  "It's good that you've found friends.  She's
nice.  Ambitious but nice.  She won't run over people, she moves them
out of her way."  Emily nodded. "Did you finally catch up?"



"Fully,"
Emily agreed.  "I'm even a bit ahead in Runes thanks to your advanced
notes." 


"Like
I said, I get bored," Iggy told her, taking over the open stool. 
"I can get the right size this year," he said happily.  The
fitter laughed.  "No more hanging clothes."  He looked at
his wife, then at the fitter. "Can I get stuff that shows what I nice butt
I have so I can walk in front of her and make her drool?" 


Madam
Malkin chuckled and went to get him his clothes personally.  She loved
this family, they were always such interesting customers. 


***



Bill
looked around the muggle store in awe.  Where was this thing when he had
first packed his pack?  He pointed at a rack.  "You'll want some
of those in case.  A pack for each of you and saddlebags for the
transport," he told them.  "Get some MRE's, get those compact
blankets, and be sure to pack clothes that will stand up to not being washed
for days on end."  He looked at Draco as he said that. 


"I
have some new jeans softening in the washer," Draco noted, heading for the
MRE rack.  "These don't look appetizing." 


"They're
not, but they're handy and compact," Xander told him.  He looked at
the bags, discarding the first few because they only had one strap.  He
nodded Bill over, pointing at the one he liked.  "That one?" 


"Looks
wonderful."  He checked the material. "It should wear
well.  Do you remember how to pack one?" 


"Yuppers,"
Xander said with a grin.  "I also remember how to shrink
everything." 


Bill
laughed.  "It took me three years to learn that trick.  Remember
what can't be shrunk down."  He pointed at the food.  "It
doesn't always like that." 


"Then
we'll add a supplies bag," Xander said with a shrug.  Bill
nodded.  "Want to help me check weapons later?" 


"If
you want.  I'd like to see your stash." 


Draco
wandered over, looking at the bags.  He pointed at the one behind
Xander's, the same size but with multiple pockets on the outside. 
"That one?" 


"Would
work," Xander agreed, handing it to him.  "I like one big cavity
to fill instead of a lot of smaller ones."  He pulled off his, and
one just like it for Denver and Iggy.  Simone still had Draco's old one
and wouldn't be on the whole trip.  "How about this one for a
weapon's bag," he said, touching one of the military commando bags. 


"Will
your favorite things fit in there?" Bill asked. 


"Good
point."  He measured it with his hands and shook his head. 
"Not my most favorite weapon."  He looked at the clerk. 
"I need a bag that'll carry a battle axe.  About this wide on each
side," he said, showing the distance with his hands.  The guy looked
at him like he was nuts, and considering he had a shirt that said Jesus was
coming to stomp everyone but the Aryans, that was particularly funny. 
"Family heirloom, dude." 


"Oh,
right then."  He came over and pulled down a larger bag. 
"How's this?" 


Xander
looked at it, then hefted it.  "A bit too heavy with the weapons in
it.  We're not taking cars." 


"Oh." 
The guy nodded.  "You're going over-ground?"  Xander
nodded.  "Then try this one, mate, it's got enough room for
everything, including a tent setup, but it's not that heavy of material. 
Should last you, it's waterproof and airtight when sealed with the inner
seals." 


Xander
looked it over, then measured the inside. "Yeah, I think this one should
do.  We'll take this, two four-person tents, the gear for it in as compact
of a form as possible, and the necessary meals."  The guy's eyes lit
up.  "And you never saw us." 


"Even
better, mate, good on you.  Gonna go here or abroad?" 


"We're
not sure yet," Draco told him.  "The Founders haven't said
yet." 


"Wonderful
news.  Bring the war to the streets, boys."  He picked them out
his favorite assortment of MRE's, and he ate at least one every day.  Then
he packed them the normal things.  "That be all?" 


"That's
wonderful," Draco told him, looking at everything.  "Sleeping
bags?  It's due to get cold while we're gone." 


"Compact
blankets," Xander told him, patting the small packages.  "We
can't get them that small again, but they're thermal and can be smooshed back
down a lot."  The guy behind the counter nodded.  "We'll
need component carriers too.  Got any small, useful sized
compartments?"  Six small boxes were put down and shown off, three
had two compartments, three had three.  Draco nodded.  "Cool,
and emergency candles." 


"Flares
or the real thing?" 


"The
real thing."  A box was put down.  "Thank you.  Know
where the nearest wiccan shop is?" 


"Up
the street, 'round the corner and go three blocks," the guy ringing them
up said.  "You doing herbs?"  He looked at Draco. 
"Bad bloat, mate?" 


"Very. 
It usually goes away in a few weeks time with the proper treatment." 
Draco leaned on the counter, mentally adding everything up.  "How
many days of food is that?" 


"Sixteen
days for three people.  Need more?" 


"Please. 
We're not sure how long this will last and we're leaving with five extra people
who will be splitting off in a few days."  A box more was added on
and Draco paid the man.  "Thank you.  Xander, can you gather
it?" 


"Sure. 
I can even pack it efficiently," Xander told him with a grin, doing
so.  Soon, all the stuff was evenly divided up and the packs were
half-full.  "Thanks, guys.  Right or left up the street?" 


"Left
from the door," the Aryan told him, smiling as they walked out. 
"Think they're too soft?" 


"Two
of them looked experienced," his buddy told him.  "One's a
little soft, but he's got steel in him.  Maybe this is his first time out,
he's a planner it looked like." 


"Maybe." 
The Aryan smiled.  "Wonder what they'll bring to the world." 


"Hopefully
something wonderful.  If the pigs don't stop 'em."  They
high-fived and went to straighten everything up. 


Once
they were outside, Bill started shaking his head.  "Xander, you're
nuts." 


"They'd
know about this stuff," Xander said with a smirk and slight shrug. 
"This is their fun and games." 


"Who's
Jesus?" Draco asked. 


"Christian
intermediary deity," Bill told him.  "Second in the
hierarchy.  Not found in the Jewish or Muslim versions of the faith."



"Oh. 
And the comment on his shirt?" 


"Remember
World War II?" Xander asked.  Draco nodded, not liking this
discussion.  "Aryans were who Hitler wanted to bring back. The pure
white race."  He clapped him on the back.  "Sort of like
your father." 


"My
father despised that time, called Hitler an inefficient bastard.  Said his
planners weren't worth their shit more than once." 


"Yeah,
well, that's the difference of doing it muggle," Xander pointed out. 
"If he had killed everyone on the spot, they would have been kicked out
faster."   He opened the door to the wiccan shop and took a deep
breath.  No herbs.  "Hi, we need a herbalist of great caliber? 
We're going on retreat and need to commune with our leader's voice." 


"You're
doing a seance?" the hippie behind the counter asked. 


Xander
dug around and came up with the ingredients for the calling spell. "This
is our tradition.   We'll need the usual." 


"Ouija
board?" 


Draco
snorted and shook his head.  "Not like that.  We've seen his
ghost, but we need to talk to it, keep it here for a bit.  Do you have the
requisite things?" 


"Nah,
but I know who does.  Let me get her.  We have connecting shops for
convenience."   He disappeared through the curtain with Xander's
list.  Then he came back and motioned them back.  "Madam
Harracka wants to talk to you lot." 


"Sure,"
Xander said, taking back the paper.  He walked back first and smiled at
the old hag sitting there.  "We're calling our founders." 


She
waited until all of them were there and the boy was gone, then pulled her
wand.  "Why?  Which founder?" 


"All
of them, we're updating the sorting hat," Draco said as he sat down. 
"You used to teach in my father's day.  I found a letter you sent to
his father about his miserable performance." 


She
nodded.  "And you look just like him, Mr. Malfoy.  You're
calling all of them?" 


"We've
seen Slytherin, he's buried at the school."  She gasped. 
"We're not bringing the bodies back unless they ask to be done that
way," Xander told her. "But Salazar got so very pissed when he
realized all the idiots got put in his house." 


She
laughed.  "That's very true, but inbreeding bears dolts and those too
incompetent to do anything on their own."  Draco nodded. 
"You know of your history?"  He nodded again and rubbed his
stomach.  She smiled beatifically and reached out, nodding at the feel of
the child. "It is time then.  Ravettena will not be the problem that
you think.  She's beyond this class of power and control.  This is a
formality, a hoop she must jump through.  Watch your son though, Mr.
Malfoy." 


"Draco,"
he told her.  "She'd better not try for my son.  As much as I
like her lineage, I don't like her parents."  The witch nodded,
understanding that.  "Let her pick on the Mythirias.  They're
her group and it's their turn to intermarry if I remember right."  He
shifted.  "We've got three left to do.  Two this weekend, one
somewhere." 


"Hufflepuff
liked woods," she advised.  She pulled over the list from Xander's
hands. "This is incomplete, but I know what you need."  She
floated up, showing that she had no legs.  "Who took my spot?" 


"Trelawny,"
Draco snorted.  "She died by being out of her body too long." 


The
witch nodded.  "I heard.  What about now?" 


"One
of Tara's friends, we don't associate," Xander told her.  "She
took one look at me and ordered me to never walk into her tower, not even if
she was dying.  Said the blood on me was too much to be borne." 


Madam
Harracka looked at him then shrugged.  "It is clear that you used to
fight.  The blood on you is not human, nor was most of it in a very long
time.  You are who you are." 


"She
said I blinded her with visions of battle and death," Xander told her. 


"If
she's that sensitive then why is she around unformed psychic powers?"
Harracka asked lightly.  "She'll only see their futures as unformed
voids."  She came back with a large tray of things.  "Do
you have a way to carry these?"  The boxes were pulled out and she laughed. 
"The survival idiots?" 


"Can
you think of a better place?" Xander asked with a naughty grin. 
"Poor them, they think we're going to go out and start Anarchy for them
now." 


She
continued to laugh as she put everything in its place and marked each one with
its name.  "One of these days, I'll set off something on
them."  Xander snapped his fingers and brought a catalog from the
shop, handing it to her.  "Oh-ho!  That family, huh?" 
She looked at him.  "Which child?" 


"George
is mine, so is Iggy, he's my son." 


"Wonderful
news then, my boy."  She kissed him on the head.  "Give
that to young William and bring him by sometime." 


"I
can call him now if you want," Xander offered.  She shrugged and
continued to fill up the compartments for them.  He put down one of his
thumbtacks and went to steal his son.  He waved at Molly and took him back
with him.  "Here we are."  Draco looked at him and he saw
an image of his bones over-imposed on his face.  Xander shook his
head.  "I'm not near death," he told himself. 


"My
herbs tend to stimulate those with potential," she admitted. 
"What did you see?" 


"His
skull over his face." 


She
looked at Draco, taking his hand to look at. "Not for many
years."  She took Xander's hand to hold and looked in his eyes. 
"You are so attuned to death that you see it.  You will not outlive
him by long.  Perhaps minutes, perhaps hours." 


"No,"
William said firmly, taking her hands off them.  "Not
now."  She smiled at him and he looked fierce.  "They not
come.  They find out and stop it." 


"If
they do, then they'll all die happily in their beds at the right times,"
she told him.  She saw Xander looking at his son. "You thought they
were going to let him escape?" 


"Who
and how do I kill them?" Xander asked simply.  William smiled and
gave him a hug.  "There's no way in hell someone's coming after my
kids, any of them." 


"The
family from his original life is coming, twisted versions of those in your own
life.  One shiny one turned dark, a bright one turned traitor to their
cause.  The sacrifice will not go back and you will die defending him if
they come." 


"How
and where?" Draco asked, pulling out a notepad to make notes. 
"Any particular place?" 


"Germany,
the air is thinner there these days.  The Black Forest, a
portal."  She shook her head.  "I don't know what
else.  Not for many years." 


"He
showed up in Prague," Xander told her. 


"He
would have.  He took his power and left.  The same as you took yours
and found your place, he found his.  He is still a miniature
you."  She smiled at William.  "Tell them when it's about
time, dear." 


"Tell
us when you can say it in complete sentences or help me find it in a
book," Draco told him.  "That way we can block off that
dimension." 


"Doing
so will kill them," she warned. 


"And?"
he retorted.  "How are those fairies doing?" 


She
laughed.  "Very good point.  You are like your father, only with
a better focus.  I saw very dark things for him.  Don't let him be
raised.  There are some who will try." 


"There
are some who will die for trying," Draco corrected.  "He was
torn into tiny little pieces for killing a colony."  She
gasped.  "Didn't see that?" 


"No,
I usually saw flickering firelight on a stone wall and shadows, nebulous but
horrible ones, in his future." 


"Yeah,
that about describes his end," Xander agreed.   "If you
look at it from the back room, which was where I was, that was about how it
looked."  Draco shuddered.  "He didn't scream," he
assured him. 


"His
tongue was gone?" Bill suggested, faintly sickened. 


Xander
shook his head.  "No, he still had it, it worked.  He didn't
beg, didn't whimper, and didn't say a word. He grunted, he made some pained
noises, but nothing else.  Said it was beneath him." 


Draco
smiled and laughed.  "That does sound like an end he would have
liked." 


Madam
Harracka looked at them.  "You are all very strange young men." 


Bill
shook his head. "I'm normal, they're dragging me along." 


She
laughed.  "I'm sure you are. You stole for a living?" 


"Treasure
finding." 


"Stealing."



"Depends
on how you look at it," he admitted. "I saw it that way toward the
end.  At least our targets were dead." 


"Were
they?" she asked.  His eyes widened.  "I think you'd be
surprised.  Send Ravettena to deal with it.  Shey will understand
them."  She winked at him.  "Don't warn the little suckers,
I hate goblins." 


He
snickered.  "You and me both, Madam.  Is the spell
correct?" 


"Perfectly
fine," she agreed.  She handed over a small pamphlet.  "To
make the trip easier.  The expanded spaces charm."  She winked
at them and sat back down.  "May I hold William?"  He was
handed over and she cooed at him.  "You must tell them everything
once you can," she told him.  "They will protect you with their
lives if necessary."  He looked sad. "They are guardians, it is
their job." 


"Sissy,"
William said, pointing at Draco's stomach.  "Not hurt her." 


"No,
she won't be hurt," Draco told him.  William looked at him. 
"I promise.  I'll send her and the other children away so they can't
be hurt, William.  You can even growl at the bad people if they show
up." 


William
nodded and picked up some paper to draw on.  Then he handed it over. 
"Home.  Bad things happened there.  I died and comed back and
everything.  Protection spell." 


"You
died to protect them so they resurrected you to give it more power?"
Xander asked.  He nodded.  "Was the shiny one Tara?  You used
to look very scared of her."  William nodded.  "And the one
who helped you escape was Willow?"  He nodded again, stronger this
time.  "What was coming?" 


"Bad
things.  Blonde lady from Hell."  He grinned.  "Pretty
but dumb.  Crazy too." 


"Hmm. 
I think we can lock that dimension off from here," Xander assured
him.  "Draco?" 


"Definitely. 
It will take some research to pinpoint it.  Was Buffy there?" 


William
looked up at the lady.  "Once or twice."  He grinned. 
"She go bye-bye, she come back, she go bye-bye, she come back.  She
like yo-yo." 


Xander
chuckled. "I think I know where that is.  Can I call
someone?"  The witch shrugged.  "Anyanka!" 


"What?"
she whined as she appeared.  "You're finally ready to punish
him?"  She gasped when she saw William.  "Oh, damn!  I
saw his reality." 


"Good,
then you can help me block it off before they come to kill him," Draco
told her. 


She
looked down at him, then shook her head. "Not until after you've plopped
that one out.  There's not a chance I'm getting near a champion again.
Twice was enough, thank you."  He smiled.  "You look like
Spike." 


"I
said the same thing," he noted.  "Can you protect
William?"  She snorted in derision.  "What would it
take?" 


Xander
smirked at her.  "I know a student who would *love* to hear from you,
dear."  She perked up.  "Not only is she demonic potential,
she's already evil.  She's also my niece and will *hate* me for suggesting
her." 


"Really?"
Anyanka asked, sitting in midair.  "Which niece?  His?" 


"Potter's,"
Draco said with a smirk. 


"Harry
will kill you," Bill told them. 


"Harry
knows.  He wasn't fond, and I'm not offering her up, but suggesting that
she be looked at and considered for a job offer.  She's power
hungry.  Wants minions." 


"Not
succubus, but definitely a higher-order one," Anyanka said
thoughtfully.  "Can you let me get your mate?" 


"It
happens to him.  He's creative.  Other artists' spouses have to put
up with the same thing I guess."  He grinned at Bill.  "Or,
hey, Willow's son.  He wants the power so bad he can taste it.  He
messed with Tara's books." 


"Hmm,"
she purred. "I felt that.  Sex magic too."  She grinned at
Bill.  "He was doing rites this summer with some Watcher's kid. 
Do I have to check with their parents?" 


"You
want to ask Willow and Wesley if you can talk to her first born?" Xander
asked, looking stunned.  She shuddered.  "I'd go talk to Harry
definitely.  Remember him?"  She nodded.  "I was
thinking something in the Braxis class personally, give her a Watching
post?" 


"Hmm,
doable," Anyanka said.  "Not exactly demonic, but definitely
needed and she does have the talent for the higher magics."  She
looked at William, who was grinning at her.  "Remind you of
someone?" 


"Mine,"
he said happily.  "Snuggly tits." 


"Oh,
I was there too," she said happily.  "Gee, getting stuck in
Sunnydale on many planes.  Someone kill me now."  A rumble of
thunder.  "Let me check in.  Thanks, Xander.  You're sure
about George?  I can make him dance and everything." 


"No,
I think he's about to come to his senses," Xander told her. 
"Happy suggesting to Harry."  She disappeared and he looked at
Bill.  "Braxis demons aren't demons, they're witches and wizards who
are appointed to watch the inter-plane areas for anomalies. It's a power
position because you can pick and choose what gets through, but you're under
strict control of a higher authority.  It takes power, control, and the
desire to fuck with people's lives.  I mentioned it to Harry and he liked
it up until he heard what it was."  He grinned.  "Besides,
it keeps her away from George and the school." 


Bill
shook his head. "You're on your own if Harry comes for you." 


"He
won't," Draco told him.  "He threatened her with it a few weeks
ago.  She looked very interested."  He stood up.  "Are
we done?" 


"The
bathroom's back that way," she said, pointing.  "There's only
one working, the girls' side."  He nodded, heading back in
there.  "This would be Agatha Potter?"  Both men
nodded.  "He's right, she'd do good there. Tell Albus to come see
me.  I haven't seen him in ages.  I told him to watch out for
retirement.  A succubus?" 


"That
kept coming after my mate," Xander said dryly.  He took his son
back.  "Thank you, Madam Harracka.  Feel free to drop in on our
kids anytime."  She laughed and he let Bill repack everything. 
"Ready?" he asked when Draco came out. 


"You're
out of paper towels."  He nodded at her.  "Thank you for
your assistance." 


"You're
welcome. It's nice to see that you're more like your grandfather and a dash of
your adopting father thrown in."  She smiled as they disappeared,
giving them an extra boost so Draco's daughter wouldn't get warped or left
behind.  "A very interesting trio," she noted, making notes in
her dairy.  "Ah, I foresaw them coming    Wonderful of
me to do."  She finished writing the entry and cleaned everything up.



***



Xander
handed William back and dropped onto the couch.  "Okay, I'm tired
now," he announced.  "Nap?" 


"Yes,
dear, you nap," Molly assured him.  He smiled and laid back. 
"Draco, you're not supposed to be traveling that way," she chided,
letting William down to play. 


"I
couldn't take a cab," he moaned, sitting down.  "Do you have
anything to nibble on?" 


"Try
one of the MRE's," Bill suggested.  He looked at them, watching as
Draco read the directions and followed them.  "Mum, we've just had a
small glitch." 


"I
heard," Harry called.  "Xander, I want to beat you." 


"It's
keeping her away from George," Xander called. 


Harry
came down the stairs and looked down at him.  "Still.  A demonic
position?" 


"She
wouldn't have to turn," Xander said, opening his eyes.  "That's
for witches and wizards who are very powerful.  Not for demons. 
They're too easily swayed.  Trust me, it'd suit her and she could be the
one who ultimately helps us save William.  She might even be able to sit
at home all day and do it.  She'd have the power to call anything from any
plane, but would have to put back equal mass somewhere.  It's an
interesting job.  Pick up Iggy's textbook if you want to read up on
it.  We've got an expanded section.  I had one come in and talk to
the kids."  He closed his eyes.  "I'm going to let the flu
medicine work." 


Harry
backed away.  "I don't need that."  He looked at Draco, who
shrugged.  "Who told him?" 


"Madam
Harracka, the one before Trelawny.   She knew my father and berated
him wholly a few times.  She saw his death." 


"At
least she knew more than we let on," Bill put in.  "I've never
seen a seer like her.  Especially not Tara's replacement.  Shit, I
should warn something about that problem she mentioned." 


"She
said not to," Draco reminded him.  "Personal bias could play a
part in it." 


"Would
they believe it?" Xander asked. 


Bill
snorted.  "Not likely.  They don't believe in species
rights.  My last assignment they had me trying to clean out a
nest."  Harry hissed.  "Tell me about it.  Murphy
saved my life." 


"No,
that," Harry said, picking up a magazine to roll up.  "Don't
move, Bill."  He took the spider off him and looked at it. 
"Kin of Aragog?"  It nodded.  "Messenger or
playing?"  It danced.  "Then we'll send you
back."  He walked to the floo and sent himself to the school, the
spider carefully held in his hand.  Ron looked over at him. 
"Don't get too close.  One of Aragog's."  Ron shuddered and
moved far away.  "You're still scared of spiders?" 


"After
having one try to eat me, yeah," Ron agreed.  "Hagrid's down the
hall." 


"Thanks,"
Harry said with a smile.  "Can you beat Xander for me?  He
suggested Aggie and Ryan for Braxis positions." 


Ron
grinned.  "Really?"  Harry nodded.  "That would
suit 'em and keep 'em out of trouble.  Brilliant plan, absolutely
brilliant.  That'd make 'em like that bint Chrester we met a few years
back, Harry." 


"Oh! 
Is that what?"  Ron nodded.  "Then it might not be so
bad.  Let me drop her off and we can talk." 


"Deal." 
Ron watched as Harry walked out with the little spider, then shuddered again.
Spiders were better off dead in his book.  Oh, but Xander was going to get
it from Willow.  He wondered if he should tell her. A cold hand touching
his forehead made him look up. "Buffy?" 


"It's
a good thing, I put it in his head," she said with a wink.  Then she
faded out. "I'll tell Willow."  There was a small pop. 


Ron
curled up in the chair, smiling at himself.  This was one to watch. 


***



Wesley
looked up at the cool breeze moving through his office. 
"Faith," he said with a smile.  "What can I do for
you?" 


"You
can tell Red that her kid's gonna be a Braxis for us," Faith said,
crossing her arms.  "B and I agree, she's still scary." 


Wesley
chuckled and put down his pen.  "I'm sure she can seem that
way.  A Braxis?"  Faith nodded.  "Where?" 


"This
plane.  Keeping out, guardian like and all that.  Both of them. 
Power trips like they'd adore and responsibilities that'll make 'em
whine.  Anya's on the recruit and sign trail."  She winked and
faded out.  "Cute honeymoon, Wes." 


He
blushed. "I do wish you girls would quit watching us."  He got
up and went to talk to his wife.  "Dear, have you heard from
Buffy?" 


"No,
I got an Anyanka visit," she sighed.  "Braxis?" 
Wesley nodded.  "Why?" 


"Think
about it, love, they'd be perfect.  This is the power trip they've been
looking for.  Each one could even get a corner to watch." 


She
smiled and kissed him. "I guess.  I wonder how Harry's taking
it."  She snuggled into his arms. "At least they'll be
here." 


"Very
true," he agreed, kissing the side of her neck.  He looked around.
"Go away, Faith and Buffy."  They giggled and left, the door
slamming. "I mean it.  I'll trap you in a book for eternity, one of
the large, dusty boring ones."  The door opened and slammed
again.  "Thank you." 


"They
were peeking?" Willow asked with a blush.  He nodded. 
"Naughty ghosts."  But she stole another kiss.  "Blot
the memory out for me?" 


"Of
course."  He pulled her up and kissed her more deeply.  There
wasn't any emergencies right now, they had the time to neck and other things. 


***



The
first morning of the trip, Percy smiled and sat watching the two snuggling
ones.  He knew that both men hated to sleep alone and it wasn't sexual in
the least, but they were cute.  He waved the others off to do their
personal business and pack up.  Simone stopped to take a picture of
them.  He smiled and motioned that he wanted a copy for the family
archives.  She nodded and snuck off to go pee behind a tree. 


Draco
and Xander moaned, waking up in response to the other's voice.  Percy
watched as they realized that their sleep attire had shifted during the night
and that both of them were peeking out of them.  They opened their eyes
and shrugged and smiled, then got up and adjusted themselves, picking different
trees.  He laughed, making them both look at him.  "You two are
cute." 


"I
was hoping that the little me would take up with Lucien," Xander told
him.  "That way the cuteness would reign forever."  He
walked back there and peed, sighing in relief, only matched by Draco's own
sighs. 


"My
son and your daughter are quite cute enough," Draco said once he was
done.  He came back around and slipped into the rest of his clothes,
sitting in front of the dead fire to sip the tea Percy had made. "Eww, cold,"
he mumbled.  He pulled his wand and heated it, then sipped it again. 
Xander sat down and handed him two sugar packets.  "Thank
you."  He gratefully poured them both in and smiled in delight. 
Just how he liked it. 


"How
far are we?" Percy asked, moving closer so he could see the map.  His
diary for this trip was going into the school archive so it was important that
he knew such things. 


"We're
at the doorstep of what should be Ravenclaw's final resting place," Draco
said, examining it.  "It says there should be a tunnel." 
He looked around. "I don't see any entrance." 


"Maybe
it's a tree," Xander said, taking the map to hold.  He turned it
right-side up and looked around again.  "A small opening, like the
store would be if it was barely sticking out of the ground and it's that
way."  He pointed to the right.  The map reoriented, and he
switched to the left.  "Okay, so I was wrong," he said with a
shrug and a grin.  "We go that way."  He looked at the
empty tents.  "Kids?" he called. 


"Searching,"
Denver called back. 


Melvin
came out of the trees with the collapsible bucket filled with water. 
"There's a stream about fifty paces that way." 


"That's
why we're here," Draco told him, taking the bucket to wash his
hands.  He pulled out some of the fresh food and bit into the apple with a
joyous expression. 


"You
sure you don't want an MRE?" Xander teased. 


"If
you threaten me with those horrid fake meals again, I'll harm you," Draco
told him, taking another bite.  He handed over the pack with the
food.  "Eat real food, Xander, not bad copies of food." 
Percy laughed and hugged his son.  "You as well.  We don't need
you getting the runs from that stuff." 


"It
would make flying difficult," Percy agreed.  He frowned and looked at
Draco's head.  "Is that a white hair?" 


Xander
nearly dropped his pear as he searched, coming up with a white hair in the
center of the blonde.  "Draco, as soon as we get back, you're getting
checked out." 


"That
is why I'm here," Iggy noted as he joined them.  He ran his wand over
Draco.  "The baby's being a bit more forceful with his energy
now.  Nothing serious.  All babies do it.  I'm surprised he
didn't get some last time." 


"I
did," Draco admitted.  "Three of them. I'll be fine.  Pull
that please." 


"Not
a chance," Iggy told him.  "You grow three for each one you
pluck." 


"That's
a wives tale," Draco said with disgust.  He took the hair from
Xander's fingers and yanked it out.  "There, see?  No new ones
yet. I'll get about one a month and the healers said that was normal. 
Even women get those."  He looked at Iggy, who nodded and
shrugged.  "Quit fussing." 


"Grumpy,"
Xander told him, giving him a nudge.  "Keep it up and I'll make you
sleep with Percy, he snores." 


"It's
bad enough our sons snored in my ear all night," Draco said glumly. 
He looked at his son. "Sleep with Percy tonight, son."  He
finished his tea and poured himself more.  He looked at what Xander had
pulled out.  "Glass bottles?" 


"Chocolate
caffeine drink," Iggy said, reading the held-up label while his father dug
out his morning medicine. 


"Wonderful,
high and bouncy," Percy said in disgust.  "Xander, did you
really need those?"  Xander nodded.  "Why?" 


"Caffeine
is my personal god and I only brought three of them.  I figured they could
come in useful."  He popped the top and resealed it so he could shake
the contents, then drink down his medicines quickly.  "Okay. 
Rinse it, Iggy."  His son took the bottle from his hand and went to
rinse it out.  When he came back, Xander stuck the candle in it and handed
it over. "There, useful." 


"What
are you doing the other days for caffeine?" Iggy asked, repacking his bag.



"No-doz. 
Caffeine supplement pills."   Draco gave him a look. "You
want me to be cranky and sleepy the whole trip?" 


"No,
I was wondering when you had picked those up." 


"They
were in the medicine cabinet," Iggy told him.  "Daddy, where's
the weapons bag?" 


"I
used it as my pillow.  What did you need out of it?" 


"I
was thinking a crossbow for that thing," he said, pointing at the river
siren coming out. 


Xander
looked at her and she smiled.  "We're all either married, widowed, or
taken, lady.  And we have swords. Iggy, wood wouldn't hurt it and I didn't
bring any of the iron ones.  Get a sword instead."  Iggy stood
up but the siren moved on.  "Thanks.  We'll be gone
soon!"  Draco tapped him and he looked at him. His son patted him on
the side of the head.   "What?" 


"You're
scary. Have another one." 


Percy
broke out in giggles.   "I'm glad you two are having so much
fun."  Xander shrugged. "Are we ready to pack up?" 


"Give
me ten minutes to clean some of myself up and I'll be ready," Draco told
him.  He looked around.  "It's very quiet out here.  I can
see why some people like it."  He finished his second mug of tea and
went to take a washcloth bath and do his hair. 


Xander
took the direct approach, using the same cleaning spell he used on his
clothes.  It didn't take off some of the grime or remove all the smells,
but it killed all the germs and made him feel clean enough.  He repacked
everything and sat down again, that's when Draco poured the water over his
head.  "Hey!" 


"You
need to take a real bath, not just that swipe you did.  Meeting Founders
shouldn't be an exercise in stench control."  He sat on a dry spot
next to Percy and poured himself some more tea for his travel bottle.  The
water had tasted nasty when he had tasted it.  He tossed Xander his bottle
of shampoo and soap.  "Environmentally friendly even," he said
with a slight smirk. 


Xander
groaned but got up to go take a real bath in the stream.  He knelt beside
the water and saw the minor demon, giving her a shrug.  "We've got to
talk to Ravenclaw," he told her.  He showed her the label. 
"It won't hurt your water."  He drew some up to take a bath on
the side of the river, then used the dirty water to rewet his hair so he could
shampoo it.  He drew some more clean water to rinse his hair then shook
himself.  "Thanks."  She smiled at him and nodded at his
uncovered midsection, winking. He shook his head.  She pouted and licked
her lips.  He shook his head, but he was smiling.  He showed her the
place where his ring's tan lines were.  She reached up and he chuckled,
shaking her hand.  "I work with Slayers."  She withdrew
then stared at him.  He shrugged.  "Sorry.  I'm not here to
hurt you."  She came closer and touched his hand, smiling at him.
"I'm still taken though." 


She
sighed.  "Fine, be that way," she said in a dulcet voice that
made him smile. "Do you think I'm pretty?" 


"I
do, but my husband would harm me if I brought you home." 


She
tittered with laughter.  "I'm sure he would.  Go in peace, you
who work with Slayers."  She tipped her head to the right. "How
many are there now?" 


"Just
one again.  Faith passed on her line and Buffy got to breed." 
He stood up.  "Thank you for the blessing."  He blew a
kiss.  "Happy hunting and all that."  He emptied the bucket
onto the ground so the earth would filter it before putting it back in the
river, then left to go back to the camp.  He found everything packed,
everyone ready, and he still needed to find dry clothes.  "Sorry, the
river siren had a question." 


"You
can't go anywhere without getting into trouble, can you?" a soft female
voice asked, floating closer to the camp.  "You don't need to summon
me, really." 


"We
were going to come talk to you in your own place," Percy told her, staying
respectful.  Ravenclaw had been one of the most powerful witches in her
time and no one was sure how much magic remained after death. 


"I
find that place boring."  She looked around, frowning at the lack of
her house's members.  "Has my house fallen?" 


"No,
we couldn't pick up the members of your house," Draco told her. 
"They're under quarantine. It's another wizard flu year." 


She
nodded and floated down in front of him, touching his stomach.  "My,
a healthy guardian."  She smiled at him and saw him for what he
was.  "Your kind still exist?" 


Xander
coughed as he finished pulling on dry pants.  "We have for a very
long time.  No matter how many of your students try to kill
us."  He smiled.  "Salazar demanded so we're doing our
duty.  Want to talk to the hat and make sure your students are getting
sorted correctly?" 


"Xander!"
Percy hissed. 


"She
doesn't like my kind anyway," Xander told him. 


Ravenaclaw
floated closer.  "I don't," she agreed.  "I don't
loathe you enough to harm you, but I don't personally like the fact that your
kind had to be created.  Our wands used to be powerful enough, but
then...."  She shrugged. "I don't know what happened." 


"It's
theorized that all the repressing we had to do because of the onslaught of
Christianity backed up the flood," Draco told her.  "That it
sent shockwaves down into the pure magic and brought the chaos magic more to
the front, possibly even made it stronger." 


She
nodded. "That sound plausible.  And a Slytherin no less.  I'm impressed. 
Salazar never had a head for theory."  She looked at Xander
again.  "You are a teacher?"  He nodded. 
"Of?" 


"Demonology,
alternate defense." 


"Oh. 
We teach that?"  He nodded.  "Since when?" 


"Since
about sixteen years ago," Xander told her.  "When the Slayer had
to go to Hogwarts to stop an asshole from killing everyone there." 
He crossed his arms.  "Do you know how many of us are in your house
now?"  She glared at him.  "Statement of fact, the families
forgot.  We are here, and not even trying to take over like some have
thought." 


"I
see."  She nodded at him.  "May I see your most recent
memories?" 


"Only
if you stay out of my love life," he said dryly, submitting to her. 
She put a hand on his forehead and closed his eyes so he could see what she
did.  "Hey, not that." 


She
laughed.  "A brother of the spirit, if not the flesh," she told
him.  "A Gryffindor.  I'm sure he'll love you." 


Xander
grinned.  "Salazar liked me enough." 


She
laughed again.  "I can see why.  He was always fond of your
sort.  Give me the hat please."  Iggy handed it to her. 
"A potion's person and an alchemist in Gryffindor?" she said in
amazement. 



He
nodded.  "The hat said I didn't have the personality for
Slytherin.  One of my kids will get in there.  I'll have my uncle
make sure of it," he said with a quick grin for Draco. 


"I'm
sure I can train one to be suitable that way," he agreed. 


Ravenclaw
shook her head. "This modern world is strange.  I'm glad I don't live
in it anymore."  She put on the hat and listened to its tale of woe
at how Salazar had threatened it so very badly.  "I'm sure you'll be
fine," she told it.  "Show me the recent ones you've sorted into
mine."  She saw and smiled.  "Yes, that is what I wanted." 
She gave it one last instruction and handed it over.  "It was correct
for my house.  Salazar was always fussy."  Draco choked on his
spit.  "You never knew that?" 


"That's
not the word I would have chosen," he told her.  "Do you know
where Hufflepuff was heading?  The map doesn't show her." 


"Germany,"
she said with a shrug.  "That's all I know.  She liked the
woods, they were still more pure and she could find her creatures over
there."  She looked at Percy.  "I'm surprised you're a
Gryffindor, but then again it's probably a family matter."  He nodded,
smiling at her.  "What's the Dark Forest?" 


"A
place where Hufflepuff would have felt right at home," Melvin told
her.  "It's got all sorts of creatures.  Good ones, bad
ones." 


"Man-eating
spider ones," Draco butted in.  "The occasional death
eater."  Ron grinned at him from his spot on the edge of the
group.  He had to catch up so didn't get a spot in the tents last night. 


"Who
put those there?" 


"The
current groundskeeper," Xander told him.  "Wonderful man named
Hagrid." 


She
shook her head.  "Must have been a Hufflepuff." 


"I
think he might have been a Gryff," Melvin told her.  "I never
asked him, but then again he doesn't like to talk about those days.  He
was accused of something he didn't do." 


"May
I see?"  He nodded but his father shook his head. 
"No?" 


"That
was long before his time.  It was after mine, but during Draco's." 


"I
know," Ron told her.  "You can view mine.  Hagrid and I are
close."  She floated over and touched his forehead, then he
sighed.  "Not those." 


"You
dated a slayer?" 


"And
bred with her," Ron said sarcastically.  "Triplets no
less." 


She
grimaced.  "Those Watchers don't have them, do they?" 


"I'm
training them," Xander told her. 


"Good,"
she said, brightening up.  "We don't want everything magical to
end."  She went back to Ron's memories, smiling at the man as he saw
him.  "I'm sure he's a wonderful groundskeeper.  Is he well
again?" 


"He
just got back a few days ago.  He had a somewhat usual giant problem, an
abscess in his stomach." 


"I
noticed," she agreed.  "They do have those.  Your
Dumbledore is quite unusual.  I would like to talk to the man some
day." 


"We're
allowed to bring you back and bury you by Salazar," Xander offered. 
She looked down her nose at him.  "Don't give me that look, we know
about the prophecy.  You're the second if you come." 


"That's
not how it went at all," she mused.  She floated away. 
"Follow me.  You'd have to bring it all with you.  I won't leave
her." 


Draco
was the last one into the cave, stopping to look at the carved
protections.  "We can get Bill to do this," he told himself,
walking inside. He stopped when he saw the two sarcophagi.  "Your
mate?" he asked.  She nodded.  "Anyone we're looking
for?" 


She
laughed.  "One of his line," she said, pointing at Percy. 
"My favored student who become my world."  She ran a hand over
the stone covering her love.  "She must come back with me." 


"Let
me start a fire and set up a temporary floo," Xander noted, walking out to
do so.  He called the Headmaster first, telling him, then Bill to get his
expert opinion.  He was with the gryphons and they didn't like being
interrupted so Bill would be coming up later.  He got out of Dumbledore's
way, handing him the protection amulet he was wearing.  The same one
Melvin wore and the same one Draco wore, that way nothing could take them, or
the baby, over.  He doused the fire and went back inside, watching as
Dumbledore chatted with Ravenclaw like she was his equal and currently
corporeal.  "Did you want us to make tea?" he asked dryly. 


Dumbledore
smiled at him. "I wouldn't mind some, Xander.  Thank you." 


"I'll
help you, you still make dreadful tea," Percy told him, following him
out.  They found their stuff in front of the entrance and Percy simply
restarted the fire with his wand, pulling out the tea things to brew
some.  "Ron, some water please?" he asked, handing over the pot.



"Watch
out for the River Siren, she's lonely," Xander told him, sitting down
beside Percy.  Ron headed off in the wrong direction. 


"Xander,
you were quite disrespectful," Percy admonished.  "She was a
great witch." 


"Who
was human and had biases like everyone else.  I saw the look she gave
Draco."  Percy glared at him.  "What?  At least it was
in the open." 


Draco
clapped him on the back.  "Very true.  Other way,
Ron."  Ron headed in the other direction, going toward the river this
time.  He sat down with a grunt of pain, still not able to make it the
last few inches without falling.  "No more after this." 


"They
said they'd be able to strip the spell from you once you had popped," Xander
reminded him.  Draco pulled him closer, letting him rest his head on his
shoulder. "Thanks." 


"You're
welcome.  If this camping is doing to your legs what it's doing to my
back, we could both use a long hot bath already." 


Percy
smiled at them.  They were so cute.  He pulled out his diary to make
a few remarks, then left a long space for Dumbledore's comments.  He'd get
the Headmaster to fill those in soon enough. 


***



Dumbledore
walked into his office and smiled at the woman sitting in his chair. 
"It is rather comfortable, isn't it?  I found it in a muggle shop
believe it or not."  McGonagall got out of his desk chair and sat in
one of the other ones.  "They've found Ravenclaw." 


"Wonderful
news," she said happily.  "Did she make any changes?" 


"Only
to order the hat to never put another gryphon-born in her house again. 
Unless they're truly children that she could have tolerated." 
McGonagall rolled her eyes.  "She's interested in coming back, but
we'll have to move the complete tomb.  Interested?" 


"Me? 
What would I know about such things?" 


"You'd
have Bill Weasley to advice you.  He said he doesn't like to move tombs,
but he'll help."  She shrugged.  "Wonderful.  The
family is heading for Gryffindor tonight, he's around here somewhere, then
they're going to Germany to look for Hufflepuff." 


"Whyever
did she go over there?" 


"She
liked the Black Forest," he said with a smile.  "The map will
guide them.  I think she might be further south than any of them
think.  Xander has had the map taken from him by Mr. Malfoy so he can no
longer get it backward."  She snorted, but was smiling. 
"Percy is doing rather well with this assignment.  He's already got
me involved.  I've told the boys that they're to call you for any further
negotiations.  Simone was actually happy to hear that. Apparently she's
been anxious to know something that only you know." 


"Indeed?" 
She smiled at the house elf bringing them afternoon tea.  "How was
Ravenclaw?" 


"Buried
with her mate.  She liked Xander for having George.  Liked Ron for
having Buffy.  Didn't like them for any other reason of
course."  He smiled at the elf and gave him a piece of candy, his
daily wage.  The poor thing had stuttered so bad to have the raise it was
the least he could do.  "Thank you."  The elf nodded, leaving
with his treat. 


"You'll
rot his teeth," she chastised, but she was smiling.  "How is
Ignatius faring?" 


"Well
enough.  Ravenclaw was surprised that he was in Gryffindor as well." 


"Not
less than Salazar I'd bet.  He so loved the nerdy potion masters in his
day." 


"He
was one himself," he reminded her.  "He saw a lot of himself in
Ignatius and Draco.  His temperament in one and his passion in the
other.  Apparently he even approved of small slips off the trail of pure
blood, for the sake of keeping a strong line. " 


"I
thought it interesting that he remembered the Weasley forerunner." 
She took a sip of tea. 


"Why
wouldn't he have?"  She choked.  He smiled. "Are you all
right?" 


She
nodded, wiping herself off.  "They were originally his?" 


"One
side of the present family was his, Molly's if I remember right, but Arthur's
side has always been Gryffindors, and the pain in his side probably. 
Potter's family used to be pure Gryffs as well I believe.  Another pain in
his side." 


"So,
the Potter/Weasley/Granger trio against Malfoy was history repeating
itself?" 


"Exactly!"
he said happily. 


She
shook her head.  "Poor Salazar.  I almost feel sorry for him if
he had to deal with those three." 


Dumbledore
shook his head. "You are still very naughty, my dear." 


"I
know, but it's true.  Those three nearly drove me to drink.  Numerous
times." 


"After
their sixth year, I nearly drank," he admitted.  "Thankfully,
Xander was here to manage the problems in their seventh." 


"Yes,
that piece of work with getting Malfoy back to help him become a decent wizard
was a nice bit of work, Albus." 


He
winked.  "Why let Lucius have all the fun manipulating
everyone?  When he demanded, I even looked like I was adamant.  It
gave him a kick."  He nibbled on a small sandwich.  "Though
even I didn't have any idea how far Mr. Malfoy would go toward the side of the
light.  It never pays to underestimate the effect Xander has on someone I
suppose." 


"Yes,
pregnant, twice, a loving and overprotective father, nearly in for the teaching
position here, and yet still somewhat dark and evil." 


"Yes,
but he picks his times to torture others.  He's spent all summer torturing
Xander into admitting he has to slow down, and has done quite well from what
I've noticed." 


"Even
if George is a bit fussy about it?" 


"He
agrees with the underlying principle, he's lost himself in his work
again.  That's all that is."  He picked up a cracker to nibble
on.  "Please eat, my dear Minerva."  She picked up a
sandwich to nibble on. "They'll work it out.  I'm sure Mr. Malfoy has
a plan for that as well."  He smiled and picked up his tea cup to
take another sip. "I should probably tease them with how late they waited
for this task." 


"No,
Albus, you know how sensitive Xander is to criticism.  He's likely to quit
on you.  Or never speak to you again." 


"Yes,
I suppose so.  If I mention it in his review, he'll either beg that it
wasn't his fault, or he'll take off his tie and hand it to me before I can say
anything else and be packing before I can stand up and stop him."  He
took another sip. "I often wonder what he would have been like with decent
parents." 


"William."



Albus
smiled.  "Oh, indeed," he agreed. 


"I'm
just glad I never had to teach him.  Can you imagine him living here and
taking classes?" 


"Glad
you're not teaching William either?" 


"Definitely.
The pranks alone would be horrible.  I'd have to start taking points off
my own house." 


Dumbledore
laughed. "Do you know that Severus won't take points off the Malfoy
children?"  She snorted and rolled her eyes.  "He got tired
of the paperwork after Simone's second month." 


"I
don't see why, she's a perfectly *delightful* child," she said
sarcastically.  "Has she stopped swearing?" 


"She's
keeping it in a less public manner," he assured her. "A few choice
words on the field every now and then, but she hasn't threatened a teacher
since her second year.  She's gotten quite focused on her future. 
Still wants to be a Prefect." 


"Merlin
help my house if she does," McGonagall sighed, finishing her tea and
pouring herself more.  "How is Ignatius holding up?" 


"They've
taken to teasing each other.  Mentally and not.  I'm expecting one of
them to be grounded to the home tower by the holidays."  He
smiled.  They were cute together. 


"Are
you going to let them be together after they're both sixteen?" 


He
shook his head.  "The precedent is only married seventh years. 
We didn't let that nice Indian transfer couple stay together, even though they
were married.  They can sneak about if they want cuddle time, or get
Xander to shield them on weekends. In their seventh year, they can present a
request to have married quarters.  Of course, I'll have to put them down
by Severus." 


"He'll
kill you," she pointed out.  "They keep interrupting him from
what Tara said." 


"Ignatius
does have bad timing," he agreed dryly.  "Hopefully by then
he'll be more used to working alone or with his wife to lean on for knowledge
he doesn't have yet.  She's quite the taskmaster in the lab.  Sets
out schedules and everything." 


"Then
she's probably very good for him," she agreed.  "How is his
control?" 


"Not
a single lust bomb," he said with great appreciation.  "Do you
think we should resort students?" 


"No,
let it be a gradual change.  Though Slytherin may need bigger quarters if
none of the others will accept gryphon-born." 


"It's
been a while, but I don't think Gryffindor will object too much.  He can
see what they've done for his house.  Ignatius himself will be very
impressive to him, not to mention Ron, Harry, and Simone." 


"Harry's
with them?" 


"He's
joining them, wanted to see Gryffindor personally.  Ignatius gave him the
sword to carry out of tradition.  He pulled it out, it should be him that
requests that it be put back." 


"Maybe
things will settle down this year," she said, sounding hopeful. 


"We
have the Ravettena heir coming in.  Shey Angela is not one of the most
calm creatures." 


"Here? 
Why?" 


"Her
parents did as well.  She needs the socializing outside of her group, also
she'll be able to find some minions in the lower social circles." 


"I
do hope the Malfoys are careful." 


He
shook his head.  "I'm not worried about that.  Denver may fall
for her, as she is very beautiful and from a suitable family, but Ravena won't
have any problems with her.  She's noted that the two groups won't be that
close. I think they'll acknowledge each other as the Goddess in training that
they are, but they won't be close.  They'll have a subtle treaty of
cooperation most likely.  I'm more worried about Severus' niece. She comes
from that sort of family and her mother may well force her to try and join
Shey's group even though it won't suit her personality." 


"I'm
more worried about Potter." 


"Ah,
her," Dumbledore said with his usual calm assurance.  "Have you
heard of the Braxis guardians?"  She nodded, sipping her tea. 
"They're thinking of offering her and her consort such a position." 


McGonagall
slowly put down her tea cup.  "She would have all the power she
wanted." 


"And
a strict set of rules that she'd have to follow," Dumbledore agreed with
the closest he got to a cruel smirk.  "I believe Xander recommended
her to his ex."  She started to laugh.  "Think of it, all
the power that she could ever want, but so controlled that she can't harm
anyone." 


"Which
would be perfect for her," McGonagall agreed with a cruel smirk of her
own.  "How does her father feel?" 


"I
think he's about to come around.  He thought she'd have to change over,
but now he knows it's not so.  Or, he's suggested this himself, give it to
her and bind Ryan to her as her helper.  Frustrate the both of them and
keep them out of trouble until the day they die." 


"That
would be wonderful for the rest of us," she agreed.   "Has
anyone mentioned it to the girl herself?" 


"Not
yet.  I think we're talking to all the adults first." 


"Actually,"
Anyanka said as she manifested.  "Just got done explaining it to
her.  She's so thrilled at the power she didn't even blink at the length
of the rules."  She smirked at them.  "Even we want her out
of the way, people, and the higher demons *love* Ryan."  She winked
at Albus.  "Any other problem children of yours?" 


"Only
if you'd care to cure Mr. Black of whatever you did." 


"Pffft. 
It was minor compared to what I could have done and he knows it." 
She chuckled evilly.  "Is he bothering you?" 


"He
has a bit...surly since you cursed him with impotence," Albus told
her.  "He and Xander are about to get into it." 


She
laughed. "Xander will tell him about the joys of bending over and taking
it.  I didn't block him from that form of release after all.  Just
like he did to his women."  She smiled at McGonagall. 
"Don't worry, Xander and George are going to be fixed, Draco has a
plan.  Oh, and that nice Madam Harracka said hello." 


"I
heard the boys had went to her," Albus told her.  "Tea,
Anyanka?" 


"No
thanks, I'm going to bug Spike to see the chicks.  A black one, how
wonderful for him."  She winked and left. 


"One
of the chicks was a black one?" McGonagall asked, like nothing had
happened. 


"Indeed,
but the mother won't force him out." 


"Oh,
a black male," she said in appreciation.  "I'm sure some of the
females about might like him." 


"There's
a black female being raised right now in Cairo.  They'll probably get
together." 


"If
not, there will be beautiful babies," she pointed out. 


"All
babies are beautiful to their parents." 


"Feel
thankful, there won't be any dances of love from Lucien." 


"Or
poison oak from Maeve," he agreed, and they clinked tea cups.  They
had survived the youth of Hogwarts. It could only get easier. 


***



Xander
looked up at Gryffindor's burial spot. They were on the spot.  There was a
marker. There wasn't any way into the actual grave site and it was supposed to
have been larger than a marker.  He looked at Iggy, who was rubbing a
stone.  "A clue?" 


"An
idea."  Iggy walked over and put the stone on the marker, and the
earth fell from under them.  As soon as they landed, he got up and went to
check on his uncle, sighing with relief. 


"I
cushioned our fall," Draco grunted as he stood up with some help. 
"Xander?" 


"Here." 
He lit his wand and cane, looking around in the weak light.  A small flame
started in front of them, slowly moving toward them.  "Ice!" he
shouted before it could come near them. 


"Do
you always attack first?" an amused voice said from behind them.  He
cleared the ice off his fire elemental and let it finish lighting the
torches.  "Visitors."  He looked around. 
"Snake's.  Mine.  Hufflepuff.  No Ravenclaw?" 


"They're
ill," Draco told him. He touched his stomach to make sure everything was
all right. 


"Sit,
boy.  Now," Gryffindor ordered, calling a chair over. 
"Anyone bearing one of my heirs has to be treated more delicately. 
If I had known, I would have slowed your descent."  He frowned as one
of his people helped the boy into a chair.  "What's all this
about?  I don't usually get many visitors without a purpose." 


Iggy
put his pack down and pulled out the Sorting Hat, standing back up again. 
"Salazar said it was fucked, you get to give it new orders as well,"
he explained. 


"It
might have something to do with me pulling this out to save the school,"
Harry noted, holding up the sword. 


"What
did you kill with that?" he asked, taking the sword from the boy. 


"Snake's
pet," Harry told him. "His heir kind of opened the Chamber of Secrets
and tortured another of us, and part of the school." 


"Wonderful. 
I knew I should have kicked his ass for that pet and the room," Gryffindor
said dryly.  "Let's see.  Potters.  Your families are
merged," he told Ron.  "Your families are merged," he told
Draco.  "Definitely all his though.  Except for..." 
He looked at the children, then back at Malfoy.  "How did they get
into Gryffindor?" 


"Ask
the hat," Simone encouraged.  "It put Iggy with us." 
She pointed at him. 


Gryffindor
looked at him.  "A Potion's Mater, in *my* house?  Snake must
have shit bricks." 


"Two. 
My wife's in there now that she's younger," Iggy said smugly. 
"The hat said I didn't have the personality, but we did promise at least
one of our kids to Slytherin in the future." 


"I'm
sure he'll be happy with the pack of you."  Xander snickered. 
"Okay, who are you?  You're not one of us," the ghost demanded. 


"No,
I'm his father," he said, pointing at Iggy, "and secondary head of
your house.  You're about like I imagined you to be." 


Gryffindor
looked at Ron. "You head the house?"  Ron nodded.  "How?"



"He
does all the punishment and the pranks," Ron noted, shrugging. "It
works.  We've both got kids being raised in the school." 


"Damn,
the school is going to fall in soon," he whined.  He sat down and
looked at the sword, then at the hat.  "I should pierce you with this
and end the magic," he told it.  The hat squeaked in outrage. 
"Give me a clue.  What the hell are you doing?"  The hat
moved up and sat on his head, telling him everything.  When it was done,
he groaned.  "Oh, damn!"  He looked around. 
"I'll miss this place." 


"We
can transport it back for you," Draco told him.  Gryffindor looked at
him. "I'm a Regent as well." 


"It
figures.  Flaymols were always Regents." 


"We're
Malfoys now." 


"You
sure you want to keep that name, kid?"  Draco shrugged. 
"It's your kids' lives." 


Xander
cleared his throat.  "Don't threaten my adopted son, I tend to get
pissed." 


"Your
kind do," Gryffindor agreed, but he was smiling.  "Are you one
of mine?" 


"Sorry,
I grew up on a hellmouth in America.  I only came over after I found out I
was gryphon- born.  I teach demonology." 


"Wonderful!"
Gryffindor told him. "Alternate defense?"  Xander nodded. 
"I always wanted to institute that, but the Watchers kept getting pissy
and threatened to have us shut down. One or two of them were ours." 


"Now
we've got witches working in there," Xander told him. 


"Even
better.  They deserve it."   He looked at the kids who were
so obviously his.  "May I read your memories before I change my
orders?  And no, I'm not going to block any gryphon-borns from my
house," he told Xander.  "I'm not that petty.  They're
usually very protective."  He winked at him.  "Relax, kid,
it radiates off you." 


"We
got done with Ravenclaw yesterday," Draco explained. 


"Ah! 
No wonder.  Is she coming back?" 


"Yup. 
Slytherin is already back," Ravena told him with a smile.  "Did
you guys hate each other?" 


"It
was always more intolerance and unfriendly competition." 


"What
Draco and I have now," Ron noted. 


"Probably,
only a little less friendly than you two."  Ron blushed. 
"It's not like that?" 


"Contagion
cuffs," Draco told him.  "The next champion.  His dead
girlfriend did it to us." 


"Was
she insane?" he asked Ron. 


Xander
snickered.  "Sorry, but you'd have to ask Buffy that herself." 


"Blonde
creature, mouthy, likes pink?" Gryffindor asked.  Ron nodded, his
mouth falling open.  "I've seen her around on the astral plane. 
Better you than me, kid.  I'd have tied her to the bed and fucked her raw
once or twice when she started to babble.  Slayer or not."  He
shook his head.  "Find a good one next time: nice, willing, soothing,
likes to give backrubs.  Mine was like that and she made me happy for many
years." 


Draco
laughed.  "You think that's odd?  Not only is Iggy what he is,
we're living in Snake's old house raising Gryffs from there."  He
shifted as his daughter kicked.  "Yes, dear, I'll feed you
soon." 


Percy
handed over the supply pack.  "Eat, don't give her a complex about
her weight already." 


"She?" 
Gryffindor smiled.  "We're going to have a female champion?" 
Draco nodded.  "Wonderful news."  He looked at Simone, then
at Xander.  "Though I see you've already got some experience with
that sort of training." 


"He
trained us as well," Harry told him.  "All of us but
Percy." 


"Interesting. 
May I?"  Harry nodded so he dipped into his memories, frowning at
what he saw.  "Who the fuck was that?" 


"Voldemort?"
Melvin asked.  His father looked at him. "He's not coming back. 
Uncle Xander and Uncle Harry took out his genetics.  They can't find
anything of him to bring back." 


"Very
true, it also killed his soul."  He looked at Xander.  "You
did what in the entryway to the school?" 


"He
was coming for the kids.  You'd rather I did something smaller and
possibly lost?"  He shrugged.  "It was the best option I
had at the time and I fixed everything." 


"We'll
see.  You sit as well," he said once he noticed the cane. 
"Stupid git." 


"Fuck
you," Xander told him.  "I'm fine." 


"We've
had this argument all summer long," Draco told him. "Salazar told me
to teach him how to be a proper elder and he was doing so well until this
trip."  He looked at Xander.  "Sit, before I turn your legs
to jelly."  Xander glared at him and flipped him off. 
"Cute, but we're not very compatible," he said dryly. 
"Even you've admitted that it'd be a power struggle between us." 


Ron
coughed.  "McGonagall suggested that you two put George between you
to solve his problems."  Both men looked thoughtful, then shook their
heads. 


"Draco's
toy material," Xander told him.  "He'd have to be the creamy
filling in the sandwich."  Draco nodded, happy with that
thought.  He could do that.  "Of course, we'd have to tie him
down so he had no chance of climbing on top of anyone." 


Gryffindor
shook his head.  "Boys," he sighed.  "Sit,
stubborn.  This is going to take a while and you look like you're in
pain." 


"Flying
sores," Xander told him, sitting against the wall.  Draco tossed him
an orange.  "Thanks, son." 


"Welcome,
prat." 


Gryffindor
looked at Ron. "Do you actually get any work done?" 


Ron
nodded.  "I teach Defense.  I only see them after hours." 


Harry
laughed.  "And even then you hide half the time." 


"It's
important to spend time with my kids.  That's why we've got our own family
room," Ron told him. "How was mum?" 


"Fussing
about my head and wrist, the same as she was last week."  He looked
at Gryffindor.  "Do you need more from me?" 


"No,
I think I'd like the stable one."  Percy smiled.  "Yes,
you.  Why were you put in mine?" 


"Family
allegiance I suppose," Percy told him, walking over to where the ghost
floated.  He closed his eyes and saw everything that the ghost saw. 
When the images stopped he moved back.  "You can touch any of the
children that you like.  My own son is a Hufflepuff and the darker haired
red one is in Slytherin like her father."  Ravena waved. 


"Sure,
why not.  Let's see the modern face of the house."  He started
with Simone and laughed so loud it scared the fire elemental.  As soon as
it started toward Xander, he froze it again.  "Don't do that. 
It's not that strong."  He freed it again and sent it back to the
back room.  "Now you, boy."  Denver cocked an eyebrow but
stepped forward.  Gryffindor shook his head as he moved to Iggy, then he
blushed.  "Young man!" 


"Iggy,
quit thinking smutty thoughts," Xander ordered. 


"Sorry,
she's in my head thinking them at me," Iggy said with a light blush. 
He thought something at his wife then grinned.  "She'll behave until
you're gone, sir." 


"Thank
you.  Good girls don't think such thoughts." 


"Yeah,
but I like her naughtiness," Iggy told him.  He felt the hand go into
his head and rummage around in there. 


"Interesting,"
Gryffindor said as he pulled back.  "If I may?" he asked Draco,
who shrugged.  He tested his memories, then went over to Xander, looking
down at him.  "Are you going to argue?" 


"It's
been done to me recently," Xander said, struggling to his feet, but
smashing a few pieces of the orange.  He licked his hand off as his
memories were searched. 


Gryffindor
pulled back and looked at him.  "You went how long with those
ghosts?" 


"Sixteen
years," Ron told him.  "Never said a word, never acted any more
odd than normal." 


"Beats
the asshole when I got taken over," Simone muttered.   Draco
nodded.  "Daddy, how did sex scare him off?" 


"He
thought that mutual pleasure was unheard of and a horror story," Draco
told her, slurping the juice off his apple.  "He was so prudish even
the women he attacked didn't have lights on in the room and I suspect he had a
premature ejaculation problem as well." 


"No
wonder.  God, I'd die with a lover like that." 


Draco
smiled and shrugged.  "My mother wasn't that interested in it. 
She was satisfied with the power and the life he gave her.  She didn't
need sex and was smart enough not to pine away for it."  He handed
her the apple and stood up.  "Can you fix the bloody hat?" 


"Definitely,"
Gryffindor agreed.  "Am I being moved?" 


"If
you want. We recently found your house elves and your library," Iggy told
him.  Gryffindor looked at him, looking sad.  "They've found new
positions, them and their children.  The libraries are being collected and
put together." 


"That'll
be some damn big room," Gryffindor told him.  "Snake's libraries
must take up a whole floor if you put them together." 


"We
found nine." 


"Pfft. 
He's got like fifty of his little multi-rooms around the school.  Each one
has specific stuff and a section where he can find anything he needs no matter
what's going on.  He considered it insurance." 


"I
would as well," Draco agreed.  "Information is the cure to all
evils, or goods." 


Gryffindor
nodded.  "True, but so is training."  He nodded at
Xander.  "Just ask him." 


"He
trained me as well," Draco told him.  He stole one of Xander's orange
sections.  "Thank you." 


"Take
it if you want it," Xander offered.  "You're the needy
one." 


"I
hate that word." 


"Okay,
you're the one who's got great demands being placed on his body by the future
princess of the school, who needs food more than the rest of us combined, and
who could probably use a nap as well," Xander conceded. 
"Better?" 


"Much,
though a bit wordy.  Pregnant would have been fine." 


"You
two are amusing," Gryffindor told him.  "It's easy to see why
Snake liked you both.  The notes he left were amusing to say the
least."  He took the sword and stuck it back up the hat, making it
squeak.  Then he put it on and gave it explicit instruction.  The hat
bowed its head once he took it off.  "Got it?"  The hat
nodded.  "Thank you.  I think the school with thrive with those
instructions."  He handed it back to Iggy, who carefully bundled it
up.  "Okay, now what?" 


"Now
we call the tomb movers and ask if you know where Hufflepuff was heading,"
Xander told him.  "She's farther away and we've only got a week and a
half." 


"She's
was headed to Germany, then heading south after she visited her forest
friends.  I haven't seen her about on the astral plane in years, but I'm
assuming she's somewhere between Gaul and Greece.  She traveled by an odd
crossbreed unicorn/centaur/hippogriff creature."  Draco looked at
him.  "Don't ask, really, just don't," he said, shaking his
head.  "How painful will this be?" 


"It
depends on what happened to your body," Draco told him. 


"It's
still sitting slumped over my desk," Gryffindor admitted. 


"Then
it shouldn't be too hard," Xander told him.  "Want an ornate
grave or all of this and a grave?" 


"You
guys can have my working materials."  He watched as Xander opened a
portal and an older woman walked through.  "See, that's what you were
all supposed to be like," he said happily. 


"I
tried, for many years," McGonagall told him with a smile. "Are we
ready?" 


"Yup,
and he's not even buried," Xander said, giving her a kiss on the
cheek.  "How is my mate?" 


"Still
in the lab," she told him.  Iggy snorted. "You might want to fix
his present potion problem then lock him out, Ignatius." 


"With
pleasure.  I'd like to talk to my father again as well."  He
gathered up everything.  "Come on, kids, we'll use the portal." 


"I'm
going with them," Simone told him.  Xander looked at her.
"You'll need the protection." 


"You
still have an assignment to do," Melvin reminded her.  "I'm
going and he trained me as well, Si.  Go ahead and go." 


"Fine,"
she sighed, gathering up her pack.  "Next summer can we have a longer
adventure?" 


"I'm
not leaving," Ravena told them. 


Harry
looked at her.  "You're leaving my son at the mercy of
Agatha?"  She quickly grabbed everything and nearly ran through the
portal.  "Proper presentation of the suggestion," he said with a
smile.  "It works well with Agatha as well."  He crossed
his arms.  "Need me?" 


"Only
if you *want* to fly that long," Xander told him.  Harry shook his
head. "Then go stay safe and call the people on the letter I gave
you." 


"I
already did, they're coming next week," Harry said, rolling his
eyes.  "You're such a worry- wart." 


"Yay. 
You knew that shortly after you met me," Xander reminded him with a
smile.  "Remember, if you fall, they'll have to go to Draco, who
can't play in that condition, or your children."  Harry grimaced and
packed up, heading through the portal.  "It works on the *whole*
family," Xander said dryly.  He looked at the remaining people. 
Ron, Draco, Denver, Percy, and Melvin.  "Anyone else want to bail?
It's going to be a long, hard flight to make it to Germany tonight." 


"You
could stay tonight," Gryffindor offered. 


"He's
open to being possessed again," Percy noted.  "How many other
spirits are there?" 


"Two
or three, and I noticed, thank you."  He smiled at him, then at
Xander.  "Do you not know what a shield is?" 


"I
have my best one up," Xander told him. "I'm a builder." 


"Oh." 
Gryffindor nodded, that made sense.  "No wonder you got picked to
carry the message from the asshole.  It shines out of you." 


"Then
you can approach Hufflepuff first," Percy told him with a smile. 
"It would be fine.  I'm sure we can construct a barrier of some
sort."  Draco nodded.  "You can do that?" 


"Easily. 
I had to do one around my stomach."  He looked around. "Is here
good for you?" 


"There's
a bedroom in the back," Gryffindor offered. "It's not like I need
it." 


"Thank
you."  Draco grabbed Xander and his things, leading him to the
back.  "I need a nap and you'll keep her calm enough for me to
sleep." 


Percy
smiled at his former head.  "They're so cute. They
snuggle."  He walked away with the two boys.   His brother
was still such a boy. 


She
shook her head. "More students are like him these days than not," she
told him.  "That's why we sent Xander to annoy everyone." 


"I
heard that," Xander called. 


"I
meant for you to, dear," she retorted.  They shared a laugh. 
"He really is a wonderful guardian, if a bit extreme." 


"I
noticed," he said dryly.  "Did he really fix the entryway?"



"Mostly. 
There's a few spaces where the walls are a bit thinner in substance. It's
nearly as good as it was."  She followed him back to his work area,
finding the skeleton on the desk, just like he had said.  "What sort
of tomb did you want?" she asked, pulling out some paper and a pen to make
notes.  "We can build it however.  Ravenclaw is getting her own
glade to the East.  Salazar's is to the South." 


"Then
I'll want North and I'd like most of this.  Though the school can have the
books if they want," he said graciously, sitting on the edge of his desk.
"Nothing *too* ornate, but suitable." 


"White
marble?" she suggested. 


"Tan
if you've got it, gray if not."  She nodded and made notes. 
"Maybe some gold trim?" 


"We'll
have to put a sign on the front with the school colors," she assured
him.  "All underground and inaccessible to the students unless you
invite them down. That way no vandalism can occur and no one can try and call
you back like they did Slytherin." 


"Is
that what happened?" 


She
nodded.  "I'm assuming you saw Voldemort and his merry band of
imbeciles?"  He smiled and nodded.  "Some of his remaining
followers called Slytherin back to get help to make a new Lord of the Dark
Side.  They wanted the comfort zone that having one would give them. 
By the time the calling was finished, most of them were dead and Slytherin was
very upset with what had befallen his house." 


"No
doubt.  Having someone like Ignatius Spenser in there must have been more
than enough."  She laughed.  "Or that Voldie guy I
guess.  Ambitious?" 


"He
was half-wizard, half-muggle and hated that second half of him so he vowed to
destroy any like him because he couldn't destroy himself." 


"Hating
what you are so you hate those like you.  Wonderful.  I wonder if
that's what's wrong with the anti-gryphon-born Ravenclaws." 


"Possibly. 
There are records that have been found.  A number of families would be
stunned to see what was in their heritage, even the supposed pure-bloods."



"There's
a Veela in mine a few generations back," Draco said from the
doorway.  "He's asleep.  What can I do to help?" 


"Go
rest, boy.  She's got to be killing your back." 


Draco
shrugged. "It's not the first time and I'd rather be useful and let the
others nap for now.  I'll sleep tonight." 


"Go
to bed, Mr. Malfoy," McGonagall said primly. "You do need your rest
and I will not have you tiring yourself out and endangering your or her
health."   Xander yelled.  "See?  He does better
when you're there." 


"Get
off me!" Melvin yelled. 


"Xander! 
Let him go!" 


"Go
stop that," Gryffindor told him.  Draco nodded and walked back in,
taking Xander's hands off Melvin's head.  "Interesting times, these
days." 


"You
have no idea.  This is the calmest year we've had in the last thirty or
so. We're hoping for a normal year, and a quiet one, this upcoming school
year." 


He
laughed.  "Sure.  I'm sure if you wish hard enough, all the
students will disappear as well." 


She
smiled at him. "I've thought of it.  The children between Percy and
Ron were most trying."  He laughed some more.  "Pranks no
less." 


"It's
the family's nature.  Their mother's line are Snake's all the way down to
the Middle Ages I think.  Their father's line has always been like that. 
Pranks, beasts, or guardians." 


"With
seven children, they got some of each," she told him.  He
nodded.  "Now then, what about the structure itself?" 


He
shrugged.  "It's a cave.  I could do with a proper
tomb."  She made more notes.  "Can I have some of my
books?" 


She
smiled.  "Safekeeping is the most important thing," she agreed. 


He
smiled back.  Too bad he was dead.  He could have stood her. 


***



Xander
and Draco dragged their tired butts up the stairs the day that the students
were coming back and fell into seats, Draco presenting the hat to the
Headmaster.  "It's done," Xander told him.  "I'm never
taking on another task for the school again." 


Dumbledore
looked at them, then at the spotless hat. "What happened to you two?"



"She
was off by Charlie," Xander told him.  "Runaway steamer." 


"Fucking
dragon," Draco agreed.  "Not to mention that she wanted to be
burned and scattered on that nice preserve, and could we arrange it because she
so loved the creatures."  He pulled something out of his pocket and
released it.  "There, you're home," he told her.  She
smiled at him.  "The others are outside, go bother them,
please?"  She gave him a pat and left.  "She babbled at the
baby the whole way back," he told the Headmaster, who was looking stunned.



"Not
to mention Murphy found us and she talked to him, upsetting him greatly no
less, so I'm not sure where my baby is.  She upset the dragon Charlie was
trying to calm down because it almost snorted her like a drug."  He
smiled.  "Charlie's boss wants to have words with you as
well."  He stood up with a groan. "I'm going to go bathe. 
I'll be at the greeting feast if I'm awake." 


"You
didn't have to wait this long," Dumbledore told them. 


Xander
pointed at Draco. "I was locked in a bed for the first month of break,
talk to him!  This is not my fault and I'm not taking the blame for
it!  Fuck that shit!  For that matter, go to hell.  Get another
set of people to do these things for the school."  He stomped off. 


"He's
in a bit of pain," Draco said more decorously.  "Not to mention
nearly possessed again, three different times, and almost eaten. Charlie's not
fond of him at the moment either.  The dragon ran off the preserve and
right for Xander.  Who of course defended the rest of us and nearly killed
the, to Charlie, poor thing.  So they got into a shouting match.  At
least until Charlie saw Xander's back.  Then he shouted for whole
different reasons.   It's a damn good thing we like you," he
said as he stood up.  "Did I get the job or not?" 


"You
have a letter sitting at home." 


"And?"



"We
foresaw you having problems.  Your son opened it and tore up your
library."  Draco sat back down again, looking disappointed. 
"It was told to him, when someone saw the pieces of paper, that we sent
you the wrong letter, you got a copy of the other chap's letter." Draco
perked up.  "Yes, my boy, you did get it.  Clean up so you can
be at the feast.  We'll save you your usual spot." 


"Wonderful,
I'll be at my house so I can use my own tub.  Are my children on the
train?" 


"Yes,
they are," Dumbledore assured him, smiling at him.  "Harry got
them on at his stop." 


"Even
better."  Draco stood back up.  "Anything else?" 
Dumbledore started to look troubled.  "What?" 


"Ignatius
is having a problem.  You might want to stay here.  Use the Prefect's
bathroom."  Draco nodded and headed that way while he told Ignatius
his orders. 


***



Iggy
and Raena nodded Simone to get the next compartment. They were a little over
halfway done and this hadn't been so bad.  They had been given treats and
a plate of snacks by Professor Lupin, who had stayed to gossip for a bit. 
They had fresh sodas in the cooler.  They hadn't had any problems so
far.  So of course one was coming.  In the form of a smallish
student.  Raena looked up and nudged Iggy.  "Honey, check her
over.  And close the door." 


Iggy
pulled his wand and looked the pale, shaking girl over, frowning at what he
found. "How long have you had the heart condition?" he asked her. 


She
shrugged, looking helpless.  "I don't have one." 


"You
do now and it's a bad one.  A fucked valve."  He checked her
over again.  "Raena, how hard is it to jump from a moving target to a
stable one?" 


"Impossible,"
she told him.  "You'll have to have a steady spot to start
from.  It's the limit."  She came over and made the girl sit
down.  "Is Poppy back yet?" 


"Yeah,
and waiting on our annual problem," Iggy admitted.  "Honey, I
have to know.  Have you *ever* been diagnosed with a heart
problem?"  She shook her head slowly.  "Have you ever been
seen by a doctor before?"  She shook her head.  "Okay, then
I'm going to have to take you to the school, and probably on to the hospital
from there."  She shook her head, a little more firmly this
time.  "Why not?" 


"My
little sister's on the train," she said miserably.  "She's scared."



"Dear,
we'll put her with our family.  She won't be hurt with them watching out
for her.  I promise, Ravena and Ron will watch out for her." 
The girl brightened up some, but more color bleached from her face. 
"Which compartment?" 


"I
was sitting with her." 


"Simone!" 
Simone opened the door and Raena looked at her.  "Denver, get someone
to stop the train, we'll need to teleport her to the school right away. 
Simone, get her sister and her things to the family's compartment.  Watch
over her."  Simone nodded.  "Honey, did you have any
medicines?" 


"Two,"
she said, handing the sheet her mother had given her to them.  "My
mum makes them.  She's a healer." 


"Okay." 
Iggy looked around.  "Raena, can you handle this?"  She
nodded.  "Then have the train stop, I'll be back as soon as
possible.  I'll call if I can't come back right away and will get on at
the last stop." 


"Deal,"
she agreed.  They lurched.  "I think that's your stop." 


Iggy
picked the girl up.  "Trust me, okay?  I'm a healer in training
and I work directly under Madam Pomfrey and Professor Snape."  He
heard the instructions in his head and smiled.  "All
right."  He handed the girl down to Professor Black.  "Give
me ten unless Raena says otherwise.  I may have to brew her something,
we're not sure yet.  She can handle the dosings if I can't get back. 
I may be on at the last stop, I'll tell her."  He took the girl back
once he was on the ground and caught his breath.  Then he looked to the
northwest and took her to the school, landing in the Great Hall. 
"Madam, she's got a heart valve going wrong.  It's backing
up."  He set her on her feet as the school nurse came down. 
"I don't have a thumbtack at the hospital." 


"That's
fine.  We'll send her on.  Can you call her parents?" 


"I
don't know her parents."  He handed over the form she had given
him.  "Her mother's a healer and makes them for her." 


"It's
probably the stress," Poppy assured him.  "I know her, she's at
St. Vincents, in Wales.  Can you find it?" 


"Can
I floo?" 


"You
may," she agreed.  He hurried off.  "Come on, dear, we'll
get you settled in and check you over.  "Iggy, her name's Mary,"
Poppy called after him.   She led the girl upstairs, getting some
help from the Headmaster.  "You poor thing, got too excited?" 


"My
sister's joining me here," she told her. 


***



Iggy
came out of the floo at St. Vincents and looked around.  He walked over to
a nurse who was talking.  "Hi, I need to see one of the nurses about
her daughter." 


"Kid,
you can wait," the nurse said rudely. 


"Bitch,
her daughter damn near died on the train to school," Iggy said
harshly.  Both nurses looked at him. "I'm Professor Snape's assistant
and the girl's got a heart condition.  Her mother's a healer, is supposed
to work here.  Daughter's blonde, Ravenclaw, pale as a sheet? 
Mother's name is Mary?" 


"You're
a very rude young man." 


"I'd
rather be rude than have the girl die of a heart valve backing up.  Can
you please steer me toward the right department?" 


"Try
personnel," the other nurse told him. "I don't recognize her right
off."  She gasped, covering her mouth.  "I bet it's Mary in
L&D.  Personnel is down the hall, toward the front," she said,
pointing.  "It says it on the door." 


"Thank
you.  I apologize for my earlier rudeness, but time is of the essence, as
you should know."  He walked away, his school robes flowing behind
him. 


"I
should report him.  Professor Snape would never put up with such
shite." 


"He
was a Gryff as well," the other nurse noted.  She smiled. 
"He was in the paper and is the prodigy they have about there." 


"It
doesn't excuse him from having decent manners.  All those like him are
horrible people." 


"Just
because he's brilliant doesn't mean he's automatically an arsehole," the
second nurse admonished.  One of the senior nurses walked past and they
pretended to do something.  "Madam Henderson?"  The senior
nurse came back.  "Do you know a healer named Mary with a daughter in
Ravenclaw?" 


"Yes,
I do, my own daughter is in there."  She pulled out a picture to show
off her two daughters.  "Why?" 


"Snape's
pet was just here babbling rudely about a heart condition.  We sent him to
Personnel," the first nurse told her.  "We didn't know it was
you." 


"Thank
you, ladies.  Please give the young woman in room twelve a bed bath and
change her room."  She headed that way as quickly as she could. 
She found Iggy with a small portal.  "Oh, good, it's not
mine."  She looked at the girl.  "I know her, her mother's
one of the midwives.  What happened?" 


"We
were giving mold potions on the train and she came in, pale, shaking, weak,
nearly panting.  I found her valve backed up.  Do you know her mother
well enough to get her here, or there?"  His eyes unfocused. 
"They're bringing her to St. Mungos via portkey." 


"I
know her," the personnel witch told him, giving him a smile. "Thank
you, Ignatius." 


"Not
a problem.  Please do apologize to the rude nurse who told me sit down and
behave for me.  I might have been a bit snappish, but I wanted to find her
mother as soon as possible." 


"That's
not a problem," the head nurse told him, giving him a fond pat. "It's
almost expected that you won't put up with stupidity with who's training
you."  She smiled.  "Thank you, young man."  He
unfocused his eyes and sighed.  "Can't get back on?" 


"The
next stop's in two hours," Iggy told her, shrugging.  "I'm
heading back to the school unless she needs my help getting there." 


"No,
I think we can handle it," the senior nurse told him.  He nodded and
walked away.  "Such a nice young man." 


"A
bit impatient, but he is still young and not used to emergency
situations.  I'm sure he'll learn, what with how things go up
there."  The personnel nurse called upstairs to get the midwife to
her office. They could send her right on. 


***



Iggy
reappeared in the infirmary.  "I can't teleport onto a moving
train," he said at the look Madam Pomfrey gave him.  "So, I now
have two hours."  He grabbed his head.  "Raena just ran
into the kids Agatha's been herding as well.  She might be done by
then."  He sat down.  "You'll be getting a letter, I
snapped at a rude bitch."  Madam Pomfrey zapped him. 
"Sorry, but she refused to help me find her mother." 


"Did
you try asking?" 


"I
did and I got told to wait."  He snorted. "As if, as daddy
says."  He pulled out a candybar and opened it, nibbling. 
"Need anything done around here?" 


"Go
check the dungeon with Hagrid.  He's finishing the scraping today.  I
don't understand why the caretaker couldn't do it." 


"Because
he was doing a room a day," Iggy said dryly as he slid off the bed. 
"You sure?" 


"I'm
certain.  Go help Hagrid and be useful that way for now.  Then return
to the train, young man." 


"It's
not like I ride it most years," he told her as he walked away.  He
found Hagrid in their scraping room, dissolving the last of the pile. 
"More rooms?" 


"We've
got everything done but the three highest rooms in each tower," Hagrid
said from behind his mask.  He pointed at the spare one and Iggy put it
on.  "Can't find the caretaker." 


"He's
probably at the pub," Iggy said, picking up the spare sprayer to hose down
the mold and make it go away.  "All of the towers?"  Hagrid
nodded.  "Are they scraping now?" 


"They're
on lunch.  I'll have all the inhabited places done by tonight." 
He patted Iggy on the head.  "Good work with that girl." 


"I
snapped at a nurse at the hospital," Iggy told him.  Then he
grinned.  "Rude bitch at that, she deserved it.  I'll take my
punishment when she writes to someone here."  The group of mold in
front of him made a squishy noise and sucked into itself.  "The
dosings are going well."  More mold came down from the airvent and he
started on that, letting Hagrid get the older stuff.  "What do these
creatures usually do?" 


"Make
nests and keep 'em clean," Hagrid told him.  "Usually they use
this stuff to make nests."  Iggy looked at him and he grinned behind
his mask.  "I only saved a box and it's out in back of my hut. 
I've got that attic space." 


"I'll
make you another few doses of the mold potion," Iggy told him. 
Hagrid laughed. "Seriously.  Do you want to end up back in the
hospital?  Speaking of which, did you get a visit by your half-
brother?  I met him in Venice when I was dosing everyone." 


"Yeah,
thank you," Hagrid told him, smiling and nodding. "We had a good
visit we did." 


"I
was happy to help," Iggy told him.  "I remembered you had mentioned
him."  He noticed a nose sticking out of the vent.  "I
think they're wanting a break, Hagrid." 


Hagrid
waded through the sticky mess and came over to pet one.  "I saved you
some," he assured it.  "It's in the house.  We'll go back
there tonight."  It squeaked and headed back. "Don't dissolve
any more, Iggy. They'll want more'n what I've got." 


"As
long as it doesn't stay in the school," the headmaster said from the
doorway.  "Ignatius, why are you still here?" 


"Because
I can't teleport onto a moving object.  It doesn't work." 


"Oh." 
He nodded, smiling.  "Wonderful.  The train's running a little
early.  You'll need to get there in about twenty minutes.  I suggest
you shake yourself off first."  He left them there. 


Iggy
handed back the mask and the extra sprayer.  "Have fun arranging your
attic tonight, Hagrid.  I'll see you at the feast."  He gave him
a pat on the back and left. 


Hagrid
shook his head.  "It's not a chore, the boy doesn't understand how I
feel about you guys," he told the little creature, putting the extra stuff
away. "Though I will probably have to rearrange a spot if you want to stay
for a long time." 


***



Iggy
got on the train as soon as it stopped and walked back to their room, sighing
in relief as he walked in.  "My life sucks," he told his wife,
stealing a kiss. 


"You
smell like mold," she told him, pushing him away.  "Did you roll
in it?" 


"No. 
Since I had some time, I went to help finish it off.  Except for what
Hagrid's going to have in his attic for the scrubbers." 


"I'll
make sure we have enough for him," she said.  She patted him down.
"Iggy, love, where's your wand?" 


"Shit." 
He looked around then felt for it.  He called his father, telling him what
had happened.  Xander grunted and passed on the message, he could hear him
relaying it to his uncle.  He got a nice message of grumbling. 
"Thanks, guys."  He looked at her again. "They'll try to
summon it.  If it won't summon, I'll have to do it from here." 


"We're
*miles* away from where you got off," she told him.  "Or it
could have gone anywhere.  Some muggle might have it." 


"Then
I guess I'll have to get a new one," he said miserably. He liked his
wand.  He took off his robe and bundled it up, putting it into a plastic
bag.  He heard a message.  It hadn't summoned to the school. 
Draco had told someone in the Ministry.  Oh, there was going to be hell to
pay for this.  He hung his head and she gave him a pat.  "It's
not at the school." 


"Accio
Iggy's wand," she called, using her own.  Nothing came flying at
them.  "Sorry, Iggy."  He sighed and rummaged through the
bag, pulling out his book case and putting it into his pant's pocket. 
"Do yo want to use mine out the window?" 


"We're
coming up on a muggle settlement," Iggy told her.  "Plus,
there's the distance problem."   He leaned against her
side.  "Did you get everyone?" 


"Yes,
dear, and I heard what you said to that nurse too.  She did deserve
it.  I'll stick up for you." 


"Thanks." 
He wrapped his arms around her waist and snuggled in.  This was going to
be a rare feeling in the coming year. 


"Fourteen
more months and twenty-three days," she soothed, running a hand through
his hair. He nodded and gave her a squeeze. "Help me clean up and we'll
cuddle in the family's compartment." 


"Okay." 
He helped her clean everything up, covering the remaining potion, about a dose
worth, and put everything away.  Once they got to the school, they'd have
to get everything back to the school anyway.  "Want to stay in
here?" 


"You
know it's not allowed," she told him.  Someone knocked on the door
and it opened.  "Hello, Auror Smith."  She had been with
them this trip to protect the royal cousin.  "He lost his wand when
we offloaded that student." 


"I
heard."  She smiled at him.  "We're looking for it,
Ignatius.  Don't worry." 


"It
looks irresponsible of me," he told her. 


"It
does, but she probably knocked it out of your pocket as you lifted her. 
It happens to healers all the time in the hospitals."  She closed the
door and sat down.  "You two look very comfortable with each
other.  Are you happy together?"  They nodded.  "No
sudden itchings?" 


"Just
the desire to be sixteen already," Iggy said bitterly.  He looked
up.  "I want to do more than cuddle you." 


"I
know, Iggy.  I'm not fond of this waiting thing myself."  She
smiled at him.  "We'll deal with it.   I
promise."  He nodded and lowered his head again.  "It's
hard.  We have another fourteen and two-third months to wait until he's
legal." 


"I
heard.  I was sent back here to chaperone you if he got back
on."  She settled in.  "Do you need any help in here?"



"No,
we've got it all.  We'll have to have some help if he doesn't have his
wand when we get back, everything has to go back into the dungeons and it's a
fairly small room." 


"I
can probably do that once Hagrid has the students on the lake," she
offered. 


"Are
you staying the whole year?" Iggy asked her. 


"Just
the first few weeks to make sure nothing happens.  Do you think your
sister would be willing to help her and make sure she's fine?" 


"My
cousin?" Iggy suggested.  She nodded, smiling at him. 
"Ravena probably would, and anyone that Ravena protects, Simone
does." 


"No
one messes with Simone," Raena put in.  "You're more than
welcome to suggest it to Ravena.  I'm sure she wouldn't mind. The girl is
a first year after all and Ravena's going to be a second year." 


"Thank
you.  I wasn't sure if her father would mind or not." 


"Probably
not. He's made sure Denver knows she's off-limits for his teasing and attempts
at seduction, but protecting her is different." 


"Thank
you.  I'll give you a few moments alone while I ask."  She left
them, making sure the compartment locked behind her. 


Iggy
tipped his head up and got a long kiss to soothe his frazzled nerves.  He
hated emergencies.  This was why he was a potion person, not a true
healer.  She heard that thought and smiled at him, giving him a quick peck
on the nose.  "I know, love, but that's why we're us."  She
sat down with him, letting him snuggle into her side.  Someone tapped on
the door and she used her wand to open it, admitting Lupin and Black. 
"Didn't you get one already?" 


"We're
doing a hand check," Black said, looking at Iggy. "Where's your other
one?"  It waved from her other side. 


"Maybe
you should sit up." 


"I
lost my wand when I got that student off the train," Iggy told them,
forcing himself to sit up.  "We're waiting on word."  He
watched the auror walk past and heard the yelling.  "That sounds like
a fight."  He stood up and headed after the auror, going to stop the
idiots.  He found one against each wall in the compartment and a girl
lying on the floor.  "Sweetie, are you okay?" he asked, helping
her up.  She was bleeding and bruised.  "Auror Smith, can you
take her back to my wife?"  She nodded.  "Thanks.  Who
started it?" 


"They
did.  They were picking on her from what I saw.  Then she lost it and
slammed them against various things."  She smiled at him. "Have
fun with the broken ribs, kid." 


"They're
going to have to suffer until we get to the school, I don't have my wand,"
he pointed out with a smile.  The boys groaned as they fell to the floor
and seats.  "Which house are you!" he demanded. 


"Mine,"
Agatha said from behind him.  Iggy looked at her.  "All but
one." 


"Wonderful,
they've got broken ribs, send them to the infirmary once we're back.  The
girl they were bothering is back with Raena."  He walked away,
heading back to assist his wife.  "I've never seen such stupidity on
the train," he said as he walked in.  He took the ice pack from the
girl's hand and sat down to ice her scraped knee.  "I've got this
one, let her check your ribs."  The girl nodded, giving him a smile.
"First year?"  She nodded again, starting to sniffle. 
"It's all right.  Now you know some nice people. I'm Iggy, that's
Raena, we work with Professor Snape.  We're Gryffs but we hang out with anyone
who likes us." 


"Iggy?
Does your father teach?"   He nodded.  "I met
him," she said with a smile. "Am I all right?" 


"As
far as I can tell, but we're going to take you to the infirmary first
thing," Raena told her. 


"The
boat ride is done for a reason," Iggy told her.  "Even I had to
take it. I met everyone at the docks, but I had to take it."  He
smiled at the girl.  "We'll have Madam Pomfrey waiting on you at the
doors, all right?"  The girl nodded.  "What's your
name?" 


"Annetta
Dorien-Goyle." 


"Oh,
hey, your dad knows my Uncle Draco."  She nodded, looking a little
bit upset. "Uncle Draco's very nice, much better than he was as a
student.  He'll protect you." 


"He
hates my father, he threatened him." 


"Yeah,
but he doesn't go after kids, so you're fine," Iggy assured her.
"He'll protect you on principle if nothing else.  Besides, we're all
but adopted by him as alternate kids.  If we like you, he'll like
you.  Introduce yourself tonight after the feast so he knows who you are
and everything will be fine." 


"Draco's
in a bit of a temper at the moment," Raena reminded him. 


"He
won't take it out on her," Iggy assured her. "Uncle Draco doesn't
hurt children." 


"Good
point."  Raena blew a kiss, making Iggy smile.  The girl looked
up at her. "He's my mate.  We're officially married." 


"Wow,"
she breathed.  "My mum said she hoped I'd find a spouse, but not that
young." 


Iggy
laughed.  "It's all my fault, I couldn't wait," he
explained.  He felt a blistering comment hit his mind and handed over the
ice pack to defend himself.  Raena butted in, telling them that he had
started out nice, but the cranky nurse had gotten to him.  And he had
apologized.  Xander said he'd be talking to them that night and Iggy
sighed, but told him to get Madam Pomfrey stationed by the doors.  Xander
grimaced so Iggy reminded him what he was like in an emergency.  He had
done the best he could.  He had started out polite and remembered his
manners up until the point he had been thwarted.  Xander agreed and more calmly
reminded him that they'd be talking later that night.  Iggy agreed and cut
him off before he could say anything else.  Then his head rocked as
something hit it.  "Wow, dad's wand," he said, pulling it out of
the space behind his seat to look over.  "I guess I could work on
your injuries," he said with a smile. 


"Iggy,
remember how powerful his wand is," Raena said gently.  "Do it
on your own scrapes first."  He nodded at the sense and gently
started to heal his scraped knuckles and knee from his traveling earlier. 
Then he worked on the poor girl, fixing everything for her, even if she did
have some lumpy scar tissue.  The girl smiled at them.  "See
Madam Pomfrey anyway so she can check you for more injuries and so she can
smooth out that one scar," she told the girl, letting her go.  She
sat down in her place and smiled at her mate.  "Very nicely
done." 


"I
want my wand back," he pouted.  "This one feels like it wants to
run away with the power." 


She
leaned over and gave him a kiss on the cheek. "You'll be fine, just don't
lose this one." 


He
nodded, getting up and walking her back to their cuddling spot so they could
cuddle.  Professor Lupin came back to sit with them and Iggy moved
slightly, making the professor laugh.  "She is mine," Iggy
reminded him. 


"Yes,
but not yet, my dear boy," Lupin reminded him. 


"Fourteen
months and twenty-three days," Iggy sighed, resting his head on her
chest.  Lupin gave him a meaningful look so he moved to her shoulder, and
when that wasn't comfortable, to lay his head in her lap. 


Lupin
shook his head.  Kids. 


***



Raena
marched the kids who needed medical attention off the train and lined them
up.  "Stand there!" she ordered.  One of the fifth years
fidgeted and she pulled her wand. "Do you really want to argue about that
order, boy?"  He shook his head.  "Good.  You,"
she said, pointing at the Ravenclaw Prefect.  "They're to meet with
Madam Pomfrey and be punished."  She smiled as Iggy led the girl off.
"She's to meet with Madam Pomfrey and the boys aren't to get near her
again."  The Prefect looked down at her.  "Don't try,"
she warned. 


"Do
it, Sylvester," Iggy told him.  "They jumped her on the
train."  He looked at the boy.  "Oh, and quit glaring at my
wife, or I'll paste you this year on the field."  He smiled and the
Prefect backed away from him.  "We've had a hellish day and they just
made it worse.  Dumbledore's waiting on the boys with Uncle Draco and
Madam Pomfrey is waiting on all of them." 


"Can
we put them in chains?" the girl asked.  "Humiliate them at the
same time?" 


"I'm
sure they're not going to be very fond of the attention they'll
get."  Raena flicked her wand at them, lighting the boys up so they
glowed very brightly.  Above their heads, a sign appeared: Picks on
smaller children and girls.  "Go before I beat your asses myself." 
They trudged off with the Prefect, who held the girl's hand as she walked
beside him. 


Iggy
smiled at her.  "I like that one.  We should keep that in mind
for future idiots and imbeciles." 


"Okay,"
she agreed.  She looked around.  Nearly all the students were
gone.  "Let's get this offloaded into the cart."  She
jumped as fireworks went off.  "Hey, house colors this year,"
she said dryly, watching the joke store's yearly display.  A bunch of the
kids clapped and cheered. 


"Show
offs," Iggy muttered, opening the door to their special compartment. 
He summoned one of the carts over and started to heft the boxes into it. 
With any luck, they'd make it to the feast before it ended. 


"What're
you doing?" a man slurred, grabbing Raena.  "Leave those there."



"We're
supposed to be putting them back in the dungeon," she said, shaking his
hand off her arm.  "Get off me, you drunken filth."  He
sneered down at her. 


Iggy
walked over and shoved him, glaring at him.  "Touch my wife again,
see what happens." 


Fred
walked up to the station.  "Need some help?" 


"Please. 
Dump him in a rain barrel or something," Raena suggested, moving their
remaining potion in the large cauldron into the middle of the cart, where it
barely fit.  "We might have to ride on the outside." 


"There's
another one left," Fred said with a grin, helping them get everything
inside.  The man on the ground grumbled something and started to get
up.  "I'd head back to the school.  Aren't you supposed to be up
there already?" he asked coldly.  "And never touch my niece
again."  The man glared at him and wandered off. 


"With
any luck, he's too drunk to remember," Iggy said, hefting down another
box.  "Any luck with my wand?" he asked. 


"Not
a bit, Iggy, I'm sorry." 


"That's
all right.  I'll use my allowance to buy another one," he
sighed.  He lifted down the rest of the supplies and got up there to check
everything, tossing down his robes and her tie.  "That's it," he
said, waving at the conductor.  They hugged Fred.  "Thanks for
the help." 


"I
saw him wandering this way salivating and talking about all the pretty young
girls.  Are you going to report this, Raena?" 


She
shook her head.  "I don't report first ones, I report second
incidences after I give a warning, or this time Iggy and you did." 
She gave him another hug and climbed into the spare carriage, waiting while
Iggy talked to his uncle. 


Iggy
grinned.  "Can I hurt him?" 


"No,
Iggy, not unless he tries it again.  Annoy him instead."  They
shared a grin.  "I'm proud of how you handled today, even with the
loss of your temper.  You did very well, nephew."  He messed up
his hair.  "Pull that mess back before I make you trim it." 


"Yes,
Uncle Fred," Iggy said, but he was smiling as he walked over to join his
wife in the carriage.  "When are you coming up?" 


"Next
weekend sometime," Fred called as the carriages pulled off.  He waved
and smiled.  Then he grimaced and went to talk to Madam Rosemerta. 
She could get word back to the school about that man. 


***



Raena
stood up in front of the seventh years, her fiercest scowl on her face. 
"Unlike my mate, I won't put up with shit," she told the messy group.
"You will clean this up and then try it again." 


"When
is Snape coming back?" one girl complained.  "We miss him."



"Three
more weeks," Raena said, sitting behind the desk and making notes on their
progress.  One person had gotten their potion to not explode, but it
hadn't been correct either.  "I mean it, we're not cleaning up after
you this year."  They got up to grab brooms and mops, plus the other
necessities for cleaning up the dungeon.  Most of them had heard about it
if they hadn't done it before.  "Due to the time constraints, I will
allow magic this time," she allowed.  Wands were pulled and
everything was as shiny as usual by the time the class change gong rang. 
"Be prepared to do this one again until you get it correct," she
called after them.  The fifth years walked in and she gladly handed it
over to Iggy so she could rest in the back.  This was hell.  Only three
more weeks to go. 


Iggy
sat on the edge of the desk, waiting until nearly everyone was in their
seats.  "Let's set some ground rules, kids.  I'm not putting up
with shit, and neither is Raena.  I don't clean up after you, I don't do
things for you.  I don't accept blatant stupidity as a reason for failure.
If you can't measure by now, ask and we'll reteach you.  If you screw up
because you refused to measure, then you're already fucked."  They
nodded, then started talking again.  "Another thing," he said,
breaking into their good mood.  He smirked at them.  "You
thought Snape left us in charge because we were going to let you guys off
easily?  We're harder than he is because we don't have the patience. 
So pull out your books and turn to page...."  He looked at the lesson
plans.  "Eight.  They are sympathetic potions.  The first
row will do the top one.  The next the second one. And follow that pattern
the rest of the way back, then we'll switch next class."  They
groaned.  "I'm not letting you off lightly because you're in our
house.  This is Potions, it's important, it's dangerous when you screw it
up.  You should be able to do the minimum by now.  If you at least
try I won't flunk you."  They started to get up and get ingredients. 


"I'm
not cleaning up after anyone.  We just barely got the room clean,"
Raena said from the office doorway. They grumbled at her. "Hate us if you
want, I could care less.  Maybe you'll appreciate what Snape has to go
through when he comes back." 


"Wish
he was back already," one of the Gryffs said, glaring at Iggy, who didn't
flinch.  "You'd do this to your own house?" 


"I
don't see loyalty to the house, I see competence and incompetence in this
matter.  This is a class, not in the house.  If this was in the
house, I'd be giving you tips, like pay attention to the size of your
ingredients, it matters. Because we're in a class, I'm going to expect you to
have had this class for five years now and have paid attention to at least half
of everything that's been said.  Which means that you should know what to do
with shrivel figs," he said to one girl.  She burst out in
tears.  "Yay.  I don't do tears.  Pull yourself back
together and start over."  He perched himself on the desk. 


"At
least Professor Wood's a *quidditch* tyrant," one boy said as he sat down
with his ingredients.  "That's at least fun." 


"I
heard that," Iggy told him. 


"Found
your wand yet?" Simone asked. 


"The
aurors did, it's with a muggle who's been making pretty fireworks so they can't
get it for me. Yet.  Or at least those are the rumors your father
heard."  He grimaced.  "Soon, or I'll have to get a new
one.  Dad won't let me use his forever." 


"Hopefully
your next one will be pretty," Denver agreed.   Iggy zapped him
when he screwed up.  "Yes, Iggy monster." 


"Ten
points off," Iggy told him.  "I'm only a monster in the
morning," he said with a cold look for his cousin, which made him shiver. 


"Dear,
come nap," Raena said, coming out to change off with him.  "You
can have the seventh years tomorrow and the advanced class."  He
nodded and went back to crash on the cot.  "Don't pick on him. 
I'll get you for it, not him."  Everyone bent over their potions
ingredients.  They knew better than to piss her off.  They'd already
heard stories about ....interesting homework for those who fucked with her. 


***



Iggy
was let into Ollivander's and he gave him his most pitiful look.  "It
got knocked out of my pocket while I was helping a kid off the train, the
rumors weren't true," he said when the older man looked down at him. 


"I
heard.  We do talk, Ignatius."  Iggy continued to give him a
pitiful look.  "It's not your fault this time.  I usually have
to replace at least three of them a year because students broke
them."  Iggy looked a little happier.  "Let's see, twisted,
phoenix core?  Ten inches?"  Iggy nodded.   "What
shall you have this time?" 


"Dad's
feels like it's trying to run away with my power, if it helps," Iggy told
him.  "I've been subbing with his wand." 


"Hmm." 
Ollivander looked the boy over.  "You've grown and matured since you
got your last one, it might be time to get something different."  He
smiled. "How are you enjoying married life?" 


"I'd
enjoy it more if I was getting more than cuddles," Iggy told him. 
The old man laughed and he cracked a smile.  "We agreed to wait until
I was sixteen and legal.  All I get are quick cuddles and even faster
kisses."  He sighed and leaned on the counter.  "Fourteen
months and twelve days." 


"I
understand, my boy, I really do.  My wife used to go on long vacations
without me."  He walked into the back of the shop, the darkest
recesses from his early days.  He had been wondering who this wand
belonged to.  He brought it out and Iggy held it, but nothing
happened.  "Hmm, perhaps not.  What's your life like now?" 


"Studies,
potions, rampant wanting of the wife." 


"Interesting. 
Do you tend toward potions in general or healing in general?" 


"Potions,
with a specialty in healing potions.  I like healing and I'm somewhat good
at it, but I hate emergencies and critical times.  They stress me out and
I get flustered and mean." 


"Then
I do have something."  He took that wand back and brought out another
from that same section.  "The mirror of this one used to belong to
Ignatius Spenser."  Iggy drooled as the silver wand was drawn
out.  "It's silverwood, unheard of these days, strengthened with
bands of pewter in the handle and a gold tip for added stability.  I had
to get this used.  The core is a siren's hair."  He handed it
over.  "Very powerful." 


Iggy
waved it and nearly moaned as the power flowed through him.  It was so
close to sending him over.  "If it's not for me, can I have it
anyway?" he asked.  There hadn't been any sparkles. 


"Try
it again, think about doing something simple, not about the core." 


Iggy
pointed at the water in the glass on the counter and watched as it
boiled.  He hadn't even really thought about the fire spell. "Whoa,
too powerful." 


"Yes,
it will take some control from you, but it is the right one for
you."  He smiled.  "Enjoy it and try not to lose it, my
boy." 


"I'm
having the wife put a location charm on it," Iggy swore.  "How
much?" 


"It's
very rare.  Very, very rare."  Iggy winced. "What's
wrong?" 


"I'm
having flashbacks of Ravena's wand and my father complaining about it. 
Twenty?"  Ollivander shook his head.  "Sixty?" 


The
old man laughed.  "No, I only have one that is that expensive and it
will go to a champion." 


"Gee,
and she's about six months along now.  How ironic," Iggy said with a
grin. 


"That
far already?" 


"There
was a small temporal spell that snapped her ahead.  She's due at Christmas
now." 


"Hmm,
interesting.  I'll have to work on the carvings for her."  He
winked.  "Seventeen galleons, five knuts, Ignatius." 


"Thank
you," Iggy said, digging out the money from his robe pocket, handing it
over.  "Thank you, Mr. Ollivander.  I'm going to get the
location charm done right now."  He walked away and the discrete
cough made him look back and come back to pick up his wand.  "Thank
you."  He strapped it to his wrist and waved, leaving to get the
other things he needed.  His book order and his components.  He even
had permission this time. He couldn't study without a wand and books.  He
hurried through his chores and headed back to the school, landing in the
Headmaster's office.  "We're always going to land up here?" 


"Only
you," Dumbledore told him.  He held up Iggy's wand.  "It
was in the mold." 


Iggy
held up his new one.  "Silverwood with pewter bands and a gold
tip.  Thank you, sir."  He accepted his old one and tucked it
into his inside robe pocket.  "Why didn't it summon?" 


"We
blocked that door," Dumbledore said, taking his new wand to look at. 
"I remember hearing about one of these.  Siren's hair
core?"  Iggy nodded.  "Very interesting." 


"My
name did affect my nature," Iggy said with a smirk, "and I am sweet
with the ladies.  Does daddy know?" 


"Not
yet."  He handed the wand back.  "Keep one of them for
special occasions and the like, Ignatius."  He saw his face
fall.  "Your new one is very fragile." 


"That's
why it's reinforced," Iggy told him, starting to look pitiful again. 
"I can't use it every day?" 


"It
should be strong enough for that," the Headmaster said, shaking his
head.  "Put those up and go to your teaching spot.  Remember to
get the notes for your test tomorrow." 


"Yes,
sir!" Iggy said happily, teleporting back to his dorm room.  He
summoned his new wand and tucked it into his inner robe pocket, putting his old
one into his trunk.  Then he headed down to the dungeons.  "I'm
back," he said, pulling out his new wand.  "Can you please make
me quit forgetting it?" 


Raena
snatched the wand and looked at it, then at him.  "What is
this?" 


"The
mirror to Ignatius Spenser's," he said with a bright grin. She squealed
and threw her arms around his neck, hugging him.  "I'm happy
too," he said, enjoying it.  "Please make me quit forgetting
it." 


"Siren
cores often do that, it's part of their nature," she told him, sitting
back down.  She quickly got up and got a book, coming back to cast the
charm on his wand. 


One
of the first years cleared her throat.  "Who was Ignatius
Spenser?" 


"One
of the best potions masters in the last three centuries," Iggy told
her.  "Having problems?"  She nodded.  "Stirring
or measuring?" 


"I
think I did it wrong," she said with a disgusted look at her
cauldron.  "It's like oatmeal." 


"That's
a measuring problem," Raena told her.  Iggy went back to check her
measurements.  She settled down to finish her homework.  This was
momentous news.  She'd have to write her mother tonight.   The
girl squealed as the pot bubbled over, then smacked at Iggy's arm.  She
looked at the girl. 


"I
corrected it for her," Iggy told her.  "That's the cup," he
said, pointing at it.  "Next time, get it right."  She
nodded and marked the measuring set.  He came up to kiss his wife on the
top of the head.  "Just think, we could be doing this
professionally," he whispered. 


"Dear,
you'd kill the students," she told him.  She smiled up at his hurt
look. "You don't have the patience to deal with students.  I'll
teach, you work with the gryphons full time."  He nodded, accepting
it.  "How much was it?" 


"Seventeen. 
Oh, and Draco's daughter's, it's going to be *sixty* for her staff," he
told her.  She gasped.  "Yeah.  Mine's rare, her is doubly
or triply so. I can't wait to tell him that." 


"He
can afford it at least," she pointed out, smiling at him.  "It
does glow in your hand." 


"I
know."  He winked at her and went into the back to finish off his
homework for the next two weeks.  This being ahead stuff was fun after the
first month of school, but he was always so bored!  He checked on their
crystalizing crystal and smiled.  It was still growing, a good sign. 
It was nearly big enough to lift out of the solution.  He gave it a gentle
stir with his new wand, making the stone shiver and harden. 
"Raena?" he called.  She hurried back. "I used my wand to
stir it and it moved."  The stone hardened, finishing itself. 
"Is it the right size?" 


She
pulled it out and held it in her hand, weighting it.  "Eight
kilograms," she said finally.  She showed the thicker bottom
portion.  "Did you use the pewter or the gold?" 


"The
gold."  He touched it.  "Did it ruin it?" 


"I
don't know.  We'll have to try it and see."  She pulled over the
tray of things they'd need to brew a test piece.  The change bell rang and
she left him to it, going out to start the next class.  She smiled as she
came back in, closing the door part-way.  The lead was a little different
in color. "How long does this take?" 


"It
depends on weight," Iggy said, calling the book over to look it up. 
"Ten minutes with a stone this size for a coating.  Three hours for a
full piece."  He stood up and brought her out to the front, sitting
down with her.  "We'll do this and check on it often," he
assured her.  "Guys, which one are you doing?"  Simone
looked at him, looking very tired.  "I got my new wand." 


"Wonderful,"
she said dryly.  "We have a test after this." 


"The
potion today is only fifteen minutes of brewing," Raena told her. 
She perked up.  "Those who get it right may study for the rest of the
time."  Everyone moved a little bit faster. 


"Measure
that, Denver," Iggy reminded him.  "You make it go boom, you
clean it up without the broom."  Denver glared at him. 
"Hey, not my rules." 


"You
could bend them for us," Simone reminded him hotly.  "We're your
family." 


"And? 
Listen to the words out of my mouth, Simone.  Potions are
*dangerous*."  Her face fell.  "You don't know what's
happened in this lab over the years, but we've had people die according to the
records.  From minor little things that someone got wrong.  The
potion today can explode with enough force to take the roof off the room if you
add in too much hops."  They all flinched.  "We're so
demanding so you guys don't die.  I don't personally want to go to
anyone's funeral this year, especially not one of the family's.  It's mandatory
that you take this class to learn some care with your preparations and
surroundings.  You're not here to learn the potions per se, you're here to
learn how to be careful in what you do and learn to think things out
methodically and logically.  If you don't like it, yay.  We all know
who's going to be brewing everything that the family might ever need.  The
same as we know who we're going to go to whenever there's a poltergeist in our
house, or our familiars are ill.  You're here and you have to learn to do
it right, so you might as well take the care and time to not kill the rest of
us.  That's why Raena and I aren't cleaning up after anyone but ourselves
anymore, because you guys aren't learning this lesson." 


"It's
not that explosive," Ryan told him. 


"Because
of this potion, they've had to renovate the surrounding hallway, this room, and
the room above us six times in the last century," Raena told him.  He
looked smug.  "That's because it takes three times the amount of hops
to make it that explosive, which is just about what you added.  This isn't
child's play and this isn't fun and games.  These are mostly helpful
spells that you might need when you finish growing up and leave school. 
When I was still an adult, I used every single potion in my first five years'
books at least three times a year, and many of them more often. 
Rosenberg, I'll expect you to fix that *before* we have to clear the
classroom."  He quickly dug some of the hops out and looked at her.
"That's why we harp on what you do in here, and why you have to learn how
to measure things properly.  Yeah, we may be tough and mean, but we do it
so that we don't have to mix you a burn potion, or a healing potion. Or even a
spot of elixir of life potion so that you live long enough to get to the
hospital.  Do you understand now?" 


"Yes,"
Simone sighed.  "It still sucks, Raena.  You guys are our
friends and family."  The others nodded. 


"And
we think we still are, outside of the class.  In here, safety rules apply
and we have to be able to stop you from doing stupid shit. 
Denver!"  He jumped and looked up.  "Does that look like
the tablespoon spoon?"  He nodded.  She shook her head. 
"That's for a shrinking potion, dear, not for this one."  He
switched to the bigger spoon, giving her a pitiful look.  "Thank
you."  She sat down again.  "When I was teaching before, as
part of my Mastery, I had to watch one student burn to death because they
mismeasured.  I'll be damned if I'm going to do that in here.  Nor
will I allow you to sneak in and pilfer ingredients that you don't know the
uses for, nor will I allow you to start mixing harmful potions in other
places.  If you feel that you *have* to make Polyjuice, you come to me,
not to the bathroom.  No matter how much some of you want to be Granger." 
They nodded and went back to work.  Someone clapped from the door. 
"Professor Malfoy," she said with a light blush. 


"I
heard yelling and thought I should check on you.  Come discuss with me,
Raena," he said gently.  She walked out, leaving Iggy in there. 
"You as well.  They won't blow up the lab and if they do, they're
cleaning it up and making their own healing potion."  He closed the
door.  "Are you all right?"  She nodded, glancing
around.  "It's hard, I know that.  Potions should be precise and
correctly measured.  You're expecting too much though. You taught future
potion makers, these students are lucky if they'll be able to make
toast."  She laughed.  "Do you feel calmer now?" 
She nodded.  "Then you may go."  He stopped Iggy. "You
have a new wand?"  He summoned it from the office, wincing as it hit
on the doorframe.  "Ah, silverwood," he said with a pleased
smile.  "Very nice."  He found a small crack in the
woodgrain and fixed it before handing it back.  "There you go. 
Ignatius Spenser's?"  He nodded, looking happier. "What else did
you talk about?" 


"There's
a guardian's wand being made."  Draco sucked in a breath. 
"The old style, heavy ass staff sort.  Sixty galleons by Ollivander's
projection."  Draco whimpered. "Sorry." 


"No,
she kicked when you mentioned staff.  She's apparently very happy with
that thought."  He smiled at the boy.  "You're
sure?"  Iggy nodded.  "Well.  That almost makes buying
you the new one worth it.  Where did they find yours?" 


"In
the mold!" he said with great disgust. 


Draco
laughed.  "Use them interchangeably.  And calm down." 
Iggy nodded. "Good boy." 


"How
have your classes been?" 


"Interesting. 
They thought I was kidding when I told them that Snape molded me into the
teacher I am today.  They've since learned."  He smiled and
walked away.  "Tell me if the experiment works." 


"Yes,
sir."  He headed back in, waving his wand to make sure it still
worked.  It worked better now.  "Huh.  He fixed
something."  He blew a kiss and went to check on the piece of
lead.  It was more yellow.  He searched the book and fired up a bolt
of energy, just like it said. 


"No,
Iggy, not yet.  During the final transmutation," she called. 


He
sighed and tucked his wand into his inner pocket, going out to watch them not
blow each other up. 


***



Snape
walked in from his vacation and was found by a few students who hugged him like
they had missed him.  "Are you having mental problems?" he
asked. 


One
girl sniffled, and she was one of his.  "They're mean!" she
complained.  "And stricter than you." 


He
nodded. "Good.  Excellent in fact."  She gave him a hurt
look.  "Find something more productive to be done, like your
homework."  She winced and walked away moaning.  Maybe they
hadn't been the correct choice after all to leave in his place.  Tara walked
past him, heading up to announce their return, so he followed her.  She
already had their son in her arms. 


Dumbledore
walked around to shake his hand and hug Tara, and handed over two letters.
"Welcome back." 


"Complaints?"



"One
from a parent about the horror stories Raena tells and one from a nurse who
Iggy got a tad bit rude with when she told him to go away and it was an
emergency."  He sat back down.  "How was your
vacation?" 


"Wonderful,"
Tara moaned.  "I needed that." 


"I
know you both did," Dumbledore assured.  He watched Severus read them
and broke out laughing at the look on his face. "The one from the nurse is
easily explained.  We had a girl nearly die on the train this year. 
Ignatius kindly went to find her mother and the nurse got a bit snotty with
him." 


"Iggy
in a crisis is not a calm person," Tara agreed. "That's why he's not
a healer." 


"Yes,
it is."  Snape waved the other one.  "What's this one
about?  People burning?" 


"They've
decided to tell the children in graphic detail exactly what will happen if they
botch up each potion.  Raena's seen someone burn from a simple one with
too much hops and gillyweed.  She and Ignatius have both been very firm
with your classes.  He's doing the younger years and the advanced class,
she's doing from fourth year and up."  His smile got bigger. 
"Professor Malfoy has been instrumental in saving the students from some
very gruesome homework.   Raena's done such things as making them gut
their own fish for parts and the students in detention having to go pick things
under Madam Sprout's advanced students' eyes.  She reminds me a lot of you
when you first started to teach, Severus." 


"Oh,
were you mean?" Tara teased her mate. 


"That
was when I cared about everyone getting it correct," he said dryly. 
"Are they in classes?" 


"She
is.  He's off running a short errand," Dumbledore said with an
enigmatic smile. 


"They
got it right?" Tara asked happily.  Dumbledore shrugged. 
"But they created a stone?" 


"They
did, we're waiting on official word.  Ignatius is at Gringott's at the
moment.  We'll know soon."  He smiled at them. 
"Welcome back.  Professor Malfoy's class is two floors above
yours," he told Tara.  She nodded.  "Try not to pick on
him.  He made a student cry last week and he's still rather proud of it."



"As
was I my first time," Snape agreed, standing up.  "Shall we,
Tara?" 


"Oh,
yeah."  She stood up and kissed her sleeping son's head. 
"Come on, let's go unpack," she told him.  "We brought you
presents." 


Zach
yawned and looked at her, then at his father.  "No
bye-bye?"  They shook their heads.  "No nap Iggy?" 


"No,
you can nap with him this weekend," Snape told him as he took him to
hold.  "Tonight you'll be sleeping in your own bed." 


"'Kay,"
he said, stretching out his arms with another yawn.  "Presents?"



"We
may have bought you one or two things," Snape admitted.  He nodded at
his boss and headed down to their quarters to be with their son and get used to
being back. 


Simone
Malfoy-Weasley came running up to them and gave Professor Snape a hard hug. 
"Thank you!" she nearly sobbed.  "You're back!  Iggy
will go back to normal!"  She gave Tara one as well.  "Stop
him, please?  Before we have him again?  She's making us cut up toads
for their toe pads." 


Snape
looked down at her. "Pull yourself together," he snapped.  She
sniffled and gave him the most pitiful look he had ever gotten. 
"When do you have him?" he sighed. 


"In
two classes.  Please, Professor Snape?  I'll serve willing detentions
if I don't have to butcher animals anymore."  He nodded and she
smiled this beautiful smile before running off.  "He's back!"
she yelled. A loud cheer went up in her class. 


"Maybe
we should check on them first?" Tara suggested. 


Zach
tugged on her arm.  "Presents?" he asked hopefully. 
"I swim." 


"I
saw," Snape told him, carrying him down to their room.  "We'll
pop in on that class but let them teach for the rest of the day." 
Tara chuckled but followed him.  Her classes were covered by someone
competent.  They locked the door to their quarters and sat down to talk
with their son, asking him about his summer with Molly and Emily.  He
babbled all about it, even the ghoul in the attic he had tried to sneak up and
see, but Emily hadn't allowed it.  At the end, he made another impassioned
plea for presents so Tara got up to get them for him. He squealed in
delight.   He even agreed to go to the classes with his daddy for the
day.  He wanted to see Iggy again and show off his new puzzle.  They
walked up there together, walking in to disturb the middle of the fifth year class. 
The students rushed and hugged him, nearly panicking him. 


"Get
off my daddy!" Zach yelled.  "Go sit down.  My daddy!"



"Yes,
he is," Raena told him, smiling at him. "That's a very pretty puzzle,
Zach." 


"Iggy?"



"He'll
be right back.  I just heard from him."  She smiled at the
couple. "You're expected in the tower tonight for an announcement,"
she said quietly.  Tara beamed at her and nodded.  "So, how was
Istanbul?" 


"Hot,"
Tara told her.  "Crowded, smelly, but it was marvelous and ancient at
the same time. You'll have to go, I can't do it justice.   The two
weeks we spent there were filled with some incredible vibes and sights." 


"Maybe
next summer, if we don't have to do another chore for the school." 
Snape looked at her.  "It's fixed. It took forever to get Xander's
back healed as far as it is, but it's done." 


"What
happened to him?" Tara asked, sitting on the corner of the desk while the
students made complaints about their substitutes. 


"Hufflepuff
liked dragons best," she said dryly.  "Ask Charlie.  He was
the one who noticed Xander had been clawed.  Draco was so knocked about,
they weren't sure he wasn't going to miscarry for a few days.  Charlie had
to hold them there." 


"She
was that far south?" Snape asked.  Raena nodded. "Did they
complete it?" 


"Barely. 
They got here just before we had to take a student off the train before she
died.  In imminent heart failure and her mother, a nurse, never noticed.
We have a letter of thanks sitting in the infirmary." 


"We
got two complaints," Tara said with a smile.  She looked over, a few
of the Slytherins were bowing at her husband's feet and hugging and crying on
his legs. "Enough," she ordered.  "Mine.  Go back to
your potions."  They ran back to their seats.  Tara was almost
as scary as Raena.  She had married Snape - there had to be something more
to her than her nice girl image.  She smiled at the girl.  "Nice
job." 


"Thank
you.  I kept them from blowing up anyone, though we didn't quite manage to
keep the new lifeform from appearing out of a cauldron."  She looked
over as Iggy walked in and gave both of the couple a hug. 
"And?"  He grinned at her and she smiled so much her nose
crinkled.  "We're official?" 


"I
filed the paperwork, got the stuff for the celebration, and we're legal. 
Everything is in the vault at Gringott's."  Simone coughed and he
looked at her.  "It's a family announcement, you'll hear it
tonight."  She nodded and went back to cutting off frog's pads. 


"In
the office," Snape told them.  He gave them long enough to admire his
son's new puzzle, then closed and locked the door. "You were
graphic?"  Raena nodded.  "Do you feel better now?" 


"I
feel like they won't fuck up, they won't blow up, and they won't be expecting
us to do it for them." 


Iggy
walked over to the desk to clean up their communal mess.  "I tried to
keep my temper.  I do better with new learners than the older kids. 
You've known that, sir." 


Snape
smiled at them.  "It's always harder your first time." 
Raena snorted.  "This is a new body for you and a new experience. 
These dunderheads will never make it near your level.  Teaching the
untalented takes extra patience." 


"Then
I'll teach our kids the basics and she can teach them the more advanced
stuff," Iggy told him with a smile.  He pointed at a box. 
"All of ours for the year.  Every potion out of the book except for
the ones that you marked out.  If there's something missing, tell us
tomorrow." 


"May
we have the rest of the day off?" Raena asked.  "I've had to try
and not yell at the kids who refuse to measure anything all day." 


"Go,"
he agreed.  He waited until the door had opened.  "Next time,
show more patience and give them better homework." 


"Oh,
you have presentations tomorrow," Raena told him.  "The first
three years have ingredients in a higher book.  The fourth years and on
have one on a particular potion I chose.  They're expected to stand up and
give them to everyone."  She smiled and led her mate out, letting him
wave for them. 


Snape
chuckled silently.  Those two were horrible, but so very effective. 
He wouldn't have a bit of trouble from anyone else this year hopefully. 
There was a small explosion. 


"Fifty
points!" Iggy yelled.  "You did the same thing yesterday and
never learned." 


"But
Iggy!" one of the Gryffindors whined.  "We need those!" 


"I
can easily make them up in a game.  Next time, read the directions. 
I even gave you help last night." 


Snape
walked out.  "I'll take it from here."  Iggy smiled and
left, jogging to catch up to his wife.  He looked the boy.  "Did
you do the same thing yesterday?" 


The
boy nodded.  "And I did everything Iggy said to!" he complained.
"I'm not getting this and it's not as simple as he says." 


Simone
leaned forward.  "Why are you cutting those?" she asked pointing
at the mess in front of him.  "They're supposed to be torn so you
don't break cell walls.  I asked my father and that was his
suggestion."  The boy gave her a miserable look. "What did Iggy
tell you?" 


"To
tear them into small piece.  That's what I did." 


Professor
Snape walked back and picked up some of the shredded mess. "Of course it
exploded.  These are *delicate* flowers.  You can't break them down
this way.  If you do, they sour the potion and create a pile of glop on
the ceiling."  He pointed up at the glop.  "You will be
cleaning it up tonight and you may ask someone to show you how to tear
delicately if you wish."  He was in a good mood and it would create
less hell and havoc later.  The boy turned and watched as Simone tore up
more of hers.  "More delicately than that," he told her. 
"Think like your younger sister and her hair."  Simone grimaced
but did it more gently.  "Yes, that is much better," he
agreed.  He looked up and noticed the clean spots on the ceiling. 
"That many of you got it wrong?"  He sidestepped the pile coming
down.  He looked around.  "How many of you have gotten it
wrong?"  All but two people raised their hands, his own niece and the
only person in Gryffindor outside of Ignatius and Raena that he trusted to brew
anything.  "What are you two working on?" 


"Our
presentations," Emily told him with a small smile.  "May we go
to the library, sir?" 


"Go,"
he agreed.  They hurried out.  "The rest of you, how long have
you been doing this?"  He looked at the ceiling again.  There
were a lot of clean spots.  He looked around at the mass groan. 
"Well?" 


"Two
weeks," Simone told him.  "Iggy tried to show us, Raena tried to
show us, but we're not getting the tearing thing."  She tossed down
one she had ruined by squeezing it too hard.  "Isn't there a way to
cut these?" 


"That
would require instruments delicate and sharp enough to do surgery with.  I
don't trust any of you with those."  She groaned and put down her
head on the table.  "Those will stain you." 


"I
know.  I had one after the last class as well," Simone told
him.  "Please, sir, I know you enjoy us floundering, but we need
expert guidance.  Just because they can move so delicately that they can
tear shapes out of these things doesn't mean the rest of us can." 


He
nodded.  "I know.  Delicacy is the problem.  You must be
most delicate.  Imagine it to be the skin of your future mate.  You
are taking a small piece of skin off their back that is hanging, but you don't
want to create more damage.  Try that.  We have enough to let you
tear things today.  This is an important skill and should not be
rushed." 


"That's
why Raena gave us this potion," Denver said, slamming his book down. 
"Sir, I'm going to get a drink and hit a wall.  Please?" 
Snape nodded, tempers in the dungeon were deadly.  It was nice that the
couple had gotten that through to them.  He would have to write them a
glowing report once he heard from the other students.  He'd see how they
greeted him tonight at dinner.  Simone screamed in frustration and stomped
out of the room, going to kick the wall.   He smirked. 
"Patience is the utmost skill being learned here," he told them. 


The
other children nodded and went back to their tearing.  Some even had it
right by class's end. 


***



Snape
looked around the new first years, noticing a few who were stand-outs. 
One had very long dredlocks and the palest skin he had seen on a living
human.  One of them had flaming red hair, he'd had to look twice to make
sure it wasn't actually on fire.  Then there was the cute little blonde
female who was frankly too small to be of the right age.  "What have
you already done?" he demanded. 


The
little blonde girl raised her hand. "We've done the bloomin' Feafferlight
potion, right, the shrinkin' potion, right, and the one that turned blue and
fizzed. We're waitin' on Raena ter brin' out us uvvers. 'Oo're yer?" 


He
shook his head.  "Would you like to try that again, this time in
English?" 


She
glared at him.  "There's nuffink wrong wiv me speech, you bloody git!
Right!" 


He
crossed his arms and walked closer to her, staring down at her. "Where are
you from, girl?" 


"London.
Yer?" 


One
boy coughed.  "Sir, I believe it's a dialect known as Cockney,"
he told him. 


"Really?"
Snape said dryly.  He glared down at the girl.  "Learn the
language the other children speak."  She flipped him off.  He
smiled.  "Thirty points off your house for the rude gesture." 


Raena
walked in and looked at the tableau, then shook her head.  "It was
worse, sir.  She and the Scottish girl," she pointed at the
too-pale-to-be-alive girl, "have worn down some of the other's accents. 
Brittany, please translate for them," and the boy nodded.  She
smiled.  "Thank you.  Professor Snape, their cauldrons are in
the containment locker.  Shall I get them?" 


"Yes,"
he agreed.  He pointed at the Scottish girl. 
"Speak."  She said a few sentences with so thick an accent he
didn't understand a word of it.  The boy named Brittany, which made him
shudder in sympathy for the boy and all the taunting he must have been through,
looked up.  "What did she say?" he demanded. 


"That
she heard you're scary, but you don't near look as fearful as her
Grandmother," the boy told him with a smile.  "Her Grandmother's
a witch of the hag class and can spoil milk with her glare.  She wanted to
know if you'd like lessons from her, her Grandmother was looking for an excuse
to visit." 


"That
won't be necessary," he told the girl.  He looked at the boy. 
"You will continue to translate for all the teachers until they learn the
local dialect.  I will suggest to their Prefects to get them
help."  He looked at the little blonde girl.  "How old are
you?" 


"Eleven
last week, sir," she answered smartly.  "How ole do I 'ave a
look?" 


"Six
at the most," he said grimly.  He got out of Raena's way, watching as
she handed out the cauldrons, which were starting to warm up again. She smiled
at him.  "They're better?" 


She
nodded.  "Brittany had to translate their names for me. 
Smythers."  The Scottish girl raised her hand so she passed the
cauldron over.  "Here you are, Precious."  She handed the
blonde her cauldron.  "Brittany, where's yours?" 


"Mine's
the one that you had to extinguish," he said miserably.  She got it
and handed it over.  "Thank you, ma'am." 


"You're
welcome, Brittany."  She smiled at them.  "Giving him hell
is the same as giving it to Iggy and I.  We give it back *and* he takes
away points and gives detentions.  Got it?"  They nodded and
bent over their books to see where they were. "Good children." 
She smiled at him again, turning to face him, her hands clamped behind her
back.  "Did you need any more help with these students,
Professor?" 


"No,
you may go," he told her, giving her a look that said she would be giving
him a full explanation later.  "I will be expecting the two missing
potions to be done by tonight." 


"They're
boiling as we speak, sir.  Or at least mine are.  Ignatius might have
done his."  He nodded and she shrugged.  "I was a bit
busy.  Precious, tryouts are tonight," she told her, then walked
away. 


"What
could she play?" Snape asked following her out into the hallway. 


"Keeper,
sir.  She's amazing from what we hear.  More than good enough to do
the job."  She winked.  "They're all good kids. 
Precious will fight you if you try to force her to change.  It will happen
though."  She nodded at him and then walked away. 


He
shook his head.  What strange children were in the school these
days.  Unfortunately, there wasn't anything he could do about it.  He
walked back into the classroom and found Brittany translating between the two
girls.  "What are you nattering about?" he demanded sharply. 


"Precious'
sister is coming next year, sir, and she was telling us about her.  She
said you'd adore her."  He smiled. 


"Indeed. 
Hopefully you will both have gentler accents when you go home and will pass
them on to any siblings which might be coming here."  He sat behind
his desk.  "Work, now!"  They bent back over their books. 


***



Raena
walked into the house.  "Family announcement," she called. 
"Even if you're still pissed at us, you're due in the tower
now."  Denver and Simone stood up and she handed them something. 
Little Ron skidded past them, heading over to see if his father and girlfriend
were there. "Practice on this."  They nodded and looked at the
tissue paper.  "Straight lines and curves, no rough edges," she
told them.  "If you can do that, you can do the others." 
They left, going over to the tower. "Melvin, Andrea?" 


"Coming,"
Melvin said, helping his girlfriend up.  "Ana!"  She
skipped down the stairs.  "Family announcement." 


"Good
or bad?" she asked Raena. 


"Wonderful
actually."  She led the rest of the family out, following them to the
tower.  She took Iggy's hand and accepted the glass of wine.  They
waited until Draco came out of the bathroom.  "You have to take one
as well," she told him.  "One glass won't hurt her." 
He accepted the wine and sniffed, nodding at their wonderful choice. She
cleared her throat and everyone looked at her.  "This goes no further
than the family."  Everyone nodded, looking expectant. 


"Our
stone is ninety-nine-point-nine-eight percent correct," Iggy
announced.  "Enough to make the healing potion."  He
saluted them with a smug smile.  "Everything is in Gringott's in our
safe, except for three vials of elixir of life, six of the healing potion, and
the single piece of gold."  He handed it over to Professor
Snape.  "Because I'd never have gotten this far without you or have
met Raena." 


Xander
sniffled and grabbed them to hug them.  "I'm so proud of you
guys," he told them.  Raena squeaked for air and he let them
go.  "You guys are so great." 


George
stood up and smiled at them. "I think it's wonderful news,
children."  He gave them each a hug.  "Our children are
beyond brilliant!"  The family cheered. 


Draco
walked up to Snape and looked at the piece of gold.  "Pure?" 


"Definitely. 
It's stamped by Gringott's," he said, showing off the small pressed-in
stamp.  "Did you help them?" 


"I
only kept them calm.  Raena is used to teaching better students and Iggy
is only good at teaching the basics or the kids who only need ideas and that
sort of help.  Advanced and under third years." 


Snape
smiled at him. "How are you feeling?" 


"Wonderful
actually.  She's been calm all day."  He patted his stomach so
of course she kicked.  A familiar hand came around and she settled down
again. "Thank you, Xander." 


"Welcome.
I saw the wince.  She's a strong little girl."  He smiled at
Snape.  "Did you yell at them for terrorizing everyone?" 


"I
got hugged and cried upon, it was quite strange," Snape told him.  He
watched as the other children ignored them. "That's going to be a
problem." 


"No,
it won't.  They've got practice tonight," Xander said with a smirk,
letting Draco go.  Severus' pocket watch chimed so he got out of the
couple's way, watching as they left.   Then he turned back his
'son'.  "Go sit."  He stole the wine from Draco's hand and
finished it off for him.  "Guys, do you want dinner up here or in the
Great Hall?" 


"I
think we'll head home," Molly told him, giving him a pat on the cheek.
"Ron, dear, would you come up and depossess the dryer again?  It's
glowing blue every time I open it and it's been on delicate." 


"Sure,
mum," he agreed.  "We'll be up this weekend anyway to help train
Xander."  She smiled and kissed the cute twosome before leaving with
her husband.  Ron looked at them, beaming.  "Does this mean that
we're covered if we have to go on another one of those rides?" 


Iggy
nodded. "Definitely.  I'm bringing along a few vials next time. 
Father, you have to have the bandages changed tonight."  Xander
grimaced, but nodded and got himself some more wine. 


"Why
did he need bandages?" 


Charlie
snorted.  "Stupid plonker got between a dragon and that one," he
said, pointing at Draco. 


"Shit." 
George turned Xander around and lifted the back of his shirt, hissing at the
mass of bandages.  "How long have you had this?" 


"Since
we got back," Draco told him.  "They're much better.  I've
put the salve on every night.  Xander, alcohol and your medicine are not
good friends."  He got a glare and finished the glass of wine he had
just poured himself.  "Fine, but I'm not carrying your ass up those
stairs tonight." 


"We'll
float him," Iggy told him, giving him a smile. "How is she?" 


"Good
enough. She likes it when we terrorize the students."  A few of the
remaining members of the family laughed. "Bill, how is the moving
going?" 


"Well
enough.  We've got the first two tombs up and all.  Slytherin wanted
a specific book so we had to hunt it out."  He shrugged. 
"We've managed so far.  Dragon, Xander?" 


"Dragon,
Bill.  Heading right for Draco because Hufflepuff wanted to be scattered
on the preserve.  She liked them.  She also nearly got inhaled by
it." 


"It
was one of the new ones," Charlie admitted. "He didn't like his
handling in the least and got free.  We are sorry, Xander." 
Xander waved a hand. "You're not pissed?  I'd be demanding heads."



"That's
my job and your boss explained what was going on when ....  Don't take
those off, he needs them on," Draco told him.  George glared at him. 


"Daddy,
don't, those are clotting bandages," Iggy told him.  George glared at
him. "Fine, if daddy takes a swing at you, you're on your own and you're
holding the bandages down until he stops bleeding tonight. We're
celebrating."  He shrugged and looked at Draco.  "Thank you
for calling me." 


"Thank
you for calling me," Charlie told him.  He looked at Xander's back,
then at Draco's leg, which had gotten slightly clawed up.  "How are
you?" 


"Fine. 
I'm scabbed over and all that.  No pain, no swelling.  It's not
poisonous, right?" 


"We
checked, his poison sacs were empty before he attacked you two." 


"Sit!"
George demanded of Draco, picking up both of his legs to look at once his order
had been followed.  He found the goring and glared at him. "How dare
you do this to yourselves!" 


"It's
not their fault," Charlie told him, standing up.  "The dragon
got loose and went for Hufflepuff.  She called it or something. 
Hell, Xander knocked it out after getting knocked and scratched.  I'm damn
glad he was able to handle it." 


"Me
too," Iggy agreed. 


George
glared at him. "You didn't tell me!" 


"I
haven't seen you!" Iggy retorted in the same voice.  "Not a
bit.  Not when I was so damn stressed I was pulling out my hair.  Not
when I was happy because things were finally starting to look up.  Not
even when I had to defend myself or when I lost my wand.  Which was found
in the mold, but my new one's pretty," he said, taking it out of his
pocket to show off. 


"Holy
Merlin," Charlie said, taking it to look at. "Silverwood?" Iggy
nodded. "Tell me it isn't," he said with a grin. 


"It's
the mirror of Ignatius Spenser's," Raena said proudly. 
"Silverwood with a siren's hair core." 


"With
pewter and gold accents," Iggy finished proudly.  "Seventeen
more galleons I owe Uncle Draco, but I don't think it's a problem
now."  Draco and Bill both laughed, very aware of the wealth at the
couple's disposal. 


"We'll
pay you back within the month," George told him. 


"It's
not necessary," Raena told him.  He grimaced.  "Really,
it's not.  We do have our allowances and can do it." 


"You
need that for other things," George told her. 


She
snorted.  "Father-in-law, all we have to do is go ask and it's ours
if it's reasonable.  If he wants paid back, we can easily do
so."  George opened his mouth. "Really.  We're protected
financially by the gryphons." 


"That's
wonderful news," Fred agreed.  "Still, it's a parent's right to
pay for all wands.  Was your old one damaged?" 


"I
haven't checked yet," Iggy admitted.  "It's in my trunk." 


"They
found it where?" Xander asked. 


"Under
all the mold.  The room was sealed so nothing could get out.  The
Headmaster gave it to me when I got back.  Oh, I got that book you've been
wanting, father."  He looked at George. "It was in and
inexpensive." 


"Inexpensive?"
George asked. "It was five or six galleons." 


"It
was nothing compared to the potion book he had the allowance to get
today," Raena told him.  "Calm down about it. 
Really." 


Fred
clapped his twin on the back.  "This is probably how mum and dad feel
whenever we pay for something," he pointed out. 


"Still,
I can get them," George told him.  "We're not poor." 


"No,
you're not, but special kids get special perks," Iggy reminded him. 
"Today's book allowance was from the prodigy program.  They wanted me
to have the Big Book of Potions so I got the Big Book of Potions. It's part of
my course work and a little extra was added in for additional books that I
wanted.  Yours was the one I wanted.  Fuss again and this'll be one
of the more spectacular family rows." 


George
groaned. "Iggy, you didn't have to." 


Draco
smacked him on the thigh, glaring at him.  "I thought I only had to
teach your husband this.  The proper response to a gift is to say thank
you graciously and sound like you mean it."  He stood up, with some
help from Ron, who was hiding behind the couch.  "Quit complaining
before I have to take him back into captivity." 


"It's
fine, Draco," Xander said calmly. "He gets like this sometimes, we
deal and he'll apologize in a few days."  He sipped a soda, making
his son smile because he wasn't going to pass out.  "What's your next
plan?" 


"Stockpiling
next summer," Iggy told him. 


"Healer's
convention," Raena reminded him. 


"Yup,
next summer in London," he agreed, smiling at her.  He squeezed her
hand.  "Are you going with me?" 


"Of
course.  Wouldn't miss it.  It's the week after your birthday,
dear." 


"Did
you guys miscount?" Ron teased. 


They
looked at each other and realized they may have if it was that close. 
"We'll be checking tonight," Raena assured him. She smiled at
George.  "Really, it's not a bad thing.  No matter how much
pride you've got, you've probably never begrudged anyone buying him toys. These
are his current toys." 


George
shook his head.  "It's still not right." 


"Father,
stop it now," Iggy told him.  "I'm not having this momentous
occasion marred by you getting upset.  Be happy for us for a change." 
He led his wife off, going to dinner with her.  Their wine glasses were
taken by Snape at the door and he smiled at them.  "Are you happy for
us at least?" 


"Very,"
he agreed.  "I'm also exceedingly proud.  You've done something
that it takes most people a lifetime to do.  Now go eat.  You have
detentions tonight from what I hear."  Raena rolled her eyes. 
"Who objected to you having the afternoon off?" 


"Professor
Black.  We had your permission and pointed that out.  We didn't even
have him today.  Can you stop him?" 


"I
can try but I doubt he'd listen.  I will have a word with him though, make
sure he knows you had my permission.  Go eat."  They walked in
and sat down, and most everyone glared at them.  Snape walked in and the
students who hadn't greeted him rushed him, making him press himself against
the wall. 


"Off
him!" Raena ordered.  The mob slowed and gave her a look before being
less enthusiastic. 


Dumbledore
smiled down at them.  "Auspicious news?" he called. 


Iggy
and Raena walked up and bowed to him.  "We made our own stone. 
Ninety-nine-point- nine-eight percent perfect," Raena told him. 


Dumbledore
smiled proudly.  "You are definitely a credit to your teaching,
children.  You may have time tonight to cuddle in private if you
want." 


"We
have detention.  Professor Snape let us have the afternoon off and
Professor Black didn't like it."  She glared at him and he glared
back.  "May we have that same offer tomorrow night?"  The
Headmaster nodded.  "Thank you, sir."  She nodded at the
rest of them. 


"Are
we talking a red stone?" Professor Lupin wanted to know.  Iggy smiled
smugly and led his wife back to their table.  "They did?" 
Dumbledore and Snape both nodded, now that he was free of the students. 
"How?" 


"They
saw through the cryptic advice an old friend gave them," Dumbledore told
him.  "Eight ounces if I'm not mistaken, just over the size
needed."  Snape nodded, holding out something.  "Oh, their
test piece.  They gave it to you?"  He looked at the stamp then
handed it back. 


"For
my training," Snape said proudly.  "Students like them come
along once in a lifetime.  I'm pleased to have had two of them now. 
Even if their family does drive me nuts."  Xander was walking in and
limping worse.  "Did you need something for the pain?" he asked
as the other professor walked past him. 


"Only
if you can remove the pain in my ass," Xander muttered.  "George
got told about the dragon after you left.  He went off, as
usual."  He took his seat. 


"Dragon?"
Black asked. 


"Hufflepuff
liked them and one got free of the preserve on our way there," Xander said
simply.  Lupin winced.  "We're fine.  Mostly healed and
everything."  Xander dished himself up some food with a hard tap of
the spoon on his plate.  Then he tossed it back into the bowl. 
"I'm not really hungry." 


"Stay,"
Lupin pleaded. "I haven't heard how the trip went.  Sirius, trade me
places," he demanded, getting up.  They switched places, leaving an
open spot between Xander and Lupin's new seat.  "Do you want to talk?"
he asked. 


"I'd
rather scream," Xander admitted.  "He's gotten lost in the lab
and I'm being ignored, even when I really need him." 


"It
will be fine, Xander," Lupin assured him, patting im on the hand. 
"I'll talk to him if you want." 


"McGonagall
tried that.  Suggested we put Draco between us, which is fairly wrong to
think about with him being my adopted son."  He shuddered. 
"I'd rather he figure it out and come crawling back." 


"I
know," Lupin said with a faint smile.  "He will come
back."  He shifted to the open seat to get closer. 


"He'd
better do it damn soon, I'm tired of this," Xander told him. "I'm
ready to retaliate against him and the shop." 


"Don't,"
Ron said coming up behind him.  "You can't punish Fred for
it."  He sat on Xander's other side, giving him a smile. 
"Did they tell you?" 


"Yes,
it was wonderful news," Lupin agreed with a smile.  "Can I help
in any way?" 


"No. 
This is all George." 


Draco
joined them from the back door.  "I have a plan.  Xander, do you
have anything tomorrow?" 


"One
class then I have an arranged time with one of the born who couldn't get it
right in his first year.  The Ravenclaw in denial is still out of
control." 


"I
can do the arranged one," Dumbledore assured them.  "I hate this
going on at this time.  None of us need the emotional stress.  This
is supposed to be an easy year." 


Draco
nodded as he patted Xander on the shoulder.  "Then I'll be taking
Xander home with me tomorrow after class.  I also don't have anything on
Fridays."  He smiled at him.  "We'll watch television and
throw popcorn at the mouse during your favorite movie."  Xander
relaxed a little.  "It will be fine, I promise."  He nodded
at Lupin.  "You're in my seat."  Lupin gave up that chair
for his new one and watched as Draco instantly calmed Xander down.  Draco
saw him looking and gave him a smug look in return.  "It's a
gift." 


Xander
reached over and patted the baby.  "Kick him now, baby girl. He needs
to feed you." 


"We
just ate an apple on the way down because she demanded," Draco told him,
removing the hand.  "Did you finish the warding spell, Ron?" 


"Yes.
No meddling ghosts in the tower unless we want and invite them over.  I
can't lock out Slytherin since he built it though." 


"He
doesn't seem to interfere like some of the others did," Xander pointed
out.  "As long as he doesn't give me nightmares or take me out of my
body again, and no one else objects, he can haunt the tower." 


"Thank
you," Draco told him, giving him a smile.  "I'll tell him
tonight."  He dished himself up some food, adding some to Xander's
plate before handing it on to Ron.  "May I have the beef tips as
well, please?" he asked pleasantly.  "When do we have
practice?" 


"Gryff
has it tonight," Ron told him.  "Which means Iggy's going to
miss out this first time."  He took the bowl of beef tips from
Draco's hand, adding more to Xander's plate.  "Eat." 


"Sirius,
why did you give my son detention?" Xander asked. 


"Yes,
I did give him the afternoon off for teaching for me," Snape agreed.
"Both of them actually." 


"They
were creating noise in the hall outside my classroom," Sirius said
stiffly. 


"They
were giggling as they walked past," Ron pointed out.  "I saw 'em
as I walked a student up the Headmaster's office, they weren't stopping and
they weren't making that much noise."  Black stomped off. 
"Someone needs to sleep with him." 


"I'm
afraid a certain person's ex-girlfriend is responsible for his behavior,"
Dumbledore said, looking at Xander.  Who sighed and shook his head. 
"Maybe if you asked?" 


"I'm
not asking her for anything.  I'm already in the hole with her as
is.  If Black goes to ask, she might.  I doubt it, but then again
Anya is getting mushy some days."  He shrugged.  "Not
me.  Sorry." 


"Was
this a dual way curse?" Draco asked.  Ron shook his head, starting to
smile. "Then maybe someone should point out that there's other ways of
scratching that particular itch."  The fork dropped from Lupin's
fingers.  "You don't agree?" 


"He'd
never go for it," Lupin said, but he was smiling.  "I'll suggest
it to him tonight.  Thank you, Professor Malfoy." 


"Oh,
let me," Draco told him, smiling cruelly.  "I'm in need of some
excellent mischief.  This should be just right." 


Lupin
nodded.  "I look forward to hearing him rant about it." 
Then he laughed. 


Dumbledore
laughed as well, that was just a funny picture in his head.  Black begging
everyone to scratch his belly.  That was as far as his mind would take
that picture. 
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"Professor
Black," Draco purred as he found the older professor.  "Walk
with me.  I have some news about this curse of yours."  Black
glared at him but walked beside him down the hall.  "Was what I heard
correct?  It was a curse by a vengeance demon for your...attitude toward
your lovers?"  Black grunted, still glaring.  Draco stopped
walking and looked at him.  "Then there are some things that you
should know. She doesn't usually do *full* curses, only limited to one
area." 


Black
shook his head.  "There's a chance I can get her to take it
off?" 


"There
is a chance," Draco agreed.  "I asked Xander on your behalf
since she's his ex and he said it's a very slight chance but to treat her
nicely if you do try.  Don't be flattering or buy her gifts, but
definitely be nice to the woman."  He moved closer. "I was
talking about not putting it on both sides of the coin.  She blocked off
one manner and not the other." 


Black
looked clueless. "Huh?" 


Draco
rolled his eyes but he smirked.  "Do I have to put it into plainer
English?"  Black nodded, starting to look pissed.  "She
blocked you from giving, but not receiving." 


"I
tried that, she ...."   Draco shook his head. 
"No?" 


"Not
that way.  She wanted you to see what your lovers felt like.  It may
even be self-removing if the person who cursed you worded it the right way, to
make you learn how to treat a lover correctly instead of just punishing
you."  He stepped closer.  "This is the only method of you
getting any sort of pleasure.  If you need instruction, we do have a few
handy books lying about the tower." 


Black
looked horrified, backing away from him.  "You can't be
serious!" he demanded.  Draco shrugged, but was still smirking. 
"You're playing with me," he accused. 


"I'm
not.  Ask the Headmaster if you don't believe me."  He turned
and strolled away. "It's not as horrible as all that.  Trust
me." 


"We
can all see," Black said bitterly. 


Draco
turned, his hand rubbing his stomach.  "If you continue on this path
of attitude problems, I'll be forced to curse you as well," he said with a
crueler smirk.  "You'll find that Anyanka likes me enough to humor me
in situations that will make her laugh."  He nodded his good night
and left him alone. 


Black
turned and slammed his fist into the wall, only to be soothed by a familiar on
his arm.  "Did you hear what he said?" he ground out. 


"Albus
asked her for you and he's right.  She made it so you have to feel what
they felt like."  Lupin smiled at him.  "If you asked,
Xander might even know a few nice people who would be willing to help you
out."  Black shook his hand off.  "Sirius, this isn't
healthy.  You're snapping at everyone, even Albus and Harry.  You
upset him so much before school started that he told me he didn't want to see
you until you had calmed down.  You have to fix this." 


"I'll
kill her, that should fix it." 


"That
will make it permanent," Xander said from the shadows, walking out. 
"Trust me, I know about these things." 


"It's
your ex girlfriend," Black accused.  "She wouldn't know about me
if it wasn't for you." 


"She's
the vengeance demon over scorned women, Sirius, she knew about you *long*
before we met.  She had a file on you.  She summoned it when I asked
her to lighten up on you.  She said you'd have to learn your lesson, that
was the gist of the wish made to her.  Even if we had never met, she would
have still gotten you sometime."  He shrugged. "I am open to you
coming and asking questions if you need practical help."  Lupin shook
his head and Xander backed up a step.  "I'm off to bed.  I'll
see you both at breakfast."  He walked away but Black grabbed him and
swung at him.  Xander was hit, but he got Black back, knocking him down
onto the floor.  "Thankfully you didn't try that with my adopted
son," he said, wiping the blood off his lip.  "Don't try that
again.  I don't take well to being pounced unless it's by my mate or the
children.  Anyone else I tend to hurt greatly."  Black stood up
and glared at him.  Xander saw the anger still in his eyes.  "Is
this what you need to make yourself feel better, Sirius?  Do you need to
beat up on someone?  Try it.  I can put you down again." 


"No,"
Albus said, walking toward them.  "This will not happen." 


Xander
held up a hand.  "Let him, Albus."  He glanced at him and
that's when Black struck.  Xander ended up on the floor, getting hit, but
he gave back as good as he got.  This was his training.  Black was
groaning on the floor by the time he was done hurting him.  "Do you
feel better now?  More manly perhaps?"  He spat out some blood
and stood up with some help from the Headmaster and Lupin.  Black lay on
the ground wheezing.  "My cane?"  It was handed to
him.  "I think I'll retire now.  Learn that lesson, Black. 
You haven't brawled in years and I do so every few months.  Never take me
or my family on again.  You won't like it."  He nodded at the
Headmaster.  "Sorry, but he did start it." 


"I
want you both in my office in the morning," Dumbledore told them. 
"That is highly inappropriate."  Xander turned to look at him,
giving him a shrug. 


"Xander,
your back's bleeding," Lupin said quietly.  He reached over to touch
the line of blood.  "You need to have that looked at." 


"It'll
scab back over in a few minutes," Xander told him, then he looked at the
headmaster. "I was willing to let him wear out his aggression on me, that
way he didn't take it out on the students, but I wasn't going to stand there
and let him beat me."  Black stood up, bending down almost
immediately to try and breathe.  "He probably needs looked at. 
I think I may have cracked a rib.  Either that or he's feeling the knee to
his solar plexus or balls."  He shrugged.  "Do you want to
suspend me, go ahead." 


"No,
I think we'll have to take a more forceful approach.  Both of your wages
will be garnished for ten galleons."  Dumbledore looked at them,
shaking his head.  "You both usually have more sense." 


"I
doubt he's going to be so cranky with the students," Xander noted, turning
and walking away. 


"Both
of you, infirmary now," Snape hissed as he joined them.  He sneered
at Black and Xander slapped him on the arm.  "Do not do that
again." 


"Don't
sneer at him.  He wanted a brawl to wear out some aggression.  It
beats taking it out on the students."  He smiled. "I'm
fine." 


"Xander,
you will let Poppy look at your back," Dumbledore ordered.  The boy
opened his mouth to protest.  "Otherwise I will take another ten
galleons off your pay this month."  Xander nodded his head, he would
obey this time.  "Thank you.  You as well, Sirius.  We will
be discussing your problem tomorrow.  Xander, you knew he was
weaker." 


"He
took the first swing, Albus," Lupin defended.  "Xander was
standing there and Black swung at him the first time.  You came in at the
second one." 


"I
witnessed the first one as well," Dumbledore assured him. 
"They're both at fault.  Xander didn't have to be so helpful." 


"You'd
rather have to treat him?" Xander suggested.  "I gave him the
information I had."  Dumbledore held up a finger.  "Yes,
Albus. I'll be less helpful from now on where Professor Black is
involved."  Black glared at him.  "Do not try it," he
warned with a smile.  "I can do worse to you.  I let you up when
I thought you had enough pain, I can give you more.  Much more." 


"Xander!"
Snape said sharply.  "Headmaster, the testosterone in here is getting
a bit thick.  I'll escort Xander to the infirmary." 


Xander
looked at Snape, then at Black.  "You know, I see the similarities
people keep mentioning between you two.  You act like him before he's had
his morning tea, and when he's had to deal with dolts all day," he told
Black, letting Snape walk him away. 


"Did
you have to escalate it?" Snape asked. 


Xander
looked at him, stopping in the hall.  "It needed to be pointed out. 
And I still didn't do anything really wrong.  He wanted a fight and I'm
the best suited for that." 


"Still,"
Snape said with great disapproval.  "Next time duel." 


"That's
an aggression problem, a duel wouldn't have solved it," Xander said. 
He winced as he moved and felt more blood trickling down his back. 
"I think I need a bandage change.  I'm fine to have Draco or Iggy do
that." 


"Your
son is in my room, as is the other one.  You're going to let Poppy do it
so neither son will retaliate because you were so injured." 


"The
scabs pulled away, nothing more," Xander pointed out, but he started
walking again. 


Back
at the fight, Lupin was ripping into Black for taking a swing at Xander at all,
and for getting into the more extreme fight.  Xander was dangerous when he
was fighting, he didn't stop.   Did he really want to die? 
Sirius hung his head and allowed himself to be lead away to get cleaned up and
some ice for his sore chest and stomach. 


Dumbledore
glared in both directions.  That needed to be stopped.  Before anyone
else got pulled into it.  He wouldn't have the staff divided.  He saw
Ron waiting at the end of the hall and glared at him as well.  "You
will not carry on this incident." 


"Not
a problem," Ron assured him.  "Though if he does it again, he's
ours."  He smiled.  "I'll let him go this time because I'm
sure Xander got him well enough to teach him a lesson."  He turned
and walked away, going to warn everyone to stay out of it, especially
Simone.  He did forget to mention it to Melvin, but he was such a nice
boy.  He wouldn't do anything like that. 


***



Draco
stood up as the door opened and relaxed when he saw who it was. 
"What happened to your lip?" he asked, walking over to look at
Xander.  Xander slapped at his hand and glared at him.  "Who hit
you?" 


"Black
needed to wear out some aggression so I beat his ass," Xander told
him.  "He's worse." 


"I
smell blood," Iggy said, looking at him.  "Did your back break
open?"  Xander nodded.  "Come over here and lie down. 
I'll change them and spread the salve." 


Draco
glared at him.  "I can do that." 


"Don't
fight, it'll clot," Xander ordered. 


"Feeling
dumb yet?" Tara asked with a smile. 


"He
swung first," Xander told her, giving her a hug.  "Do you think
it's safe for to head up for a shower?" 


Tara
zapped him, knocking him out.  "Men," she sighed.  She
stood up and helped Iggy get him onto the couch.  "Testosterone
should be eliminated from the species."  She stormed off to the
bedroom, slamming the door. 


"Oooh,"
Draco said in sympathy, giving Snape a pat on the back.  "I don't
envy you tonight." 


"It
wasn't my idea to taunt him." 


"Daddy
taunted someone?" Iggy asked. 


"He
drew a parallel between my morning behavior and Black's usual one." 
He smiled, it had been rather funny.  "Get him settled as soon as
possible, I don't want the children seeing this."  He went to their
bedroom to calm Tara down before she had one of those anti-men days
tomorrow.  Or for the next week.  She smiled at him and he knew she
hadn't been talking about him.  After all, he was reasonable, not like
some men.  She stood up and snuggled into his chest, giving him a
kiss.  "Are you all right?" 


"Yes,
I'm simply tired of some people's need to get physical to prove anything."



"Black
threw the first punch," Snape told her. 


"I
have no doubt of that.  Xander only reacts.  He might threaten, or
offer, but he never takes the first swing."  She looked at the door.
"Should we call George?" 


 "It
wouldn't do much good.  I doubt he's out of his lab yet."  He
sat down with her, letting her settle into his lap with their son, who
obviously wanted a story because he was giving the book on the nightstand a
look, then looking back at them.  "Yes, we'll read to you." 


"We'll
make sure he grows up like you, not like Draco," she assured her mate.
"Reasonable and able to understand the inner workings of a woman with the
intensity of almost being one."  Snape glared at her and she
giggled.  "You could pull it off." 


"I'd
rather not.  I happen to like how I am." 


"Daddy,"
Zach said, crawling back up them.  "Read?" 


"If
you wish," he consented.  He opened the book then looked at his
son.  "Who gave you the book on boy problems?" 


"I
stoled it from Iggy.  He not mind."  Zach looked happy. 


Tara
giggled and patted Zach on the head.  "It's all right, son, we know
you'll be a good boy and not have problems with that sort of thing." 
Snape groaned. "It's not that bad, Sev." 


"I
was thinking about Ignatius and his problems refusing to see his manliness as
anything other than useless." 


"I
bet he sees it differently now," she teased.  He pinched her and she
kissed him again.  "Read to our son, dear."  She settled in
to help him read.  This was an important book so boys could appreciate
what they had. 


***



Xander
woke up in a familiar place and smelling something even more familiar. 
"What?" he asked woozily.  He sat up and grabbed his head. 
"Why am I in here?  And why am I naked?" he called. 


"If
you shout again, I'll have to do something worthy of my father," Draco
said from the lounger next to him.  "Dumbledore suggested we both
take the weekend off and come here.  It seems to affect you
positively."  He put down his book and turned to look at the other
man.  "How is your back?" 


"Not
sore," Xander said, trying to look over his shoulder.  "Where
are the swat marks?" 


"Gone,"
he said patiently.  "That's what healing potions are for." 
He held out his leg, showing his lack of scars.  "We were gifted with
enough drops of special healing elixir to cure both of our problems without more
scars.  Except for one on your back."  He ran his nail down it.
"How did you get that?  Your son wanted to know." 


Xander's
face closed up. "I got hit during a fight.  Sword." 


"Someone
you knew?"  Xander looked at him.  "Fine, whenever you're
ready of course."  He slid to the edge of the chair and his 'father'
stood up to help him stand.  "Thank you. You continue to rest in
here.  We're having visitors soon."  He smiled.  "I'll
expect to clean up any mess you make."  He walked away. 
"Albus said that your solution to the cranky teacher problem was too
extreme and he didn't want to see it again.  He's worried that we'll have
to separate you two again, or worse the children from him."  He
turned and smiled, then walked out the door.  "Have fun," he
said before locking him in. 


Xander
sat down and felt something slide against his hip.  He looked down and saw
the tiny green swimsuit and grimaced.  Not fair.  He'd rather be
naked.  But for right now, he needed to go to the bathroom.  He stood
up and found his alternate cane, though his legs felt surprisingly good
today.  He walked toward the bathroom and had just opened the door when
the main door opened, making him flinch and try to cover himself.  Someone
was shoved in before the door was slammed again.  "Who're you?"
he asked. 


George
pulled the hood off his head and looked around, then grimaced at his
husband.  "That boy needs spanked if he's staying in the
family."  He stood up and looked over his husband. "His
idea?" he asked with a smile. 


"Yup." 
Xander walked into the bathroom, going to use it.  He frowned when he
noticed he was peeing blue, but figured it was probably part of the healing
potion.  He turned to wash his hands and found George standing in the
doorway.  "Where did he steal you from?" 


"The
lab," George admitted.  "He told me I'm not allowed in there
again.  Locked me out and everything."  He moved closer, looking
at his husband's back.  "It's healed." 


"Iggy." 
He wiped his hand off on a paper towel and tossed it out, turning to look at
his husband.  "Are you done ignoring me?" 


"I
wasn't aware that I was," George admitted.  "Not until everyone
shoved it in my face." 


Xander
leaned against a sink.  "I tried to tell them that it wouldn't
help." 


George
lunged forward and kissed him like he used to, moaning as the warm hands came
around his waist.  "I'm sorry." 


"I
know." 


George
nuzzled his neck.  "I really am sorry.  Get him to teach you
that lock spell."  He moved lower, but his husband pushed him away.
"No?" 


"No." 
Xander shook his head.  "Do you even know what day it is?" 
George nodded. "Are you sure?"  George nodded again. 
"And do you remember ruining our son's big moment with a
fight?"  George sighed and turned to lean against the sink next to
him.  "Were you even aware of anything this last summer?" 


"Only
when I was forced to be," George admitted.  "I'm sorry. 
I'll try and fix that." 


"This
makes the second time, George.  I'm not putting up with it." 
His husband moved away and he grabbed him, squeezing his wrist until his mate
looked at him.  "Don't walk away from me.  I have the right to
bitch you out about this.  You've said you'd fix it before and you
haven't.  You promised me the last time that it wasn't going to happen
again, and it did.  I'm tired of it.  I'm not putting up with it
anymore.  This is your *last* chance, George."  He let him
go.  "I've had a lot of people suggest themselves to take your place
and I'm millimeters away from moving on.  You have to convince me now or
we'll walk out of here and formally apply for separated nest status with the
colony.  Your choice."  He continued to stand in the same place,
not moving.  Any move he made would be taken as some sort of a sign and he
didn't want to give him that sort of clue.  It was up to his mate and only
up to him.  He meant it.  Even if it would hurt. 


George
faced his husband, and saw them in the mirror behind Xander's head.  His
mate looked so tired.  He looked so tired as well, but for different
reasons.  He could see pain reflected from the mirror behind him, and
shook himself.  He swore he could see a skeleton standing where Xander had
been, but his mother was the person with those sort of skills in the family,
not him.  He looked in the tired brown eyes, noticing how Xander was
looking at him, that mix of hope and anger.  "I'm going to put a spell
on the lab door," he said, starting to let everything flow out. 
Xander would tell him if he was being stupid.  "I'll have it two days
of the week, and be locked out all the other days.  Fred's said the same
thing.  There will be an emergency release, but only to be used in
emergencies.  We're hiring on at the store as well," he added when he
didn't see a reaction.  "Two part time clerks to give us more time to
do what we like.  We've gone back to the planning on paper instead of
spontaneously working on something in the lab, mostly because nothing that we
do that way works right.  Also because Fred got burned last night." 


"Is
he all right?" Xander asked, starting to look worried. 


"It
burned all his hair on his forehead.  Some small first degree burns on his
forehead, nose, and front scalp.  He'll be fine and we're sure the hair
will grow back," he said with a faint smile.  "He's now very
redfaced for a few reasons.  Spike startled him and made us sit down and
look at our security arrangements. I agreed to the spell on the lab
door."  Xander nodded for him to go on.  "Out of my five
free days, I'm going to spend three of them with you, that leaves me four at
the shop to spend with Fred.  Except during vacations, then you can either
join us or I can join you for most of them."  Xander nodded again,
starting to look happier.  George ran his hands through his hair. 
"I'm willing to put it in writing and redo our vows, Xander.  You've
made me see this time.  You could have been killed!" 


"I
was nearly killed," Xander agreed quietly.  "I got between the
dragon and Draco because it was necessary.  The stunning spell wasn't as
strong as I had hoped.  It slowed it but it didn't change the depth of the
one on my chest."  George reached out but he couldn't find a scar. 
"Iggy." 


"Then
I'm really glad he was there," George said, stepping closer. 
"Would you do that for me?  Renew our vows?  Make a promise to
protect the family but let the family protect us as well?  Do what Draco's
been pushing on you all summer and I'll do what you've been trying to get me to
see since we started the store?" 


Xander
shrugged. "I don't know, George." 


George
wrapped his hands around his mate's waist, pulling him closer. "We can
look at it as a new start." 


"And
the next fight?" 


"I'll
let Draco pick a side and fix it?" George suggested.  Xander rolled
his eyes and smiled slightly.  "He does seem to understand a few
things that we miss when we fight." 


"Maybe,"
Xander agreed.  He looked at the door.  "Can we go swim?  I
like swimming." 


"Sure." 
George let him go, watching as he walked out.  That healing potion had
strengthened his leg. Damn, that stuff was amazing.  He'd have to talk
with his son later and offer him anything he wanted for being so amazing. 


"I
think he'd like his second father back," Xander said before he dove into
the deep end. 


George
watched him, sighing at the beauty.  Xander was graceful in water, like he
used to be on land when he was fighting daily.  He slid into the water and
swam over.  "I'll talk with him tomorrow.  We're going to mum's
if we've got this fixed.  It's time to teach you how to play,
dear."  They shared a kiss.  "Please?" 


"I'll
think about it.  I always thought it was cheesy," Xander admitted,
flipping onto his back so he could float.  George rested a hand on his
stomach.  "Did you hear about the fight?" 


"You
letting Sirius hit you to get out his aggression and you pounding him for
picking on Iggy?" George asked.  Xander nodded, grimacing. 
"Albus might have mentioned it.  How much did you lose from the
pay?" 


"Ten."



"I
guess it's fair.  Did Sirius lose that much as well?"  Xander
nodded.  "Then I won't complain.  You were protecting the
family.  I like it when you do that."  Xander flipped over and
looked at him.  "Really.  Protecting us is something that's more
than acceptable.  Even if you do go after it a bit zealously at
times.  I can even make Draco see that you working out isn't all
bad." 


"That
would be nice," Xander agreed.  "He said he'd teach me how to
kick ass magically." 


"That
plan I like," George agreed with a smile.  "Please?" 


"We'll
see," Xander said, diving under the water and swimming off.  He felt
himself get stuck to the side of the pool and shook his head. "I'm
fine!" he yelled. 


"That's
his spell so he can float with the kids," George told him, swimming over
to join him.  He attached himself to the poolside as well. 
"See, it's nice this way."  He grabbed his mate's hand. 
"I won't pressure you, Xander.  I know you're uncomfortable with the
idea of renewing our vows.  I promise I won't jump you the night before
and make you walk funny." 


Xander
chuckled.  "That was the least of my worries.  My mind went
blank during it." 


"I
liked your sqeuaked vows," Draco said as he walked in.  He slid into
the water to join them.  "Wood will be joining you this weekend after
all.  He just called over."  He swam closer. 


"You're
huge," George told him. 


Draco
smiled and patted his stomach while he treaded water.  "I know. 
She's strenuous and fairly larger than average.  I'm officially listed as
being twenty-six weeks yesterday."  Xander nudged him and smiled.
"It's better than I had expected.  She's fine and very happy about
most things." 


George
detached himself and pulled Draco close, letting him attach himself to the
poolside so he could touch his stomach.  He hadn't gotten to do this with
Lucien, Fred had gotten all of the stomach rubbing duties.  "You're
not furry." 


"He
shaves," Xander said helpfully.  He reached over and patted the
outstretched navel.  " Hey, you.  Are you napping?" 


"Not
a bit," Draco told him.  He smiled when he felt the hard kick to
George's hands.  "See?" 


"I
do," George agreed, smiling at him like he was the best thing in the
world.  "Are you doing anything special for this one?" 


"Just
the normal. Watching what I eat, swimming a lot so she doesn't hurt my
back." 


George
frowned at him.  "I was talking baby shower." 


"We
have everything we need." 


"We
had a welcoming party for Lucien," Xander reminded them.  The baby
nudged his hand and he smiled.  "Hello, you." 


"You've
got to pick a name now," George told him. "Otherwise the baby will
come out thinking it's named You." 


"He
calls her other things.  Sweetheart, darling.  Nasty bugger that
gives me heartburn in the middle of the night."  He belched. 
"Sorry." 


"I've
heard worse from Fred and Iggy," George assured him.  He had missed
this with everyone else.  He liked this.  He saw Xander
smiling.  "What?  I didn't get to do a lot of this with Maeve or
with Iggy." 


"You've
got this sappy grin on your face, the same one you got when you first saw
Iggy."  He gave Draco a hug.  "Thank you for spoiling
me." 


Draco
beamed.  "You're welcome, Xander.  You do deserve it.  Now
get off, the both of you.  I don't want to be petted all the
time."  Xander frowned and he felt a small touch to his
stomach.  "Not that way either.  Cuddling times only." 


"Okay. 
Steal my fun," George told him. "It's not like I got to do this
before." 


"Your
sister's been pregnant three times for me, once for you, and I've done this
before.  Not to mention Tara." 


"Tara
wouldn't let us spoil her," Xander said pitifully.  "Neither did
Ginny.  You're our last chance to spoil a mother." 


"She'll
be having more in another two years," Draco pointed out, trying to find a
way out of this predicament he had created. 


"She'll
have Severus to spoil her and he won't let us," George told him, touching
his moving stomach again.  "Calm down in there."  His hand
was moved and Xander's put on, and the baby settled down. 
"Wow." 


"Very. 
She likes him, which is good I suppose since he'll have to help train
her.  Xander, anything new about what we learned from William?" 


"The
starchart does leads to another dimension.  With some luck, we can lock
all portals from going there.  Anyanka said she'd talk to the Braxis over
that area." 


"Your
ex is helping us protect William?" George asked.  The other two men
nodded.  "Why?" 


"Because
William said that the people who did this to him, Tara and Willow from his
world, will come for him," Draco told him. 


"The
me there died as a sacrifice to save the world but it wasn't strong enough to
protect it, so Tara and Willow had to do something to add to the
protection.  They had the little me to sacrifice and Willow couldn't go
through with it so she helped him escape." 


"Tara
always has been practical in a crisis," Draco said admiringly. 


"In
this case, she probably would have destroyed herself afterwards," Xander
told him.  "But she would do whatever was necessary to protect
everyone. She's as much a white knight as I am." 


"No
wonder he didn't like being held by Tara and Willow," George said,
watching Xander's hand stroke in small circles, just like it did on his stomach
on the days they stayed in bed.  "My turn."  He jealously
stole the stomach to stroke, doing it just like Xander liked it.  Draco
moaned.  "Am I hurting you?" 


"No,
that's incredible feeling." 


Xander
looked at George.  "Still jealous?" 


"I..." 
George shook his head and backed up a few feet.   "I've started
to notice other people, Xander, and I'm not sure I like it." 


"So
you're picking on our son," Xander said flatly. 


"Xander,
I can't see him that way.  In my mind, he's one of Ron's friends, and
yours now." 


Draco
laid a hand on his 'father's arm.  "It's entirely appropriate,"
he said gently.  "I am hot and I'm close enough, yet safe enough, to
be lusted after.  You know we'd never do anything." 


"Maybe,
but it sucks," Xander told them both.  "I don't look at anyone
else." 


"You
react to me as well," Draco told him.  Xander shook his head. 
"You do.  Do you remember when I startled you a few weeks back by
whispering in your ear to bring you out of your thoughts?"  Xander
moaned and nodded, putting his head on the side of the pool.  "I'm
flattered, though you're so very together that I couldn't come between you."



George
pulled him close, having seen the loneliness in his eyes.  "Even if I
could convince him, it wouldn't be the same." 


"I
know." 


Xander
looked at them.  "Huh?"  He knew he was slow on the uptake
of emotional things, but really. 


"He's
lonely, Xander.  He's been alone for a long time, ever since before he
graduated.  Ginny hasn't exactly been the ideal mate and he sees us
cuddling all the time.  It's got to have hurt him." 


"We're
sorry," Xander said, joining in on the hug.  "We do love you,
just not that way." 


"If
I had known this was going on, I might have tried harder to come out of the
lab," George admitted.  "He needed us." 


"I
did too." 


"I
know you did, Xander." 


"I'm
not having sex with you two, no matter how much we tease each
other."  George pulled back.  "Xander promised to tie me
down and let both of you have your evil ways with me because I was toy
material," he said with as much innocence as he could muster.  He
noticed the feelings against his legs and shivered. "Guys, you're
together." 


"We
are," Xander agreed.  "I don't know what this is." 


George
smiled at him.  "We like vulnerable people?" he suggested. 


"Maybe." 
Xander shrugged and got free, diving off to do some laps. 


"He's
marvelous," George said, moving so he could watch his mate. 


"Water
should have been his natural environment," Draco agreed. Xander grunted
and grabbed his leg, and he dove off, beating George over there to help him
with the cramp.  "Calm down.  You forgot to stretch," he
said gently, keeping the other man from drowning.  He got them to the side
of the pool and rested him against it.  "Was it his bad one?" 


"No,
my right thigh," Xander moaned.  "Cramp." 


George
worked on it for him, making his husband relax into Draco's arms. 
"Next time stretch, I would have appreciated seeing that." 


"I
will."  Xander groaned as the cramp got worked out.  "Thank
you." 


"You're
welcome," George said, giving him a short kiss.  "Can I tell
him?" 


"I'm
not sure, George." 


"I
know, but he should be warned.  Just in case he wants to help." 


Xander
looked at the man holding him, rolling to face him.  "George wants to
renew our vows." 


"This
time we'll have to follow all the rituals," Draco said with a smile. 
"The wedding shower rituals, the purification ones.  All of
that."  He grunted and his eyes went wide. 
"Ow."  The men crowded around him, tangling their legs in his as
they tried to sooth his daughter's current fit.  "You are a bit like
Simone, dear one.  Calm down, you can beat up Denver soon enough." 


George
chuckled and attached them all to the side of the pool.  "As long as
she gives him love afterward.  He let the other girls beat him as long as
they hugged him afterwards."  He and Xander hugged Draco between
them. 


"Get
off!"  He got free.  "I'm not your personal
teddybear." 


"He'd
make a good one," George told Xander. 


Xander
nodded.  "He does.  I can see why Iggy crawls in with Simone for
his comfort snuggles.  He's got the same sort of mental shields so they
can't get you."  He fluffed the short blond hair. "Relax, I
could never jump you, all the teasing aside.  You're my buddy and my
son.  I'd feel like I was molesting you." 


Draco
patted him on the chest.  "It would be odd, though I don't mind the
teasing." 


"We
can tease?" George asked.  Draco nodded.  "Really?" he
asked with a smirk. 


"About
sleeping with me, not me in general," Draco said, setting a firm limit. 


"Does
that mean we can't call you cuddly?" George teased. 


"That's
fine, I am rather cuddly, especially in this state."   He looked
at Xander.  "May I still climb in when I need some comfort from the
nightmares?" 


"Sure. 
We'll put you between us and everything," George assured him, putting an
arm around his shoulders.  "Xander, you're not treading water, how
are you doing that?" 


"Floating
spell," Xander said with a smirk.  He lunged over and hugged
Draco.  "You can crawl in anytime.  I know you wouldn't feel
comfy doing so if we got too personal, so it's all okay with us."  He
grinned at his mate over Draco's shoulder. "I just got kicked by the baby."



"She
doesn't like being squeezed either," Draco groaned.  Xander let him
go and swam off.  "You're insane!" 


"Yes,
I am," Xander agreed.  "And I'm happier this way!"  He
rolled, switching to the backstroke. 


George
looked at their host.  "Well," he sighed.  "Look at
that, he leaves us alone." 


"We
need to talk anyway," Draco said, turning to put his arms on the side of
the pool and lean on them.  "You do want me?" 


"I
react to you," George corrected.  "I have no idea why. Was he
right?"  Draco nodded. "Then I'll manage it or get it out with
the teasing.  I'd never approach you." 


Draco
nodded.  "Thank you.  It would make me uncomfortable to crawl in
with either of you." 


George
smiled and shifted closer.  "Draco, I understand.  You don't
have to explain yourself to me.  You can crawl in with us anytime you
want.  Between us or on one side.  You might watch where you lay
down, Xander rolls from his right side to his back most often." 
Draco nodded, having noticed that.  "Even when I'm not there.  I
trust Xander to come to me if he wanted to sleep with someone and talk to me
about it.  You're his friend, and he needs a lot more of
those."  He smiled as Xander swam past them, and turned around and
headed back.  "You look hot like that," he called after his husband. 
"I'll even let you do the purification rituals if I can convince him to
renew our vows." 


"That
means he'll have to actually say them this time," Draco said with a
teasing grin. "I don't think a squeak will do this time." 


"No,
I'd like the words this time," George agreed.  Draco poked him. 
"Sorry.  Will you do that for him?  He's not got a lot of
friends who aren't my family." 


"Of
course.  Are we going through the old rituals?  The bathing, the
blessing, all of that?" 


"If
I can," George said with a sappy grin.  He looked at Xander, who had
just dived down.  "I'd like all that with him this time.  Last
time, the ball got in the way, plus the fight.  He didn't feel comfortable
asking you guys to come back for frivolous stuff."  He squeaked when
someone grabbed him.  "Xander!" 


Xander
surfaced and smiled at him.  "What?" he asked innocently. 
"Did something happen?" 


"You
grabbed me," George said, reaching back to pinch him.  "Naughty
you!  Not in the pool." 


"Sex
in the water can be fun, and he does have a cleaning spell on the pool,"
Xander offered.  He smiled at Draco.  "It's been months." 


"I
couldn't have stood it that long," Draco told them.  "Want some
privacy?" 


George
moaned as the finger teased him.  "Honey, I'm not prepared." 


"Yet,"
Xander said with a nip.  "Water makes the difference."  He
slid off both their swim trunks.  "Did you like the naughty things he
bought me, even though I said no?" 


"They're
green," George groaned, pushing back.  He felt the attachment take
hold and let go of the side, letting Xander do whatever he wanted.  He had
totally forgotten that they weren't alone.  "More, love." 


"More?"
Xander teased, shifting closer to rub against him.  "What do you
want?  You make me tell you and this time I want to hear you beg." 


"I
want you in me, but we don't have any lube," George complained.  A
pot appeared beside his head. "Thank you, Merlin," he ground
out.  Xander had just reached up to get some and pushed against him. 
"More?" 


"Of
course."  Xander slicked up his fingers and used them.  "Is
that what you need?" 


"No! 
More!" George demanded.  He felt what he wanted and let go, losing
himself in the missed feeling.  He could feel Xander in his head and
blindly searched for his necklace, but it was at home.  "Want,"
he panted. 


"Reach
out, you can do it," Xander assured him, and felt George's mind touch
his.  "Like that.  You don't need a crystal, it was a training
device," he said, starting to move faster.  He could feel how lost
George was and it was making him overheat.  They connected and both
screamed in unison, gone for now. 


Draco
quietly got out of the pool and left them there, going up to shower off the
chlorine. He wanted that, that connection and that need to touch.  He
walked up the stairs and smiled at the bath already run for him.  His
house elves were very well trained.  He slipped out of his bathing suit
and slid into the steaming water, sighing in relief.  This was wonderful
after the pool.  The only thing that would make it better would be to make
the water swirly and massaging, like those muggle jaccuzi things.  If he
had electricity, he could do that, but it wasn't worth it all the time. 
He gently swished his feet through the water, enjoying this.  He liked his
life.  Even if his daughter was hungry.  "Bring me a
snack!" he called.  A house elf carried in a tray and put it just in
his reach, but far enough that he wouldn't drip on the food.  He looked at
the battered logs. "What are those?" 


"Cheesesticks,"
she said before running out. 


"Hmm." 
He picked up one and took a nibble.  "Needs something. 
Sauce?"  A bowl was brought in and held up for his approval, and he
smiled when he tasted the tangy tomato sauce with it.  "I like these,
mark them as a favorite."  The elf nodded and left him alone to enjoy
his self- pampering.  Draco listened to the quiet noises of the house,
floating on the feeling of contentment.  From downstairs, he heard
giggling and squeal-like noises.  Xander ducked in and gave him a
hug.  "Do you feel better?" 


"Much
better," Xander told him, giving him a smile.  "Sorry to have
run you off." 


"As
you can see, I went from watching you two go at it to soaking and
relaxing," Draco told him.  "It's fine with me."  He
ate another cheesestick.  "Shouldn't you be with him, not me?" 


"If
I give in, will you stand up for me again?" 


"I
already told him that I would.  I wouldn't miss the purification rituals
for anything," he said lightly.  He smacked him.  "Go play
with your husband, not watch me bathe."  Xander gave him another hug
and left him alone.  "This good guy stuff isn't so hard," he
told himself.  "That was my second good deed this year." 
He ate another cheesestick and let himself sink lower in the water.  Yes,
this was the life he wanted. 


***



Xander
walked out of the house and looked up, seeing a small dots flying. 
"I think they started without us," he said grumpily.  It was
still early and he was tired.  George hadn't let him sleep! 


"Come
on, they've got your broom already," George told him, walking him back to
the field they used to practice in.  "Draco?" 


"In
a moment," he called, heading back into the house. 


George
looked up as Fred landed beside him.  "We worked it out and he
accepted my apology." 


"It's
about time," Bill said, looking at his younger brother.  "I
might have had to steal him if you didn't shift your arse, brother." 


"Mine,"
Xander told him.  He grinned. "Besides, I doubt you'd like to pamper
me like I deserve, Bill." 


"I'd
take you on long flies, give you backrubs and cuddles, and never ignore
you." 


"Until
the next project came along," Draco said as he joined them. 


Bill
grinned at him.  "I'd take him with me." 


"I
doubt you could put up with the nightmares," George told him, wrapping an
arm around his husband's waist.  "There is good news however, even
beyond this.  I've worn him down about renewing our vows." 


"Will
he actually *say* a vow this time?" Percy teased.  "I thought I
had been tongue-tied until I remembered your vows." 


"What
was it?" Simone asked, floating down.  "Were they cute?" 


Charlie
laughed.  "Xander got so tongue-tied, he squeaked.  That's all,
just a bird noise.  So George matched him.  Cracked us all up." 


"This
time we're doing all the attendant rituals," George told them. 
"So divvy up.  He's got Draco already." 


"I'm
for him," Ron told him.  He grinned at the others.  "Who's
doing it?" 


"I
was going to suggest that Dumbledore do it again this time." 


Iggy
shook his head. "He's still a bit pissed at him and Sirius," he
noted.  "Sirius stomped around the next morning until someone,"
he looked at Simone, "suggest he bend over and take it because at least
he'd get something out of it."  Draco groaned. 
"Pain?" 


"Embarrassment,"
Draco told him.  "Simone!" 


"Sorry,
daddy, but my mouth spit it out before my brain could stop it."  She
grinned.  "We had a study hall because he stomped out and refused to
come back."  She floated closer.  "Are we involved?" 


"You'd
have to wear a dress, hose, and a bra," Denver told her. 


"We'll
see," Xander told her with a wink. 


"Yes,
we could go skyclad," George agreed.  "That okay with
everyone?" 


"Huh?"
Melvin asked. 


"Naked,
dear," Percy told him. 


"Not
a chance," Fred told them all.  "I'm not standing around
naked." 


"You're
not embarrassed are you?" Percy teased. 


"You'd
do it?" Fred demanded. 


"I
might blush a bit," Percy answered. "It would be a *closed*
ceremony?" 


"It
had better be," Bill said dryly.  "I'm not sure I want to prance
around starkers even in front of you lot." 


"It'd
be fun," Xander told him.  "Finger food buffet, a lot of
sunscreen, maybe even a tent?" 


"There'd
better be, some of us would burn," Anastasia said primly. 
"Would all of us have to be that way?"  George nodded. 
"Then I'd vote no." 


Xander
shrugged.  "It was his suggestion.  I'm not overly fond of
walking around naked in front of you guys either." 


"Yes,
my daughters might figure all men are built like you and become disenchanted
with their future lovers," Draco noted.  "What are we
doing?" 


"You're
going to sit down," Bill told him.  Draco flipped him off. 
"Now, Malfoy." 


"I'm
allowed to fly until I start to feel unbalanced," Draco told him, taking
off to float up beside him.  "I am a better flyer than most people
give me credit for."  He looked down at Xander.  "Are we
training him?" 


"Yup,"
Iggy called.  "Come on up, dad." 


Xander
launched himself and floated up near his son.  "Nice work with the
healing potion. Thank you." 


"We
needed to test it anyway," Iggy told him.  "I'm glad it
worked."  He looked at Draco.  "Any side effects?" 


"Only
the intense desire to lounge in a hot bath last night," Draco told
him.  "Eating cheesesticks." 


"Pampering
the baby girl will only make her spoiled," Percy told him, but he was
smiling to show he was teasing. 


George
joined them.  "Okay, we're here.  Goals?"  Charlie
pointed.  "Quaffle?"  It was tossed to Iggy. 
"Good job.  Dear, go with Charlie and guard the goal.  All you
have to do is keep the odd- shaped ball from passing you.  We'll work on
the multiple goals later." 


"If
you're sure," Xander told him, heading to the area indicated. 
"Here?" 


"There,"
Charlie agreed.  He pointed at Iggy and Denver.  "Go for
it!"  They flew at Xander, passing the ball back and forth, Simone
acting as their backup chaser.  Xander knocked it away, blocking it. 


"Catch
it, Uncle Xander," Denver called.  "Toss it out.  Or knock
it with the broom."  He tossed it again, not going back any. 
Xander barely caught it and then dropped it. 


"Okay,
he sucks," Iggy announced.  "We'll fly and practice, you guys
work on him catching."  Xander flew down.  "Simone, I need
training as a keeper.  We've lost ours to transfer and Precious injured
her shoulder the last practice.  She's out for the year." 


"Oh,
no," Charlie told him.  "You're brilliant as a chaser, you stay
that way. Keepers aren't hard to train." 


"Bet
me," Simone told him. "They'd have to live up to our reputations. 
Unless Mellie can suddenly switch, we're fucked." 


"Language,"
Ron called. 


"Yay. 
We're not at school."   She looked around, feeling a familiar
tingle. "Bludger!" she called, pointing.  Fred tossed her a bat
and she flew at it, sending it crashing into one of the nearby trees hard
enough to embed it by a few inches.  "Safe," she called. 


Charlie
and Bill flew over.  "I'm damn glad I never faced you, Simone,"
Charlie told her.  "You'd have killed me."  He shook his
head as he flew off. 


Bill
watched as the ball fell.  "Damn sweet," he told her, smiling at
her.  "Good job." 


"Thanks,"
she said, beaming with the praise.  "It's one of my best
skills."  She flew back and tossed Fred back his bat. 
"Thanks, Uncle Fred." 


"Sweetheart,
if it couldn't be our kids, we're damn happy it's a member of the family that's
carrying on the traditions of our glory," he assured her.  Charlie
laughed. "You're not?" 


"Hell
yeah!  First Harry, then Ron and Ravena.  The seekers are heavy and
glorious around here.  I'm proud to be with them."  He dodged
down some as a breeze started.  "Any luck, George?" 


"He
can't catch," George said in exasperation. 


"Sorry,
I usually throw small, odd shaped things," Xander defended. 
"Stakes, knifes.  Battle axes."  He shrugged. 
"Balls and I don't get along that great.  I'm trying." 


"I
know," Fred said with a reassuring smile. "Is it correctable?" 


"No,"
Oliver said, shaking his head.  "Not in the least.  Sorry,
Xander." 


"Is
there another spot?" Xander asked, looking pitiful. 


"There's
a chaser spot open," Oliver told him.  "I can't play because of
my professional status so that leaves keeper.  Maybe on another
team?" 


"He
plays with us," Fred told him firmly. 


"I
can be a cheerleader," Xander offered.   "Or I can
coach.  I'm good at giving orders.  It'd be like a battle plan."



"Which
you excel at," Oliver agreed, smiling at George, who was smirking
evilly.  "Oh, I know that look," he said, backing away. 
"Don't involve me." 


"Hey,
Fred, think we can use a planner?" 


"Usually,
Oliver used to do that for us, preparing us specifically for the other
team," Fred said thoughtfully.  He started to touch his burned scalp
but forced his hand back down.  "What do you think, Ollie?" 


Oliver
glared at him.  "I warned you about that, Weasley."  Both
of them smiled at him.  "Xander, can you switch between styles?"



"Yeah,
not a problem," Xander told him.  "What about the open
spot?" 


"Katie,"
George said with a shrug.  Oliver looked at him like he was insane. 
"Katie and Alicia said they were thinking about signing up." 


"Go
get 'em, Oliver." 


"If
anyone can convince our darling ladies, it's you, Oliver," George agreed. 


Oliver
shook his head and headed back to the house to call them.  "Your boys
are insane," he told their mother.  "They're putting Xander on
as a coach." 


Arthur
burst out laughing.  "Battle planning for the games?" he
asked.  "The other teams will never get a chance." 


Molly
shook her head and handed Oliver one of the children's sodas. "Are you
calling someone, Oliver?" 


"The
girls.  They're in Diagon and I was just ordered by the twins to make them
play."  He got down beside the fireplace and called out to
them.  Katie's head appeared.  "The twins want you both,"
he told them. 


"You
can't play?" she asked with a frown. 


"I'm
still listed as a pro.  I can ref, but not play.  They need a chaser
and a keeper.  George's husband is going to coach." 


She
laughed.  "No shit!"  He nodded.  "Alicia!"
she yelled, disappearing for a moment.  They both came back. 
"Tell her, she doesn't believe me." 


"Xander,
George's husband, is coaching.  Can't catch worth a damn," he said
with a grin. 


"What's
his thing?" Alicia asked, looking at Katie. 


"He's
a fighter, battles and the like," Katie told her.  Oliver nodded. 


"Hell,
for that, we'll call in the help.  Give us an hour to get changed and all
that."  They disappeared. 


Oliver
smiled as he stood up and opened the soda.  He took a sip and
grimaced.  "What is that?  It's sickly."  He looked at
the label.  "Grape my arse." 


"The
kids all drink it," Ron said, walking his son around.  "He
fell."  He grinned.  "Vinnie, want that soda with your
sisters?"  The boy nodded and reached for it.  "Go outside
so you don't spill it all over the house."  He walked out, soda
clutched firmly against his chest so they wouldn't waste a drop. 
"They in?" 


Oliver
nodded.  "Yeah.  They'll be here in an hour.  Are you
playing?" 


"Chaser,
the second one on the list."  Ron grinned.  "I'm not great,
but I can play." 


"Wonderful,"
Oliver agreed, letting Ron lead the way outside.  "Who's the
first?" 


"Madam
Rosemerta's blonde little bartender," Ron said with a grin. 
"Madam Rosemerta played beater.  She's on another team." 


"Oooh. 
She's got to play like Simone."  He shook his head.  Those
female beaters were all scary. 

Actually, thinking back, all females playing were scary.  The three he had
played with were scary in their determination to play.  He wondered what
had happened to Angelina and decided to ask the girls when they showed
up.  They would probably know.  They had been friends. He walked back
outside.  "They'll be here in an hour," he called as he walked
out to where everyone was flying.  He looked at Xander.  "You
got a plan yet?" 


"A
few," Xander said with a small smirk.  "Let me run them by
you," he said, leaning closer to whisper to him. 


Oliver's
eyes widened.  "Can you do that?" 


"Sure. 
I've seen Iggy do it.  Let him show the girls with Denver and see if they
can match it.  After all, they're experienced and should be able to pick
it up, right?"  Oliver nodded.  "Does that sound
good?" 


"I'd
hate to play against you," Oliver told him, walking away to grab his
broom.  "Want to fly and play with us?" 


"Sure,"
Xander said as he grabbed his broom.  "Fred, come listen!" 
Fred and George flew closer.  "Remember that move that Simone was
trying out with you this summer, Fred?"  Fred nodded, starting to
smirk. "Learn it.  Learn that one and the one she's working out on
paper right now."   He smiled at his mate. "You too. 
I've got a plan for the chasers.  Ron!"  Ron flew down, flying
close.  He whispered to him.  "Can you do that?" 


"Is
that what Iggy and Denver did?" Xander nodded.  "Hell
yeah!" he said with an evil chuckle.  "I can do that. 
Boys, help me learn this," he called, bringing the boys flying to his side
of the field. 


"Simone!"
Fred called.  "Come help us."  She nodded them to where she
was.  "What are you doing on paper?"  Her eyes
widened.  "Xander wants us to learn that and that thing you did in
the last game last year." 


She
cackled, making everyone look at her. "Oh, Uncle Xander, you are
mean," she called.  "Come closer, pretty young men, let me tell
you how I figured out how to aim the suckers right at the seeker's head and
make it go in a perfect curve to come up behind him."  They moved
closer, talking quietly. 


Xander
looked at Oliver.  "Will that be a good general plan?" 


"This
is supposed to be a fun league," Draco reminded him. 


Oliver
looked at him, then smirked.  "That's why they broke it up into those
who played on their house teams and those who haven't."  Draco
laughed.  "Are you going to sign up to ref?" 


"Why
not," Draco said with a nod.  "Xander, may I help?" 


"Who's
their seeker?" 


"They
have three candidates," Oliver told him.  "Seekers don't really
have to train." 


"No,
but we have to learn to get out of the way," Draco told him.  Oliver
laughed.  "You didn't have to train Potter that way?" 


"Nah,
he had sense enough to try and avoid it all.  Said something about being
knocked around enough already."  He looked down as two people walked
out to join them.  "Ladies," he said, flying down to give them
hugs.  "Welcome to our training camp of insanity.  I assume you
know most everyone?" 


Katie
mounted and lifted off, coming up near Xander.  "You look good on
that thing." 


"Thanks,"
he said with a smile.  "You missed it, we almost got killed by a
dragon." 


"Glad
I missed it," Alicia said as she and Oliver joined them. 
"What're we doing?" 


"It
depends.  Katie, can you play keeper?" Xander asked.  She
nodded.  "Would you rather not?" 


"Actually,
I'm slow enough that I'd prefer it until I get back into the swing of
things," she told him. 


"Good,
because I sucked at it so I'm taking over as evil planning genius." 
He smiled at Alicia.  "Go help Ron learn this new trick the boys
figured out."  She flew off.  "Oliver, would you mind
working with her?" 


"Not
a bit," Oliver said with a smile.  He and Katie flew off to where the
goals were. 


"Bludger's
back up," Fred yelled in warning, ducking the stupid thing. 


George
took the bat and hit it, sending it toward the house.  "Oops!" 


Xander
pulled his wand and hit it with a patch of ice, making it fall. 
"It's down again.  Is that one ours?" 


"No,
it's the nearest wizarding neighbor's," Charlie told him.  "The
Diggorys had a son who played before he died.  Every once in a while they
let the balls out." 


"I'm
sorry.  What happened?" 


"Voldemort
and Harry.  The tournament." 


"Oh,
he told me about that.   Are they okay?" 


"Yeah,
it's missing him mostly.  We'll hike over later and give the bludger
back."  He smiled.  "Are you planning on smashing the other
team's faces?" 


"Oh,
yeah," Xander told him.  "If you're going to play sports, play
to win."  He winked at him and looked at Bill.  "Either of
you want to fill in for missing people?" 


"I'll
play seeker so Draco can stay safe," Charlie told him.  Draco looked
at him. "Go for a fly, you could probably use it." 


"I'll
stay and watch.  I did head my house team, the same as you did," he
told Charlie, floating closer to Xander.  "Can I help plan
strategy?" 


"Sure,"
Xander agreed.  "Can you do that officially?" 


Draco
looked at Wood.  "Can I?" 


He
shrugged.  "As far as I know.  Potter's been asked by a team to
coach them.  You'd have to check the rules."  He flew off to
rejoin Katie. 


Xander
looked around. "I need a whistle," he mused. 


Draco
whistled, making everyone look at them.  "Like that?" 


"Yeah,
just like that."  He smiled at them.  "Let's try it once
with the kids running opposition."  They nodded and the adults got
together to talk for a moment before someone grabbing the quaffle and taking
off.  The kids ran interference, all but Simone because she didn't want to
hurt anyone on this team.  She cheered and bounced on her broom as her
Uncles got both moves right, even though Fred rubbed his now-aching shoulder. 
"Yes!" Xander shouted as Alicia scored.  "How did that
feel?" 


"Mean,"
Katie told him, but she was smiling.  "Did you take lessons from
Oliver?"  He swatted at her and she smiled.  "It's
something you would plan against Malfoy and his idiots." 


Draco
smiled at her as he flew closer to them.  "He says thank you and my
merry band of idiots almost never fly anymore." 


She
moved closer.  "How are you feeling?  May I?"  He
shifted so she could look at his stomach.  "You look big.  How
far?" 


"Twenty-six
weeks.  The temporal spell snapped her a bit ahead." 


"Oh,
a girl?" Oliver asked, smiling at him.  "You're sure?"
Draco nodded.  "Wonderful news."  He shook his head.
"I can't believe I'm congratulating you.  I used to hate
you."  Draco burst out laughing.  "Sorry, had a moment of
disbelief.  Congrats, mate."   He nodded the girls
away.  "Come on, let's chat.  I missed you two." 


They
flew off to join him. 


"First
game's in a week," Ron noted.  "Will we be ready?" 


"We'll
need the rest of the team," Xander told him.  "Otherwise, a few
practices should be good enough for a first game."  He shrugged at
the look Fred gave him.  "You guys need to practice on your own, I'm
talking full team practices." 


"I
guess," Fred agreed.  "Every night this week all right with you
guys?" 


"Where
are we holding games?" Alicia asked. 


"Any
in Hogsmeade are at the school," Oliver told her.  "I'm ref for
the first game, which is you guys against the bookstore and the tailors." 


"We
need names," Xander told him.  Oliver and Draco both nodded. 
"How are they distinguishing?" 


"Colors. 
This team is blue, the one you're playing against is white." 


"It's
supposed to rain next Saturday," Alicia told them. 


"I'm
sure they'll be fine," Draco said with a smirk.  "I've seen them
practice.  They're not a unified team, they're parts of a whole." 


"Fortunately,
most of us have played together before," Fred told him, winking at
Katie.  She winked back.  "Are we missing any players?" 


"If
Katie can play keeper and you've got Alicia for chaser, then all you need is a
seeker," Xander told him. 


"We're
picking him tomorrow."  George looked around.  "Can we play
against the kids?  Simone, not you.  As much as I'd like to soon,
we're not ready to face you yet."  She shrugged and flew over to help
Uncle Xander watch. 


"We're
not a full team," Iggy reminded him. "We've got two chasers."
Melvin coughed. "Three chasers," he said with a grin for his cousin,
"and a beater if Raena will come out and play." 


"I
can play beater," Bill suggested.  "Charlie was the seeker, and
Percy, keeper?"  Percy shook his head and went down to land, going in
to get Raena and let her fly since she hadn't brought her broom. 
"That means we need a keeper." 


"Gee,
that's like our house team," Iggy told him dryly. 


"We've
got a candidate," Simone assured him. "She's scared of you." 


"Yay. 
Potions are dangerous and you can't fuck around in there," Iggy told her.
"Do I know her?" 


"A
nice little who girl came in with Ron.  Speaking of which, where are Ron
and Ravena?"  She looked around.  "Ron, Ravena!" 


A
snitch whizzed past her, and everyone had to get out of the way as the two
seekers raced after it. 


"Come
back, Goddess Snitch," Ravena called.  "I promise, we'll just
play with you for now!" 


"Come
on, my personal Goddess.  We love you.  The other one is in her
shirt!" Ron called. 


Xander
looked after them, then started to laugh.  "Gee, seekers," he
laughed.  The others started to laugh, all but Draco who shook his
head.  "It's funny," Xander told him. 


"My
daughter's carrying a snitch in her shirt," Draco told him. 
"That's not normal."  He looked after them, watching them
struggle to catch the snitch.  "Children!" he snapped. 
They caught it in their cupped hands. "Thank you.  We're playing, and
need a keeper."  Ron looked hurt.  "I know, but it's just
for now.  Please?" 


"Get
one of the others," Ravena said coolly.  "We're seekers, father,
not keepers.  We don't switch about."  She took the snitch and
released it.  "Let's play away from these guys, Ronnie." 
He nodded and followed the snitch as it zipped off, her right behind him. 


"How
did they get that way?" Charlie asked. 


Draco
looked at him, giving him a disgusted look.  "Potter taught his son
that the snitch was a Goddess, his personal one, and that it was the most
beautiful thing in the world.  The only thing worth having.  Then he
bought his son one and he eventually taught my daughter the same values." 


"So
they're pretty muchly a couple?" Bill suggested.  Draco nodded. 
"Thought so.  How is he taking that?" 


"I
think he's still pounding his head on the walls," Ron told him. 
"Beaters and chasers only?" 


"Sounds
good to us," Katie told him.  "I could use the practice, just in
case." 


"Katie,
darling, been meaning to ask.  Have you heard anything about
Angelina?" 


She
sighed and nodded.  "She's not happy, but is married with a
daughter.  Her husband's a bigger asshole than we thought Malfoy ever
was.  They're separated." 


"If
you want, you can invite her up and we'll rotate you three," Fred
offered.  "Especially if we can find a second keeper candidate so
Katie can play chaser now and then." 


"She
hasn't flown in years," Alicia told him.  "I'm not sure she'd be
interested." 


"It
wouldn't hurt to pop around and ask," George said with a smile.  The
girls nodded.  "Want to invite her around or should we pop
over?" 


"We
should probably invite her up and nag her until she comes," Alicia told
him. "She's been shy recently." 


"You
can have it at the tower," Xander offered. 


"Dear,
you nearly scared off Oliver.  You can come down and meet her but we'll wait
to invite her to the insanity that is our home," George told him. 
Xander shrugged and looked pleased.  "How's Tuesday?" he asked
the girls.  They shrugged.  "Then invite her around, and she can
bring her daughter if she wants.  It's not like we don't have stuff for
kids around the store." 


Fred
nodded. "Iggy's still got toys around the shop as well.  Even if
she's an infant, we can deal with it." 


"I
think she's about two or three," Katie said, looking at Alicia. 
"Give us a few," she decided.  She and Alicia landed and headed
into the house to get their friend.  She needed some laughter. 


"Who's
watching the store?" Oliver asked the twins. 


"Our
new help," Fred said proudly.  "We spent the last two days
training them.  Plus, we sprung one of our most loyal customers to monitor
them, with the promise of a great new treat.  Xander, we'll need something
for Gibbons." 


"I've
got a notebook full of stuff that could be tried out," he admitted. 
George looked at him. "It's not like I could work in the lab with
you." 


"Good
point," George sighed. "I'm sorry." 


"It's
all right," Xander told him.  "Just remember what I said. 
If it happens again, I'm walking away and taking up with someone younger."



"Yes,
dear."  George smiled at him.  "No one specific?" 


"I
can't very well hog Draco," Xander sighed, rolling his eyes. 
"I'd have to pick one of those horny little creatures known as seventh
years and let them prove that they had enough talent to be taken on as my love
slave."  Draco looked at him. "No?" 


"Xander,
if you ever leave him and take another lover, I'd have to help you pick them so
they'd be able to keep you calm," Draco told him.  "Otherwise
you'd pick someone opposite you.  It'd be like William and Zach." 


"They'll
never get together.  William likes breasts," Iggy told him. 
"They're going to be close friends, like Maeve and Lucien." 


"Maybe
Zach and Lucien?" Xander suggested. 


Draco
shuddered.  "We'd kill each other over their relationships. 
Maybe Maeve and Zach?  They're not technically related." 


"Snape
would stop it," Denver reminded him.  "He's very proper about
that stuff.  Zach and William, with Maeve butting in and Lucien getting
jealous.  That's my prediction." 


"Lucien
is gay," George told him.  Draco glared at him.  "He
is!  Watch him sometime.  The only girl he likes is Maeve. 
Lucien and William, with him keeping Maeve and Zach being the trouble
buddy." 


"They're
related," Oliver pointed out. 


"Nope,"
Xander told him.  "William is actually me from another dimension
changed closer to become our son.  He was officially changed to be my son,
but Iggy never really changed him fully to a Weasley by more than nature."



"So,
it'd be a mini-you, with the mini-Malfoy, and the little Harris-Weasley in as a
best friend?" Oliver said, trying to understand. George nodded. 
"That's scary, guys." 


"Scary
is the mini-him and the mini-Snape," Denver told him.  "Those
two are horrible together.  At least Lucien only goes to pick on the
Slytherins." 


"Threesome
with our daughter having her own ladies?" Xander suggested.  Iggy
snickered.  "They'll be with whomever they end up with.  Let's
wait until they're old enough to realize what sex is before we worry about that
stuff.  We still have to tell Lucien that he can't touch Maeve in certain ways." 
Draco groaned.  "That's my feeling." 


"No,
pain," Draco told him.  Xander lunged for him, holding him
still.  "Not a cramp." 


"Shh,
I've got you," Xander said gently, cradling him against his body. 
George and Ron got him from two other sides, slowly getting him to the ground. 
"It's all right," he said, stroking the firm stomach to try and calm
her down.  He could feel her moving about, she wasn't happy either. 


"Let
me through!" Iggy demanded, pushing through everybody.  He knelt
between his father and his Uncle Ron, reaching out to touch the baby. 
"She's fine," he announced.  "Just a bit pissed at the
world.  Uncle Draco, you need a nap."  Draco glared at
him.  "It's the only thing that will calm her down, you in that totally
relaxed state."  He stood up and helped his Uncle up, walking him
into the house, but blocking the doorway so all the fussy people couldn't
help.  "Grandmother, he needs a nap.  The baby decided to do
gymnastics in his stomach and won't calm down." 


"Put
him in Percy's room, dear," she said, staring after them. "Is he all
right?  Should we call someone?" 


"No,
it's the excitement and the stress and all that," Iggy called back. 
"Stop everybody from coming up to help him nap.  Only one person
allowed."  He walked Draco into Percy's former room and laid him on
the large bed.  "Here you are," he said with a smile. 
"Do you meditate?" 


"I'm
a bit out of practice," Draco admitted, feeling a little bit better. 
"Just the excitement?" 


"And
some stress with the job and dealing with the fighting couple," Iggy said
with a smile.  He heard his cousin's name yelled.  "Do you want
anyone in particular to come up and help you nap?" 


"No,
I think I can handle this one." 


"I
want you to really rest, Uncle Draco.  No semi-naps where you think. 
I want you fully conked out so the baby has to calm down.  The sooner you
get calm, the sooner she will."  Draco nodded.  "Are you
sure?  I can get someone." 


He
smiled. "I'm sure they're drawing straws or some such for that
honor," Draco said dryly.  He kicked off his shoes.  "I'm
resting." 


"Don't
make me knock you out," Iggy warned.  He walked out and closed the
door, going to give strict instructions to his grandparents. 


***



Simone
looked around. "RAVENA!" she yelled.  A snitch came flying,
amusing Charlie to no end. 


"Her
snitch answers to her name?" 


"It's
probably been trained that she catches it when someone calls her name,"
Denver told him.  Simone nodded and jumped to try and catch it. 
Charlie caught it and handed it over, after getting a good look at it. 
"Ravena?" 


She
came swooping in with Ron.  "What?" she asked angrily, taking
her snitch back.  "You bellowed, sister?" 


"Daddy
started to feel bad again," Simone said, looking worried.  "Iggy
put him in bed.  Said he has to rest.  It's excitement and
stress." 


"I'll
be his comfort snuggle," she agreed, hopping off her broom before it
landed.  "RON!"  Ron jumped and looked at her. "Not
you, Uncle Ron.  RONNIE!"  He zoomed in at high speed. 
"Watch my snitch, daddy needs me."  She pushed past all the
larger people, and broke the entry barrier.  She walked up the steps,
moving past the three people in the hallway.  "I'm his
comforter.  Any instructions?" she asked as she continued down the
hall. 


"He's
in Percy's room," Molly called after her.  The girl switched
direction.  "Iggy?" 


"Make
him nap.  I'll send the adorable ones up in a while to help you,"
Iggy told her.  She nodded and walked in.  "That was
close." 


"Lucien
is at Harry's," she told him, wringing her hands.  "You're
sure?" 


"Absolutely. 
I checked the power flows around the baby, she just got a little bit excited as
well.  She'll be fine with a nap and so will he."  They nodded
and walked away.  Iggy shook his head.  He came from a long line of
fussers, it was clear now that he got it from both sides.  He headed down
to talk to everyone else.  It wasn't a common occurrence yet, but they
would have to be careful the closer he got to his due date, just like last
time. 


***



Ravena
slid into the bed in front of her father, giving him a hug.  "Do you
need anything, father?  Window opened, another blanket, anything?" 


He
put an arm around her waist and kissed her on the forehead.  "I'm
fine, dear.  You don't have to stay." 


"I
do, she'll need a female to understand her."  She got up and opened
the window, it was a little stuffy in there.  "How's that?" 


"Good,"
he said with a smile.  "You're learning how to fuss from Iggy?" 


"Yeah." 
She kicked off her shoes and her outer shirt, climbing back in to cuddle
him.  She put a hand on his stomach. "I'm here, and I
understand.  There's been a number of days when I wanted to bounce
around.  Just wait for a few more months, all right?"  Her
father chuckled and pulled her closer. "You rest, father, I'll watch over
you and even beat up Simone if she comes in to bother you." 


"You
know I don't mind you children," he told her.  He yawned. 
"I think I will nap." 


"Yes,
you will," she agreed firmly. 


Draco
smiled.  She sounded just like his grandmother at her most fierce. One
hell of a woman embodied in his wonderful daughter's body and manner.  He
fell asleep, comforted by that thought. 


Ravena
put on her most fierce face, scaring even Uncle Xander when he came in to check
on them. "Out.  He can't rest with all that noise."  They
left, closing the door behind them. 


Little
Ron's snitch flew in the window and she smiled, reaching out to touch it. 
"I'll play later, he needs me," she whispered.  The snitch
zoomed off, going to find her usual playmate. 


***



The
team stood around on the entry platform, adjusting their new robes so they
settled comfortably, all except George, who was getting rumpled by his
husband.  He moaned and then whimpered as something was whispered to him.
"No fair." 


"What's
no fair?" Fred asked, leaning on his broom to watch them.  They did
look good together. 


"He
said that I can't have sex unless we win," George announced. 


Xander
smiled at him, running his fingertip over his mate's lips.  "If you
do win, you'll get blown," he enticed. 


"That
won't exactly work as inspiration for the rest of us," Katie noted. 


"The
rest of you can have massages," Xander offered.  Fred and Oliver
moaned and he grinned his most naughty grin at them.  "Half hour for
each of you." 


"Is
he that good?" Alicia asked Fred. 


"He
gave me one and I nearly slept with him," Oliver told her.  "And
I don't like guys enough to look." 


The
women looked impressed and the new seeker giggled.  "If we win by
more than a hundred points, can we have more than a half-hour?" 


Xander
considered it.  "Win by two hundred or more and I'll make it an hour,
but we'll have to spread them out over a few days so I don't lose the feeling
in my hands." 


Katie
and Alicia looked at each other again, then burst out in laughter. "Come
on, guys, we've got to win this game!" Alicia announced.  "I
need a good massage, I haven't had one in years." 


"Get
in your positions," Oliver chastised teasingly.  "You know the
drill, dear."  She winked at him and found her spot.   They
waited, hearing the other team get announced first, then they were off. 


Xander
leaned against the wall, looking at his team.  Oh, the others didn't stand
a chance.  "Are you sure they used to play?" he asked when two
chasers nearly ran into each other. 


"They
probably haven't practiced since their school days and they filled in back
then," Oliver suggested, smiling as Alicia caught the quaffle and took off
with it like there was no tomorrow.  He laughed as the keeper dove for the
wrong goal, being faked out totally.  He nodded at a small section of the
pitch, people watching intently.  "The other coaches." 


"Yay. 
It's not like they can get past us," Xander told him with a grin. 
Fred ducked the bludger sent at his head and let his twin get that one, diving
to get the other one, and incidentally out of that one's path. 
"Don't hit him!" he called. Oliver nudged him.  "I'm the
coach on the papers, I can yell at them." 


"Let
them play, those two have a psychic connection about where each other is. 
They always have." 


"They
have more than that," Xander told him, continuing to watch the game. 
Oliver looked at him in shock.  "What?" he asked, glancing at
him.  He noticed the snitch and smiled, pointing it out.  "There
it is.  Bright but tarnished.  Ron and Ravena both offered to clean
it up for them." 


The
seekers stayed where they were, not seeing it.  Oliver pulled Xander back
and let the curtains close.  "Am I invited for the backrubs?" 


"Sure. 
Stupid kids?" 


"A
few," Oliver agreed with a smile.  "You can even warm up with me
if you want." 


"I
was going to invite everyone back to the house or to the shop and do them there
after or before their showers," Xander told him, "but go get the
bench and we'll work on yours."  Oliver dragged the bench over and
laid down on it on his stomach, letting Xander fix himself however he
wanted.  The warm hands that touched him made him wince, but he soon lost
all that tension.  He didn't even move when the crowd went wild
outside.  "Sounds like we won," Xander said as the team came
back in. "Hi, guys." 


"They're
dressed at least," Fred said, grinning at Xander.  "With the
noises he's making, I'd wonder about him and you." 


"I
don't.  Oliver would already be asleep," George said, coming over to
give his husband a kiss.  "Student stress?" 


"Yup." 
Xander gave Oliver one last firm knead and stood up. "I'll get the rest in
a few, Oliver." 


"Thanks,
Xander.  I already feel a lot better.  I'll let you do the rest on my
arms," he said with a lazy and sleepy smile. 


"Damn,
we only won by thirty points," Katie sighed. 


"There's
always next week," Xander told them, smirking.  "Which house are
we heading back to?" 


"The
shop," Fred told him.  "Less kids that way.  Mellie's
loving the babysitting money." 


"Okay,
let's head there.  Fred, can you pop down to get food?" George
asked.  "I saw Madam Rosemerta looking around at the crowd so she's
probably expecting a rush." 


"Pastry
things?"  George and Xander both nodded.  "All right. 
Money?"  Xander handed over a small bag.  "Payday?" 


"Yup,"
Xander told him.  "Come on, my lovely little hellions, we have two
showers for everyone to use and I'll start on whomever's out first." 
Everyone picked up their gear and practically ran back to the shop. 
Xander smiled at his husband.  "Want one now, or later?" 


"I'll
take it once we get back," he said, stealing a kiss.  "Oliver,
are you coming back with us?" he asked when he noticed that the poor man
was napping now. 


"I'll
get him," Fred told him.  "No sex in my room this
time."  He tapped Oliver, waking him up so they could follow the
twins.  "Or in the shop itself," he said as an afterthought,
watching them snuggle into each other as they walked showed that they might not
wait until they made it back to their room. 


George
smiled back at him.  "We haven't done that in five months." 


"Five? 
I thought the last time was seven!" Fred said, faintly disgusted. Someone
had sex in his bed and it hadn't been him. 


"Don't
worry, Fred, we snuck into your closet so we wouldn't wake you up," Xander
told him.  Oliver snorted.  "He was mean and locked our
door!  It was that or the kids' rooms and they were sleeping too." 


Fred
groaned.  "You two are scrubbing my room this weekend." 
They walked into the shop, nodding at the female watching the counter for
them.  "Do us a favor, Carina, don't let those two have sex in the
store itself." 


"That's
a nasty thought," their worker told him.  "Do they at least
clean up after themselves?" 


"No,"
George told her.  "He usually leaves me lying there
napping."  He grinned at her.  "How's our vampire in the
basement?" 


"Slimy,
nasty, and horny, just like he was the last time I saw him," she said
dryly, watching as they went into the back room.  "They do what in
here?"  She looked around.  "Where?"  There
wasn't a proper soft spot to be found in this part of the building.  She
sighed, they were probably teasing her. 


***



Xander
closed their bedroom door behind himself and grinned at his mate, who was
getting out of his new uniform as quickly as he could.  "Lay
down," he said in a husky voice.  George dove for the bed, taking off
his socks at the last moment.  Xander smiled as he stripped for his mate,
making him salivate and get this goofy look on his face.  When he was
done, he slid onto his mate's body, stealing a kiss before moving lower. 
He took a long sniff, just slightly sweaty, just enough to flavor his mate's
skin.  He smelled good. 


"What
do I get if we win the league?" George groaned as he was teased. 
"Xander, no teasing.  There are people who can hear us." 


"So?" 
He licked up the underside.  "What do you want if you win the
league?" 


George
moaned and grabbed his husband's head, making him look at him.  "No
more teasing, Xander, or I'll pound you into the bed instead." 


Xander
grinned and licked the head. "Really?" 


George
collapsed bonelessly.  "I would but you'd like it too much," he
noted.  He was swallowed and let out a low, visceral moan that
reverberated off the stone walls.  "Yes, I like that," he said,
shifting some.  Xander accommodated him easily and kept going. 
"I want dinner out and a raunchy night in a cheap motel," he ground
out.  "Toys and all.  No clean-up needed.  Yes!" he
shouted, moving faster.  His hips were grabbed and forced to still while
his husband did what he wanted.  "Xander!" he groaned,
straining.  He was so close, all he needed was a little pressure, but
Xander knew that and was still teasing him.  "Stop teasing!" he
demanded, pulling Xander off him to look at him.  He was panting and
nearly insane.  "Do it right, dear, or you get nothing later." 


"We'll
see."  Xander opened the bedside drawer and pulled out a small dildo,
waving it around. "Want to watch?" 


"Xander,"
George said, reaching for him.  "My turn. You can have some
later."  He pushed the head back into his lap, but watched as the toy
disappeared inside his mate's body, making him groan louder.  Xander was
pleasing them both, it was one of his favorite positions.  Yes, he would
be doing his mate later, for quite a while. 


Katie
walked out of the first shower, drying her hair, a towel wrapped around her
body.  "Which room is he waiting in?" she asked as she walked
past Fred to grab her bag. 


"They're
still in theirs," Fred said with a grin.  He winced as his twin
groaned and started to beg.  "Shouldn't be long now."  She
looked up at him like he was insane.  "Xander's teasing him and he
adores it, but it drives him insane." 


"Watched
them have you?" Alicia asked as she joined them. 


"He
likes to do long, slow teases starting in the shop, it's hard to miss,"
Fred told her.  He smiled at them. "Let me get some clothes and you
guys can use my room."  He led them to his room, reminding himself
that everything was cleaned up and tidy.  He had even changed his sheets
that morning. He reached into his closet and had to bite his lip as George
screamed in outrage.  "Must have an extra something," he told
them.  Next came a moan and he felt himself react but shrugged it
off.  They had seen him at the peak of his horniness, they would
understand. 


"What
the hell is he doing to him?" Alicia asked in awe.  "I've never
heard him make noise like that before.  I've never heard *anybody* make
noise like that before," she said in awe. 


"Yeah,
George used to be the quiet one," Katie agreed, looking at the adjoining
wall.  She pulled on a pair of shorts and a t-shirt, neglecting anything
else.  "Fred, do you think we could peek?  I've never seen
anyone do that stuff before." 


Fred
shook his head but he was smiling. "I don't think they'd notice if we
moved a couch in there and ate popcorn," he told them.  "They're
next door."  Alicia finished dressing and they hurried over to sneak
a look.  Fred shivered.  How very kinky. He felt a nudge in the bond
he had with his brother and heard giggling as the girls came back. 
"He kick you out?" 


"He
saw us and it made him get off," Katie said.  "He likes being
watched." 


"Xander
likes to perform so I guess they fit," Fred told him.  "Give him
ten minutes, Xander doesn't usually nap afterwards."  He took his
clothes with him to the bathroom, heading to take a slightly cooler shower than
he actually wanted.  George stumbled in and turned on the empty shower
fully cold, moaning as he stepped under it.  "Good?" he teased. 


"Fucking
tease," George told him.  He looked over the half-wall. 
"Fred, he needs spanked." 


"You
have cuffs and the like," Fred told him.  He turned to soap up his
back.  "We both know who wears the handcuffs in your family." 


"Yeah,
me," George told him.  Fred spluttered.  "Xander likes it
when I'm weak and helpless to defend myself against him." 


Fred
groaned and turned down the hot water.  "I didn't need to know
that." 


"He
won't let me tie him down at all," George said sadly.  "He says
he thrashes too much."  He turned on some hot water and grabbed his
own bar of soap.  "Did I see the door open and the naughty little
women peeking in?" 


"Yes,"
Fred said smugly.  "You made them giggle." 


George
shrugged.  "Xander wasn't bothered by it and they've seen
us."  He turned to soap up his chest.  "Though we might
have hit on a kink of his." 


"Don't
you mean yours?" Katie asked from the doorway.  "Xander wanted
to know if you were done wearing his wedding ring." 


George
stood up on his tiptoes.  "It's on the dresser." 


"You
put it in the little gold box," Fred told him. 


"It's
in the gold box on the dresser," George amended. 


"Thank
you.  By the way, good show.  Very nice."  She laughed and
walked away. 


George
tuned off the hot water completely and just stood there.  His twin
laughed.  "Just you wait, I'll find you someone who does this to
you." 


"I'm
not the one who likes to be watched," Fred pointed out, turning off his
shower.  He dried off and got dressed as quickly as he could, going to sit
in line and wait for his own backrub.  By the time George joined him, the
ladies were moaning.  Only Katie was getting her back done, but the moans
were inspiring the others to get a little warm as well. 


George
pouted at his mate.  "I should probably be jealous. Usually you only
gets me to make that noise."  He sat down beside Fred, watching as
his husband worked on the warm, fit, tanned flesh.  It was
inspiring.  It was hot.  He would have to make Xander take a break
and finish off the little tease soon.  As soon as Katie was done, George
hopped up and grabbed Xander, taking him back into their room.  "Be
right back, loves."  He slammed the door and locked it this time,
pouncing his mate before he had the chance to protest. 


"He's
a tad bit jealous," Fred told them.  "It won't take more than a
minute.  Xander will wear him out and we'll have him all to
ourselves."  George's door was thumped on and Xander walked back in,
smugly licking his damp lips.  "Did you leave him on the floor?"



"I
put him on the bed," Xander said with mock-hurt.  "I only leave
him lying around when it's on the counter and I can't lift him or we're in your
bed, Fred."  He smiled at Alicia and motioned her closer. 
"Where would you like my magical fingers, dear?" 


"My
back and arms?" she asked cutely, smiling at him.  She nudged Katie
out of the way and laid in the puddle of drool.  "Please,
Xander?" 


"Oh,
I love it when they beg," he teased, sitting beside her to work on her
back.  "Beg more, it turns George on."  She laughed and
Katie looked at him.  "It does.  George likes it when I'm
appreciated that way.  As long as I'm wearing clothes." 


"And
underwear," Fred noted.  The girls looked at him. "He has this
problem of forgetting it sometimes and then George gets very jealous and has to
do things like kiss him into a puddle in Diagon.  It's quite
scandalous." 


"Just
because I'm usually wearing sweats," Xander told him. 


"Wear
tight jeans and come visit us next time?" Katie asked impishly. 
"He won't be jealous of us." 


Xander
nodded.  "Yes, he would.  He got jealous of Fred." 


"And
Draco, and Percy, and Bill," Fred put in helpfully.  The girls looked
at him.  "He is George's.  He has permission to tease and make
hot, but nothing further.  My beloved twin slapped the last person who
tried to pinch him." 


"She
was nasty," Xander reminded him.  "Stupid reporter at
that."  The girls goggled at them. "What?" he asked
innocently.  "It wasn't like I was wearing a tiny swimsuit or
something.  I wasn't in anything like what Draco forced me into the other
night." 


"Why?"
the seeker asked from his position on the floor. 


"He
was fixing mine and George's fight," Xander told him.  "Tiny
little green swimsuit." 


"Speedo?"
Alicia asked with a faint tinge of moan in her voice. 


Xander
worked a sore spot out, making her groan and go limp. 
"Smaller." 


"Thong?"
Katie asked. 


"Smaller,"
Xander told her, grinning and blushing both.  "Tinier, shiny, and
very tight."  She gave him a helpless look.  "George
confiscated it so no one else could see me in it."  Both women got up
and headed for their room to look for it.  "I'll get your arms
later," Xander called after them.  Alicia waved as they
disappeared.  "Who's next?" 


"I
am," the seeker said, standing up.  He looked around. "Where did
Ron and the barmaid go?" 


"She
had to go to work and Ron went to get the food," Fred told him. 
"It'll probably be about ten more minutes."  He smirked.
"He gets his last." 


"She
told me she didn't need one," Xander told him.  "She'd get me to
work on her wrists some night instead."  He started on the guy's
back, making him go limp as well.  "Feel good?"  He
nodded.  "Tell me if I hit a sore spot. You're one big lump of
tension."  He continued to work out the tension, looking over at
Fred.  "Did you have any plans for tonight?" 


"I
was thinking a night at the tavern," Fred admitted.  "Listening
to the other guys complain." 


"I
could go for that," Xander agreed.  "Ron might head back up, but
I can stay." 


"Good,
we'll go together," Fred agreed, smiling at the sound of a snore. 
"Finish him off and you can get me in Iggy's room," he said quietly,
standing up.  He ran into the giggling twosome in the hallway, looking at
the tiny swimsuit.  "Dental floss?" he asked, taking it to look
at.  "How do men wear those?" 


Katie
pointed at the wide part.  "That's to cover you."  She
smirked.  "He must have nearly fallen out of it."  Alicia
nodded. 


"Probably. 
Draco keeps getting upset because Xander's bigger."  He pointed at
Iggy's door.  "He's doing mine in there since our wonderful seeker is
taking a nap.  Join me for a talk?"  They followed him in, Katie
tossing the bathing suit back onto the dresser.  He flopped down into
Iggy's reading chair.  "Make yourselves at home.  The boy genius
and his wife are off somewhere in the dungeons." 


They
looked around.  A few books here and there.  A poster.  A large
desk with a lot of scrolls scattered on it.  "Alchemy?" Katie
asked, pointing at a book. 


"He's
working on an alchemy-based healing spell," Fred told her, fudging the
truth a bit.  He trusted them, but they had gossiped in their youth. 
Alicia smiled at him.  "All right, he's got one done, but you can't
tell.  It'll put the kids in danger." 


"Never
dream of it," Katie assured him.  "I thought he'd have more
books." 


Fred
looked on the desk and found the book case Iggy had said he had left, and had
been whining at him to bring up for him.  He unshrunk it and opened it
up.  This was the new, larger version.  They stared at the
collection.  Close to eight hundred shrunken books.  "He carries
it around with him," he told them.  They looked at him, still looking
shocked. "Some of those are copies from his new program and some are ones
that he bought with his thrice-yearly book allowance.  There's some things
in here that I'm not even sure the boy knows what they are." 


Alicia
picked one book up and unbuttoned the band around it, smiling as it popped up
to normal size in her hand. "That's handy.  Must make moving
easier." 


"It
must take all their money to keep him in books and paper," Katie noted,
picking up one of her own.  She blushed and put that one back. 
"I see he's a normal, healthy, fifteen year old." 


"Oh,
yeah," Fred agreed with a smile.  "We have to help keep him off
Raena every now and then.  Though they do get to sleep together at
home." 


"Your
mum let them?" Alicia asked with a grin.  Molly had made her sleep on
a couch when she had come over for a weekend at the Burrow. 


"They're
married," Fred said with a shrug.  "She can't do much about it
really.  She told us repeatedly that we weren't to do anything in her
house unless we were married, and they did so.  She had to let
them."  He grinned.  "Mum did put an anti-sex charm on
their room of course, but other than that, they spent most of the summer curled
up together brewing one thing or another. They're adorable when they do
that." 


"Has
Snape caught them?" Katie asked, putting the book she had taken from
Alicia back and closing the case.  It immediately shrunk itself
again.  "That's a neat spell." 


"It
comes in handy for him," Fred agreed.  "Snape is *the* catcher
of those two.  He caught them groping last night in the dungeon while they
worked on something together and iced them."  They laughed. "One
hand on her thigh, nuzzling his face into her stomach begging to do more. 
Snape encased them both in ice for a good twenty minutes." 


Katie
smirked.  "At least he knows the beauty of pleasuring his
woman.  That's a rare thing for boys of any age." 


"My
nephew is brilliant that way," Fred agreed.  "Surprising since
he used to hate his body enough to want to cut his willie off."  The
girls laughed.  "He got so distressed because his was bigger than the
other guys that he turned himself into a five-year-old so he wouldn't have to
deal with it. Cute little bugger." 


Alicia
shook her head, but she was laughing so hard she was leaning on her best
friend.  "Pictures?" she gasped. 


"That
blue photo album on the desk is his fathers'.  Raena stole it to have him
tell her what they were."  He smirked.  "There's quite a
few shots in there that embarrass the hell outta him."  Xander walked
in and cracked his knuckles.  "Do you want to finish Alicia first or
do me?" 


Xander
smiled down at him and gave him a pat on the head.  "Fred, I'm sorry,
but you moved too slow, dear.  I know you tried to capture me but George
was just more forceful."  Fred swatted at his hand. 
"Sorry, I couldn't resist," he said with a wink. "Either's fine
with me. My arms aren't tired, that'll be after I polish my sword
tonight."  The girls burst out laughing.  "Really.  My
two- handed broad sword needs it. Very pretty and sharp, but it's a bit heavy
for me to use anymore.  I'm working back up to it with my lighter
swords." 


"You
have weapons?" Katie asked.  Xander nodded, grinning at her. 
"Like real ones? Not with dulled edges?" 


"With
what I do, a dulled edge would make it pointless to carry," Xander told
her, leading her out to the weapons cabinets in the front room.  He
proudly showed off his collection, much to her delight. 


"Why
is that battle axe bent?" she asked, pointing at his favorite one. 


"The
person who gave it to me used it to beat at something bigger and stony. 
It bent on their body."  He pulled it down and showed it to
her.  It wasn't an extreme bend. "I've gotten used to it this way
because I can't find anyone to fix it.  It's deceptive when it's coming
toward you so it's all good in a fight as well.  Most people duck sideways
instead of backward and most of them go toward where the blade is bent because
they think it'll swing in the other direction. So I get them
anyway."  He grinned and put it back.  "These are my
toys."  He closed the door and opened the other case, showing off his
new sword.  "I just got this one the other day.  Isn't it
pretty?" 


"Very,"
Katie agreed.  "May I?"  He nodded and she picked up the
sword with a mental groan of pain for her wrists.  It was definitely not
meant for women to swing.  She looked at the carvings on the hilt, then
handed it back.  He swung it easily.  No wonder he had been able to
make her get off with a backrub.  "George lets you play with your
weapons in the house?" 


"No,"
he said with a sheepish grin, putting it back in its case.  "I broke
a lamp and that was all for playing in the house.  I do it outside or up
at the school.  I have a room setup so I can practice this stuff and not
cut up the students for fun."  He winked and led her back to his
son's room.  "She thought my new sword was pretty." 


"It
is," Fred agreed, he pointed at Alicia, who was lying on the bed. 
"Go for it, I can wait." 


Xander
chuckled evilly.  "Back for more, pretty one?" he asked as he
started on her arms and shoulders.  She moaned and went limp under him. 


Katie
looked down at Fred.  "Do you think George would mind if we stole
him?" 


"George
asked what he got if you guys won the league," Xander told her. 


"I
want a night with you at my beck and call," Alicia told him.  He
laughed. "George can come, I promise I won't do anything sexual." 


"We'll
think about it," Xander told her.  "Fred, would you please send
me my new sword tonight so I can get it past Draco?" 


"Sure. 
He still doesn't know about your other room?" 


"Nope. 
I swore Dumbledore, Tara, and Snape to secrecy." 


"Why
does Snape know?" Alicia murmured.  "He doesn't seem like one
who'd help you move." 


"It's
down near his office.  Besides, I couldn't demand Tara keep it from
him."  She moaned deeply, like George had earlier, as he moved to her
arms.  "You're a bit tense there, dear." 


"Oh,
moan my name," she begged. 


He
moved closer.  "Alicia, have you been a *good* girl?" he
teased.  She sighed and went totally limp, a smile on her face as she fell
asleep. 


"Damn,
and I thought mine was good," Katie noted.  Xander smiled at her.
"Can we make this our reward for winning each game?" 


"Sure,"
he said with a wink.  "Fred?" 


"I
need my shoulders and arms, and my legs.  I cramped again this
morning." 


"You
want me to try and do you there or should we find another bed?" 


"Whatever's
good for you," Fred told him, standing up.  "Alicia love, move
over."  She flopped onto her back and stretched out against his side
when he laid down.  "She's suggestive in her sleep," he said
with a faint smile for Katie. 


"And
she sleepwalks," Katie told him.  "I found her in my bathroom
running a bath the other night."  She took Fred's former seat,
turning on the vibrating function with an accidental brush.  She squeaked
and jumped, but it was so nice so she stayed there.  "I want this
chair," she told them. 


Fred
nodded. "I steal it all the time.  He doesn't know." 


"He
won't tell me where he got it or you could have one for Christmas," Xander
told him.  He started off with Fred's arms, noting the tension. 
"Has Spike been bothering you again?" 


"Not
at all.  His whining about not getting sex has," he admitted at the
look Xander gave him, "but nothing tragic really." 


"I'll
take him home tomorrow to bother Ethan for a few days then bring him back next
weekend after he's shagged himself senseless."  He moved to Fred's
other arm, making him relax.  "Alicia, can you snuggle him a little
bit less?"  Fred rolled onto his side and held out the arm Xander had
been working on. "That won't work for your back." 


"Do
that last," Katie suggested, wiggling to get the vibrations in the right
spot, but it wasn't quite the right fit for the knot in her back. "How
tall is this kid?" 


"Just
under six feet," Xander told her.  "He'll be my height when he
finishes growing."  He smiled at her.  "The blue button
tilts the pads if that helps."  He moved down to work on the firm
muscles in Fred's legs.  "Going for runs?"  Fred nodded. 


"You
run?" 


"I
have to do something to stay in shape.  It's not like Xander has his
exercise equipment down here." 


"You
can come up and use the Advanced classroom," Xander reminded him.  He
nodded his head as soon as the muscles relaxed.  "Let me have your
back."  Fred flopped over and grabbed Alicia to hold under his arm,
letting her snuggle in that way.  "When do I get to meet this
wondrous third chaser you guys used to play with?" 


"She'll
be up on Tuesday," Fred told him sleepily.  He yawned. 
"Xander do to me what you did to the girls," he requested
gently.  Xander shrugged and dug in deeper, making Fred moan and
shift.  "Yeah, like that.  I could use a nap."  The
door separating the house from the shop slammed.  "Ron's back." 


"We're
in here," Xander called, noticing Katie was nearly asleep.  He got
Fred done and stood up, walking out to find Ron crashed on the couch. 
"Want a backrub?" 


"Later
this week, after my first test," Ron said sleepily.  He smiled. 
"Have a date tonight." 


"Cool. 
I'll wake you up in a few hours.  You rest."  Ron nodded and
curled up on his side, letting Xander cover him.  He smiled and grabbed
his new sword, going out to practice behind the shop.  "Don't disturb
them, Carina.  They're all napping."  She nodded and he left her
alone.  It was a slow day, everyone was watching the games.  They'd
have to stay open an extra hour, just in case everyone came down after the
games were done.  He stretched against the wall and picked up his sword,
starting off slowly.  This one was balanced different and he needed to get
used to it. 


***



Iggy
walked into the house and stopped, taking a deep smell.  "Someone had
sex," he noted, going to his room to get his books.  He found his bed
a mess and the smell even worse in here.  "They had sex on my
bed?" he said, outraged.  He had warned his father about that. He
grabbed his bookcase and noticed that there was a lighter, perfumed
scent.  "Oh, wonderful, het people had sex on my bed.  Even
better.  Just the mental image I need."  He sighed and walked
out to the family message board in the kitchen.  The note 'We're at the
broomstick' made him snort.  He wrote on there that someone had better
change his sheets and left, going back to the school.  He found his wife
sitting curled up alone in a chair reading and smiled.  He snuck up behind
her, kissing her on the neck. "What are you reading?" 


"The
history homework," she said, tipping her head to the side so he could kiss
her neck for her.  She only swatted him when he bit her.  "You
should be studying as well, Iggy." 


"I
know."  He picked her up and sat under her, letting her curl up again
against his chest.  "How bad is it?" 


"I
think I remember some of it.  It seems to be a deeper look at the split
between the Druids and the rest of the population."  She looked at
him and noticed how he was sitting.  "What's wrong?" 


"Someone
had sex on our bed," he told her.  "Totally messy and it still
smelled of it." 


"Your
father is like that sometimes," she said dryly.  She had already
caught them more than once. 


"It
was het people.  Or one of my fathers wears gardenia perfume." 


"Hmm. 
Well, Fred did say that the girls playing with them used to be their
girlfriends.  Maybe they got back together."  She slapped him
when she felt a finger on her thigh.  "No, we'll get in trouble."



"Please
grope," Cassidy, the house's Head Boy, told them, not looking at
them.  "We don't care.  Just keep it legal and all that." 


"Make
sure that no one could complain," the lead female Precept agreed with a
smile for them.  "I think it's unfair to you guys to force you to
stay apart so often anyway."  She winked at Raena and moved so she
wouldn't have to hear them.  They had this tendency to whisper cute things
at each other when they were teasing each other. 


Iggy
smirked at his wife and she giggled, so he put his fingers back.  She
squealed as the ice came back, covering his hand.  "Anyone know how
to take off an ice punishment charm?" he called.  A few of the older
kids laughed but someone went for the book it was in.  The seventh year
charms book had that one and hopefully they could cure it.  They were cute
together. 


Cassidy
looked at Simone and grinned at her.  She shook her head.  "I
told you, only if I get more than a quick come on," she told
him.   "If you're too chicken to date me, you're not getting any
closer to my panties than Iggy can right now." 


"Fine,"
he sighed.  He went back to his homework.  She wasn't worth it, even
if she could possibly kill him in the sack.  He could get something nearly
as good from a lot of other girls and not have the strings.  This was
something that she wasn't like her father in. 


***



Indian
Summer came to Hogwarts a few days later.  The beautiful fall weather
turned hot and muggy, an odd thing to happen but it had happened before. The
whole school was miserable.  Children were actually looking forward to
potions because it was cooler down there. A few students had passed out in the
greenhouses and the nurse had a lot of ice water on hand for everyone. 
Iggy had made a lot of ice for her, and for the potion's dungeon.  The
fires had created a small heat flareup down there.  He wiped his brow and
looked around at the ice blocks, all sitting next to drains on the floor. 
It should be cool enough in here soon.  He glanced around but he didn't
have anything to do.  Going up to the tower would make him sticky and
sweatier, so he decided to spend some time back in the office reading. It was
cool, it was a little dark, and his wife was napping in there because the
tower's heat had gotten to her as well.  When he saw her, he decided to
forgo the reading and crawled in with her.  It was too hot to snuggle, but
he put his arm over her waist anyway.  It was the only way they could
sleep on the small cot and it was how they preferred to nap together. 


Yeah,
this was the life.  He'd have to escape down here more often with her. 


Snape
wouldn't mind, they weren't groping this time. 


***



Cassidy
knocked on Ron's office door, walking in at the irritated grunt. 
"Professor Weasley, I have to report that your nephew and his wife haven't
been in the tower for the last three days," he said grimly.  He
didn't want to see them in trouble, but it was the rules.  "They
haven't slept in their beds, or anyone else's for the last three nights and we
only see them for showers and to change clothes." 


Ron
dropped his pen.  "Have you seen them in the dungeons?" 
The boy nodded.  "I'll check on them and talk to them.  Thank
you, Cassidy." 


"You're
welcome."  He glanced at the door nervously.  "Sir, I
wanted to ask.  Are you going to punish anyone who goes after your
nieces?  I'd like to get some from Simone, consensually," he added at
the frown, "but I'm not sure I won't get hurt academically for it." 


Ron
snorted.  "No offense, Cassidy, but you couldn't understand
her.  She needs someone like her and she's not finding it around
here."  He leaned back in his chair and considered it.  "I
wouldn't do anything unless someone treated them badly," he admitted.
"That I would try not to let effect your grades, but I am
human."  He looked the boy over.  "If you think you're up
to the task of *dating* her, go for it.  Her father won't complain too
much." 


"Thank
you, sir."  He smiled.  "I have to date her?" 


Ron
nodded, smiling at him. "I will hurt you if you play with her and end up
hurting her.  If she's for a quick cuddle now and then, that's up to
her.  If you do it and she doesn't want it, then I'd say you were going to
be fucked very quickly between myself and her father." 


"Yes,
sir," he said, understanding the reasoning.  "Should I ask her
father?" 


"Do
you want to keep everything attached where it is?" Ron asked him
seriously.  Draco probably didn't want to know that much about his
children's sex lives. 


"Got
it.  Thank you, sir."  He left, leaving him to find Ignatius and
Raena.  Why did they get to sleep in the dungeon when the rest of them
were so overheated in the tower.  It wasn't fair. 


Ron
stood up and grabbed his 'be right back' sign to put in the window.  He
knew exactly where the kids were and headed down to talk to them.  He
found Snape staring at them in shock so he looked as well. "They're
allowed to do that," he said quietly.  Snape looked at him. 
"Even my mum said so and she's a bit fussy about such things. 
They're allowed to nap together outside of the house as long as they don't get
caught." 


"He's
touching her." 


"Appropriate
touching," Ron corrected with a grin.  "It's her waist, not her
breast or lower half.  Like I said, their fathers talked about it and
allowed that much.  They slept together all summer long."  He
coughed loudly, waking Raena up.  "You guys can't live down
here.  The others in the house are getting jealous." 


"But
my room is a sweatbox," Raena complained.  She removed the hand from
her waist and stood up, stretching.  "Do we have to?" 


Ron
nodded.  "It looks bad and the other kids are getting jealous because
you're getting special privileges again. Sorry, guys.  Iggy!" 
Iggy mumbled and reached for his wife, pulling her back down to snuggle with
him. "Ignatius!" he said patiently. 


"Now!"
Snape yelled.  Iggy snapped awake and sat up.  "Thank
you."  He looked at them.  "While I don't mind you taking
up the cot once in a while, your uncle is correct.  You may not sleep down
here all the time.  Even my own house has complained that they don't get
to do so."  He smiled at them, making Raena looked pitiful. 
"You can sneak about like the rest of the students looking for cool, dark
places." 


"Or
ask Melvin if he knows how the Headmaster put that arctic portal in his
office," Ron suggested. 

  

"That's not technically allowed," Snape told him.  "If
anyone knew about the Headmaster's portal, they might get upset with him."



"Yay,"
Ron told him.  "I can blackmail for some cool air at the
moment."  Iggy snickered.  "I'm serious.  It's just as
hot in our tower, you guys.  We had to send all the kids back with Draco
so he wouldn't keep getting so damn sick.  Now head upstairs and protect
Simone from your Head Boy.  He's trying to get in her panties again."



Raena
stood up and pulled her mate up with her. "Yes, sir.  May we sneak
about later and find somewhere else?" 


"As
long as you can prove that you weren't in here and don't get caught," Ron
said with a shrug. 


"It
is not acceptable for you two to get caught out of bed after curfew,"
Snape admonished.  "You may be special and get some perks, that is
not one of them unless you are working in here." 


Ron
looked at him. "They have invisibility cloaks. Who's going to catch
them?"  Snape glared at him.  "Sorry, being
practical." 


"It
shows who trained you," Iggy noted as he slid past them with his wife in
tow.  "We'll find somewhere else to nap.  I know almost every
nook and cranny of the school so it shouldn't be too hard." 


"Curfew
is in an hour," Ron told them.  "You have to be back in the
tower tonight."  They nodded and headed up to make plans and grab
their invisibility cloaks.  He looked at Snape again. "You'd punish
them if you caught them out of bed?" 


"They
are not immune from the rules," Snape reminded him.  "I got you
many times, even though I knew you had good reason to be out of bed.  The
same applies to them."  He walked away. 


Ron
shook his head, heading back to his office.  He had thought they had
gotten caught by accident.  Snape had probably lurked in the halls
listening for them. 


***



Iggy
led the cloaked woman beside him down to the basement of the school.  It
was nearly hypothermic down here.  They threw off their cloaks and looked
around, smiling at each other.  With a few flicks of their wands, the old
storeroom was turned into a temporary hiding spot and camping area. 


Raena
walked over to a particularly slimy wall, wanting to see if it could be cleaned
up any.  "What's on the other side, Iggy?" 


Iggy
looked at her, then shrugged. "Not a clue.  If I had to guess, I'd
say part of the tunnels to the Chamber of Secrets but I can't be
sure."  He moved some more couches and old beds around the center
light and smiled at the good placement.  "Just our family?" 


"Just
the family," she agreed, walking back.  She moved the beds further
apart and pulled a small box out of her pocket, handing it to him.  He
pulled a similar one and together they unshrunk the sheets, pillows, clocks,
and small lanterns 


"What
are you doing?" an amused ghostly voice asked from the slimy wall. 
He moved closer, looking around.  "Something wrong with the upstairs
accommodations?" 


"It's
the hottest it's been in six hundred years," Raena told the ghost of
Slytherin.  "We're setting up a refuge from the heat and claiming
this room as ours." 


"It's
a storeroom and students don't get their own rooms," he said patiently. 


Iggy
looked at him. "Spenser claimed four or five different rooms around the
castle and made them into love nests.  We can claim this one.  It's
not like we're going to have sex down here.  Just escape from the upstairs
world for a bit." 


"Very
well.  I won't turn you in.  Who else are you inviting?" 


"Just
the family," Raena told him.  "Ravena and Ron, Agatha and
Ryan," Iggy grimaced, but she ignored him, "Melvin and Andrea,
Simone, Anastasia, and Mellie." 


"Very
well.  You have too many beds," he noted. 


"We
figure at least one more person will follow them down," Iggy told
him.  "At least from our tower, we have a lot of nosy
people."  He grinned.  "Is the Chamber of Secrets still
open and safe again?" 


"Safe
enough," he agreed.  "There are still dangerous areas. 
Some of it is falling in and the pool is a bit foul most of the time.  If
you wanted, I could show it to you this weekend.  There is another
entrance besides the girls' bathroom."  The children nodded. 
"Then I'll allow you to gather your family."  He smiled at
them.  "Should I get Ravena for you?" 


"Please,"
Raena told him.  "We don't know their tower password."  She
grabbed Iggy's cloak. "You stay here and I'll lead them down
here."  She hurried off, taking the extra cloak with her to cover
everyone else. 


Iggy
sat down to look at the ghost.  "So, how much am I like
Spenser?" 


Slytherin
hovered in front of him.  "A lot if his wand liked you," he
noted dryly.  "Not exactly though.  He was a tad bit
homely.  He made up for it in other areas of course, that's why the ladies
liked him so."  Iggy nodded, shifting.  "How do you find
her now that you've had a summer alone?" 


"We're
keeping our promise but otherwise I still love her, if not more than when I
married her.  She snuggles," he sighed with a dopy expression. 
"I love to snuggle and cuddle." 


"It's
good that she fits you."  Slytherin looked around again. 
"I remember building this room." 


"You
were the one in charge of the actual construction?" Iggy asked. 


"Each
of us had our own areas, but I oversaw the actual building since the
gryphon-borns and gryphons helping us would only talk to me."  He
smirked.  "It does pay to have allies powerful enough to ask favors
of." 


"I'm
starting to see that," Iggy agreed.  "Though my family is a pain
in the side of parts of the Ministry, the rest of them don't bother us
much."  He shifted, getting more comfortable in the cool room. 
"Can I ask you a question about protocol?"  The ghost nodded.
"I'd ask my elders but I don't want to seem insulting." 


"You
may ask me anything and I might answer," Slytherin told him. 
"Knowledge is a vastly powerful tool, as you know."  Iggy
nodded.  "What did you need to know about protocol?" 


"Do
we have to live with the colonies?  Can we get a house near there and live
alone instead of living in the caves?  I like caves, and it's great in
times like this, but I get this closed-in feeling, like I'm protected from the
world, but I can't touch it anymore." 


"Many
of us got that," Slytherin assured him.  "You are allowed to get
a house.  It might even be expected of you since you're to serve all
colonies.  You'd of course have to have a permanent portal back to your
own colony, a closet or some such devoted to it, but you may have your own
dwelling.  No one will say anything." 


"They'll
pout and guilt us into it," Iggy told him.  "I mentioned wanting
a library of my own and my elder looked upset." 


"That's
because he realized you were growing up, no other reason," Slytherin
assured him.  "Have you seen one that you like?" 


"I
have," he said excitedly.  "It's in town so we'd be close to
here if Raena took over when Severus retired.  It's big enough for us to
each have our own half if we ever started to fight, plus it's already got a
large library." 


"How
big is this house?" Slytherin asked him, sounding amused again. 


"It's
not bigger than the Burrow. Six bedrooms, a full basement, a kitchen and a
dining room, plus another family room in the attic that the last owners
converted.  "I'm thinking about asking how much it is and then
working my way up to suggesting it." 


"You're
a fifth year, it's understandable that you're thinking about your future,
Ignatius." 


"You
can call me Iggy, everyone else does." 


"Iggy
then," he said tolerantly.  "Where is this house?" 


"On
the edge of town, the far end.  It's got woods behind it and a small shed
of some sort that might have been a stable.  I know Raena likes it because
she gave a little delighted sigh when I showed it to her.  I used to like
to hike over there and play in the yard because it was so huge.  It's
strong so no one should be able to attack us, and it's got enough room for the
family if an emergency happened." 


"It's
a bit large for your needs, but it sounds like you've thought about it,"
Slytherin agreed.  "Have you asked anyone about it?" 


"When
I was younger.  My father George told me it was condemned because the
floors were falling in, but I never saw it." 


The
ghost nodded.  "Easy enough to fix if you have the money.  I
would look at the cost of fixing it before I decided on it, young man. 
Fixing a house is always more expensive than you think." 


"I
know, but I was hoping maybe daddy could help some, save us some money." 


"Only
if it was gryphon created, young man.  We cannot do more than the standard
manipulations on other things."  He heard footsteps and floated
back.  "You're going to be visited by the caretaker.  Can you
handle him?" 


"Is
he drunk again?" Iggy asked distastefully.  He doused the light and
made himself invisible in the dark, watching as the man walked in and looked
around at the moved furniture, grunting in disgust, something about house elves
and their mangy paws.  He followed the man at the urging of the ghost and
shuddered in revulsion when he saw where the man was going.  Was that a
skeleton?  He lit the room and stood there when the man jumped, seeing
what was there now.  It was a doll.  And a bound woman. 
"Get out," he told the older man.  "I'm going to report
you." 


"You're
not supposed to be out of bed," the caretaker told him, glaring over his
body. "I'll have you expelled." 


"Really?"
Iggy said dryly, sending for the headmaster.  Albus walked in while they
were staring each other down a moment later.  "I found him with
her," he said, pointing at the woman. 


"She's
mine," the caretaker told him.  "Likes it too." 


"Yay. 
Did she agree to being bound up?"  Iggy got out of the Headmaster's
way, letting him see.  He flared up a brighter light, making the room
light up.  "I found him, sir." 


"I
heard you the first time," Albus told him.  He looked at the
caretaker, then at the young woman, who looked like she was begging. 
"Ignatius, move her to the furniture you so kindly moved around for
us." 


"We
were looking for a cool place," Iggy told him, helping the woman stand up
and leading her away.  "He grabbed Raena once as well," he told
them.  He removed the gag from her mouth, giving her a smile. "Are
you all right?" 


"He
didn't hurt me," she told him. 


"I
know, but this is still school property and he can't do that here." 
He unbound her hands and let her go, taking off his school robe to give it to
her.  She wasn't wearing anything.  "Here, you look cold." 


She
wrapped it around herself.  "He paid me to do this you know. 
It's not so bad." 


"It
is, this is a school," Iggy told her again.  He sat down and looked
around, but the ghost had gone.  "Did you go here?" 


She
laughed.  "I'm not one of you." 


Albus
came over and smiled at her.  "I know you're not.  I felt you
enter last time and wondered, but I couldn't track you.  Come, I'll get
someone to take you home for the night."  He handed her
something.  "Ignatius, you still have to sleep in your tower." 


"She's
getting sick, Uncle Albus.  If we stay up there, she'll start to get even
more sick.  She already can't eat.  Just like Ravena can't.  And
it's not the dungeons so it doesn't look like we're playing favorites. 
Please?  Just until the heatwave ends?  We're letting all the family
stay with us." 


"Fine,"
he sighed.  "That means that you cannot deny anyone access though and
you will put a charm on the room so nothing inappropriate can happen." 


"Can
I still nap beside her, like we did this summer and in the dungeon?" 



"If
you must," he sighed, leading the young woman away.  "Come
along," he ordered coldly, prompting the caretaker to follow them.  "I
will see you in my office tomorrow, Ignatius." 


"Yes,
sir," Iggy said, smiling at them.  He put a few charms on the door,
increasing the shielding and making it so no one not invited could come
in.  They could always invite someone across if they needed to.  As
soon as he was done, he told Raena what had happened, making her blush. 
But she agreed with his decisions, telling him that they were going to have
another girl from Slytherin coming down.  The new power user wanted to get
a bit cooler as well.  He shrugged mentally and pulled some more of the
old beds out of the grouping to place randomly, still mostly around the circle.



Slytherin
reappeared.  "Would you like to see the chamber tomorrow
instead?" he asked. 


"It's
that good guy streak that my father made sure I had," Iggy told him.
"Personally, I'd like a room of our very own where we couldn't be
found.  She doesn't like slime and I don't particularly like corpses of
animals." 


"Then
I do know where you can go," Slytherin said with a bright smile.
"Follow me.  We'll be back soon enough."  He watched as the
boy grabbed his wand and followed him further back into the basement.  He
saw the signs saying that this area was off-limits because it had caved in but
knew that there was a safe corridor down here.  The boy's father could
strengthen it for them.  Besides, there was another way in, but he
couldn't find it.  It had belonged to a Gryffindor so it was probably in
that tower somewhere.  He took the right branch of the tunnel and led him
to a former nest area.  "This was part of the colony that lived here
when they were building the school," he said quietly.  "There's
another entrance and this room is still safe." 


"The
corridor's not," Albus said from the doorway. "No, Ignatius." 


"Harry
and Ron got their own room," he pointed out.  "We want somewhere
to plan and practice in that won't annoy Severus to no end." 


"Then
come with me," Albus said, giving him a smile. "I know you need the
space, but you are only going to be here for another three years." 


"I
want the Devinis place," Iggy told him.  Albus looked at him.
"I've loved that house since I was a child and I snuck away to play in the
front yard." 


"It
needs a lot of work," Albus told him, leading him to a small nook. 
"This is forbidden for you to know, but it is a secret entrance." 


"So
that's why the lech brought his prostitute down here?" Iggy
suggested.  The Headmaster nodded and opened it, letting in a
breeze.  "It's windy outside?" 


"No,
this goes to another section that not even the people who usually use it know
about."  He led the boy inside and lit his wand, taking him to what
looked like a blank wall, with a key slot.  He pulled out a key and opened
the door, letting him inside.  He lit the torches around the room and let
the boy see it.  Iggy gasped.  "Would this do?" he asked
dryly. 


"It's
perfect. What is this?" Iggy asked, looking around the spacious
room.  It had a few very old beds, covered in cobwebs from disuse, a
fireplace, a few couches and two tables.  It was perfect for them, and
they could pass it on to the family after they were gone. 


"This
was the original quarters of the first few gryphon-borns in the school. 
Their lives were threatened so we moved them down here," Slytherin told
him, smiling with the Headmaster. "How appropriate.  Do give him the
key, I think he'll treat it well." 


"Is
that a water tap?" Iggy asked, heading for what looked like one.  He
turned the handle and the pipes squealed with disuse, but a trickle of muddy
water came out, eventually becoming clearer.  "Wow." 


"The
bathroom is that little door beside the fireplace," Slytherin told him,
pointing.  He liked this boy a lot.  Too bad he wasn't one of
his.  That would have been perfect.  But at least he wasn't in
Ravenclaw.  Iggy came out of the bathroom. "Can you keep it secret,
Iggy?" 


"Definitely. 
How does the lock operate?" 


"With
the key," Albus said, handing it over.  "If you lose it, it can
*never* be opened again.  The lock spell is so old that not even the
gryphons recorded it." 


"It's
probably in the library," Iggy and Slytherin said together. 


Then
Iggy cracked up laughing.  "You're sure?" 


"I've
seen a few people using this entrance to sneak about and we could use a
guardian down this way," Albus told him.  "You're going to have
to learn how to sneak out better though." 


"Pfft,
put a fictional you in your bed, Iggy."  The ghost floated closer.
"Create a golum and link it to your bond.  I did that a number of
times when I didn't want to be bothered." 


"That
would fool everybody but Melvin and any gryphon-born," Dumbledore agreed.
"I will also be putting a telltale in the room to tell me if you
misbehave, Ignatius." 


"Yes,
sir," he said eagerly.  "We'll even agree to being grounded from
here if we misbehave," he said excitedly.  "This is everything
we ever really needed!" 


"Then
it's yours.  Remember about the key," Dumbledore told him. "It
goes to another of these rooms as well."  He opened the door and
pointed at it.  "Perhaps you should join your mate and go to
sleep?" 


"Yes,
sir."  Iggy gave him a strong hug, making him grunt as his air supply
was cut off.  "Thank you, Uncle Albus."  He hurried away,
putting the key on his protective amulet  and heading to where he could
hear his wife making bed assignments.  He walked up behind her and
whispered in her ear, making her squeal and hug him.  "We have to do
something really nice for him." 


"Are
we allowed to stay down here during the year?" Simone asked. 


"No,
but we won't be bothered.  As soon as the heatwave snaps, we have to
abandon the room.  Got it?"  Everyone nodded.  "Then
let's nap, it's already midnight."  He led his wife to their bed and
curled up behind her, covering them with a blanket she had brought down. 
"There is a no- sex charm on the room," he warned as he heard Ryan
laugh.  He looked at the delicate flame- haired young girl and smiled at
her.  "How are you, Shey?" 


"Fine,
Ignatius, thank you for your kindness," she replied.  "May I
have this one?"  Raena waved a hand.  "Thank you
again.  Even our house was horribly warm."  She slid into the
bed, smiling at Emily and Ravena, who had taken some velvet couches for
themselves.  "Is the alarm set?" 


"For
six," Iggy announced.  "That way we can all sneak back to our
houses.  Remember, the more people you tell, the less chance we'll have of
getting to sleep."  Storm barked.  "Andrea, can you have
him guard the door in case someone else comes in?" 


"Yes,
Iggy.  Thank you for inviting us as well," Andrea called.  She
said something to her guide dog and he went to lay beside the door, watching it
for his beloved mistress.  She relaxed back into Melvin's arms, happy to
be sleeping with him at last.  She could get used to this. 


Iggy
and Raena shared a kiss then snuggled in.  The holding was the best part,
at least until they could have sex. 


***



Xander
grabbed his son as he walked past him, dragging him with him to the back
hallway. "Where were you last night?" he asked once they were alone. 


"In
the cool spot we found," Iggy told him.  "Raena gets heat sick
so we commandeered a basement storage room for ourselves and the family. 
All of us, plus Emily and Shey Ravettena were down there. Even Agatha. 
The Headmaster caught us because I'm the one who caught the caretaker with his
for-hire friend."  He grinned. "It's okay, daddy, really. 
We promised to give it up when the heat wave broke." 


"I
heard," Xander noted dryly.  "Where is the other one?" 


"In
one of the emergency exits," Iggy said, moving closer. "I'm not
allowed to tell, father." 


"I
know, Iggy, I know."  He gave him a hug.  "You'll have to get
Snape to say that you weren't in the dungeons.  A lot of the other kids
are still jealous.  I got a complaint this morning from one of your
roommates." 


"I'll
bring them down if they ask.  That was part of the deal, that we couldn't
refuse anyone a spot if they found us."  He walked in and had a quiet
word with his mentor. 


"No,
Ignatius, I know you weren't in the dungeons last night," Snape said
loudly enough to be heard.  He knew exactly where the boy had been last
night, those damnable airvents had kept him up again last night, and had made
his wife desirous of his company.  He looked at a few disbelieving
faces.  "You'll find the dungeon has been locked against even
him.  Though I did allow him to spend a few nights down there because of
some missing potion ingredients."  They quickly went back to the
listless cold breakfast.  "Thank you for not trying to break in
either. It would have woken the whole school." 


"Thank
you," Iggy said, walking down to rejoin his wife.  One of his
roommates glared at him.  "Really.  We weren't in the
dungeons.  We were hiding in a storeroom."  The other people
around them grunted and dug into their cereal, trying to stay cool enough for
the upcoming classes.  Simone smiled at him and Anastasia cleared her
throat.  "Making an announcement?" 


"No." 
She smiled at the people around them.  "Really.  We were *all*
in a storeroom so none of us had to die.  If they find us tonight, we
could be expelled."  A few people looked thoughtful but the rest grumbled
even more and went back to their food.  She smiled at Iggy as she heard
Agatha say the same thing to the her house.  "Tonight?" 


"I
don't know," he lied.  "It's supposed to rain." 


"Yeah,
sure it will," Simone told him.  "If you can make it do that,
they'll give you a medal," she told him. 


"Hey,
Iggy, why don't you and Raena put your enormous brains together and try to
figure out how to cool the castle," the top female Prefect suggested.
"That way none of us too-warm Prefects start to take points off you two
for being out of bed at night." 


"Short
of a fan or a breeze spell," Raena told her, "the only option would
be to open a minute portal to Antarctica, or find a piece of ice from Russia or
somewhere and bring it here to use as a sympathetic host using the laws of
similarity and contagion."   The Prefect looked stunned. 
"Any are doable if you know what you're doing." 


"It'd
have to be a very small piece," Anastasia said thoughtfully.  "I
bet our father knows how to do at least one of those."  She ate a
bite of cereal.  "If not, it's probably in the library." 


Simone
laughed.  "If we can do the second one and break it up, a small group
could summon the firmer ice from the South Pole and do it that way." 


"The
problem is that we don't know what's in the ice," Iggy told her. 
"They've found all sorts of bacteria frozen in the ice, Simone. 
That's why we'd prefer if you took it from the Arctic Circle above us. 
That one's closer so it wouldn't melt as fast on the trip and there's less
danger of bringing home something from a comet or things like that." 


"All
right," Denver agreed, looking at their yearmates.  "Can we do
that?" 


"Sure,"
one boy said.  "How would we keep it cold?" 


"Freezing
spell?" Raena suggested.  "It's too strong to use on humans, as
the poor girl in Ravenclaw found out, but it would work on a piece of
ice.  Put it in a container that would radiate the coolness." 


"Either
that or an ice demon," Denver suggested.  "One of the frost imps
maybe.  If we can find one, trap it, and force it to put a cooling spell
on the house, it'd be wonderful." 


"That's
dangerous," Xander called down.  Denver looked at him. "There
will be no summoning of frost or ice imps and asking them for help.  If
one got loose, we'd all be majorly screwed."  The Headmaster and
Snape both choked.  "Sorry, had to put my foot down.  Those
things can shatter even the best-made blades and only pure iron can kill
them."  Denver nodded. "It was a good suggestion and proved that
you did listen last week, Mr. Malfoy-Weasley.  Five points." 
Denver grinned and dug into his food. 


"It
was a brilliant application," Dumbledore agreed.  "Is it very
dangerous?" 


"Yup. 
There are stories of those things taking out whole villages by freezing them to
death in the middle of summer when they got free.  You'd have to keep it
for the whole heatwave." 


"We
will be on the lookout for them," Tara agreed as she walked in. 
Snape looked at her and frowned.  "I'm hot, Severus, get over
it."  She moved so her spaghetti-strap dress shifted across her
body.  "If I'm that underdressed, I'll take the
reprimand."  She sat down and nodded at everyone. 


"I
think you look lovely, Tara," Xander told her with a smile. 
"It's not like you're wearing cutoff shorts and a tanktop." 


"No,
that would get her reprimanded," Dumbledore agreed, smiling at her. 
"I don't see a problem with your outfit, dear. It's tasteful and looks
very cool." 


"It
is."  She touched the peach gauze over her lap gently. 
"It's also very comfortable and not sticking to me." 


"Still,
it's not welcome to see you so uncovered," her husband told her. 


She
smiled at her.  "Get over it.  I've worn less than this and the
more you complain, the more it makes me want to be a nudist."  He
shuddered.  "It's not like I'm going to cover myself from my neck
down every other day." 


"Tara,
he comes from a stiffer background," Lupin reminded her. 


She
snorted in derision.  "Some of the people I grew up around wore
cutoff shorts so short you could see their buttcheeks and cracks if they bent
over right and tube tops so small that you could see where their breasts met
their chests.  And these were women in their seventies in the middle of
the summer.  This is more covering than anyone down there would ever
expect from me." 


"Your
Southern upbringing is usually very charming, but some of us are trying to
eat," Sirius Black noted. 


She
glared at him.  "I know how Anyanka did it and I can make it
worse."  He went pale and shifted away from her.  "Are we
done discussing my clothing?  Which is none of your business." 
She looked at her husband.  "I will never wear as many clothes as you
do, Severus, move on with your day and forget my clothing." 


He
stared at her, telling her silently that they would be discussing this
later.  "Yes, this should be between us, not any interested
parties." 


"I'll
repeat myself, she looks very nice in that," Dumbledore told him, staring
the younger man down.  Tara looked at him.  "What you are
wearing is more than acceptable to me.  I make the dress code policy and I
say that it is more than agreeable and within boundaries for this time of
heat.  At later dates, please wear a robe over it, in keeping with the
dress code policies, Tara."  Tara nodded.  "Thank
you.  Severus, you knew she would never be the decorous lady your mother
was when you started to see her, do not start that fight." 


Xander
nodded.  "You'll lose and Tara will come running to spend time with
us.  She is like my little sister and I did warn you."  Snape
settled himself, glaring at him.  "I mean it, Severus.  This
isn't about anything other than your funny thinking.  Maybe if you wore
less clothes, you might be more comfortable and reasonable as well." 


"I'm
not overheated," Snape said bitterly. 


"I
don't see how," Tara told him.  "You're wearing four layers of
clothing." 


"Tara,
honey, don't do that," Xander told her.  "You'll only end up
hurt and then I'd have to hurt him to protect your honor.  I doubt you
want me to hit him for you." 


She
looked at him. "You said you'd only hit him if he hit me." 


"I
said I'd give him double whatever he did to you," Xander reminded
her.  "That means that if he upsets you enough to make you cry, I'm
going to make him beg for mercy."  He stared down the potion's
master.  "Do not argue with her over her clothes unless it's *that*
bad.  She's covered, no one can see anything that's covered by decent
people, and none of us will be approaching her."  He smiled. 
"Though the both of you could use some midol."  He scraped his
bowl and stood up.  "With that said, I'm going to find a cool spot
and collapse on the floor so my knee quits hurting." 


"The
humidity bothers it?" Tara asked.  Xander nodded.  "I'm
sorry. Do you need Iggy to make some pain medicine?" 


"I've
taken some."   He walked over and hugged her, then left through
the back halls. 


Lupin
looked around, then leaned closer to Tara.  "What could he do that
would make your husband beg?" 


She
patted him on the hand.  "Xander's imagination is very vivid, but I
don't even want to consider it."  He chuckled and dug out some more
of his cereal.  "Sirius, don't get in the middle of our argument
again," she told him.  "I might put up with it from my de-facto
brother, but not from anyone else." 


"Yes,
that would be pleasant," Snape agreed, glaring at the rest of the table. 


Dumbledore
smiled at him.  "I'm simply trying to make sure neither of you do
something that you'll regret for years.  I will be stopping Xander." 


She
shook her head.  "That was a warning, he won't do anything. 
He's as used to the heat as I am. Sunnydale isn't exactly a cold place during
the summer."  She looked at her husband.  "How can you wear
a *vest*?" 


"I'm
not overly hot," Snape told her.  Sirius mumbled something about ice
water in his veins and he glared at the man.  "Do repeat that,"
he encouraged. 


Tara
took it into her own hands, zapping him with a compulsion to get up and start
singing.  "Never say shit like that again," she told him. 
Lupin hurried him out into the back hallway. 


Dumbledore
smiled at them. "I know tempers are running a little high because of the
heat, but really, Tara.  Do not humiliate the teachers.  It will make
it harder when you have to take over for me in a while." 


She
smiled sweetly.  "He deserved it and I haven't lost my temper
yet."  Sirius screamed in horror in the hallway.  "And
neither has Xander." 


Ron
walked in with Draco, smiling at Tara.  "I think someone wants to
apologize," Draco told her with a smile.  "Has Xander already
left to find a cool spot on a floor?" 


"Yes,"
Snape said, smiling at him.  "Did you do something outrageous to
him?" 


"No,
I just made him very sorry," Ron told him.  "Something about ice
on his balls.  It was what he was talking about after all."  He
took his seat and pulled down the cool milk, pouring himself some before
handing it on to Draco.  "Any toast?" 


"Not
this morning, it was too hot for a fire," Dumbledore told him, looking
down at him.  "Has anyone found anything that might encourage some
rain?  We could deal with the heat if the humidity would break." 


"Not
a thing," Madam Sprout told him, sounding sad.  "I've tried
everything short of a native rite." 


"We're
trying that today in my class," Tara told her.  "My advanced
class will make the plea during fourth class today if you wanted to join
us." 


"I
might do that," Madam Sprout told her, smiling at her.  "Would
you come with me tonight and look at the herbs I grow for your class,
dear?  There's an odd one I don't remember potting and I want to make sure
it's not harmful." 


"Of
course.  After dinner so it's not so hot?"  The Herbology
teacher nodded and went back to her breakfast. 


Ron
sighed as he poured himself some cereal.  "Don't the natives of your
country have another way to beg for rain?" he asked Tara. 


"There
are a few traditions among the various tribes, but that would be part of their
religion," Tara told him with a smile.  "As I don't partake of
their faith, it probably wouldn't work for us.  It'd be about as effective
as me calling on the Norse Gods for snow or the Egyptian Gods for a
flood." 


"Oh." 
He nodded.  "That's understandable." 


"It
is, but this weather will have to break sometime," Draco pointed out. 


"You
get miserable and turn optimistic?" Ron asked.  Draco glared at
him.  "Sorry.  How are you?" 


"She's
a bit lethargic, the same as I am.  No pain, nothing of the sort." 


"If
there is, you come get one of us," Tara demanded.  He nodded, giving
her a slight smile.  "Thank you, Draco." 


"I
do love how you say my name," he teased. 


"She
won't be doing so again," Snape told him. 


She
glared at him.  "Stop it, now," she said coldly.  A small
breeze started in the room.  "You do not decide who I talk to and who
I have as friends. You may be my husband, but you are not my keeper, my God, or
my master.  This is why I didn't want to get married in the first place.
Do you understand?" 


"Tara,
we love the breeze, but if you're going to freeze someone, send some of the ice
this way," Ron told her.  The breeze died slightly. 
"Seriously," Ron said when she looked at him.  "You knew he
was an annoying prat when you took up with him." 


She
smiled.  "Good point.  And yes, Ron, I'll gladly ice over your
chair for you."  It turned to ice, making him yelp.  "Feel
better?" 


"Move,
Ron," Draco demanded, forcing him to move so they could switch
seats.  "Thank you, Tara." 


"You're
welcome, dear."  She looked at her husband. "I believe we need
to have a discussion in private."  He nodded so they got up to go
somewhere private so they wouldn't get interrupted. 


Dumbledore
looked at the younger members of the staff.  "Don't upset her. 
The breeze might be welcome, but really, boys." 


"I
was trying to prevent a tragedy," Ron defended.  "You'd have to
teach potions otherwise." 


"Good
point," Dumbledore conceded.  "Stay out of it in the
future.  They both get rather upset when people butt in.  It's safer
for the rest of us if they're allowed to fight in private." 


"But
then Xander will get involved," Draco said, his teeth starting to chatter.



"Share,
you greedy sod," Ron demanded.  "If the daughter can get cold,
so can I."  Draco got up and let him sit in the iced over chair,
making him sigh in relief.  "Can I steal this?" 


"It
goes to class with me," Draco informed him. 


"It's
my chair!" 


"My
classroom gets unlimited sun all day.  It's miserable in there, even with
the curtains I had put up."  The missing teachers walked back in and
took their former spots without a word to anyone. 


"You
can share it," Lupin broke in.  Both men glared at him. 
"Sorry." 


"That's
all right," Ron said with a grin.  "You're right, I'll get it
for the first class and he can have it after that." 


"You
could always turn a chair in your room to ice," Sirius pointed out. 
"Which isn't such a bad idea." 


"There's
not enough ambient moisture in the air at the moment, there won't be until the
humidity spikes again," Draco told him.  "It'd strip what little
is left to do it all over the school." 


"How
has Iggy been creating ice then?" Madam Sprout asked. 


"Easy,
he's the reason the rest of us can't do it," Ron told her. 


"He's
been changing the state of water," Draco told her.  "It's
probably the only thing he's learned from you two." 


"At
least it's been helpful," Dumbledore told him, breaking that one up as
well.  He silently prayed for deliverance from the heat, and the insanity
of those affected by it. 


***



Snape's
scream echoed down the halls.  A few people looked up in surprise, but no
one went running to help him.  He was who he was and could sneer anything
into submission. 


Draco
did walk down there, checking on the older man.  "Are you all
right?" he asked, smiling slightly. 


"Don't
you *dare*," Snape hissed.  He was dripping wet.  His clothes
were starting to bleed color.  This had been his favorite outfit. 


Draco
thought something at Xander and got an answer, so he walked in and quickly
mixed something, spraying it on the older man.  It stopped the color
bleeding but couldn't stop the ice crystals forming in the water. 
"Xander said he would replace the colors." 


Xander
walked to the doorway and leaned against it, then flicked his wand, repairing
the colors from the residue of the dyes.  "Sorry, didn't realize you
were wearing special clothes.  Iggy said you were wearing bad clothes
because of the potion you were doing."  He grinned.  "Don't
blame him, I tricked the information out of him.  Are you feeling
better?  Maybe more reasonable?" 


"I
was fine before," Snape ground out, moving toward him.  "How
dare you." 


Xander
stood up.  "How dare I what?  Make you less miserable? 
Make the rest of us less miserable?  I did the same thing in the Defense
classroom because it was a sauna, the same as it was in here."  He
let him walk out and kicked the door shut.  "Draco, go teach his
class." 


"I
have my own." 


"Go
watch them," Snape told him.  Draco walked back in and closed the
door again.  "You had no right to interfere with my classroom. 
I do not know what you are up to, but you will not do such things to me
again." 


Xander
made 'your mouth is opening and closing' motions with his left hand. 
"Your class had someone pass out.  If you had noticed, it's at least
five degrees cooler in there now.  Madam Pomfrey told me I could and I put
a *big* sign on it that said to not stand within five feet of the box before I
sent it down."  He stepped closer.  "Tell me if I haven't
fixed your clothes enough and I'll gladly finish fixing it.  It's only
Turkish dyes that bleed according to Fred and George so I can easily fix
it.  I really didn't mean to get you with it." 


"I
accept your apology, but you may not interfere in my class!" Snape
reminded him. "I don't walk into yours and change things about on
you.  You had no idea what my students were making...."  Xander
opened his mouth to say something.  "No, you will listen.  I do
not care if Ignatius did tell you.   The explosive force that box
came apart with could have tipped a cauldron onto someone, or it could have
seriously hurt someone.  You did not think." 


"Actually,
I did.  I mapped out the dungeon within millimeters, I placed the box in
the right spot to make sure it was far enough way from all the cauldrons. 
I also did put the sign on the box after talking with Raena to find out what
you were doing to make sure it wouldn't be counter- indicated.  Fred even
gave over the sacred formula for the gel we used, which is weaker and
molecularly stable and pure so it couldn't react against anything.  I did
use some sense, Severus."  He heard a thump and opened the door,
hurrying to the unconscious Draco's side.  "Did the heat get him or
did he complain about pain?" he demanded. 


"The
heat, sir," one girl sniffled.  "It's cooler, but it's still so
hot in here with the cauldrons going." 


Xander
lifted Draco up with a groan of strain.  "Okay, we'll leave the door
open." 


"Put
him in the back, it's cooler," Snape ordered. 


"The
infirmary has a special spot with a fan blowing across ice." 


"I
can create a single spot of cold down here, not enough for the class, but
definitely enough for the office."  He followed Xander inside. 
"I still say you were irresponsible." 


"Severus,
you started to weave before I did it," Xander told him.  The older
man shook his head and Xander nodded.  "That's why the kids called
me."  He watched as a small portal of icy air was created and put
next to the bed.  Draco groaned and rolled toward it. "Why do you
have the cauldrons on high?" 


"We're
making an icy bodywash," Snape told him. "Within the next four
minutes, it should come off the heat."  He glanced around. "I
was fine." 


"You
weren't.  Iggy and Raena were both worried that you were going to pass
out, big guy.  I did it because I care about you.  As for the
vest...."  He flicked his wand at a light spot, making it darken up
by bringing out more of the background pigment.  "Turkish dyes are
hell on anything.  Don't they bleed?" 


"Often,"
Snape agreed dryly, "but it is cooler than most things I own." 


"You
could go with just a shirt and pants," Xander suggested.  "Like
the rest of us." 


"I
was fine until this class."  A timer went off and he opened the
door.  "Douse the flames.  Ignatius, cool everything
rapidly."  Iggy nodded but he looked miserable.  "What
happened?" 


"Ours
is pink, sir," he admitted. 


Simone
looked at him.  "You, *you*, botched a potion?" 


"I
gave him the recipe for a medicated one," Snape lied.  "Cool
them now." 


"Yes,
sir."  The fires were doused and Iggy and Raena walked around,
freezing everyone's potion as they stirred.  Once it was done, he walked
into the office, squeezing in between the men.  "Close the
door," he moaned.  The door was slammed.  "Thank you. 
Damn, it's nice back here."  He laid a hand on Draco's stomach,
testing the baby.  "She's a bit weak and he's a little on the
underfed side.  This has got to stop." 


"Do
we have anyplace cooler?" Xander asked. 


"Yeah,
there is," Iggy told him.  "Our private sleeping place is
colder.  It was nearly icy in there last night.  Bring down some food
later. You should be able to track me.  Um, his class?" 


"I
sent a message to Ron and he went to talk to them," Xander admitted. 
He bent to pick Draco up but Iggy floated him.  "Gee, that's a nice
one I need to learn." 


"It's
a simple spell we learn in our second year," Iggy told him.
"Move.  And get the door."  The door was opened and he
floated Draco out, heading down to the storeroom.  "We'll talk
later." 


Raena
looked at them. "Is everything all right?" 


"Fine. 
Iggy's taking him someplace colder.  Pregnant people are often more
susceptible to heat fluctuations," Professor Snape told her. He looked at
the potions, freezing them until they were totally solid.  "Take
those back to your houses.  By the time they unfreeze tonight, it should
be ready.  It is a cooling body wash.  Use it before you go to sleep
and after you get up."  They grabbed their cauldrons and hurried off
to their houses.  "Raena?" 


"I
don't know what we did," she admitted. "The cauldrons were soaked
after that acidic wash we did yesterday for wounds." 


Xander
looked at the pink potions.  "It smells like mint." 


"Shit,"
she sighed, hitting herself on the forehead. "Iggy choked and coughed over
it.  He had been chewing muggle spearmint gum." 


Snape
lifted some on his finger and sniffed.  "It smells
correct."  He dropped it and looked at the pot.  "What is
this made out of?" 


"Our
cleanest was our aluminum ones," she told him. "Was that bad?" 


"It
was an unfortunate chemical reaction," he agreed.  "You may make
more." 


"We
don't need it.  To be frank, we woke up blue this morning in the
storeroom."  She cleaned up their mess and walked away. 
"I'm going to check on those two before the next class." 


Xander
looked up at the mess and smiled.  He fired up at it, sending energy
through it.  The room started to look wobbly as the syrup dissolved,
creating cooling breezes.  "That's what it was for." 


"I'll
let you know if anything else bleaches out." 


"Please
do.  Like I said, I'll fix it, even though you should have stayed away
because of the sign." 


"There
wasn't one."  Snape looked at Xander.  "In the future, warn
me, boy." 


Xander
grinned. "That's such a nice compliment.  I've been feeling old
today."  He winked and walked away, he had a class next period. 


Snape
shook his head.  That man was irresponsible. Even if the breeze did feel
incredible.  He checked his clothes and took off the vest to look at
it.  He noticed he was cooler so let it hang in the office to dry for a
while.  At least the dye had quit running.  The delicate black
embroidery was still fine.  It had been a present after all and he didn't
want to ruin it. 


***



Draco
woke up cooler than he had been in recent memory.  He groaned as he sat
up, holding his head.  "Where are we?"  The darkness of the
room was comfortable to him. 


Iggy
sat on the side of the bed.  "Try this, Uncle Draco.  It's fruit
soup.  I had the house elves make you some."  He settled himself
to watch him eat.  "This is our hiding spot from the heat.  It's
one of the basement storerooms."  He smiled. "You're presently
on our bed and you're staying here until I feel like you're better." 
He shook his head at the grunted protest.  "I checked. You probably
haven't eaten in days, Uncle.  You're both weak with it.  Ravena had
the same problem, and Raena was getting it, that's why we grabbed this room. 
You can be the reasonable adult tonight." 


"I
still have classes," Draco noted between bites.  He was hungry. 


"There's
a whole pot of it cooling at the foot of the bed," Iggy assured him.
"Eat it all.  How long has it been since you ate?" 


"The
nausea started the second day of the heat.  I've tried everything." 


"I
know.  This isn't a body-caused one, this is because of the heat. 
That's why you're down here until I feel her protest life by kicking you so
hard you curl up."  Draco smiled.  "Hey, you're my big
brother.  It's the least I can do.  Now eat it all and I'll get you
some more." 


"What
sort of fruit?" 


"Mango,
peaches, cherries for some tang.  Some watermelon for added juice.  A
little bit of orange juice if I remember right."  He shrugged. 
"I went with what soothed you with Lucien.  I remembered how much you
craved fruit and this one likes it as well.  Want more?"  Draco
nodded so he grabbed the small pot and pulled it up, pouring him out some
more.  "Eat it all.  I'll have them make you some more, and some
bread if you're up to it later." 


"Thank
you, Ignatius.  You're a champion fusser."  He slurped the soup
out of the bowl, conveniently forgetting the spoon.  More was poured for
him.  He was really hungry!  As soon as he had drank the last of it,
he relaxed back onto the cedar scented pillows.  He searched out the
sachet and tossed it onto another bed.  "It was a little
strong," he said at the hurt look. 


"Raena
chose it," he said with a shrug.  "Are your senses heightened
now?"  Draco nodded.  "The books said it happens.  Did
it happen last time?"  Draco nodded again.  "Cool. 
I'll tell Madam Pomfrey to make a note to your doctor about it," he said
with a smile.  Draco shook his head and let himself be covered. 
"You rest.  I'll be right back, after I get us some more supplies. No
one can get in if they haven't been in here already.  That means your
kids, and the rest of the family, but it should be fine."  He winked
and stood up. "You be good and talk to the little girl.  Do you want
anything specific?" 


"Some
more of the juicy sort of fruits.  Sweet isn't necessary, but juicy would
be good." 


"Cool. 
It's good for you.  Want some chocolate as well?"  Draco shook
his head.  "Then I'll be right back."  He left the room,
heading for the kitchens.  He met the Headmaster in the hallway.
"He's eaten, he's cooled down, and I'm keeping him down here until the
heatwave breaks.  Unless you want to move his class to the storeroom that
Spike taught from," he offered.  "I'm also going to steal food
for him." 


"I
brought you some," the Headmaster said with a smile. "May we?" 


"Sure. 
Is it fruit?"  He got a nod so he let the older man inside. 
"Visitor, Uncle.  I'll still be right back."  He headed up
to the kitchens anyway, they didn't have anything for the kids who couldn't eat
any other time but at night. 


Dumbledore
sat on the edge of the bed, looking down at Draco's stomach.  "Is she
all right?" 


"Mostly. 
Ignatius said we were both a bit underfed and overly warm." 


"Is
that all this is?" 


"I
can only hope so," Draco said honestly.  He rubbed his stomach
gently, feeling some movement. He hadn't felt movement in two days so it made
him relax.  "I'll have Ignatius check her over more fully later
on."  He looked at the basket.  "Anything juicy?" 


"Juice,"
Albus said, pulling out two flagons and handing them over.  "The
strawberries are a bit dry, but they should still be fine.  The oranges
are also a bit on the wilted side due to the heat in the kitchens." 
He handed over the rest of the basket, watching as Draco drank both flagons of
juice without stopping. "Are you feeling better?" 


"Much
better," he sighed in relief, then he burped.  "Sorry, excuse
me." 


"That's
fine," Dumbledore said with a tolerant smile. "Who has the
children?" 


"Molly.
They're probably all in the pool at the moment.  It's darker in there and
even the house elves have been sneaking in there to wait out some of the
heat."  He accepted one of the oranges and smiled gratefully. 
"I heard my beloved caretaker say something about the room that Spike taught
in?" 


"He
suggested that I move your classes down there for the remainder of the heat
wave." 


"I
wouldn't mind, but I have the feeling that I'm going to be here for the next
few days." 


"Yes
you are," Iggy said as he walked in with a bigger basket.  "Shey
Ravettena just got taken to the infirmary for collapsing in History.  I've
got enough food to let us all eat where it's cooler.  Headmaster, please
cancel classes for the rest of the week.  It'd not only help Draco, but
the rest of us who are so overheated that we're about to die.  You've had
so many people pass out in Herbology, and even the dungeons are hot now. 
Please, save us." 


Dumbledore
nodded, looking at Draco. "If I had a fire, I'd call them," Draco
agreed.  "I can't see us standing this for much longer." 


"I
can help you up to one," Iggy told him.  "Snape's rooms are just
up the hallway."  Dumbledore nodded and Draco swung himself around so
he could be helped up.  "I know he's been trying so hard to help, but
this heat sucks badly.  Any idea on when it will stop?" 


"Hopefully
soon," Dumbledore told him.  "Every other time we've gotten it,
it's been about two or three weeks." 


"It's
been almost two," Draco reminded him.  "I'll suggest that we
cancel classes for the rest of this week, and possibly for next week.  We
can always make up some classes in that extra week if need be."  He
let Ignatius help him back into the hallway, noticing a difference as they
headed back up into the school.  "It really is cooler down
there," he said in appreciation. 


"The
basement is totally underground.  That insulates us from the heat. 
It's probably about that temperature all year round."  He tapped on
Snape's door, smiling when it was opened by the man himself.  "He
needs to call the Regents to cancel school for a few days." 


"I
was going to make that suggestion myself. I just got done talking with the
Ravettenas."  He let them in. "Where are you staying now?" 


"In
the furniture storeroom in the basement," Iggy told him.  "Storm
hunts the mice for us and the furniture isn't *too* broken or old." 
He grinned.  "We could probably make another room for severe heat
cases. There's two more down there." 


"They're
cold," Draco told him as the fireplace was filled by a head. 
"Andrew, we need to cancel school." 


"It's
cold there?" he asked. 


"No,
the basements are.  I just got put into one because I collapsed from the
heat earlier.  Unfortunately, I'm one of twelve so far today.  We're
canceling for the rest of the week." 


"You
know it's only Tuesday, correct?"  Draco nodded.  "That's
fine.  Let me call about.  Will you be there?" 


"Not
for very long," Iggy told him, crossing his arms to look as imposing as he
could.  "I'm going to take my patient back to the cool of the
storeroom within an hour.  Make it fast." 


"Who
are you?' the secretary asked. 


"Ignatius
Harris-Weasley, training potion master and healer.  His personal healer if
anything goes wrong in the school." 


"Oh,
yes, I've heard of you.  Quite a nice young man from what I've
heard."  He smiled. "You're not that scary, Ignatius." 


"Oh
yes he is," Draco told him, nodding, but he was smiling.  "That
boy rivals his father in things nasty and slimy."  He smiled at
Iggy.  "My *personal* healer?" 


"You're
family, I take care of the family first.   Deal with it, I was taught
to be overprotective as well as an overachiever." 


The
secretary laughed.  "I'm sure you were.  How bad is he?" 


"He's
under so much stress that the baby didn't move for a few days," Iggy told
him.  "He's under strict instructions to stay cool, eat, and
rest." 


"That's
fine.  Just this week, Mr. Malfoy?" 


"Unless
the heat doesn't break.  We might be able to do some half classes in the
early evening otherwise."  He closed his eyes and rubbed his
stomach.  "Calm down.  I'll get comfortable soon." 


"You'll
do it now," Snape told him, forcing Draco to stand and walking him over to
the couch to sit him down.  "Andrew, it is that bad.  We've got
a problem so large some of us have thought about calling up a frost imp to cure
them.  Ignatius' father had to cool the dungeons down earlier." 
Andrew hissed and nodded. "Thank you.  He'll be here for a bit
longer, or I'll pass on the message."  The head disappeared. 
"Do you need anything?" 


"Do
you have any water or juice?" 


"Tara
has some apple juice," Iggy told him, heading for it. 


"She'll
yell if you drink it," Snape warned. 


"Yay. 
I'll get her some more today when I make a store run for Uncle
Draco."  He handed over the large bottle, watching as it was gulped
down.  "He hasn't eaten since the second day of the heat." 
He looked up and smiled.  "Auntie Tara said he could have it as long
as we replaced it, which Daddy said would be fine.  Is there any
particular fruit that the baby wants?" 


"Not
really. Just juice and light. Too sweet would be bad, but this is great." 


"Wonderful. 
I know *just* the place to get you some.  I'll have to go deeper into
muggle London, but Daddy won't mind too much."  He grabbed his head
and winced. "I'll check in with Percy before I leave and when I come
back," he whined.  Snape looked at him. "There's an all natural
juice, fruit, and veggie place near the center of the city that I've been to
once or twice.  I'll go there and get him what he needs." 


"As
long as you're careful.  I know how you can be when you're worried,"
Draco reminded him. 


"I
will be.  And I'm sure anyone who can will be listening as
well."   The fire flared to life and they turned to look at the
man's head sitting in it. "Who're you?" 


"What
do you want, Mathers?" 


"You
want to cancel school because of some heat?" he sneered. 


"The
Ravettena heir passed out earlier," Snape told him.  The man looked
scared.  "As did eighteen other children and one of the
professors.  Yes, we will be canceling school for the rest of the week and
possibly next week.  Even my classrooms aren't cool enough to hold classes
in." 


"Who's
that?" he said, nodding at Iggy. 


"You're
worst nightmare come to life," Iggy said dryly.  He looked down at
Draco.  "There's some more fruit back in the room if you wanted
it." 


"Please,"
Draco agreed.  He smiled as the boy hurried off.  "It's so bad
that all of us here are ready to call frost imps and let them loose on the
student body.  I can override you." 


"Then
you'll have to do so.  We can't just call of school for no reason!" 


"We
can for this one!" Draco told him harshly, standing up.  "Do you
know how hot it was in *my* classroom today?  It was hot enough that even
an ice spell wouldn't work!  Get over yourself or you'll find yourself in
one of the tower rooms to prove how hot it is!"  He grunted and took
a deep breath, sitting back down.  Snape looked at him. "I'm
fine.  Just a bit upset."  He took another deep breath. 
"We are canceling school for the rest of this week.  Even the ghosts
have noticed how hot it is."  The man looked disturbed. 
"If you have a real objection, by all means come up and see for
yourself."  Snape turned off the floo. "Thank you." 


"You're
welcome."  Iggy walked back in with the remaining strawberries and a
wilted orange.  "Is that good enough for him?" 


"It's
all we have at the moment," Iggy admitted.  The fire flared up with
the secretary's head.  "Problems?" 


"No,
only one," he admitted. "He'll be up to see you soon,
Draco."  Draco shrugged and nibbled on a strawberry. 
"Those look ancient." 


"The
farms that supply the school didn't get a lot of rain this summer," Draco
reminded him.  "It's like that all over the country."  He
ate another one.  "These are stale and dry."  He put the
plate aside.  "Can you go now?" 


"Sure." 
Iggy gave him a hug.  "We're in the second auxilliary storeroom and
I'm sending Simone down to get him if Ravena can't," Iggy told him,
hurrying out.  "He's to go back to bed." 


"Fine,"
Draco sighed.  He looked at the head in the fireplace.  "Do you
see how they fuss?" 


"Let
them," Snape advised.  "It makes the whole family happy to be of
use to you."  He looked at the secretary.  "Well?" 


"Consider
it canceled until Monday, we'll decide on that Sunday night if necessary. 
Mathers is already on his way up." 


"Wonderful
news," Draco said, standing up.  "Can I lock him in one of those
tower rooms with  no windows?"  The other men laughed and he
nodded at the secretary before closing off the connection.  The fire was
doused.  "Thank Merlin," Draco sighed.  "I'm going to
follow orders.  It's about fifteen degrees cooler down there." 
He considered the plate and took it just in case someone else was hungry. 
As soon as he climbed back into bed, his eldest daughter walked in and climbed
in with him.  "Do you sleep on this one as well?" he teased. 


"No,
this is Iggy and Raena's bed.  I sleep over there."  She pointed
at the small twin sized bed. "It's enough for me."  She kissed
his cheek then moved down to rest her head on his stomach. "How are you,
baby?" 


"She's
fine, dear.  We both are.  Ignatius said so."  He stroked
over her hair, hoping that everything would continue to be fine. 


***



Iggy
walked into the market, smiling at the person behind the counter. 
"Shopping for a pregnant one," he said.  "Can you help
me?"  She smiled and followed him back to the fruit.  "The
pregnant one wants juicy things, but not too sweet.  He said it's sickly
at the moment." 


"He?"



Iggy
mentally berated himself.  "She's so tough that she's like my older
brother or a beloved uncle," he told her.  "She's about six and
a half along and is *very* picky.  She drank nearly a gallon of apple
juice earlier." 


"Ooh,
that is horrible. The heat?" she said in sympathy.  Iggy
nodded.  "How terrible that must be." 


"We're
living in the basement of the house because it's cooler down there." 


"That's
very wise," she told him.  "Does this woman prefer anything in
particular?" 


"Well,
she was drinking apple juice and spends some time eating those.  She'll
eat any fruit, but like I said nothing too sweet.  Last time she was
pregnant, she had cravings for tropical fruit, but I'm not sure she's settled
out into a specific type this time." 


"We
can do that.  The strawberries all over the country are dry this year, the
spring drought was horrible, but the apples are nice."  She pointed
at them.  "Some of the foreign berries are very nice.  Anything
from Sweden is wonderful this year because they had an excellent growing
season.  Oh, and the grapes.  Seedless or seeds in?" 


"Either's
fine.  She can spit them out."  He realized he had left his
wallet at the house and quickly called his wife. She said it'd take her about
twenty minutes to make it through the bank, but agreed to bring him
money.  "Let's go slowly.  My wife is joining me and
...."  She looked at him.  "I can dream, can't I? 
She's a wonderful girl, my woman is.  I love her tons and she's very
special. She's already agreed to marry me when we're eighteen so I see it as a
formality." 


"You
are so cute," she told him, pinching his cheek.  "We can go
slowly.  How much were you wanting to spend?" 


"I've
got money, it's just that she holds it.  We've probably got at least two
hundred pounds to spend on this one spot alone." 


"Really?"
she said, looking him over. 


"Her
money.  Our beloved pregnant one is the rich uncle I always wanted. 
Treats me like her own son some days.  Blonde, pretty, tall, stunning
really.  Tried modeling but that would be work." 


"Where
is this one from?" 


"We're
renting a small house in town for my schooling.  I'm a chemistry prodigy
and trying to get early admittance to university."  He showed her his
school ID from the Royal Academy.  "Very select private academy for
people like me. You have to get invited to even know it exists." 


"Oh,
my."  She patted him on the shoulder.  "I've heard of
places like that.  Got any royals?" 


"A
distant cousin.  This is on academic merit.  I met my future wife
there."   He beamed as he felt Raena teleport to near him. 
"She should be here any time now," he said, looking at her
watch.  "She's very punctual." 


Raena
walked in and handed Iggy a small wallet.  "You forgot it this
morning," she teased, giving him a kiss. "What are we getting our
beloved pregnant one?" 


"Fruit
and juice," Iggy told her.  "Grapes, apples, Swedish anything,
what else?" 


"Berries." 
She loaded up their cart for them, picking only the best.  Her store,
hosting one of them?  How wonderful!  "How did you hear of
me?  You look slightly familiar." 


"One
of my 'aunts," he did the finger quotes, "shops here. 
Tara?"  She beamed.  "She's my might-as-well-be aunt. 
She introduced us last summer."  He picked up a fuzzy fruit. 
"How about these?" 


"Peaches
are good, but the ones I have in stock are a little hard.  You'll have to
ripen them for a few days in a paper sack."  She loaded a few
handfuls of them into the cart as well.  "Juice?" 


"Please. 
The rest of us might steal it from her, but she desperately needs it.  The
heat is so bad she hasn't eaten anything but juice in days." 


"I
can understand that.  No air conditioning?" 


"It's
broken and the repairmen are backed up," Raena told her.  "She's
picky about her contractors because one of the ones fixing her country house
stole from her last year." 


"I've
heard that can be a problem.  No breezes that way?" 


"We
can't attend school from out there," Iggy told her.  "Our father
allows us to live with the beloved one because it's better for our
futures." 


"Are
you two related?" 


"No,
my family's Dutch," Raena told her.  "So I got adopted as soon
as Ignatius and I made a solid commitment.  It's a wonderfully close
family." 


"That
is good news.  Do you want cans, bottles, or jugs?" 


"Any
and all?" Iggy suggested.  "We don't really have a large trash
allotment at the moment." 


"Then
we'll do jugs and we can find cups," Raena assured him.  She pointed
at some of the largest of apple juice. "How is that brand?" 


"Unsweetened,
but decent enough.  I don't stock anything I wouldn't eat."  She
put a few cases of juice onto the cart, then some of the sweetened ones, ending
up with the mixed ones. "Cherry sound good to you guys?" 


"Cherry
sounds wonderful," Iggy agreed.  "Just give us anything, we'll
drink it.  We drink grape soda often enough." 


"Ah,
that I have a lot of," she said, going for the boxes of grape juice.
"This is concentrate.  You mix water into it, all right?" 
They nodded.  "Good."  She gave them her stock of that, it
hadn't been selling very well anyway.  "Anything else?" 


"Some
light veggies so she can work up to it?" Raena suggested, looking at
Iggy.  "What did you get her to eat today?" 


"Fruit
soup.  She ate the whole pot," he said proudly. 


"Hmm. 
How about this," she said, pulling out another cart and filling it with
the freshest vegetables. "Anything else?" 


"No
radishes, pregnant women and they don't usually get along," Raena told
her, putting them back.  "But those cucumbers look wonderful. 
Add some more for me please.  I'll have them tonight for
dinner."  Some more were added.  "Thank you." 
She looked around the shop.  "Iggy?" 


"I
think that's it," he agreed, handing back the money to her. "Let me
step outside and call a cab."  He walked out to the corner phone and
pretended to call one, using his hidden wand to call a wizard's cab.  It
sped up to his side and stopped so he leaned in the window.  "We're
on a buying trip," he explained.  "Lots of fruit and
veggies.  Can you get us back to the Leaky?" 


"It's
closed due to heat," the cabbie told him. "Where are you
headed?" 


"Hogwarts,"
he said quietly.  The cabbie laughed.  "We're buying fruit and
veggies for the Malfoy family." 


"Oh,
them."  His eyes widened.  "I could get you to a relative's
house and let them help you carry it across," he suggested. 


"How
much to get us to the Burrow?" 


"'Bout
ten galleons." 


"Deal. 
We're at the little fruit store a few stores back."  He popped out
and went to help carry as the cab parked in front of the store. 


The
cabbie whistled when he saw everything. "You weren't kidding.  Give
me an extra one and I'll even help carry into the house." 


"Deal,"
Raena agreed.   She smiled at him.  "Draco will be very
happy with us." 


"And
Shey.  She's probably not feeling very well still." 


"Ravettena?"
the cabbie asked, looking stunned. 


Raena
nodded, but Iggy answered.  "She passed out in class.  
We're going to be canceling classes for a few days if the teachers have
anything to say about it." 


"Wow." 
He helped get some more of the things out of the store for them. 
"How much did you spend?" 


"Three
hundred pounds, but I don't think we'll be in trouble for overspending,"
Raena told him, loading more bags into the back.   They ended up with
just enough room for them to snuggle in on each other's lap.  She waved at
the shopkeeper, taking the card with her to give to Draco in case he needed
it.  And they were off, zooming down the street so fast that the buildings
blurred past.  "Gee, you're fast," she told him. 


The
cabbie laughed.  "I try to be.  There's only two of us for all
you guys and with most floos dead today because of the heat we're a tad bit
busy." 


"Hey,
we tip," Iggy told him. 


"I
did remember to save out ten galleons for us," she agreed. 
"Plus another two hundred muggle in case we needed to make another
stop." 


"I
don't think we need anything else," Iggy told her.  "Though
you're going to have to put one of my thumbtacks down there so I can hit
it.  I haven't marked the room for teleporting yet." 


"Fine
with me."  They turned into the drive up to the Burrow and got out,
Raena paying the nice man.  Molly came out.  "Draco's passed out
because of the heat," she told her.  "He hasn't eaten so we got
him fruit, veggies, and juice." 


"Oh,
dear," Molly said, looking inside the house.  "No one else is
here." 


"That's
fine, grandmother, we only need a spot to take off from.  The floos are
down," Iggy assured her.  He started to heft things inside, floating
whole stacks with his new wand. 


"Ignatius,
what is that?" Molly asked, pointing at the silver thing. 


"My
new wand.  This one replaced the one that I thought I had lost for
good."  He got out of Raena's way, watching as she carried in
everything else with the cabbie's help. 


"Here,
let me get you a tip," Molly said, hurrying in to get him a little
something extra. 


"The
couple did," he assured her.  He handed her a card with a smile.
"Call on us if you need us.  We're run by the same folks who do the
Knight Bus."  He winked at her, making her giggle, and left to check
his cab over.  He already had another call waiting, he could feel
it.  He found two last bags and handed them over. 


"Those
aren't ours," Raena told him, looking inside. "Um, Iggy?" 
He jogged out to see too.  "You might want to take them to the
Ministry.  Those are muggle weapons." 


"Guns,"
Iggy agreed, pulling one out. "Loaded too, stupid creatures." 
He unloaded all of them, using spellotape to attach the clips with the proper
gun since there were so many of them.  "There you go.  Tell them
that we unloaded them." 


"Thank
you.  Don't know who could have dropped that."  The cabbie
scratched his head and went to call his boss to let the other guy get the
order.  He needed to drop those off.  He took off again, heading for
the local Ministry office.  As soon as he walked into the Magical Law
Enforcement office, the bags were taken.  "My last passengers
unloaded them." 


"Who
were they?" the officer asked, frowning at the devices. "And what are
these?" 


"The
kid named Iggy said they were called guns and that he unloaded them.  The
taped on things came from inside the handle."  He shrugged when the
officer looked at him.  "They went to the Burrow if you wanted to
ask, and I can get you a list of our other passengers."  The officer
straightened up as an office door opened.  The boss walked out. 
"Found these in the cab and my last passenger told me what they were and
to come to you lot." 


"Guns,"
he said, frowning.  "Who was your last passenger?  Gryphon-born
touched them last." 


"Nice
kids.  Iggy and Raena?"  The boss smiled.  "They said
to tell you that they unloaded them. I found 'em under the seat when I was
unpacking their things and they said it wasn't theirs.  I can get you a
list of my passengers if you want." 


"Better
yet, let me get the person you need to talk to you, whose house you were just
at anyway," the boss said with a smile.  "He'll want to know,
he's over muggle things."  He went to summon Arthur, telling him what
little he knew.  He came quickly, making the cabbie very happy. 
"Here, tell him." 


The
cabbie repeated the tale, then shrugged.  "I'll give ya whatever you
need.  Those two were really nice and even tipped me so I'm not losing
money yet." 


"What
were they doing in town?" Arthur asked worriedly. 


"Buying
fruit and veggies for your son-in-law," the cabbie said with a
smile.  "Seems he passed out at the school." 


"Xander?"



"Malfoy."



"Oh,
dear."  He didn't look any less worried.  "Please get me
that list and I'll take them with me.  Our current Minister might know of
any of us who carry these.  Besides my son." 


"Which
son?" the officer not in charge asked. 


"Ron. 
It's for his job.  Lead and silver bullets mostly."  He
grimaced. "I think it's much too dangerous but he says he locks it
up."  He went to summon the Minister while the cabbie got him the
list. 


***



Iggy
looked up as he presorted the stuff that needed to go first. "I can't feel
it," he muttered.  "The room's too shielded."  He
grimaced as he listened. "No, I'm not good enough for that.  Tell
Snape to open up the dungeon."  He shuddered.  "Better them
than me.  Cleaning on a day like today."  He shrugged as he
looked at everything.  "Then we'll appear in the tower and carry
everything down but that means we'll get followed."  He
snorted.  "I'm sure the Headmaster would love that, dear one. 
Ah, hell, ask him."  He looked around as he waited. 
"Grandmother, are you dealing all right with the heat?" 


"I'm
fine, Ignatius," she said from the kitchen.  "How is everyone at
the school?"  She came out, wiping her hands off and sat near the
piles of things.  "Did poor Draco really pass out?"  Iggy
nodded.  "I heard the driver say that." 


"He
really did," Iggy agreed. 


"Are
you sure he wanted everyone one to know?" 


"He
told someone else, Grandmother.   It was going to get around
anyway.  Besides, we've had so many pass out it won't look strange at
all."  He looked over as Raena returned.  "Where are we
heading?" 


"The
hallway outside the dungeons.  The house elves will help us
carry."  She grabbed a few of the bags and took off with them. 


Iggy
smiled at her.  "Feel free to come up.  We're in a basement
storage room right now because it's cold down there.  Or send anyone who
needs to talk about those guns over."  He smiled at her. 
"We'll talk this weekend, even if it is too hot to breathe."  He
waved and left with the majority of the boxes, letting his wife go back for the
rest.  "Hey, guys," he said, smiling at the elves. "You do
know where this is going?" 


"Kitchen,"
Dobby told him. 


"No,"
Iggy said. "The second auxiliary storeroom.  This is Professor Malfoy's
stuff."  They nodded and carried them down to the basement, with one
of the elves running to get the stuff that had mistakenly went to the
kitchen.  Iggy followed them once he felt Raena pick up the rest of
everything, smiling as he walked in.  "Simone, Denver, we need a cold
storage area.  Uncle Draco, that gets mixed with two liters of
water."  He smiled as he watched everything get grabbed and
unpacked.  "Fruit, juices, and veggies," he said, handing over
the card.  The Headmaster walked in with a few leftover bags and he smiled
at them. "Expect someone to come looking for me.  We found guns in
the back of the cab and I unloaded them." 


"I
heard.  Your grandfather called me and asked if you had returned
yet.  He's leading the officer up to ask for a statement."  He
handed the bags to Anastasia, who was unpacking everything.  "Are you
sure you got enough?" 


"I'm
not leaving this room until the heat is over with," Iggy told him
honestly.  "I got most of this for Uncle Draco, but I'm sure he'll
share with the family."  He looked at his uncle, giving him a slight
grin.  "Please?" 


"Of
course I will," Draco agreed.  "How do you mix this stuff?"



"You
pour it into a pitcher and add two liters of water," Iggy told him.
"Then mix, chill, and drink." 


"Good
enough.  Do we have one of those?" 


"Right
here," Simone said, handing over a glass pitcher she had already
stolen.  "Iggy, just the veggies to be chilled?" 


"And
not frozen," Melvin called out.  "My father did that one, they
tasted nasty." 


"That
doesn't surprise me about Uncle Percy," Simone said dryly. 
"He's not the most culinary of all people."  She finished
stacking the fresh fruit against the cold area, then got out of her brother's
way as he stockpiled the juices for their father.  "What's for
dinner, Headmaster?" 


"An
announcement and fruit salads."  He smiled at them. "You can
come up if you want." 


"I'd
rather not," she told him.  "Have practices and the town games
been canceled?"  He nodded. "Then someone needs to get books and
we'll do homework tonight so we can sleep in tomorrow."  Everyone
nodded and Melvin was the one elected to get all the books since he knew where
they kept theirs, and Ravena could get all the Slytherin ones.  Those two
hurried out.  "Headmaster," Simone asked nicely. "Is school
canceled?" 


"Until
Sunday.  Then we'll look at the weather again and figure out if it's going
to stay hot next week as well.  We'll have to arrange for some night
classes if it is." 


"You
could switch us to full night classes," Denver suggested. 
"Starting after dinner and moving through the night.  We'd have
enough time to get used to that schedule this week if you told us, and then
change back in a few weeks when it cooled down again." 


"That
is an excellent idea, and very like one your father suggested," the
Headmaster told him. "Are you settled in otherwise?" 


"We
could use some more pillows," Raena said as she walked in with the rest of
the bags, their grandfather, and an officer.  "Iggy, they're
here." 


"I'm
here," he said, pushing Draco back into the bed so he could check him
over. 


"What
are you doing?" the officer asked. 


"The
baby's been affected by the heat and I'm checking on her," he said
quietly, concentrating.  Something was put on his wrist and he looked at
the officer. "You could have waited.  That was dangerous for all
three of us.  If I had been in deeper communion with the energy flows, it
could have made him miscarry or killed me."  He stood up and zapped
the cuff, taking it off and handing it back.  "They weren't our guns,
I simply unloaded them for safety's sake.  I figured most of you wouldn't
even know what they are."  He looked over as more of the kids staying
with them walked in.  "Hey, Shey, we got some juice if you'd like
some. It's chilling right now." 


"Maybe
in a few minutes," she said weakly, collapsing on her bed.  "I
don't feel good." 


"That's
why we're down here," Raena assured her, coming over to sit beside of her
and give her a short shoulder rub.  "It'll be fine soon enough. 
Drink some juice once you're ready to equalize your body's internal temperature
and keep you from dehydrating."  The girl smiled up at her. 
"What?  I take the same healer lessons as Iggy does." 


"He's
a healer?" the officer asked. 


"Technically,
I'm a potion's prodigy with an interest in healing potions and an affinity for
the unborn," Iggy told him.  "So I'm taking healing lessons as
part of my training."  He crossed his arms. "If you had asked
me, I might even be pleasant right about now." 


"Ignatius,"
Arthur warned. 


"I
just got back from Muggle London," Iggy reminded him.  "Feel
lucky I'm being civil.  I hate having to think up lies for them.  I
had to explain why Draco was a guy when I said he was pregnant." 
Raena giggled. "Thankfully my wife is damn fast on her feet.  So the
nice shopkeeper thinks that he's one of those tough women who remind you of
men."   Arthur smiled.  "Between that and actually
botching a potion this morning, I'm not having a good day."  He
looked at the officer.  "If you talk to me like a human being and ask
me questions, I will answer," he told him. 


"Fine. 
Who found the guns?" 


"The
cabdriver did," Iggy told him, sitting down and getting comfortable by
crossing his feet in front of him.  "He thought they were more of our
packages but when Raena looked, she called me over and I saw what they
were.  Then I took one out to check it over, make sure it wasn't a toy or
something, and found them loaded.  So I unloaded them, taping the clips to
the butts of the guns so they wouldn't get mixed up." 


"Muggles
make toy guns?" Simone asked. 


Iggy
nodded.  "Some of them are so real that thieves have used them in
robberies.  Those were all older models, you might ask my father if he
recognizes the model." 


"How
did you know how to make them safe, kid?" the officer asked, taking down
his responses. 


"Have
you met my father Xander?" Iggy asked him.  The officer shook his
head.  "Oh, you haven't heard of him.  Okay.  My father,
Xander Harris-Weasley, lived and fought on the Hellmouth for five years before
coming here to teach demonology.  That was his life.  Between him and
Uncle Ron, I am very well versed in many weapons.  Both archaic and
not.  I know how to unload any normal automatic weapon, any revolver, any
uzi, any ak-47, though they're banned supposedly, and most shotguns if I can
find the catch to open the breach.  The ones with the holder for more than
two shells  I never really learned how to do more than flick the safety on
because daddy got sick that week and forgot to teach me."  He
grinned.  "I can also sharpen a sword or a battle axe, use a light
sword or a light battle axe, use a fighting hammer somewhat, and shoot a
crossbow, though my aim sucks ass." 


"Kid,
who the hell are you?" the officer asked. 


"Ignatius
Harris-Weasley," he said again, this time smiling.  "Son of
George Harris-Weasley and Xander Harris-Weasley.  One runs a joke shop and
the other fights demons and bad guys."  The officer's mouth fell open
so he looked at Draco.  "Can you explain it better?" 


"Xander
is the one who trains the aurors," Arthur told him. 


"I
do the physical training," Draco corrected.  "He does the
specialized training and the spells now."  He popped a grape into his
mouth.  "I like these, even if they are seeded." 


"You
can always spit," Iggy said patiently.  Draco smiled at him. 
"Be thankful, she said most of the local produce was bad this
year.   The spring drought was horrible for most of the local
crops."  Arthur nodded.  "You have to ask Raena how much we
spent, I was calling the cab." 


"Raena,
dear, how much did you spend?" Draco asked, popping another grape into his
mouth. 


"Three-hundred-forty-six
pounds," she told him. "Including the tip we gave to the driver for
helping us carry everything into the Burrow."  She smiled at
Arthur.  "The Leaky Cauldron was closed." 


"I
wasn't too sure about sending stuff through the floo anyway," Iggy
admitted.  "Soot and fruit don't exactly go together." 


"Neither
do glass bottles," Anastasia noted.  "Shey, apple juice?" 


"Please,"
she called. "I think I'm ready."  A glass was carried over to
her and she moaned as she drank it.  "This is wonderful." 


"Apple
juice is one of the best juices to drink when you're dehydrated, that's why we
got so much of it," Iggy told her with a smile.  "Feel free to
nibble.  We can always go back for more."  He looked at the
officer and his grandfather again.  "I would have left them alone,
but I figured someone was going to shoot someone else if I left them that
way.  You should be able to fade my aura out and find the person who had
them." 


"We
think they may have been a muggle that works with us," Arthur told
him.  The officer stared at him. "He deserves the right to
know.  You're not under suspicion, Iggy." 


"Goodie. 
Have you talked to the Minister of Magic himself since he's about the only one
who uses muggle weapons and would know about any others?  Unless we keep
records of who has them."  Draco nodded.  "Who does
that?" 


"Mysteries. 
All unusual weapons go through them.  They have all of Xander's weapons
cataloged as well."  Draco ate another grape and handed the remaining
stem to Arthur. "Eat, I'm full." 


"Then
you have to take a nap now," Iggy said firmly.  "You too,
Shey.  Drink your fill and then nap."  She nodded, putting down
her empty cup and curling under the blankets. 


"This
is a nice setup," Arthur admitted.  "Does the Headmaster
know?" 


"We
had to beg and promise to leave once the heatwave was over with," Simone
told him, coming over to give him a hug now that he looked happier. 
"We're officially sneaking around but most everyone will be searching out
cool places soon.  We have to let them in if they ask, but that's fine
with us." 


"And
we did put the anti-grope charm on the door," Denver added.  His
grandfather smiled at him.  "Not for me, for Agatha and Ryan." 


"I
think it might be too late for them to not grope," Draco noted, snuggling
down under his own blankets. "Ignatius, where are you two sleeping
tonight?" 


"Curled
around you so we can monitor the baby," Raena told him, scowling at him.
"Iggy, get him another blanket, honey.  He looks cold." 


"I'm
fine," Draco said quickly. Arthur checked him over.  "Really, I
am," he said, a little more warmly this time. 


"I
know you hate being fussed over, but stop it," Iggy told him. 
"We enjoy it and you've got to suffer.  Just like you did last
time."   He grinned suddenly.  "Want the little
creatures?" 


"They're
fine with us," Arthur assured them. "They would only get in the way
here.  They've swam every day in the pond and are fine." 


"Has
Molly unlocked the pool house?" Draco asked. 


"Yes,
son, she has.  The elves are fine."  Simone and Mellie both
smiled at him.  "Mellie, where is your brother?" 


"Serving
his last detention with Uncle Lupin," she said honestly.  "He
was cranky yesterday and Uncie Sirius gave him two of them.  I offered to
write father, but Ron said not to." 


The
officer cleared his throat.  "You children are strange.  How
many of you know how to undo those guns?"  Simone, Iggy, Draco,
Denver, Melvin, and Andrea raised their hands. 


"You
do?" Draco asked that last one. 


"Grandfather
used to hunt so mother made sure I knew my way around his rifle, even though I
couldn't see it," Andrea told him.  Melvin beamed at her like she was
the greatest thing ever.  "Did you bring down my books, Melvin?"



"They're
in the pile beside your right foot, dear," he said, nipping her on the
ear.  He winced and pulled away from her.  "Iggy, can't you tone
down the protective anti-grope charm?" 


"Mine
allowed nuzzles and kisses," Iggy said with a shrug.  "Try and
kiss her, see what happens." 


"It
won't work," Agatha told them from her bed.  She looked up. "I
got zapped earlier. You guys get past it because you're married." 
She tossed her book aside.  "Has anyone seen Ryan?" 


"He
was heading into Moaning Mrytle's bathroom the last I saw of him," Shey
said quietly. 


"Sleep,
young lady," Emily warned.  "Your mother wrote me a very long
and stern note about how I was to watch out for you.  Do so now." 


"Yes,
pseudo-mother," Shey said, smiling at her. Then she smiled at
Ravena.  "Are you comfortable over there?" 


"Yeah,
Ronnie takes the other end of the couch and we barely touch feet all
night," she agreed.  She smiled at her grandfather. 
"What?  Technically we're not related and he understands me." 


"I'm
sure he does," Arthur agreed with a smile.  "Draco, do you need
anything from your rooms or house?" 


"Not
at the moment.  How is Lucien?" 


"Rotten,
as usual," Arthur said with a smile.  "He hasn't let go of Maeve
in at least a week now.   We have to pry him off her so she can take
her own bath, or a bath with the other two girls."   Iggy
grinned.  "What?" 


"How
is Zach, since I know you have him and William as well." 


"William
is a little bit fussy.  Zach has had an earache for the last few days,
even though we've used the medicines.  So William tries to soothe him and
Zach snaps, and William ends up upset about it. He's a very sensitive little
boy you know." 


"Yeah,
I do, more than most.  They can come back for at least a few hours,"
Iggy pointed out.  "It's nice down here.  We can watch them, and
it'll be a diversion from the homework."  He looked at the officer,
who was looking a bit confused. "What don't you understand?" 


"Who
is Zach?" 


"Zachariah
is Professors Snape and Maclay's son," Draco told him.  "He
adores Ignatius' little brother William as a friend so they're constantly
together, as our my son and his little sister." 


"That's
a mild understatement," Arthur said with great humor.  "They
cling to each other like the other's going to be stolen some day." 


The
officer shook his head. "Are you staying here, kid?" Iggy nodded. 
"Then if we have any more questions, I'll send my boss.  Minister
Weasley?" 


"Coming,"
he said, stopping to give all the children a hug, even Andrea and Shey. 
"Have a nice night, and behave, children," he admonished gently
before leaving them alone. 


"I
think we confused him," Iggy said innocently. 


"Yes,
because you just rattled off those weapons qualifications like it was nothing
and you didn't spend two summers learning those," Simone said dryly. 
She headed over to the cold area.  "I'm getting cherries, anyone want
some?"  Her father and Melvin held up a hand so she pulled some off
into a paper towel and handed them over before sitting down. 
"Homework and what tonight?" 


"I've
got exploding snap," Denver offered, pulling the deck out of his robe pocket. 
"Think anyone will find us down here?" 


"Most
of the students don't know that there is a basement," Iggy pointed
out.  "They don't go past the dungeons." 


"Should
we expect Adrian?" Andrea suggested. 


"Probably,"
Iggy agreed.  "If he hasn't found his own spot already.  Have
Snape or Tara been down yet?"  Everyone shook their heads. 
"They know where we are in case something happens.  So we might be
seeing them.  Possibly fathers or Uncle Ron as well."  Everyone
nodded.  "Anyone want to invite someone down?" 


"The
cool gels melted already," Simone told him.  "You really did
botch it?" 


"We
used an aluminum cauldron instead of a pewter one," Raena told him. 
"It caused a reaction that spoiled it."  She got up and walked
over to sit beside her mate, giving him a gentle kiss on the cheek. 
"You got hyper, Iggy.  That's what freaked him out." 


"I
hate being questioned," he whined, putting his head on her shoulder. 
"It's one of my many faults." 


"You've
only got a few and this one is the same one that makes you rude during
crises.  I can put up with those."  She stroked down his back.
"Do you want to lie down and nap with Draco?"  He nodded. 
"Then you do that, I'll be up for a while longer, setting up a watch for anyone
who needs inside." 


"I'll
do it," Simone told her. "I need to go back up to my room anyway and
get some of my fun reading materials." 


Andrea
mock-gasped. "Not the porn," she teased. 


"No! 
There are kids in the room," Simone told her, tossing a pillow at her best
friend.  "I'll leave that for a shower."  She stood
up.  "Denver, watch for now."  He waved a hand, still
reading.  So she left them there, heading up to the tower.  She
walked in on an argument and grimaced, but whistled, breaking up the heated
argument.  "Need help?" 


"Where
are you!" the Head Boy for the school demanded. 


"The
basement.  School's being called off so you guys can all go find
yourselves cooler spots if you want.  We've got a small room, but we've
also got adults and a no-grope charm."  They groaned. 
"Sorry, but Iggy's with us."  That got a few laughs. 
"If you want to heat-proof the tower, you're going to have to do a few
things.  You're going to have to cover the windows with drapes that will
keep the heat out and the cool in.  Thick, heavy drapes.  It'll be
stifling for a day or so, but it will help.  You'll need to set pots of
water about so the air doesn't go completely dry.  You'll need to use that
cooling gel the fifth years made today in potions.  Someone can distribute
mine and Denver's, we won't be needing it." 


"What
about Iggy's?" the top female Prefect asked.  "He usually makes
bigger batches." 


"He
used an aluminum cauldron instead of a pewter one because his student ones were
all dirty.  It soured his.   Like I said, either make the tower
a cool, dark spot, or go find a cool dark spot.   We're housing the
kids who have gotten so heat sick they couldn't eat, and I'm betting some of
the rest of the rooms in the basement are going to be used in the same
manner.  Try to stay cool, guys.  Really.  The room we're in is
shielded and we can't hear you if you scream."  The others nodded. 


"Put
shiny stuff up in the windows, shiny side outward, and it should help a
lot.  Muggles do it for their cars," one second year boy suggested. 


"Tinfoil
and a heavy blanket," Simone agreed. "Do all the windows that get
direct sunlight.  You can leave the dark and shady ones open to create a
breeze and all sleep down here if you camp out.  That's the best thing for
right now.  That and pray for rain with whatever deity you find soothing." 
She crossed her arms.  "Any other complaints?" 


"How
did you find the basement?" one of the other fifth year girls asked. 


"Duh,"
Simone said with a grin, "Iggy grew up here.  He played in every
little room in this place for ten years." 


"Oh!
Adrian!" a sixth year girl said happily.  "He should
know."  Simone nodded.  "Do you guys have him?" 


"No,
but I'm assuming he's already found a quiet, dark spot.  He might not have
food supplies though so see if he's at dinner. Has anyone found the fan spells?" 
One seventh year boy held up his hand.  "Okay, get the air moving
once you've got the windows covered.  Anyone who wants to sunbathe can go
outside."  They giggled and went to do as she said, and she went to
get her books.  This weather really did suck.  She walked back
downstairs and found Raena and Iggy wrapped around her father, which was so
cute!  She wished she had a camera, but settled for grinning with her
siblings.  She settled onto her own bed and kept an eye on the door, letting
in her uncles when they showed up, including Fred, Oliver, and the girls of the
team.  Apparently they had tried to practice anyway. "The dark corner
with the single light has food and drinks," she told them. "The stuff
in the cartons needs to be mixed with two liters of water if you wanted more of
that.  There's fruits and veggies, all cold, and leave anything juicy for
father."  Fred gave her a hug.  "Thanks.  Daddy passed
out." 


"Wonderful
news that he's all right," Fred assured her. He walked over to where the
girls were drinking juice and smiled at them.  "Want to move a few
pieces of furniture out of the corners for ourselves?" 


"If
you do, let the dog check them for mice," Simone called gently. 
Everyone shuddered.  Ravena had woken up with one standing on her chest,
trying to see if she was still alive.  Her scream had woken them all
twenty minutes before the alarms went off.  "Are we training?" 


"On
paper," Katie told her, sitting on the end of her bed.  "Big
mice?" 


"Little
nosy mice," she said, dropping her book to smile at her.  "Pet
mice sort of mice, probably used to feed someone's pet snake.  Or
Slytherin's pet whatever-it-was in the Chamber of Secrets."  She
pointed her wand at some movement in the shadows and fired, making it squeal
and die.  "See?  Ravena, we need the cats.  Glinda's out on
a long hunt for Baby."  She and Ana went to get their cats. 
They would be well fed tonight if they hunted.  She looked over as Fred
and George moved some more beds. "Uncle Fred, did you ever change Iggy's
bed for him?  He whined for nearly an hour after coming home." 
She noticed how everyone but Xander blushed. "You guys had an orgy?" 


"No,
I gave excellent backrubs," Xander told her.  He walked over to give
her a hug.  "What can we provide?" 


"Your
own dishes and some entertainment?" Simone suggested. "It's going to
be a long week otherwise.  And if you're going to have sex, please don't
wake the rest of us up." 


"Sure,
kiddo, we won't keep you guys up."   He went to talk to his
mate, who guffawed and made sure a few of the beds were more out of the light
than others.  They could be lit individually if necessary.  "How
big is this place?" Xander asked finally, not finding the wall across from
the entry.  He had walked that way about five minutes ago, and disappeared
into the dark, but still hadn't found it.  "Hey, double beds,"
he said in appreciation.  "I guess this is where ours came
from."  He came out of the shadows. "If we can light it up back
there, we can give room for more people." 


"We
need a bathroom down this way," Katie told him. 


"It's
the next floor up and is a blue door across from the dungeon," Simone told
her.  Katie looked at her.  "We've been here since
yesterday." 


"Ah." 
She got up and went to go help, and Xander shrugged.  It only took him a
few minutes to find all the necessary things and a broken toilet using a
location spell. Within half an hour they had a flushing, old-fashioned
watercloset sort of toilet and a silencing spell on a shielding screen. 


"Xander,
you're amazing," Alicia told him, putting in two lights.  If someone
was back there, the second light lit up, the first was to keep out the
mice.  She fell onto a bed with a sigh and smiled at Fred.  "Did
you want to share with Katie and I?" 


"I
can do that," he agreed, sliding between them.  "I used to dream
about being a sandwich between you three women." 


"You
and me both," George admitted. 


"And
yet, you're married to a guy," Oliver teased.  "Ladies, can I
smoosh in there too?" 


"We'll
switch off," Alicia told him, getting up to join him on his bed. 
"Do you snuggle?" 


"I
don't remember, it's been a while," he admitted.  He shrugged and she
smiled.  "Wanna find out?" 


"There's
a no-groping charm on the room," Simone called out. "Only Iggy and
Raena can get past it." 


Xander
giggled. "I guess the son and us are the only ones who'll be making a lot
of noise then, huh," he said happily.  Draco groaned so he hurried to
his side.  "How are you feeling?" 


"Like
I've got to piss," Draco said, struggling to get out.  Eventually
Xander had to lift him up and set him down onto the floor. "We have more
visitors?" 


"And
a bathroom," Xander told him, steering him toward it.  He left him in
there and looked around.  "Draco, do you want your own bed?" 


"No,
I'm fine," Draco told them.  "I'll push those two together and
lay behind them."  He came out drying off his hands.  "Nice
touch with the water.  Thank you, whoever thought that up."  He
was stopped by Xander, who gave him a hug. "I'm fine.  I've had a lot
of juice.  You should have some, it's good." 


"I
know.  I've already had a bit of it.  Are you sure?  You can
crawl in with George and I." 


"Or
me," Ron offered from his bed. 


"Daddy,
you know you can snuggle in with any of us," Denver told him, yawning as
he put down his book. 


"You're
allowed to sleep wherever you fall," George agreed.  He patted the
stomach gently and smiled at his son and daughter-in-law.  "Come nap
with us, Draco.  I want to talk to the baby anyway, try to get my spoiling
influence in now."  He led him over to the bed they had selected,
putting him between him and Xander so they could both talk to him. 


Everyone
settled in for a nap, except Simone, who stayed up long enough to appoint a new
watcher once her sisters got back with their cats.  Who did hunt very
well, and presented everything to their mothers. 


***



Adrian
Maclay looked up as people started to crowd around him.  "What?"
he asked cautiously.  "I haven't done anything upsetting in the last
two weeks." 


"Yes,
but you know where all the cool, dark spots are," the Head Girl for the
school pointed out as she sat across from him. 


"Iggy
and Madam Pomfrey are using the basement," he said, taking another bite of
his fruit salad.  One of the Slytherin idiots took his fork and he
sighed.  "All right. But I expect not to get beaten up at least until
the holidays."  They all nodded.  "Why don't you try the
room that the vampire taught in?  It's a former store room, has no
windows, and held most of the school comfortably.  With Iggy and his
family out of there, it should be big enough.  You could probably even
section out houses if you wanted." 


Professor
Snape walked up to the group. "What is going on here?" he demanded. 


Adrian
smiled up at him.  "They wanted me to tell them where all the cool,
dark spots are, Professor."  Snape nodded.  "I suggested
the room that the vampire taught in." 


"It's
a little weak so we had to cancel part of the stretching spell over the
summer," he said thoughtfully.  "Those rooms would be more than
adequate though.  There's five or six of them spread around." 


"Iggy
has the basement and Madam Pomfrey declared that any serious heat cases would
be down there," Adrian told him. 


"I
heard that from both sources."  He looked around. "Headmaster,
my step-son has come up with an idea." 


"Indeed?"
Dumbledore said, looking down at them.  "What idea is that?" 


"If
we can use the storerooms, we can section them out by houses.  The one
that the vampire taught in is big enough for most everybody.  Plus there's
a few others on this end of the school if we can use the East wing's
ones." 


"Excellent
idea, Adrian.  Twenty points to you," the Headmaster agreed. 
They had been designated by Xander as places to hide students in case of an
attack so the rooms were habitable and able to hold most everyone
comfortably.  They had even made certain provisions available near
there.  He looked at his teachers, thinking how he'd have to put the
emergency plans into writing someday soon so they would know as well. 
"That would mean that most of us would have to chaperone of course." 


"I'm
for it," Lupin agreed.  "I'm so warm I thought I was going to
float out of my clothes earlier." 


Sirius
nodded.  "I could use with some heat relief myself.  I'll even
take the younger children so no one can say anything," he said, looking at
Snape, then at Tara. 


She
smiled.  "The children are all with Molly at the moment, so we can
take duties as well.  Severus?"  He nodded.  "We can
do it either house wise or if we're going to use the former big storeroom, we
can separate them out into house groups and patrol the edges." 


"That
would be wonderful and there is a full bathroom by there," Dumbledore
agreed.  He looked at the other teachers, getting quick nods of
assent.  "We'll implement that plan tonight.  Everyone will pack
a small bag with clothes and your school books, plus any unharmful games that
you might want to bring down.  For resonance and safety reasons, I can't
allow exploding snap into that room, but most anything else could be allowed I
think."  He smiled at the students.  "We'll still use this
hall for meals and we'll separate out the fifth and seventh years to their own
rooms so they can study in peace for their upcoming tests."  The
fifth years groaned and the seventh years all sighed in unison. 
"We'll gather everyone up an hour after dinner. Please stick to the
necessities.  I'll make room assignments as soon as I'm done
eating."  Everyone hurried to their tables, discussing what they
needed.  The more practical people suggested standard lists and how to get
it down there, including pillowcases with your name written on them. Snape
walked up onto the dias.  "Thank you for bringing that to my
attention," he said quietly. 


"I
thought it had merit since those are our emergency plans.  Tara and I will
deal with the seventh years as they're going to be the best behaved." 


"Thank
you.  I was thinking the East Wing's main storage area for them.  The
secondary storage area for the fifth years since that class was so small, and
the rest in that former main storage area."  Snape nodded. "Then
please pick one or two of you for the two smaller rooms and the rest of us will
be with the others." 


"What
about Xander and his family?" Lupin asked. 


"They're
with Professor Malfoy and their family," Tara told him.  "Draco
passed out earlier so Iggy went into super-fuss mode.  Xander, George,
Fred, Ron, Draco, Oliver, and two ladies that the others play on teams with are
meeting with the majority of the Gryffindor quidditch team for strategy and
heat relief." 


Dumbledore
smiled. "They also went and got their own food stocks," he put
in.  "I think we can humor them at the moment." 


"There
is an anti-grope charm, as Iggy put it, on the doors," Snape
agreed.   Tara smiled.  "I'll be using one as well." 


"So
shall we all," Dumbledore agreed with good humor.  "We need a population
explosion but not that much."  A few of the teachers laughed. 
"It was most astounding.  One of the other Regents came up with the
order to cancel classes and nearly passed out as soon as he walked into the
front entry.  He thought we were exaggerating the difficulties and that
the stones would make it cooler." 


"Stones
hold heat," Tara said with a snort of derision.  "I know you
guys don't have to take physics, but hasn't he ever sat on one in the
summer?" 


"Probably
not.  He never did like the outdoors," Snape told her, giving her a
small sideways look.  "Are there enough beds for everybody?" 


"If
not, we can always move some," Dumbledore assured him.  "With
both Weasley twins in the school, it shouldn't be a problem." 


"They
are good at the moving stuff," Lupin agreed with a smile.  "Any
word on Harry, Sirius?" 


"The
World Cup team has moved to an undisclosed location due to the attacks. 
They're in a muggle hotel, with air conditioning." 


"That
is one thing that I miss about the muggle world.  Air
conditioning."  Everyone looked at her. "It's this device that
blows cold air whenever you turn it on, and you can make it more or less
cold.  I consider it as much of a necessity as Xander does his tv." 


"That
must be wonderful," Madam Sprout told her. "I'll need to do some
tending tonight, once the greenhouses have cooled down," she told the
Headmaster. 


"That's
fine.  I'm sure the teachers can do shifts or whatever," he agreed.
They all nodded.  "Tara, Severus, take at least one other teacher
with you so you can have some sleep time yourselves."  He
nodded.  "Remus, Sirius, can you handle the fifth years
together?" 


"If
you want," Sirius assured him.  "Madam Sprout, if you'd like you
can join us.  We'll take tonight's shift and you can rest and do tomorrow's." 
She nodded.  "We'll meet you down there then." 


"The
rest of us will watch the bigger population, unless you want to volunteer for
one of the other sections." 


"I'll
go with Severus and Tara," Madam Sinistra told them.  "There's a
small, high window so I can get some work tonight and they can sleep until
tomorrow."  They nodded. 


Dumbledore
had a sudden thought.  He stood up and the hall got quiet. 
"Those of you with pets who stay with you please bring them with
you.  The cats would probably be most helpful as I'm told that we have a
small mouse problem further down in the school.  I'm sure that they're
afraid of humans, but it would be good exercise for them and it would be kinder
to have them with us.  Hagrid, will you please check on the owl aerie for
everyone else?"  Hagrid nodded.  "Thank you.  I'll
expect you with us tonight. The puppies will be most welcome to help us." 


"They
don't like cats," Hagrid reminded him. 


"Neither
do the phoenixes, but I'm sure they can learn to live side-by-side for
now.  We'll give you your own corner so you can amuse the students with
stories?"  Hagrid smiled and nodded.  "Thank
you."  He sat back down.  "Tara, would you mind making a
quick stop into Diagon for us to get some puzzle books and the like?" 


"Fine
with me.  I'll pack my bag and bring it to the room then go while my mate
moves furniture around."   Dumbledore nodded. 
"Puzzles books, puzzles, and things like that?"  He nodded
again.  "Very brilliant, Albus." 


"Bored
children can be quite troublesome," he pointed out. 


"Oh,
I remember," she agreed.  A little too well.  Zach had decided
to fix her hair the day before he left because he was too hot to play. 
She still had a few knots in it.  "I'll take Xander with me so he can
carry it all back by teleport, that way we don't have to fire up the
floos." 


"Thank
you, dear."  He went back to his dinner and noticed Adrian had stolen
another fork to eat with.  Yes, a wonderful idea.  Though he might be
out getting some sun tomorrow morning if it wasn't too hot. 


***



Tara
tapped on the doorway to the basement room. 


"Come
in, Tara," George called.  He nudged Xander, who mumbled against
Draco's shoulder.  "Tara's here," he told him.  Xander
didn't wake up.  "Xander."  Nothing. 
"Xander!" 


"Shit,
it's trying to eat me!" Iggy yelled.  Xander sat up and looked
around. "Aunt Tara needs some help," Iggy told him, smiling at him. 


Xander
slid out of the bed, pulling back on his shoes.  "What can I do for
the beautiful woman?" he asked, leading her to the cool area.  She shivered. 
"Sorry, but I need some juice." 


"I
have to pick up things for the kids to do.  We're moving everyone to the
upper storage rooms. Can you shop with me so we can get it back?" 


"Sure,"
he agreed, grabbing a bottle of juice and following her back to the lit
area.  He could hear mice, but he could also hear movement from one of the
cats.  The moving stopped then something shrieked.  "Mice."



"We're
bringing everyone's cats with us." 


"We're
getting all the phoenixes down here," Xander told her with a grin. 
"They can leave the cats alone long enough to cure the stupid mice
problem."  He took her hand and transported them to Diagon, hurrying
them into the bank before it could close.  "Sorry," he told the
goblin frowning at them.  "We need into our vaults very
quickly." 


"I
need into Hogwart's," Tara told him, handing over the key. 
"Xander, I got told I could give you a few coins of allowance for helping
me." 


"I
need to make a soda and chip run," he told her. "Jiffy pop and the
like."  He handed over his key.  "Please?  We'll be
very fast." 


"Fine,"
the goblin grunted, making notes about their vault numbers and sending them
on.  They were very fast, they split up and met back up there within
minutes.  He watched him go, shaking his head.  Those little humans
were odd.  To be buying things for the students to do was stupid, they
could study if they were bored.  He watched as one of them changed some of
his to muggle money and left, following the woman out.  She was pretty,
but still, humoring those children. 


Tara
walked into the toy and game store, smiling at the owner. 
"Dumbledore sent me," she told him.  The shopkeeper
smiled.  "We're moving the kids down to the storage rooms so they
won't all die from the heat.  We need things to keep six-hundred-seventy-nine
students busy for the next week." 


He
laughed. "How are you getting it back?" 


"Teleporting,"
Xander told him.  "Give me a few.  I'll come back with
containers for everything so it's easily stored."  Tara nodded so he
searched for Iggy's markers, finding the one in the middle of the mall. 
"It's busy but I'll land in the garage."  He disappeared,
landing in an empty spot in the shadows of the garage.  It was mostly
empty, it was too hot to shop.  He hurried inside, going to the book store
first to get his own kids something to do, and to get some large plastic
storage containers for everything else.  Six of them should do it, but he
got eight in case, ones with lids.  He carried them back to the garage,
smiling at the man trying to get the thumbtack out of the floor, zapping him to
make him forget about it.  Once the hallway was clear, he touched
everything and found Tara, but a woman came out of a bathroom so he smiled at
her, looking like he was resting, until she moved on.  He disappeared,
taking everything with him but one bag, which he came back to get.  He
landed behind Tara second time and smiled.  "Fun reading," he
said when he noticed she was looking at the bags.  "I'll get you back
then grab munchies and the like." 


"Six
would have done it," she told him. 


"We've
got mice too, I'm putting some of the food in the other two." 


"Good
idea."  She took the puzzle books and started to fill up the first
bucket.  "Xander, help him carry please, love."  He headed
back to help pick out things for the children to do.  Bored children were
evil creatures of death.  Or that needed death, depending on the
child.  Once those six were filled, he helped Tara back to the school and
took his two, smiling as he walked away with them.  He walked around the
Leaky Cauldron, since the back door was locked, and down to his favorite
store.  "I'm stocking up so we don't have to come out of the cool
spots," he told her, dropping the containers onto the floor.  
The cashier looked at him like he was insane, but she was the one with the size
four barbel through the bridge of her nose so he didn't pay too much mind to
her. "What?  There's fifteen of us.  This has to last us for a
week."  He grabbed a cart and put one of the containers into it, then
headed down to the soda aisle.  The bottom of the fifty- gallon container
was filled with two and three liters, most of the stock they had, and he added
some of the kids' soda as well.  Then he went for the snacks and those
things.  The other would have the stuff that was more like real
food.  He wasn't going to eat fruit for an entire week, his stomach would
complain. He switched out containers, letting the girl ring him up as he
finished shopping.  He heard a crunch and looked at her.  "Don't
put the soda on top of the chips," he whined. "They'll break." 


She
nodded and repacked it like he had had it, taking the other cart to fill as
well while he did one last check.  Some chocolate cakes went into the tubs
as well, and then he paid her.  He walked out with the two containers,
only grunting a little bit, and she looked around the nearly empty store. 
She called her boss.  "Some bloke just cleaned us out.  No,
shopped us clean!" she told him.  "We've got nothing left. 
No, chips, soda, cakes, cookies, most of the lunch meats and bread.  We're
nearly bare."  She snorted and hung up.  "Let him restock
it all," she noted.  Some people were just damn odd, and why had he
been wearing a robe? 


***



Xander
appeared in his classroom and called down to his mate, who came to help him
carry stuff down.  "Real food," he announced as he walked
in.  "Lunch meats, soda, chips, popcorn, and bread sort of
stuff."  Everyone looked at him. "I can't eat veggies all week,
I'll go insane and my stomach will start making bad things happen to
me."  The girls got up to help him unpack the things that could be
unpacked and packed the loose fruits and veggies in as well, shoving the
containers into the expanded cold area.  "So, who's making
dinner?" 


"You,"
Draco told him smugly.  "I can't cook." 


"It's
a sandwich, son, you slap meat on bread and add condiments."  Xander
slid onto his bed and watched as Simone was the first to go forage, followed
quickly by all the growing boys and Ron, who still ate like one. "Tara
took your books from the mall."  Anastasia hopped up and went to hunt
her down.  "East Wing," he called after her.  George
snuggled against him.  "Are you hungry?" 


"Yes,
but there are children around," George told him. 


"Xander,
what do you do with these silver things with handles," Katie called. 


"That's
Jiffy Pop, don't open it," he called.  "Just heat it until it
pops fully."  She brought it over, letting him show her.  He put
it on the floor and zapped it with his wand, making it heat up and go
off.  She giggled.  "It's popcorn.  I can pop anything you
guys want." 


"Thanks,
daddy," Iggy mumbled as he brought over a can to be opened.  He
wasn't that strong.  Xander couldn't get it either so Simone pulled her
boot knife and pierced the top, breaking the suction seal.  "Even
better."  He opened the jar of hot peppers and put them onto his
sandwich, handing them off.  Draco took one and sniffed it. 
"It's spicy," he warned. 


"I
saw it on the label," Draco said patiently.  He took a bite and waved
a hand in front of his mouth.  "Eww!"  Xander took the rest
of it to eat. "How can you do that!" 


"A
lifetime of Mexican food," Xander told him, tossing the stem of the pepper
into the trash can someone had put beside the bed. "Eat, Draco." 


"I
want him to stick with light stuff," Iggy told him. 


"Chocolate!"
Anastasia said as she walked back in, waving a cake.  "I found it in
the hall."  She put the bookstore bags onto the small table that
someone had moved to the center of the furniture groups.  "We don't
have pencils, Uncle Xander." 


"They're
in the tower, in my room," Draco told her.  "They're the yellow
things in the cup on my desk."  She sighed so her brother went to get
them. "Get some of the muggle pens as well.  And my blue book!" 


"Yes,
father," Denver said obediently.   He left the older people to
be insane together.  After all, he did have homework to do so he could
goof off with Iggy later in the year.  He met the Headmaster in the
hallway and accepted the bag with the word finds.  "What are
those?" he asked, taking one out to look through.  "What do you
do with them?" 


"The
instructions are on the front page," the Headmaster said with a
smile.  "Tara got us enough of our own.  Did he also get you
more food?  We'd be more than happy to have you at meals." 


"Daddy
brought back two *huge* containers of food," Denver told him,
smiling.  "One half-filled with soda for us."  They shared
a small laugh.  "I'm off to get pencils, pens, and a few books for
Father.  You're welcome to join us if the students get to be too much. 
There's a lot of adults down there." 


"I
might be down later to check on you," the Headmaster said, giving him a
pat on the back. "Have you seen Ryan?  I've seen Agatha, but not him
and I can't find him." 


"Someone
said that he had went into Moaning Myrtle's bathroom earlier.  For all I
know, he decided to try and open the Chamber of Secrets." 


"He
probably did," Dumbledore sighed, heading that way.  Either that or
he was in trouble.  He found the boy with a girl and cleared his throat,
scaring them.  "What do you think you're doing?" 


"Something
I wanted to try out," Ryan told him, smiling confidently. 
"Agatha knows.  She won't do these things with me."  He
finished up and got away from the girl, handing her the clothes she had taken
off earlier.  "Thank you, Sissy."  She scurried into a
stall and got dressed, then slid past them to leave.  "Sorry, sir,
but I couldn't wait." 


"I'm
sure," Dumbledore said dryly.  "You are grounded to your tower
for two days once we move back to them, young man.  I suggest you shower
before you go back to Agatha.  I don't think she's that
understanding."  Ryan nodded, looking resigned.  "If you
need to, the rest of us are in the various storage rooms.  Your class is
in the East Wing's secondary storage area.  Tell her yourself before I
have to mention this gross misconduct to the head of your house." 


"Yes,
sir," Ryan sighed, but he knew he'd have to do it.  Dumbledore didn't
make threats, he made promises.  It had only been a bit of fun and games
to raise power.  He trudged down to he basement and walked inside. 
He smiled at his consort.  "Hey, Aggie." 


She
glared at him. "You even smell like her, get away from me."  He
blew a kiss.  "I mean it, Ryan.  I said once, not more than
that. If you fuck around on me again, you'll be very sorry.  Not even your
mother will save you." 


He
smirked. "And you're going to do what?" he sneered.  "Bat
at me like the girl you are?"  He didn't notice most everyone backing
away from them.  "I can sleep with whomever I want.  I am in
demand.  It seems that the reason you're so calm and pleasant is because
of us, or at least that's what the other girls say." 


"Ryan,"
Draco warned.  "This is one of the biggest mistakes of your
life.  Back down now before she harms you." 


"She
can't hurt me!  She hits like a girl."  Even Simone winced as
Agatha stood up.  "Oooh, I'm scared.  Are you going to whine to
your cousins?" 


"No,
stupid, I'm going to call down the wrath of the Gods on your ass." 
She looked him over, then smirked back.  "Who do you think you're
messing with, Rosenberg?  Remember me, haven of chaos power and tapped
into the school's underground bed of it.  Hello, not a brilliant idea to
piss me off." 


"Children,"
Draco said again.  George moved him behind him. "I'm fine." 


"Agatha,"
George said calmly.  "You can't kill him.  You know what your
father said." 


"Pfft. 
Yay!  I'm not picking on my brother.  I'm only not allowed to kill
Ron, no one said anything about this one."  She grabbed her boyfriend
and they wavered. 


"Shit! 
It's a temporal spell," Ronnie said, diving behind his girlfriend. 
"She did that to me once.  She's got a small place inbetween that she
can hurt him a lot in only a few seconds." 


Xander
looked around.  "Simone, Tara now.  She's got the blocking
bracelet.  Iggy, be ready to stabilize the idiot."  Iggy nodded,
stuffing the banana into his mouth and heading for his wand and the first aid
supplies he had stocked.  "George, Fred, protect the kids and
Draco.  She's going to either come back satisfied or raging." 
He moved closer, stepping carefully onto her side, the same as Ron was. 
"Not you, Ron, I'm not making your kids orphans."  He glared.
"Move, now!"  Ron stepped back and he shook his head when Oliver
started to move.  "I can handle her until we can get the blocking bracelet
on her."  Their images wavered again and he grabbed her, holding her
tightly and wrapping his shields around her as well.  "Iggy, he's
bad!" he called.  Iggy rushed over, carefully floating Ryan off,
being sure not to move him in any way before he checked him over.  Xander
sat on the bed, continuing to hold her, even though she wasn't
struggling.  "Agatha, that was uncalled for!" 


"I
warned him," she said calmly.  "I won't continue to
attack." 


Draco
walked over and looked down at her. "She's calm, you can let her go,
Xander."  He slowly let her go, then slowly dissolved the
shields.  "You will sit on that bed, young lady, until your bracelet
is back," Draco said in his iciest voice.  He winced as he looked at
the abused body.  "Did you have to hurt him so much?" 


Agatha
cleaned her nails against her shirt.  "I did warn him.  He knew
better, Uncle Draco."  She looked up at him, then stood up. 
"I wasn't going to let that behavior go on without suitable
punishment.  He knew the risks and he played the odds."  She
smiled coldly at him.  "I knew exactly what I was doing and how far I
could take it. He'll live.  He'll learn.  And like I said, he'll
never do it again.  I don't demand perfection, but I do demand loyalty and
truth."  She sat back down once Xander had moved.  "Should
I call his mother?" 


Madam
Pomfrey was let in by Denver, who was standing over there.  She gasped
when she saw the boy, then looked at Agatha in horror. "What did you
do!" she demanded. 


"Do
you want the entire list or just the big things?" she asked.  "I
kept a diary."  She snapped her fingers and tossed the book that
appeared over.  "We were out of time if it helps."  The
nurse stared at her in shock.  "I warned him not to fuck around on
me," she said simply.  She looked up and smiled. "His mother's
on her way, she felt it." 


"Wonderful,
an enraged Willow," George said, shaking his head.  "Madam
Pomfrey, may we help?" 


"If
I had a tack at the hospital, I'd teleport you both," Xander told
her.  "Can I get the portkey for you?" 


Madam
Pomfrey grabbed the book and the boy, floating him out of the room, followed by
Xander and his son.  She saw Tara and shook her head.  "She
needs contained." 


"I
have a blocking bracelet ready for her chaos powers," Tara assured
her.  She looked at the boy and shuddered.  "What did he
do?" 


"He
fucked around on her," Xander said seriously. 


Tara
winced.  "Stupid idiot."  She walked in and grabbed Agatha,
putting the bracelet on her wrist.  "There, now you won't be able to
hurt anyone else, Agatha Potter." 


Willow
jogged in and looked at Agatha, pointing a finger at her.
"Now!"  Agatha calmly walked over and looked up at her.
"What did you do to my son?" 


"He
fucked around on me and had the audacity to come here smelling like his
slut," she said coldly.  "You forgot to teach him to use his
brain and his dick at the same time.  I corrected it.  He'll
live." 


"Oh,
I'm not sure you will," Willow said.  She looked at Tara and smiled.
"I think we'll be having a talk about why you have that bracelet." 


"I
made it for her," Tara told her.  "We all knew she was going to
snap some day.  Are you taking her to the Chaos Sorcerer's
Council?"  Willow nodded.  "Have fun, tell Ethan I said
hi."  She smiled.  "She did say your son would live." 


"Good. 
He'd better."  She drug Agatha with her. "I want his
father." 


"He's
in hiding," Tara called after her.  "He got
attacked."  She looked around and picked up the charm Agatha had
dropped.  "Hmm, a hiding place," she said, bouncing it in her
hand.  "Guys, Agatha is still evil.  Of the sort that doesn't
care what happens to you if you get in her way.  She's not intentionally
malign, she's not got a soul.  So stay out of it."  She walked
away, still bouncing the charm in her hand.  She handed it to the
Headmaster, who frowned.  "She used it to take her consort away and
hurt him.  Badly," she told him.  He looked up at her in
alarm.  "Poppy was really upset and Willow's taking her to the chaos
people to get her reprimanded and punished."  Xander slid past her.
"Is he going to be fine?" 


"Lots
of little cuts and tears.  A few burns.  He was awake and begging for
forgiveness," he said with a light shrug.  "I was surprised that
she held back that much." 


"You
think she's soulless?" Dumbledore asked. 


"No,
I think she's not got a conscience." 


Xander
nodded. "She's not on the same scale as Voldemort, she's in a higher class
of evil.  She doesn't do it because she's mad at herself or has the urge
to kill, but because in her mind it's all the same.  To her, this was the
same as slapping him.  Or having Simone beat him since she can't throw a
punch.  She's one of the truly evil, not the lesser evils like Voldemort,
Spike, and the others.  To her, this isn't a thrill, it's a nothing. 
An activity that has to happen on occasion."  He looked at
Tara.  "Which proves she's right for the Braxis job.  She'll be
able to coolly judge anyone wanting across and not be bothered when she swats
someone for breaking the inter- dimension rules." 


"I'll
have to expel her," Dumbledore told them.  Tara and Xander both shook
their heads.  "It is the rule." 


"No,
she's the calmest she's been in *years*," Xander told him. 


Tara
nodded. "Severus keeps her in line.   He knows other sociopaths
and can keep her in line.  Sending her back to her father will only make
it worse, Albus.  If you don't believe me, ask Severus, or ask Willow to
explain it to you.  Agatha has a carefully charted out plan and this
wasn't on it." 


"I
wouldn't be surprised if she tried to mess with time to fix it," Xander
said thoughtfully.  Tara looked at him. "If she can create or use a
spot in-between, then she's more than powerful enough to call up something to
help her fix this so no one knows." 


"You'd
remember, you're not attuned to the temporal matrix like most people,"
Tara reminded him. 


Xander
nodded.  "And she knows that too, Tara."  He looked at his
boss.  "Bottom line, she's safer here than she is in the real world
for a bit longer.  She controlled herself.  She wasn't trying to kill
him.  She's evil with a purpose, which is to hold enough power to live comfortably
yet not have to defend it from people wanting it." 


"She's
got the power since her mother warped her, but not the control," Tara
offered.  "She's being good on purpose, Albus."  Snape
walked up the hall to join them, following Ignatius. "How is he?" 


"Badly
injured but not horribly so.  She did break most of the bones in his face
and a few others.  A few medium cuts, a few burns, some ripped flesh on
his back.  Madam Pomfrey wanted to know if you had a suggestion to remove
the wax left on him.  Apparently she ran out of energy to keep them
wherever before she could remove it from his genitals," Iggy reported. 


"Severus,
I want your opinion on the girl," Albus told him. 


"She
told me she's in this current school for the control.  She could easily
manipulate others into doing all the work for her, but she does her own so that
she learns the lessons we can give her.  She realizes that incidents like
this make her more noticed and she doesn't want that.  Mostly she wants
control so she can live with her power and not have to defend it.  Or so
she's said a few times.  This was teaching her consort a lesson, not to go
against her wishes.  I'm surprised it hasn't happened before." 


"That's
because she was sucking off Ryan to get to Willow," Tara told him. 
Xander nodded.  "Willow controls that sort of power as well, but
she's managed to pull herself away from the dark a few times.  Agatha
didn't have that chance with Hermione working on her since she was five and
manifested by lighting a candle to combat her fear of the dark.  To her, this
is the same as slapping him a few times." 


Xander
shifted to lean against the wall.  "She really won't be doing it
again unless someone gets in her way that way.  This is 'raging girlfriend
fights with boyfriend' in her mind." 


"Would
this position, the Braxis one, help her?" 


"There's
so many rules that she'll have to live by," Tara told him. 


"But
she'll have the freedom of the power that she already has and no need to defend
herself unless there's a direct attack to try and take her
position.   It is literally the only thing that will keep her out of
an institution for the criminally insane." 


"The
wizarding world doesn't have those and I dare say she could defeat a dementor
by draining it," Tara told them.  Albus hissed.  "She is
that strong.  She's learned how to feed off the powers of others, that's
one of the first things that she learned from her mother." 


"That's
why she likes Little Ron so much," Xander said with a smirk. "He's
got his mother's power and his father's will power.  Mellie's more like
Agatha, they've got their father's power levels." 


"Granger
was a strong witch," Snape agreed.  "Where is she?" 


"Willow
dragged her to be punished by the others of her class.  The Chaos
Sorcerers have a panel of them that meet to control those that get in their
way." 


"I
can take you to them," Xander offered.  "Willow can get you
back." 


"Is
it in London?"  Xander nodded. "How do you know?" 


"I
asked Ethan about what to do about her," he said honestly, but grinning
slightly.  "He was very not happy with the dark little darling and
knew this day was coming as well.  He didn't think she had the control to
not kill someone.  They should allow you to speak and plead for her to be
banded and controlled until she graduates.  Or at least to find her a
proper mentor among her own kind." 


"Then
do so," Albus commanded.  "I'll hear a report, Severus. 
I'll have to report this incident of course, and the Minister of Magic won't be
pleased." 


Tara
snorted. "This girl is the least of his worries.  If he comes for her,
she'll get him.  She's going to complete her plan and stay there until the
next opportunity comes along." 


"Then
take him to this Ethan chap," Dumbledore agreed.  Xander took Snape's
hand and disappeared.  "I'm worried about the rest of the student
body." 


Tara
chuckled and put her arm through his, walking them back up the hall. 
"Ryan is the only one in the whole school stupid enough to mess with her,
Albus.  Everyone else is scared of her and leaves her alone.  Even
Shey." 


"There
are a few like her in that group," he admitted.  "I could
possibly ask her mother if she could find one to talk to the girl." 


Tara
gave his arm a squeeze.  "What makes you think the Ravettenas aren't
on this council?"  She smiled at his stunned look.  "At
least one of them should be.  These are the most powerful politically, not
necessarily magic wise.  They've got henchmen for that
stuff."   She looked at him.  "Would Draco be in that
group?" 


He
shook his head.  "His family ranks right under them and makes up the
top of the next group down.  His grandmother used to rule the non-royal
circles with an iron first.  He could play in their group if he wanted to
push it, but he's happier being at the top of his pond instead of the lower one
of the top one." 


"Makes
sense to me," she agreed.  "Why doesn't he have henchmen
now?" 


"He
has a few retainers," he corrected.  "Nothing like the
bodyguards he used to have.  Xander took care of that need for him you
see.  Aligning himself with Xander has caused some problems, but has eased
a great many more.  No one would think about going up against him these
days.  Not even his former goons.  Even if there were remaining Death
Eaters, or their children that were inclined to follow in the same footsteps,
they wouldn't be stupid enough to try for Draco or any part of his
family.  It would be suicide and they know it.  Even Goyles' daughter
respects his authority and follows any order he gives, without question I might
add."  He let her go.  "Go back to your students." 
He put the charm into his pocket and left her there to go think.  Chaos
was very powerful; the girl was as powerful as he was, if not more. If only she
would fight for the good side.  He noticed Xander stalking down the
hall.  "Xander?"  He backtracked and came in.  "I
wanted to ask if you could possibly manipulate Agatha's goals to protect
everyone else." 


Xander
grinned. "That's already part of it.  Why would she let *anything*
get in her way?  Good or bad."  He winked.  "Severus
is with them.  Willow got Ethan to make the petition and he was not
impressed with her.  Seems he yelled at her for running out of power and
doing something so showy when she could have called a minion to do it for
her." 


"Are
they going to block her?" 


"I
don't know, you'll have to ask him.  I'm not allowed in there.  My
white-knight personality makes them edgy and upsets the current balance. 
They were very polite, but they made sure I knew I shouldn't come back unless
it was a desperate world-ending emergency.  Though one of them did thank
me for looking out for his daughter."  He winked and walked away. 


"Rupert?"
he called.  Xander shook his head.  "Then who?" 


Xander
stopped to look at him. "Shey's father.  It seems she's written a lot
about the family taking her under their wing to protect her."  He grinned.
"I deserve ice cream for that.  Or a kiss.  I guess I'll have to
settle for that since I forgot to get any ice cream."  He continued
back to the basement. 


Dumbledore
shook his head.  Well, that was certainly interesting.  At least he
didn't have to worry.  He noticed a few of the teachers looking at him in
worry.  "Agatha and her consort got into a small fight," he told
them.  "Madam Pomfrey has him well in hand."  They
shuddered and went back to their sorting out of students.  The sorting by
houses and by sex was a bit complicated in the old room with so many of the
students around. 


***



Harry
walked into the hospital room and Willow smiled at him.  "Someone
finally found you?" 


He
nodded, moving closer.  He winced at all the cuts and bandages. 
"What happened?" 


"My
son was not only stupid enough to cheat on your daughter, but he couldn't take
good advice when he heard it and went back to her smelling like the cheap
floosy."  Ryan groaned.  "Son, I used to think you had more
sense.  Now I'm not so sure you have any."  She smiled at
Harry.  "Let me guess, you want to know what happened to your
daughter?" 


He
swallowed.  "No one else seems to know and Albus is somewhere." 


"Hmm. 
Probably getting his ass chewed for not expelling her."  She led him
over to a seat and sat him down. "I got a chaos sorcerer to take her
before their board, the guys who make sure that knowledge of what they can do
doesn't get out."  Harry looked stunned. "You thought they were
individually responsible?  So many of them brag that they'd be overrun
with people looking for revenge and miracles in no time."  She smiled
larger.  "Your daughter stood up to them like the woman she's
becoming.  She stated her reasons.  She stated her actions.  She
even accepted their criticism for drawing attention to her gifts.  They
locked her away from the pool of chaos power under the school, telling her that
she could get it back when she was twenty, and they put in her application and
nomination for the Braxis position."  Her son coughed so she walked
over to wipe his mouth for him, then turned to look at the concerned parent in
front of her. 


"They've
also set her up with a mentor, Harry.  Someone who will keep in touch with
her and oversee her education.  When I told them that I had been, they
pointed out that I'm now officially a guardian and am not exactly the most
effective teacher for her.  They suggested I castrate my son and give him
back to her."  Harry laughed weakly and she crossed her arms. 
"Your daughter has decided that she does want the Braxis position. 
Xander has done an amazing job of teaching her that what she really wants is a
lot of power without having to defend it from others who'd want it as
well.  The demon over the Braxis people assured her that she could have
that sort of position, one where she gets a lot of power and won't get attacked
for anything less than a civil war. He's also taught her, and they reminded her
last night, that showing her ass that way gets everyone into trouble,
especially her."  She grinned.  "They thought the dampening
bracelet Tara put on her was cute, but not wholly effective.  I had to
point out that Tara is every inch the White Witch of the World."  He
smiled more.  "She's fine and controlled herself."  She
pointed at her son.  "She took him out of time and space and kept him
there until her energy ran out.  She hurt him a lot, but nothing fatal,
and she didn't kill him when she could have." 


He
stood up and came back over to look down at Ryan.  "Are you two
taking back up again?" Ryan's eyes widened in horror. 
"Good.  It's probably safer for you."  He looked at
Willow.  "She's really controlled?" 


"Harry,
she had him for nearly forty-five minutes out of time and space.  That's
all she did."  She waved at hand at her son's body.  "Think
about what the eleven-year-old Agatha would have done." 


He
nodded, feeling better.  "I am sorry she hurt Ryan." 


She
shrugged.  "It was his own fault.  He isn't usually this dumb
and I'm sure he's learned his lesson this time.  Oh, they bound them
together.  At the very least, he'll be her concubine to wear off energy
with, even if she doesn't take him on as more than that." 


"No,"
Ryan moaned. "Mother, don't sacrifice me," he begged. 


"Shut
up. You did it to yourself, son.  You promised to look out for her and you
didn't.  All because you wanted to try sex magick and she was too bright
for that."  Harry coughed.  "Yup, he cheated on her for a
cheap piece of ass and very little power," she told him, nodding. "My
son is beyond stupid, I could have linked him in with more power than he could
ever dream of easily, but *nooooo* he had to go to the floosy and get caught in
the bathroom by the Headmaster and then forget his brain when he put on his
pants."  Ryan moaned and looked at Harry. 


"You
are lucky you're alive," Harry told him.  He glanced around.
"I'll cover his medical costs if that's all right." 


"Fine
with us," Willow agreed, smiling at him. "You should have seen
Molly's face when Arthur brought her to visit.  She looked like she wanted
to yell at him so badly but was biting her lip.  Either that or she saw
the misspelled 'philanderer' cut into his chest.  You really do need to
help her with her spelling, Harry."  The door opened. 
"Hey, Wes.  Someone finally found him." 


"I
see," he said, shaking Harry's hand.  "She's contained. 
She's found a calling that will both frustrate her and free her, and has even
acknowledged that she meant to leave him in that condition instead of trying to
kill him." 


"I
heard," Harry said gently.  "I'm at this place," he said,
handing over a card.  "Call me if you need anything for him. 
Please.  I'm so sorry." 


Willow
patted him on the arm.  "It's okay, Harry.  She actually gave
him quite the lesson." 


Harry
smiled a bit more.  "Thank you.  I'll check back in a few
days."  He waved at Ryan and left them to visit. 


"He
is a very nice young man," Wesley told his wife.  "How ever did
his daughter get that way?" 


"Her
mother used her as a toddling power source and she got warped to the chaos
side.  She's actually sociopathic and is very much aware of her
limits.  It's fascinating to watch."  She smiled at her son.
"With any luck, they'll give you pain medicine before they pierce your jaw
together." 


Ryan
shifted and groaned in misery.  He had to go back to her. They were
bound.  She would castrate him next time.  She had promised him to
make it last long and be horrible.  He would have to beg a lot to get her
to make her not hurt him again.  He caught his step-father's eyes and
silently begged for a merciful blow to the head.  Wesley smiled sweetly at
him and shook his head. 


***



Harry
walked up to the door where the family was hiding and knocked.  Ravena
looked over and waved him in.  "Hi, Uncle Harry.  How's
Ryan?" 


"Living. 
Where's my daughter?" 


"Locked
in a tower with a fan spell," his son told him. "They're going to
interview her once things start going back to normal to make sure she's back in
control."  He raised his arms and his father gave him a hug. 
The heat had even gotten down here today so he was feeling lethargic. 
Even his snitch wouldn't open up and fly. "She's back to normal. 
Just like always, she only inflicted as much pain as she wanted." 


Ravena
looked at him. "I think she wanted to peel off the wax herself." 


"True,"
Ron agreed with a grin. "She ran out of power a few minutes before she was
done."  He smiled at his father.  "How are you,
daddy?  Are you okay?" 


"I'm
fine, Ron," Harry said, sitting under both kids' feet.  "How are
you doing?" 


"It's
been very hot," Ron told him.  "Do you have that air
conditioning stuff?"  Harry nodded. "Is it nice?" 


"My
room feels about like this."  He waved at Oliver.  "Are you
okay?" 


"I'm
good, she leaves me alone," Ron reminded him.  He looked at Ravena.
"Does she pick on you?" 


"Not
at all," Ravena told them.  "She's got her plans and I'm not
part of them.  She's accepted that I'm just as powerful, if more
subtle.  I'm as powerful socially and magically.  We have an
understanding."   She snickered.  "Did she castrate
Ryan?  The rumors are very strong that she went that way." 


"All
but.  That's her next step," Harry assured her.  "They
bound them together."  Everyone awake snickered. 
"Really.  Even his mother called him stupid." 


"The
Headmaster suggested he take a shower and he didn't take it," Simone
sighed as she rolled onto her side on her new bed.  Agatha didn't need it
and it was bigger.  "How's practice?" 


"Not
half as exciting as your games, dear.  Our beaters don't try to hurt
anyone."  She giggled.  "I'm actually on break for a few
days. My coach told me and gave me the news about you guys and I told him I'd
be coming up to visit today."  He looked over as a little head popped
up from behind Iggy.  "Hi, Lucien," he said with a wave. 


"Hi,
Uncle," he said happily.  "Maeve," he said with great
appreciation, pointing at her.  She was laying between Iggy and his wife. 


"Are
you enjoying spending time with everyone?"  Lucien nodded and pointed
at his father so Harry looked.  "He's huge, when did that
happen?" 


"The
freezing spell became a temporal one.  He's almost twenty-eight weeks
now."  Someone groaned in pain.  "Cramps, Aunt
Alicia?" Ravena called. 


"Yes,"
Alicia groaned.  "Xander, help!"  He slid off his bed and
stumbled over there, giving her a hug.  "Not that, my legs,
grumpy." 


"Okay." 
He attacked the cramp, making her groan again.  He blinked a few times and
looked down at her.  "How is that?" 


"More? 
Prepayment for next week's game?"  He laughed but worked on her legs
for her.  "Thank you.  You're a God!"  She went limp
against Fred's side. 


"Xander,
want to come work on my team?" Harry called.  "Our keeper needs
the help." 


"Nope,
I'm saving it for the guys I coach.  If I spread it around, it becomes
less special."  He noted who he was talking to and looked at him.
"When did you get here?" 


"Just
a few minutes ago."  Harry slid out from under the kids and walked
over to look down at who he was working on.  "Alicia?" he said
in amazement. 


"Harry!"
she said happily.  "Hell, I'll even give up my leg rub for
you."  He gave her a hug.  "Katie, look who's here!"
she called.  Katie snorted and lifted her head and smiled, waving. 
Then her head fell back onto Oliver's chest.  They laughed. 
"She's got heat sleepy feelings."   She sat up and pulled
him down to sit beside her.  "How are you handling the forced
isolation?" 


"Fine. 
I brought the cats with me and they're living large in the hotel
room."  He heard a squeal of terror and looked around. "What was
that?" 


"Hemlock
just found a mouse," Ravena told him with a smirk.  She looked so
much like her father, only with dark red hair.  Her cat trotted over and
presented her with the mouse, accepting some attention in return. 
"You're such a good boy," she assured him.  "Yes, you are
wonderful, Hemlock.  You protect me and hunt for the pack so very
well."  Her cat gave her a nudge then trotted off to search out more
of the fun food source. 


Harry
chuckled.  "I'm glad that you and your cat are getting along so
well." 


"Big
Red is stalking something," Anastasia said sleepily as she woke up. 
She sat up and smiled at Harry.  "Welcome to our haven from the
heat.  Pull up a bed and nap with us." 


"Yeah,
you can nap with us," Alicia told him.  Fred gave her a nudge.
"What?  You two haven't shared a bed?" 


"I
like women, dear, not Harry," Fred said dryly.  "I'll let you
have him all to yourself and go crawl in with Katie."  Oliver shook
his head.  "Fine, then I'll snuggle with one of the kids." 


"You
can snuggle me, Uncle Fred," Simone offered.  "I like being
snuggled while I nap."  She laid back down and he trudged over to nap
with her.  "No offense, Uncle Harry, but you're interrupting our nap
time.  We'll talk to you in a few hours if you'll stay." 


"Sure,
I have all night," Harry assured her.  Alicia pulled him down and he
squeaked.  "Alicia!" 


"You
hardly ever stop by, Harry, I have to get my suggestive behavior in when you're
available." 


Katie
lifted her head again. "Is that really Harry or am I dreaming?" 


"You're
dreaming," Harry called, waving a hand. "In no manner am I Harry
Potter." 


She
laughed.  "I'll get you next hour.  We'll switch off with
sharing Oliver."  Oliver snorted. "What?  You give very
good cuddles," she told him. 


"It's
nice to remember being cuddled," he told her.  He looked
around.  "Weren't we supposed to meet Angelina today for lunch?"



"I
told her to come up but the baby got sick," Alicia told him. 
"We rescheduled for after the game on Saturday." 


"You're
going to play in this heat?" Harry asked.  "Even our games have
been called until the end of the heat wave." 


"The
other team wants to play," Xander said with a shrug as he snuggled back
into his husband's body.  "Food is over in the cool spot.  Happy
nap, Harry." 


"You
too, Xander."  Harry got snuggled against and he forced himself to
stay calm.  "Alicia?  Are you *snuggling* me?" 


"Yes,
Harry, I am.  You're very cuddly.  It's good for you.  Relax and
accept it.  I couldn't jump you, Xander would never give me a backrub
again."  He relaxed in her arms. "See, it's nice." 


"It
is.  No one ever wanted to cuddle me before." 


"Not
even the groupies?" she teased, looking up at him. He shook his head.
"You don't have groupies?  Oliver still has them." 


"I
try very hard to avoid them," he admitted.  "They usually want
me to do things for them." 


"Gee,
it's a good thing I only want to cuddle you," she teased.  He
blushed.  "Harry!  Such a dirty mind." 


"I'm
trying to be good, but you're a beautiful woman," he protested. 


"Just
relax, she won't be jumping you in here.  There's an anti-grope
charm," Oliver told him. 


Alicia
pinched Harry's thigh and made him squeak in fear.  "It's not working
for some of us." 


"Hey,
no groping the alternate-son," George told them.  "He's scared
of women.  Hermione was all he knew for years." 


"Hey!"
Harry protested.  "She was nice originally."  Xander
grinned at him.  "Sorry, but she never cuddled either." 


"That's
why I'm doing it now.  So some lucky woman can latch onto you and cuddle
you into submission at some later time," Alicia told him.  "That
way you'll know what a *good* cuddle feels like."  She put her leg
over his.  "Now relax and nap." 


"Yes,
Alicia."  Harry shifted so he was comfortable, and let himself drift
off while experiencing his first real cuddle from a pretty woman.  He was
asleep when Katie snuck over and climbed in on his other side so he missed the
jealous look Oliver and Fred gave him. 
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Draco
decided to take a walk before he lost his temper.  All the fussing was
getting to him again and he didn't really *want* to yell at them, but it might
be necessary if he didn't get away.  He strolled down the hallway. 
It was dark and cool, being the middle of the night, so he had the halls all to
himself.  Well, nearly to himself.  He found a familiar ghost and
nodded to it.  "Good evening." 


"Escaping?"
Slytherin asked dryly.  Draco nodded.  "You know they do it
because they care." 


"I
do, but I'm still not used to it so it's upsetting me."  He leaned
against the nearest wall, touching his stomach because the baby was
active.  "I've been trying hard to keep from snapping at them. But
it's not necessary." 


"They're
experiencing the magic of having a child through you," Slytherin reminded
him.  "Why Xander one doesn't have one himself I don't know." 


"Because
he said he has enough," Draco reminded him.  "We have no idea
what will become of the next one if he has one.  William is a hellion and
Maeve looks so innocent even though she's not. Some person will have one hell
of a problem with her some day." 


"Your
son?" 


"You
said that they weren't going to be so close.  Besides, they're first
cousins." 


"Very
true.  Your son and she will remain close, but he will find his own spouse
among the best friends." 


Draco
groaned.  "You're being obtuse on purpose, aren't you?" 


Slytherin
nodded.  "Yes, I am."  He smiled.  "How very
astute of you."  The human moaned and slid down the wall. 
"Kicked?" 


"Pains.
I get cramps now and then, nothing major, just painful," Draco ground
out.  He took a few deep breaths and forced himself to relax. "Which
one?" 


"Hmm? 
Oh, William.  He does adore your adoptive father so."  He
floated closer.  "Would you like some help?" 


"No,
I'm fine," Draco said, forcing himself to stand up.  He rubbed his
stomach a few times, keeping his daughter calm.  "This is definitely
my last."  Slytherin laughed.  "What?" he asked,
starting to get worried. 


"I
remember my wife and concubine saying the same thing.  Eventually they
wanted to hold a small child again." 


"Ah,
but I'll have grandchildren before this one starts school," Draco pointed
out. 


"Indeed,
you will," Slytherin agreed.  Draco stared at him and he
smiled.  "What?  You sounded so very sure so I supported
you." 


"Of
course you did.  Which one?"  He crossed his arms. 


"You
look like a pissed off pixie," Slytherin said in delight.  "Your
hair is tousled and you're like some succulent sex slave kidnaped to be
kept."  Draco raised an eyebrow. "No?" 


"No. 
I'm much too much a top to ever not kill someone who tried to keep me." 


"If
you say so.  How did your summer go?  Did he learn anything?" 


"He
did let me spoil him and he's slowed down at bit." 


"If
you say so." 


"What
has he done now?" Draco asked pushing off the wall.  "I noticed
he was out of bed." 


"Come,
I'll show you."  He led the way to an unused hallway and down to the
last classroom.  He opened the door and let the boy see.   The
moonlight was hitting just right, shining off Xander's chest and sword as he
moved through a complicated series of movements.  It made his breath catch
as Xander shifted and moved slower, slowing himself down until he was moving so
slowly it looked painful as the weight of the sword wore on his muscles. 
Xander moved his lower half, slowly still, and a little more weakly, but his
legs were in keeping with the other movements. 


Draco
pulled back and closed the door, nodding the ghost away.  "I didn't
know anyone could do that these days." 


"It's
not that hard, I trained myself," Xander said from behind them.  He
was leaning against the doorway, smiling at them. "You could watch if you
want.  I don't mind."  He moved back inside and they followed
him.  "For future reference, I heard you breathing.  This is
meditative for me."  He pushed a chair into a far corner. 
"Stay there and don't come closer.  I'm still occasionally stumbling
and I don't want to hurt you." 


"That
would be nice," Draco agreed, smiling at him.  He watched as Xander
picked up a battle axe, a large, heavy one, and moved back into his former
position in the middle of the room.  The other man shifted, then turned to
face away from him, making Draco snicker. 


"Sorry,
I'm not used to being watched.  Iggy hasn't watched me in years and George
refuses."  He shrugged but stayed facing away.  He started to
move it, testing the weight and the heft, then slowly started to weave it
around his body. 


Draco
watched silently, pleased that he had seen this.  Xander wasn't weak and
helpless, even if he seemed to be.  This man had many layers it was
amazing.  He smiled at the small curse as Xander moved his wrist in the
wrong direction.  "Relax, I'm not here.  Do what you would
normally do."  Xander nodded but didn't turn around.  Eventually
he did, but his eyes were closed. He started to move again, regaining his
meditative state soon enough.   This was amazing!  Xander knew
exactly where his blade was, he was stepping into the blade's path and missing
himself.  Draco shifted in the seat as the blade came close, but Xander
missed him by about a meter and backed up.   He moved around the
room, missing everything that was settled around the room.  He nearly
nicked a chair's arm but it was missed.  Slowly, Xander slowed down again. 
The movements became so slow the blade gleamed.  The sharpened edge was so
slow you could see the sharpening marks and a small fault in the blade. 
Eventually, he came to a stop, panting heavily.  Draco clapped.  It
had been an amazing show.  "You taught yourself?" he asked when
Xander looked at him.  He got a panting nod.  "Are you all
right?" 


"I
do this full one once a week. Every other time I do lunges and the more
traditional 'going to kill you' practices."  He flopped down into a
chair and tipped his head back.  "I wish the heat would die. 
This is horrible." 


"You
need a shower," Draco agreed with a smile.  Xander flipped him
off.  "I think we've been over that before." 


"It
would be acceptable," Slytherin pointed out.  Xander looked at him.
"It wouldn't be the first time a born declared someone to be his family
because he wanted them for himself and it was easier to get him
now."  He smiled.  "That was very impressive.  Does
your son do that as well?" 


Xander
shook his head.  "He knows how to swing one if he needs to but
nothing else."  He forced himself to stand up and put his weapons
up.  Then he helped Draco up.  "Come on, let's go shower. 
You look like you had a cramp." 


"I
did, but it was a small one."  Draco took Xander's arm to walk with
him.  "How long have you been doing this?" 


"Since
I was seventeen.  I thought it'd be helpful so I trained myself using some
movies and eventually a few books on the subject. No one really knew I could do
it."  He escorted them to the tower so they could use the good
showers.  "If you want, you can talk to me while I hose off the
sweat." 


"If
you want."  Draco sat on the side of the tub, waiting until Xander
was in the shower. "What else can you do?" 


"Just
that with those weapons.  I found them the most useful so I trained myself
with them.  I didn't think a lance would be helpful at all." 
Xander dipped his head under the water.  "I thought about doing some
advanced training with fencing foils but they're too delicate to take off a
head with and the dancing that you do when you fence would only throw me
off." 


"How
long after getting out of the hospital did you start again?" 


"Two
weeks. As soon as I could stand up again."  Xander grabbed his
shampoo and washed his hair.  "I do crossbow practice tomorrow night
if you want to help." 


"No
thank you.  I'm hoping for rain tomorrow." 


"The
weather people in London said it was possible," Xander agreed, rinsing out
the shampoo and adding some conditioner.  "If it is, then we've got a
game on Saturday."  He rinsed that out and turned so he could grab
his shower gel and his bath puff.  "How did you like the first
one?  I saw you in the stands." 


"I
thought that you did something to possess them," Draco said honestly. 


"I
told them that I'd give them a half-hour backrub if they won," Xander
said, clearly smiling as he turned to work on his back. 


"Ah!"
Draco said happily.  He had been gifted with one of those and it had made
him limp.   He grunted and rubbed his stomach. "Would you mind
stopping that, you?" 


Xander
laughed and stuck his head out of the shower.  "She dancing?" 


"No,
she's kicking my back.  It's painful."  He stood up and walked
over, looking at Xander's legs.  "They do look better," he
noted. 


"Yeah,
I think whatever Iggy gave me for my back finished healing the damage from the
mold incident."  He ducked back in and finished washing up, then came
out to grab his towel.  "You can have it if you want." 


"I'm
fine. I took one earlier and the basement is cool again tonight.  You
might want to dry your hair." 


Xander
grabbed a second towel and worked on his hair, then headed over to his
bedroom.  He grabbed some pajamas and pulled them on, then tossed both
towels toward the baskets.  "There, I'm done for the
night."  He looked at Draco, and smiled.  "Want a
backrub?" 


"I'd
adore one," Draco admitted.  "Up here?" 


"Or
down there. Whichever is easier for you." 


"I
don't like how everyone stares at my stomach." 


"You
didn't last time either, but you got over it."  He pulled his 'son'
closer and gave him a hug, stroking his back gently.  "It'll be over
soon and you'll be thin again."  Draco nodded, starting to
sniffle.  "I know the hormones are horrible and are starting to
ambush you.  We love you enough to put up with you at your crankiest and
only get you back a little." 


Draco
pulled back, sniffling some more. "I don't know what this is." 


"I
saw you cry at a soup commercial," Xander reminded him.  "This
is normal.  Remember when Tara was preggers with Zach and she used to cry
whenever someone told her she was pretty."  Draco nodded and scrubbed
at his face.  "Come on, I'll work on your back and you'll get off,
then we'll all sleep." 


"Okay. 
Down there?" 


"Everyone
should be asleep by now," Xander reminded him.  "George took a
sleeping potion because his back was bothering him again." 


"All
right.  Am I staying with you?" 


"If
you want.  If not, you could go curl up with Iggy.  Or
Fred."  He walked Draco down the stairs and down to their temporary
quarters.  "Go to the bathroom and I'll be over here," he said
quietly.  Draco nodded and went to clean himself up.   Xander
shifted George on their bed and made room for Draco to lay down.  As soon
as he came out, he helped him settle himself on his side, making sure he was
comfortable before he started.  "Tell me if I hurt you or make you cramp,"
he whispered.  He started to slowly stroke, getting slowly harder to take
the stress knots out.  Draco started to moan in pleasure and he smiled,
enjoying this side of his gifts.  As soon as the younger man was a puddle,
he started to work the whole back, making him sigh in relief.  Pregnancy
might make Draco look good, but it was hell on his back.  He noticed a
little bit of puffiness around his 'son's chest and smiled.  No wonder he
hadn't wanted anyone to see him without his shirt.  As soon as Draco
started rolling back into his hands, he helped him up.  "Go play in
the bathroom," he told him.  "Then come cuddle." 


Draco
smiled and walked away, weaving a little on his way.  While he was in
there finishing himself off, he was joined by Katie.  He jumped. 
"What are you doing?" 


"Sorry,"
she mumbled, looking him over.  "You're cute like that," she
said blearily.  She moved him and used the toilet, then washed her hands
and walked out. 


Draco's
mouth hung open.  He had never been interrupted like that before. 
How very rude.  And why had she been without a shirt herself?  He
groaned and finished himself off, then went back to the bed so he could crawl
in between the couple. They cuddled and it was nice.  He had missed this
in his daily life.  Damn, he needed a long-term lover. 


***



The
rain started late Friday night and everyone woke up to it pouring.  The
students slowly came out of their hiding spots and ranged around the open
areas, taking in big breaths of rain soaked cool air.  It was even a bit
cold out there, but that was all right.  There was some general laughter
at the people playing in the rain, including Fred and George, but everything
would be fine again.  Rain had finally come to Hogwarts and everything
would go back to normal.  The students slowly packed up and headed up to
their rooms, gathering clothes, animals, even some of the games to take back
with them, and ran back up to fight over who got the good showers. 


Xander
smiled as he leaned on the railing, watching his mate and brother-in-law
play.  Pretty soon the kids joined them and they danced around and got
covered in the mud as well. 


Snape
walked up behind him.  "Is that my son?" 


"Yup. 
Your son is the one who just threw the mud at Ron and Hagrid," he said,
pointing at one of the mud-covered bodies.  He looked at him. 
"You survived the heat as well?" 


"Tara
and I both did.  The seventh years were rather calm and most of them used
the time to study.  How was your family?" 


"We're
finally able to go back upstairs.  I'm sure Draco will be thankful for his
harder bed and being able to sleep alone."  Snape gave him a
look.  "Most of the beds down there were broken and we weren't about
to dive around in the back of the room.  He spent most of the time between
us or between Iggy and Raena."  He smiled as the girls ran out and
jumped on the twins, sending them crashing into the mud.  "I guess
tomorrow's games are back on." 


"That's
what I was looking for you.  Wood got an owl saying that the other team
doesn't want to play in the rain." 


"They'll
play in blinding heat but not in the rain?"  Snape nodded so Xander
leaned out over the railing.  "The game tomorrow might be
canceled," he called down.  "They don't like the rain." 


"Then
they'll forfeit," Alicia called back. 


"Unless
it's a downpour so hard you can't see through it, we're playing," Fred
yelled. 


"I'll
tell Oliver."  Xander turned and looked at Snape.  "Thanks
for bringing that news.  Need any help with the seeping problem in your
office?" 


"I
had forgotten about that.  I'll check on it and call for you if you need
it."  He walked away, heading away from Xander. 


Xander
headed to Oliver's room, tapping on the portrait over his door.  "We
want to play unless it's so bad you can't see through the rain." 


Oliver
handed over the note.  "They have a member who's got an anger problem
when it rains.  He basically goes primal and hurts people on purpose so
he's locked up."  Xander shrugged.  "They don't have an
alternate." 


"That's
their fault," Xander said honestly. "We went out and found people,
they can call people from their old teams as well." 


"They
want to hold it off for two weeks, would you accept that?" 


George
snuck up behind Xander and grabbed him, making him muddy as well. 
"Why?" 


"They've
got someone with rain rage." 


"Yay,"
George told him.  "Let them call their old teammates like we
did." 


"Flint's
heading the team," Oliver said with a faint smile.  "He can't
find anyone."  He smiled at Xander as he tried to wipe himself
clean.  "Would you be willing to postpone?" 


"If
we must.  We're not happy about it.  Most everyone is thinking play
or forfeit." 


"Then
I'll write back and allow a postponement.  Thank you, guys.  I want
to see his team play badly." 


"Hell,
I just want to beat him into the mud," George told him.  He kissed
Xander's neck.  "What did you do to Draco?  He's blushing at
Katie." 


Xander
turned to look at him.  "She walked in on him last night in the
bathroom after I gave him a backrub." 


Oliver
shook his head.  "Your hands should be licensed," he
teased.  "Go away before you make me muddy." 


George
grabbed him and hoisted him up, carrying him down to toss him in the mud. 
"He doesn't want to play!" he announced.  The girls squealed and
pounced him, getting him filthy and slippery.  "Flint wants a
postponement.  Tell him to come up and tell us to our face, Oliver." 


"Fine,"
Oliver sighed.  He got up and brushed at the mud.  "I'm
messy.  I've even got mud in my hair." 


Maeve
loaded up on her mud and trotted over to hug him.  "Mud is fun,"
she said innocently.  He smiled down at her and noticed the extra mud.
"Play with us, Uncle Oliver?" 


Lucien
smirked and threw a few clumps of mud at him.  "Got you!" 
Maeve snorted and picked up more mud and threw it back. 
"Meany!" he complained.  He got her back. 


"Mud
fight," Fred called, knocking Oliver back into it with an evil grin. 
"Tell us if we hurt you." 


"I
don't need to be dirty.  Xander, help!" 


"I'm
not coming out there, they'll get me as well."  The girls looked at
him and he went 'eep' and disappeared, heading down to the town.  He found
Madam Rosemerta, who was the other official on the league, giving her a
smile.  "Did Flint send you a message as well?"  She
nodded.  "We will play, or we will postpone for two weeks." 


"The
kids have a game that day," she pointed out. 


"Yay. 
We can play before or after.  Or they can play tomorrow.  Their
choice.  We're also willing to accept their forfeit if they'd
rather," he said innocently. 


She
laughed.  "Xander, you can be so mean.  Don't sit on
anything.  I don't need to clean up after the mud."  She patted
him on the side of the face.  "Flint is in the back corner.  You
can't miss his teeth." 


"Cool." 
Xander strolled back that way, waving at a few people he knew. 
"Flint?" he asked the guy with the teeth.  The man looked up and
sneered at him.  "Sorry, I got pounced by the muddy children. 
Are you still determined not to play tomorrow?" 


"It
wouldn't be fair.  It's not like we have enough people to rotate like your
team does." 


Xander
shrugged. "We've only got one extra person and she hasn't come to practice
yet.  We're in a good mood today.  You can play us in two weeks,
tomorrow, or forfeit." 


"What
did your *husband* say about that?" he sneered. 


"The
same thing my adopted son, Draco, did.  That you should have to forfeit if
you can't play," he said with a cruel smirk of his own. "Your
choice." 


"Doesn't
the school have a game in two weeks?"  Xander nodded. 
"Who's playing?" 


"Slytherin
against Gryffindor."  A few people hissed and started to talk to each
other.  "Ravena swears she's catching it this time," he told
them, egging on the betting.  Madam Rosemerta sighed, but she got ten
percent of all the money so she wasn't so pissed.  "Up to you. 
We can even play at another pitch if you want." 


"You'd
miss your own children's game?" Flint asked. 


Xander
shrugged.  "I think we'll be done in more than enough time and we'll
have family there watching it for us.  The kids will understand. 
Morning game, ten, pick a pitch." 


"I
have a friend at Chudley, I'll ask them if we can borrow theirs.  They're
closest and have a floo port."  He stood up and shook Xander's
hand.  "We will kill you.  You'll be a widow before my team is
done with you." 


Xander
snickered.  "No, you won't.  If you hurt the twins, I'm bringing
in my niece.  Simone is quite the beater.  And the other kids will
play for us."  He turned and walked away.  "Besides, my
team has wonderful incentive to win and smash you into the mud.  We'll see
who needs dental care at the end of the game."  He accepted a small
package from the bartender.  "What's this?" 


"Food
for Mr. Malfoy.  He called down and begged so nicely," the bartender
told him. 


"Okay." 
Xander popped back to the school.  He was pounced from behind. "I've
got snacks for Draco, give me a moment," he said quickly.  Draco came
over, taking the box from him with a smile and a nod.  "Okay, then
we're playing at ten in two weeks against the idiots.  They're finding an
alternate pitch and Flint thinks we're going to die."  Everyone
laughed.  "Now you can pounce me." 


"I
was going to throw you into a shower," George said in his ear. 
"After all, you're muddy." 


"Whose
fault is that?" Xander asked, allowing himself to be led to the
showers.  He was shoved against the wall and his mouth attacked, so it was
all good.  George would get him clean again. 


***



Fred
walked up to Xander, a sad expression on his face.  "Our seeker can't
play that Saturday." 


"Damn,"
Xander said, thinking about it.  "Why?" 


"His
daughter's wedding." 


"Oh,
so he *really* can't play," he agreed.  A bright idea hit him.
"What do the rules say about the kids playing?" 


"Not
a thing," Fred said, starting to smile.  Then he frowned. 
"They've got a game." 


"Mellie
doesn't." 


"Good
point, and she's as good as Harry is."  He smiled at his
brother-in-law.  "Do you want to ask her or should someone
else?" 


"Sure. 
I'll be seeing her when I help Ron give exams in a few classes.  Or I
could go pull her out of class.  She's got Lupin and Black and they wanted
us to win as well."  He winked.  "Leave it to me, I will
find an alternate seeker."  He walked out of his classroom and headed
up to the Transfiguration classroom.  He patiently leaned against the
wall, out of the way, until the classbell rang.  The kids still had a
moment before they came out.  Sirius was yelling at them.  As soon as
the door opened, Xander waved Mellie over.  She smiled sweetly up at
him.  "Mellie, I have an important favor to ask of you, my dear
little one."  He put an arm around her shoulders and walked her away
so she wouldn't be late to her next class.  "You know about the fun
league most of your family plays in?"  She nodded, still
smiling.  "Our seeker for our next game is going to be missing it due
to a wedding.  And since you're the first one that came to my mind, and I
know you want to prove yourself as good as your father, I decided I should give
you first right of refusal." 


"You
picked me over my brother and Ravena?" she asked, sounding excited. 


"Well,
yeah.  Not only do they have games, this is a mostly older Slytherin
team.  Their captain is the one that your daddy used to play
against.  I think you'd be more than able to handle them and your brother
and Ravena would be overkill.  Why bring out the super ones when you're
playing against normal people," he said with a smile. 


"You
think I'm a normal seeker?" 


"No,
but they will." 


She
brightened back up, she didn't like being compared to her big brother. 
She was just as good, but she didn't have the desire that he did for the
snitch.  To her it was a game, not a calling.   "Do you
really think I'm good enough, Uncle Xander?" 


"I
think you're a wonderful seeker, Mellie.  You scare the hell outta me when
we play against you.  Besides, you're more used to working with your
Uncles.  Ron can only work with Ravena and the other kids, you're more generalized
and that makes you the better seeker.  Did you know that your brother
might not be able to play pro because he can't work with anybody?" 


"Wow. 
I hadn't thought about that," she admitted.  She was bouncing against
him.  "I can really play?" 


"Yup. 
We'll be practicing tonight so you'll have to find a broom, or we'll have to
find you a broom if you can't.  You find me tonight after dinner and I'll
introduce you around so you know everybody and we'll deal with the broom
issue.  Got it?"   She nodded.  "You're a
wonderful girl, Mellie Potter, and just as special as Ron is, if not more so
because you don't have your sister's temperament and he does sometimes." 


"He
can throw fits," she agreed, chuckling in delight. "I'm much more
like daddy on his calm days." 


"Yes, 
you are," Draco agreed as he walked up to them.  "I take it you
heard about your seeker?" 


"Yes,
and I just told Mellie she was going to be helping us." 


"Yeah,
I'm going to trounce those nasty buggers into the pitch," she said
excitedly. 


"I'll
lend you my backup broom if you want," Draco assured her.  She
beamed.  "Go to class before you're late."  Mellie hurried
down the hall.  "Why her?" 


"Because
she has to prove that she's good.  She's also calm and steady, unlike
Little Ron and your daughter, who can't work with people they don't know. 
She's also just as great as those two are without the stress of *needing* the
snitch.  I think she'll do fine." 


"You
do remember that those people are experienced and live to hurt others?" 


Xander
smirked at him.  "She can hold her own.  She did it against
Agatha for years.  You guys keep underestimating Mellie and it never pays
to.  She is so much like her father's dutiful and fighting sides. 
The Harry that you saw in the advanced classes is Mellie now.  It never
pays to underestimate the quiet ones.  Willow was one of those and look
how she turned out. Tara was so shy and quiet that she stuttered." 


Draco
shuddered.  "Merlin, I had no idea she had been one of the quiet
ones." 


"And
shy.  She was nearly invisible girl." 


"Literally?"



"No,
I meant the girl that went invisible," Xander told him.  He turned
and headed for his classroom.  "Got to torture third years who don't
believe.  Have fun." 


"Gee,
thanks," Draco said at his most dry.  He shook his head and headed
back to his classroom.  He had some things to get done before he had
another group to torture and make miserable. 


***



George
looked up as someone tugged on the back of his shirt, and turned to find his
niece standing there.  "Mellie, are you practicing with us?" he
asked with a grin and a hair ruffle. 


"Uncle
Xander said I could have my own fun beating up the Slytherin idiots, though the
ones at school leave me along because Aggie said so," she told
him.   She grinned.  "Aggie remembers my last fit at her
fondly." 


"Really?"
Oliver said, smiling down at her.  "Are you as good as your
brother?" 


She
nodded.  "I'm like Daddy's calm side," she told him. 
"I can do it, but I don't have the desire for the snitch that Ronnie
has.  I'm just as good though." 


"We'll
see," Alicia told her with a smile.   "You are so
adorable." 


"Thank
you.  I tried really hard to keep my hair out of my face."  She
patted the multiple pigtails around her head.  "I think it'll stay
for now.  I'll figure out something more stunning for the game." 


"You're
not going to your house's game?" 


She
shrugged.  "I'd have to cheer for both seekers.  I like
Ravena.  I get funny looks when I say that so even the kids in my house
leave me alone most of the time." 


"I'm
sure they'll figure out that you're related  soon enough," George
assured her.  "Where is our beloved captain and my twin?" 


"In
the shop finishing up something," Katie told him.  "You even
look like your father, all except for the texture of your hair." 


"I
started out with Ronnie's hair, but fortunately mine got darker.  I only
got mum's texture."  She tightened up her ponytails.  "Can
I take off and practice?" 


"Sure,"
George told her, watching as she zipped off.  "She's good." 


"She's
so tiny," Katie put in.  "The big bruisers will target
her." 


Xander
and Fred walked out together, with a fixed bludger, tossing it over. 
"Now it won't come for Oliver." 


"Xander,
she's just a kid." 


"With
her father's spark of determination, her brother's skills, and her sister's
mannerisms.  Mellie can hold her own.  I did ask Harry's permission
and he agreed, she deserved the chance to prove herself.  Otherwise she
won't be able to play until her brother graduates in four years." 


"I
guess, but she's still so delicate," Alicia told him. 


George
laughed.  "She lived with Agatha and held her own.  Aggie
*never* picked on Mellie." 


"That's
because she knew Mellie could tromp her," Mellie said from above
them.  "I'm not that delicate.  I played against my uncles all
the time and they don't play nice either."  She smirked down at them.
"Plus, I help the beater/chaser group practice since Ronnie is so
delicate." 


"Should
we start calling him Ronnie?" Fred asked.  She nodded. 
"Let me guess, he got pissed at the comparison?" 


"No,
he's tired of being little."  She beamed down at him. 
"Come on up, the breeze is light and nice." 


Everyone
mounted up and went up to practice, and everyone thought she was more than good
enough to play with them by the end.  Mellie had gotten pissed at the
bludger and stolen her uncle's bat from his hand, hitting it at a building so
it would leave her alone.  That more than showed them that she was tough
enough to play with them. 


***



Xander
walked onto the temporary pitch and nodded.  It was good enough and there were
seats on top of the flat buildings since they were behind the shops.  More
than enough room for everyone.  He looked at his crew, who were on top of
the shop, then at the other team.  "Oliver, where do I know that one
guy from?" he asked, pointing. 


"He's
a pro player," Oliver said with a frown.  He finished pulling on his
ref's outfit and flew over there.  "Professional players aren't
allowed to play," he reminded Flint.  "Remove him or prove that
he retired." 


"It's
a World Cup year, none of you are playing," Flint pointed out. 


"The
rules state that no professional player may play, even in the off
seasons.  That's how we got around the League.  Remove him or
forfeit."  He summoned over his co-ref, pointing at the player.
"He's a pro." 


"It's
not like we have multiple subs," Flint said angrily.  "You're
hogging all them."  Madam Rosemerta went for the rule book. 


"They
had an emergency substitution.  Their seeker has his daughter's wedding to
attend," Oliver noted. 


Madam
Rosemerta flew up to join them, rule book in hand.  "Technically, the
rules do say that professional players may not play in the off-season. 
There is no exception made for World Cup years.  I did call over and the
National League people said it wouldn't be very fair to the non-professional
players, but that we could start a third ranking for them if they wanted during
World Cup years."  She closed the rule book and looked at the
Captain.  "Can you prove he quit?" 


"No,"
he ground out.  "Fine, then I want to substitute from their
team."  Oliver snorted.  "What?  You think they won't
play?  We want Malfoy." 


"Draco!"
Oliver yelled.  Draco came over.  "Would you please inform them
that you're still listed as a professional player?" 


Draco
smiled at Flint. "I am.  I'm listed as being on my team and not on
sabbatical."  He shrugged.  "Sorry." 


"Fine,
then I'll go up to the school and get Slytherin's seeker, Mr. Malfoy's
daughter." 


"They
have a game today," Draco reminded him.  "I won't allow you to
make the team lose against the Gryffs because you're too vain to call on other
former members of your house." 


"They're
not interested," he admitted coldly.  "We can't play without a
seeker." 


"You
can, but you won't win," Madam Rosemerta corrected primly. 
"You've got ten minutes to make a substitution or forfeit."  She
looked at Oliver.  "I'm set if you need to leave for the children's
game."  He smiled at her. "Any bets on the snitch this
time?  I know what Xander said, but he's very close to the children. 
I wanted a more professional opinion." 


Oliver
snorted.  "Ravena's pissed at the boy because he pushed her into the
pool this summer, swore he'd be eating crow with some chopsticks she pulled
outta her hair.  Besides, he's been being blinded by her
beauty."  He winked.  "They're so cute." 


"I'm
sure," she agreed.  "I saw him down in town the last weekend
free and he was talking about how Ravena would love this and that." 


The
team in front of them broke apart from their discussion.  "Fine, we
want Potter's son." 


"You
have to clear that with Harry," Oliver reminded him.  "He's not
in town but we can call him.  It'll take a few minutes, he's in London in
a muggle hotel." 


"Why?"
another chaser sneered.  "Too delicate and hiding?" 


"The
League forced him to, took him from his house in the middle of the night,"
Oliver corrected.  "Malofy, you got that phone thingy with you?"



"I
do, but I can't get a signal up here.  Let me floo home and call
him." 


"You
use muggle stuff?" 


"Yes,
it's quite handy," Draco told him smugly.  "It puts some of the
scared wizards off their balance when I do so."   He flew down,
heading into the joke shop to use their floo.  He came out a few minutes
later, dusting himself off.  "He said no," he called. 
"Said it was anyone but Flint, but he doesn't want his son scared
off."  He joined them.  "Potter also reminded you that his
son has a game today as well."  He looked over at Oliver. 
"He's on his way but he had to put on decent clothes.  He just got
out of the gym." 


"That's
fine," Madam Rosemerta said calmly.  She looked around. 
"Do you have another choice?  You could pick Ravenclaw's if you
wanted, she's rather good.  Probably at Mellie's father's level if truth
be told."  She looked over there.  "Is the poor dear taking
a nap?" she said with a bit of 'aww' in her voice. 


Oliver
looked back and smiled, then nodded.  "She said she was up late last
night writing a paper for Snape." 


"We
could pick him," one of the chasers said.  "I hear he used to
play." 


Oliver
coughed.  "He used to play chaser, I looked up his qualifications. 
He played his last two years of school and nothing since."  Flint
glared at him. "I wanted to know what qualifications he had to ref our
game and it wasn't like I could ask him.  The book was in the library if
you wanted to look through it." 


"Why
would I have to?  I trust my head." 


"True,
and I still trust mine now that she's recovered from dealing with your
year."  Draco coughed, trying to hide his amusement.  "Or
their year," he added for good measure,  he knew McGonagall had
nearly been driven to drink by the Potter/Weasley/Granger trio and their fight
against Malfoy.  "Just remember, you can't ask Potter either, he's
still listed as a pro player too." 


Flint
swore under his breath and looked at his team.  He looked at Madam
Rosemerta.  "It's not fair that they've got extra players.  All
spots should be filled before that's allowed.  I know for a fact that two
teams don't have enough players." 


"They've
formed into one team," George said as he joined them. "Are we playing
or not?  Some of us would rather be doing more enjoyable things right now
than waiting."  He glanced back, then smiled.  "My husband
needs a good and proper snogging to calm him down for this afternoon's game
watching.  He's being bouncy again." 


Madam
Rosemerta broke out in loud, nearly violent hysterical laughter.  "Is
that what's wrong with him some nights then?"  George nodded. 
"I'll have to remember that when you two start in the bar
again."  She looked around, even some of the crowd that had heard was
laughing.  "We can hold off the game for ten more minutes if you need
it." 


"He
won't be able to play," Oliver told her. 


"Why? 
Does it hurt when he takes it?" Flint asked sarcastically. 


"No,
he routinely wears me out," George admitted.  "He's the best
cure for insomnia ever invented.  Just ask our lovely ladies." 


"Speaking
of which, isn't that Johnson?" Draco asked, pointing. 


"Oh,
it is."  George zipped down, grabbing her for a hug.  "You
came!  You made us so happy!  Even if they are trying to break rules
again!  Come on, we'll go wait with the family."  He smiled and
waved at the little girl.  "Would you like to come talk with us as
well?  We have treats, normal ones and pranks."  The girl smiled
shyly at him.  "Come along then."  He grabbed Angela and
hoisted her up in front of him, then grabbed her daughter and her bags, taking
her over to where everyone else was waiting.  "Look who the adopted
son spotted." 


"Gee,
he can see something that's not gold and shiny?" Katie teased. 


"That
and our sister," George told her, carefully letting everything down onto
the roof. "Welcome to  our insanity.  Xander, this is Angelina,
the other third of our wonderful women."  He smiled at the little
girl, who was staring at Mellie.  "That's Harry's youngest
daughter." 


"I
heard one of them went bad," Angelina said quietly. 


"No,
that's her older sister.  She's a fifth year in Slytherin," Fred
assured her.  "Mellie, wake up, sweetheart." 


Mellie
yawned like a young lion cub and stretched.  "Hi.  Who're
you?" she asked the little girl as she sat up.  "I'm Mellie
Potter." 


"You're
Harry's little girl?" the little girl asked, smiling at her. "I watch
him play a lot." 


"Yup,
I'm his youngest child."  Mellie shook her hand.  "What's
your name?" 


"Katie."



"Awww,"
Katie said, smiling at her friend.  "You usually call her Alicia
around me." 


"She's
Katie Alicia," Angelina admitted, starting to smile.  She looked at
the building beneath them and then at the twins, who were grinning. 
"When you said a cave, I thought you were kidding." 


"Nope,
my husband built it for us," George told her, pointing at where Xander was
checking Oliver's shoulder for him.  "Oliver, get off my
husband." 


"He's
groping me, not the other way around," Oliver said patiently.  He
smiled at Angelina.  "Welcome to the insanity.  You'll be
assimilated soon too."  Xander finished adjusting his sling and let
him go so he came over and hugged her. 


"Wow,"
little Katie whispered, pointing at him for Mellie's benefit. "Is that
Oliver Wood?" 


Mellie
nodded.  "Yup.  That's Uncle Oliver.  He lives in our old
house now.  Daddy said he needed the quiet more."  She giggled
with the girl.  "Uncle Oliver, this is Katie Alicia.  I'm sure
she'll be playing some day." 


"Not
if her father has any say," Angelina said dryly.  Everyone else
laughed. "He's serious.  We had a major fight over me teaching her
how to fly.  He hates flying." 


"Pfft,"
Alicia snorted.  "She has to learn, all of us do once we're at
school."  Angelina shook her head but Alicia nodded.  "Even
the blind witch they had starting a few years back had to learn." 


"Andrea
has a voice guided broom, it's very special," Ron told them.  "I
helped her find it."  He shook Angelina's hand.  "Don't
know if you remember me, I'm the tortured younger brother."  She
chuckled.  "If you want, I'll sit out and let you play with the girls
today.  Hey, Oliver, let the arsehole play.  It's not like he plays
very well.  Harry and Draco both beat him every time they run against
him.  Hell, even Percy could fly circles around him." 


Oliver
smiled.  "If we do that, the game won't be legal and you'll be a game
short for the championship." 


"I'm
not giving up the Xander-at-my-beck-and-call prize for anything," Katie
told Ron.  "But if you want to switch with her, we'll let you. 
You can go play in the shop or something." 


Ron
shrugged.  "I thought she might like it.  She can even use my
broom if she wants." 


"You
let people use your broom?" Angelina asked, sounding like she was
shocked.  No *good* player let anyone use their broom, especially not a
specially made one like a Venagen.  "Didn't Harry teach you
anything?" 


"Love,
I used to make brooms," Ron told her.  "I'll know if you do
something to it."  He grinned.  "All up to you of
course." 


"Flint's
back up and ranting," Oliver warned.  "Be ready, he's trying to
take away our alternates." 


"He
can fly without the broom," Xander said sweetly.  "Don't you
guys have orthodontists?" 


Everyone
cracked up laughing.  "George asked the same thing," Katie
gasped. 


"The
boy is a complete and utter tool," Alicia agreed.  "Tried to
menace me once by threatening to have some of his boys attack me one
night.  I reminded him that they'd have to catch me and they weren't fast
enough to catch me on the ground or in the air."  She tightened her
ponytail.  "Mellie, have I told you that your hair is very cute
today?" 


She
beamed.  "The girls did mine after they did Ronnie's.  Ana is
*excellent* at doing hair.  She's going to make a good mommy some
day." 


"Yes
she will," Fred agreed.  "What's their problem anyway?" 


"Their
seeker is a pro," Oliver told him.  "Angelina, what do you
say?  One for old times sake?"  She smiled at him. 
"Unfortunately, I have to ref, but our keeper is good and our alternate is
good enough." 


She
laughed.  "If I must."  She took Ron's broom.  "I
don't have a uniform." 


"Hell,
I've got an extra," Ron told her.  "Come on."  He led
her down into the shop through the new catwalk Xander had installed last
night.  "Mellie, do you need yours hemmed?" 


"Just
the sleeves," she told him, holding out her arms.  They were a little
too long.  Katie and Alicia pulled her aside, teaching her the hemming
charm. 


Oliver
flew back up and over to Flint's side again. "Do you have news or
not?  If not, they're willing to take your surrender." 


"We've
got one coming.  Curmantz has agreed," he said darkly. 


"Really?"
Oliver said, looking down at him. "Isn't he retired due to injuries?"



"He
can still beat that little girl," he said smugly. 


"If
you say so.  I think Mellie Potter's more than good enough
though."  Flint's jaw tightened.  "You didn't read the
program?"  He flew off to talk to the other ref.  It was going
to be a bloody game, it was a good thing that Madam Pomfrey was down there
already. 


***



Ravena
and Ron moved around each other, looking in the same direction.  They
could feel a snitch close by.  They knew it was coming back to them. 
All they had to do was spot it and catch it.  Ravena smirked as she saw it
glinting in the air, heading off at top speed for it before it could move
farther into the pitch.  Ron was a few seconds behind her.  So was
the bludger that the second beater on Gryffindor's team sent at her.  She
reached out and grabbed it just as the bludger hit her, knocking her out. 


"Ravena!"
Ron yelled, catching her and the escaping snitch.  "Medics!" he
called.  Oliver blew the whistle.  He looked at Iggy, who nodded at
him to do the right thing. "She had it, I caught it when it fell from her
hand," he told Oliver as they floated down, letting the ref take his
darkling from him.  The other players landed as Ravena was laid onto the
ground. 


Iggy
walked over and knelt down to check her over.  "Head injury, a small
concussion.  We have the medicine back in our changing room," he
announced.  Oliver nodded.  "Is it over with?" 


"I
need a second opinion," Oliver said, looking at the snitch in his
hand.  It had some blood on it so he wiped it off with his thumb. 
"It's not ours!" he said in disbelief.  "I don't bloody
well believe it.  Headmaster!"  Dumbledore came running and he
presented it to him. "It's not ours." 


"Mine
is locked in a box in my locker," Ron said quickly.  "So is
Ravena's since I had both of them.  You can check, sir." 


Dumbledore
looked at the peculiar carvings.  "Ron, what did yours have on
it?" 


"Gryffindor
lions.  Ravena's has swirly designs from the hammering because she didn't
want to hurt it by engraving it."  He knelt beside Iggy, picking
Ravena's head up to put it into his lap.  "Is she going to be all
right?" 


"I'd
like to know that as well," Draco announced.  "What
happened?" 


"Bludger
to the back of the head," Iggy told them both.  "Headmaster,
I'll need her to go to our dressing room.  I have my medicine case in
there." 


"Fine,
Ignatius.  Take her and all the involved parties."  He smiled as
Ravena was gently lifted by her boyfriend, and taken by her father. 
"Oliver, is this even one of our snitches?" 


"No,
it's the towns!" he said in disgust.  He sighed and waved the
announcer down.  "The game's not ended, it's not our snitch." 


The
announcer waved for attention and everyone looked down at them.  "The
referee has an announcement."  He handed his wand to Oliver. 


"This
snitch is not the school's," he said, holding it up.  "I declare
a miscatch and the game will resume once all players are on the
field."  The crowd gasped, then booing started.  "It's not
ours, people, and half of both teams are in the dressing room for medical
reasons.  Get over it and wait for twenty minutes."  That
settled them.  "Headmaster, with your permission, take over my duties
until I can come back, I'm going to deliver the snitch to that ill-timed game
in town."  Dumbledore smiled and nodded.  "Mellie's going
to love this story," he told himself as he remounted his broom and took
off for the town.  He blew his official whistle, calling a time out as
soon as he came within range.  Both teams came to a halt and looked at him
so he held up the snitch.  "Ravena caught her," he said with a
smile. Flint groaned.  "Re-release is the proper course of
action," he told Madam Rosemerta. 


"Is
she all right?  You're bloody," George asked, flying closer. 


"Simone's
fellow chaser hit her in the head with a bludger.  Your son's treating
her.  Please send ours back up if she should appear down here." 
Mellie laughed.  "You think I'm kidding?  She caught it, got
knocked out, and Ron caught her."  The waiting crowd gasped, then
started to talk.  "So our game is still ongoing." 


"We've
already got a bludger from you guys," Fred said dryly, pointing at where
Harry was sitting on it.  "Did you need it back?" 


"Please,"
Oliver said with some disgust.  "No more simultaneous games,
please."  He accepted the bludger and headed back to the school,
handing it to the Headmaster before going to check on the children. 
"How is she?" he asked as he walked in.  He noticed both
snitches hovering around her.  "I gave them back theirs.  Yours
are to remain in your lockers," he told Little Ron, who looked about ready
to cry. "Not all the time, kid," he said, giving him an affectionate
pat.  "Your dad's probably on the way up, he was in town watching
your sister play." 


"I
know.  She's not okay yet." 


"She'll
be fine," Iggy said patiently, then he looked at Draco.  "Both
of you leave."  Draco opened his mouth.  "Now, or I'm going
to sedate you.  You're upsetting yourself, the baby, and
Ronnie."  Draco nodded and took the boy outside to wait. 
"You too, Oliver." 


"Will
she be fine?  Madam Pomfrey's in town."  The door slammed open
and Snape walked in.  "What're you doing in here?" 


"I
have the rest of the anti-swelling potion," Snape told him, handing it
over, watching as it was carefully mixed with the other and poured down the
girl's throat.  "Give her ten more minutes to regain consciousness
and another twenty to be fit to be checked for further playing."  A
loud roar went up and they looked toward the door. 


"Either
Harry's just come up or there's been a snitch sighting," Simone noted
dryly.  She was sitting on another bench.  "Iggy, want
privacy?" 


"Yeah,
go keep Ronnie calm," he agreed.  The rest of both teams wandered
out. "You guys as well." 


"Fine." 
Snape looked down at him. "Don't even think about it, you're not good
enough yet," he said quietly, taking Oliver out with him.  Harry was
standing there, and so were two snitches, in his hand. 
"Ours?"  It was handed over.  "Is that the
town's?" 


"They've
called the game until yours is over with," Harry told him, handing it to
his son. "Do whatever you want with it for now."  He hurried
back inside and put it in with their two.  "Is she all right?"
he asked Oliver. 


"She's
got a concussion, possibly a small fracture," Snape told him.  Draco
moaned.  "Sit, now," he ordered. 


"You
don't need the stress," Harry agreed.  Draco glared at him. "If
it were my kid, I'd be pacing and snarling too, but you're presently more
delicate and can't have this stress." 


"I'm
fine," Draco ground out. 


"Accio
chair," Simone said, taking the direct course.  She slammed it onto
the ground behind him and Denver shoved him into it.  "Stay. 
Don't make me hurt you enough to force you onto bedrest.  You won't like
it."  She stormed away. 


"That's
her being worried," Denver explained to the shocked listeners. 
Simone turned the corner of the building and there was a crunching noise. 
"Don't break your knuckles," he called. 


"I'm
not," she snarled.  She hit the bulletin board again. 


Oliver
looked at Snape.  "What would he try to do?" 


"Heal
any fractures.  He's learning that this term but he's not experienced
enough to do so yet."  He looked back at the door. "I should
check on him.  He's too young to be unmonitored."  He looked at
Raena, who was coming down the stairs.  "What is he doing?" 


"Waking
her up.  He said he's almost done.  It's a very small fracture and
he's letting her decide  whether or not to continue playing.  She's
already whining at him about having caught the snitch.  She's being too
stubborn to listen to him about not finishing the game." 


"She
did and I'll let her teach me how to eat with chopsticks," Ron said
pitifully.  Strong arms hugged him.  "Thanks, daddy." 


"You're
welcome," Harry said, kissing him on the top of the head. "That's not
me though." 


Ron
looked up at who was holding him.  "Hi, Professor McGonagall,"
he said with a faint smile. "She'll be fine.  Iggy will make it all
better." 


"I'm
sure he will and she'll be fine.  Wood, what was that?" 


"The
town fun league is running a match today as well," Oliver reminded
her.  She grunted in annoyance.  "They thought they'd be done by
now.  The former Slytherins aren't that great.  It took forever for
their replacement seeker to get there though so it's running long.  Ravena
caught their snitch." 


"And
I caught her," Ron put in.  "Did I hurt her more?" he asked
Iggy as he came out. 


"She's
got a sprained neck from it, but she's fine," Iggy said, giving him a
smile.  "She's in the bathroom getting cleaned up.  She refused
to sit out this one." 


Wood
shrugged.  "I can't bench her without the head of her house's say
so." 


"I'll
talk to the girl," Snape said, moving that way. 


"I'll
do it," Draco corrected.  "She is my daughter."  He
walked in, tapping on the bathroom section to let her know he was there. 


"I'm
almost clean and I'm playing," she said, her head in one of the
sinks.  "We need better bathrooms in our changing area." 


"They're
just as horrible, but someone cleaned these recently," Draco said
quietly.  His daughter turned to look at him, her hair wet and parted in
the back so she could clean up the new dent.  "You don't have to
play. There is an alternate seeker." 


"It's
the principle," she told him, crossing her arms over her chest. She looked
so much like her mother in one of her stubborn moods.  "I am the main
seeker.  I am not hurt that bad.  I'm playing, father." 


"Ravena,
you nearly had your head taken off," he pointed out, moving over to hug
her. "No one would fault you.  You wouldn't be here.  You're
going to the hospital to repair any remaining damage." 


"I'm
fine," she protested, pushing away from him.  "I'm fine,
father.  I can see fine, my balance is a little off but Denver taught me
how to fly dizzy.  I can do this." 


"Not
unless you can convince me that this isn't your pride speaking," he said
gently.  She could be so prideful sometimes.  She got it from him of
course.  It didn't make him any more likely to let her play, but it did
mitigate his anger at her for being so stubborn.  "Young lady, you
are injured beyond what is acceptable.  You will come with me to the
hospital." 


"Daddy,
if this had been you and you were playing against Harry, wouldn't you
play?" 


"You
don't hate Ron with every bone in your body, there's a difference,
Ravena." 


"Yay! 
I might love Ron, but I have to prove that I'm good enough to move up the ranks
or I'll end up being a homemaker somewhere.  Or making brooms, which will
piss me off to no end.   I'm going to play, no matter what you say or
do.  Even if you disown me and tell me that I'm too stubborn to
love," she told him, lifting her chin, her eyes glistening with more than
pain. 


He
smiled at her.  "I could never not love you, daughter, but your
stubborn streak needs to end this time.  You have a few more years to
prove yourself, not that you should have to." 


"Women
hardly ever get to play," she pointed out, moving away from him again.
"If I want to play, I have to be tougher and faster than all the guys, and
I am.  I know I am." 


"It
doesn't mean that you have to play with a crack in your skull," he
reminded her, trying not to lose her temper. "You are not playing and we
will be going to the hospital together. You can either obey me, or I will get
Agatha and Shey to tell you the same thing and back it up with Snape.  I
will not have my daughter dying because of a shiny ball!" 


"Daddy,
calm down before you start to have contractions again," she told
him.  He glared at her.  "I don't want her to come out
now.  I haven't bought her a birth present yet."  She smiled at
him.  "You're not going to win.  Even if you carry me away from
the pitch right now, I will come back. I'm catching that bloody snitch no
matter what." 


He
crossed his arms and glared down at her.  "No, Ravena, you are not
putting your life in danger for a stupid fucking ball!" 


"My
goddess is wonderful, not just some shiny ball!" 


"I
can take yours away," he warned her.  She swallowed but
shrugged.  "You're willing to risk everything over a stupid
game?"  She nodded.  "How did you get this way!" he
demanded.  "Not even Potter's son is this fucking stupid! 
Ravena, you are not going back out there!  I forbid it.  Over my dead
body, young lady, do you understand?" 


"Iggy,
he's cramping again," she yelled.  Iggy came in and forced Draco to
sit down.  "Father, you've already lost.  I'll get checked out
after I've caught my goddess." 


Iggy
looked at her.  "If you play, you run the risk of getting brain
damage, Ravena.  You won't be able to play ever again."  She
glared at him.  "Hey, truth. A skull fracture and concussion is dangerous. 
You can't fly with one because you can die from the altitude change.  If
you make sharp and fast turns, it could burst some blood vessels.  You
could end up worse than a vegetable lying in a bed for the rest of your very
long life, trapped in your head because you can't interact with anyone or
anything.  Not even your snitch." 


"Won't
your medicine guard me against that?" she demanded. 


He
faced her down, his greater height letting him look down at her. 
"Some," he admitted.  "It won't protect you against further
damage, and it won't help your depth perception.  Hell, even if it wasn't
against us, I'd be trying to force you to stand down.  If Madam Pomfrey
were here, she'd be strapping you to a bed. If you get on a broom and go fast,
high, or make turns, you could die.  Is that what you want to do to your
father?"  Draco patted him on the back.  "Think about what
will happen to him if he loses one of you to something so stupid as a
game!" 


"I..." 
She shook her head.  "I have to prove myself." 


"Ravena,
you proved yourself last year!" Iggy said in exasperation.  "You
and Ron did something that's only happened *twice* before! *TWICE*.  And
that was in the pro leagues, not at the school!  This stupid fucking pride
of yours is getting out of hand and I'm about ready to turn you over my knee
and beat you until you see sense," he told her coldly.  "You are
not playing.  I don't care if you have to fly to get away from something,
you can hide.  You are not getting on a broom again today, and not until
you have clearance medically, which I won't give you.  If you try, I can
have Oliver force you to land as the only medic around."  She looked
hurt so he grabbed her and hugged her.  "We almost lost you, little
darkling," he whispered against her hair.  "You nearly died out
there.  If Ronnie hadn't caught you, you'd be part of the
pitch."  She started to sniffle.  "None of us had our wands
and we were all too far away.  We nearly lost you and now you're going to
do something that assures it.  I'm not letting you die for a game,
Ravena.  Not a chance in any sort of hell.  Not with what it would do
to the family and not with what it would do to me personally."  She
started to cry.  "It's hard and I know why you want to play, but not
this game.  Next game.  I'll check you over myself, darkling, and
make sure that you're fine before I let you practice.  Not that you need
it."  She nodded.  "No, you don't." 


"Ronnie's
faster." 


"He's
also a year older," Draco reminded her, pulling his daughter over to hold
her.  He had blocked out how close he had been to losing her. 
"You will not play and you will let me get you checked over by someone who
has more experience than your cousin, Ravena.  You may play again another
game.  There will be more times to beat Ron's arse into the ground." 


Iggy
patted her on the back.  "He's so worried he's clinging to
anyone.  He thought he had hurt you more when he caught you.  I'll
bring him down to cuddle you later.  For right now, I want your father to
take you to the hospital.  The rest of us will join you there tonight,
then we're all taking potions so we don't have nightmares about you
dying."  She wiped her eyes and stared at him.  "I'm
serious.  Your head is that bad.  I was wary about letting you go
before because I didn't think I could stop you, but Professor Snape said he'd
back me up.  He can ground you as well and Uncle Oliver said I have the
final word because I'm the only healer around here.  You're going to the
hospital.  You're going to let the professionals help you, and we'll come
make you feel better tonight.  Besides, Simone's already beaten up the guy
who sent the bludger at you."  She smiled at that.  "Come
on, the both of you."  He helped Draco up and put a hand on his
stomach, but it was knocked away.  "Keep it up," he said,
staring his uncle down.  "You're in early labor and you're
going." 


"Daddy,
please," Ravena said, grabbing his hand. "The baby will be hurt if
you don't go.  I'll even go with you." 


Iggy
smiled at him. "See?"  Draco nodded and Iggy did what he had to so
the baby was stabilized a bit more.  "You're both going even if I
have to put in a permanent thumbtack in at the hospital.  I can even get
Daddy up here to escort you if necessary." 


"I'll
go with them," Snape said from the doorway.  "Is she
going?" 


"They're
*both* to go," Iggy told him.  "Draco's in early labor and
Ravena's finally seen sense." 


"Daddy,
I didn't mean to hurt you that way," she told him, giving him a hurt look.



"It
was the fright," he assured her.  "Never do either of those
again." 


"Yes,
father."  She leaned against her side.  "We're ready."



"Excellent. 
How are you getting there?" Snape asked. 


"I
need a placement," Iggy told him.  "I can probably teleport
them, but portkey isn't advisable in either situation and neither is the floo. 
Speed and dizziness isn't what they need at the moment." 


"I'll
pop over if you want," Simone offered from the doorway. 


Iggy
shook his head.  "There's too many people there, I need a shiny
marker that I can pop at.  Get Aunty Tara to head there.  We'll go
from outside so we don't have to factor in the building."  She nodded
and ran off.  "Professor Snape, please support Professor Malfoy
outside."  Snape took Draco and led him off, Iggy and Ravena behind
him.  "Thank you, darkling." 


"I
just want to play," she assured him. 


"I
know you do, sweetheart, but you can't," Ronnie said as soon as they
walked out.  "It would kill all of us to lose you."  The
snitches in his hands fluttered up and came to her.  "Please, don't
finish this game.  I'm begging.  I'll do anything.  Just don't
die." 


Ravena
grabbed him and hugged him.  "I won't die on you," she
promised.  "We Malfoys have hard heads and the Weasley side has an
even harder one," she whispered against his ear.   Iggy tapped
her on the shoulder and she let him go.  "Catch it for me?" 


"Sure,"
he agreed, giving her a teary smile. "I want to hear from you
tonight." 


"I'll
be taking you with me tonight," Iggy assured him.  "Grab
on."  He searched for Tara and smiled, finding the brilliant white
light.  He took both of them with him, but ended up in a convent.  At
least he was in London. 


"This
doesn't look like the hospital," Draco pointed out, smiling slightly. It
wasn't often that Iggy messed up, but when he did, he did it with style. 


"Sorry,
I was looking for a pure white light," Iggy said, shrugging at the nun
sitting at the desk in front of them.  "Sorry to barge in, we'll be
leaving."  The man looked at him, then smiled and waved. 
"Hi. Sorry and all that."  He searched again and found Tara's
personal signature this time, heading for it.  He grabbed Ravena as she
fell, cushioning her. "Nurse!" he screamed.  Someone come
running.  "He's in early labor and she just took a bludger to the
back of the head.  I gave her the anti-swelling and the anti-concussion formula
together.  She's got a minor fracture and we just teleported,
twice."  He let them take her, and Draco was rushed away.  He
scrubbed at the blood on his hands. 


"Twice?"
Tara asked. 


He
looked at her.  "I was looking for your shiny spot and found a nun
and a middle-aged priest," he admitted.  An auror came running.
"What now?" he demanded, in a truly foul mood. 


"You
found a what?" he asked angrily. 


"Oh,
shut up," Tara snapped.  "Finding someone in the flood isn't
easy.  He's lucky he saw me at all."  The auror took a step
back.  "Go find one of the Mysteries people, now."  He
backed up another step. 


"Actually,
I think one of them knew about it.  He had this mark, here," he said,
touching the back of his neck.  "Looked familiar, like a Gryffindor
crest actually.  The nun, I'm not so sure about."  He was
motioned at so walked over.  "Yeah?" 


"What's
wrong with the father?" she asked.  "We can't feel
anything." 


"His
daughter nearly falling from half a mile up caused him to have a few
contractions.  I sent some energy into the shield to even out the cramping
he was doing.  It felt like early contractions to me."  She
nodded for him to go on. "He's had some tension crampings before now, but
nothing that felt like labor." 


"Did
you have your wand?"  He held his arms out, showing off his uniform.
"Oh, dear.  Sorry."  She smiled at him.  "Come
remove the shield fully and we'll see what's going on.  The doctor can't
feel the baby right now." 


"She's
the next guardian," Iggy pointed out, following her.  "Hey, Doc. 
I added some energy to his shields to try and prevent more early labor." 


"That's
the right thing to do, Ignatius, but I can't feel the baby." 


"That's
not a problem."  He gently stripped off the energy he had put around
her to cushion her, then stepped back.  "I'm not subtle enough to
remove the rest of it." 


"I
am," he said with a smile. "Very good job.  Did she really want
to play with that injury?" 


"She
wants to play pro and girls hardly ever get in," Iggy reminded him. 
"She has to prove herself to be better than the boys.  We eventually
reminded her that she nearly died, and then we pointed out what would happen to
the family if she did die.  That's when I felt the first labor
contraction." 


"I
was trying to ignore how high up she was," Draco admitted quietly, looking
down at his stomach.  "I couldn't even see her without glasses. 
She was a small blur." 


"Who
caught her?" the doctor asked as he worked to remove the rest of the
shields. 


"That's
what I felt," Iggy announced when another tremor went through his uncle's
body. 


"That
is early labor.  You show a definite affinity for this part of life,"
the doctor praised.  "Are you becoming a healer?" 


"Like
you said, I have an affinity, but I'm excellent at potions. I'm specializing in
healing potions so I'm getting the training anyway," he said with a faint
smile.  "Do you need me?" 


"Check
on my daughter," Draco demanded. "I'm fine." 


"Yes,
Uncle Draco."  Iggy walked out and looked at a nurse.  "He
wants to know how his daughter is." 


"She's
presently berating the doctor."  Draco laughed from inside the
cubicle. "She's down this way."  She led him that way. 
"You really found a priest and a nun?" 


"Tara
shines so very brightly, so I was looking for that.  They're on the
outskirts of London.  I don't have a marker here." 


"Would
you like to put one down?" she asked.  He handed her a
thumbtack.  "Anyplace in particular?" 


"Somewhere
out of the way so we don't slam into anybody, but convenient for you," he
said with a smile.  "Thank you.  I keep meaning to put one
down." 


"Not
a problem, Ignatius.  We don't like to see you, but you're always very
contentious about telling us everything you've done.  We accept you as
some sort of EMT for us."  He laughed and walked in, giving his
whining cousin a hug.  "Here she is.  Should I tell her father
anything?" 


"I'm
fine," Ravena told her.  "They want to keep me, Iggy." 


"They'll
need to do some sculpting to make sure your skull isn't warped, darkling. 
It's got a huge dent and a small crack in it." 


She
rolled her eyes.  "Can't I go back to the infirmary at the school and
recuperate after they get done?" 


"I
can allow that," the doctor agreed, looking at the boy holding the
girl.  "Who are you?" 


Iggy
looked at him. "The person saving your sanity," he said dryly, then
held out his hand.  "Ignatius Harris-Weasley.  I'm the one who
administered the potions to her since Madam Pomfrey was in town at the
simultaneous game and they tend to get hurt worse." 


"Did
you know how strong you made it?" 


Iggy
snorted.  "You'd rather I had made it too weak and watched her
hemorrhage?" 


The
doctor grimaced.  "No, I guess it was the best you could do." 


"Considering
we were in the changing rooms and I was lucky I had any made at all, yeah, it
was," Iggy assured him.  "She's living.  Even though she
fell from so high up even the chasers couldn't see more than a green and red
speck of the two seekers.  She's damn lucky Ron was there to catch her
too.  We were so far away..."  His stomach churned and he
blindly sought a bucket, throwing up into it. 


"At
least it happened now," the nurse said, smiling at the girl. 
"You are not only stunning on the field, young lady, but very lucky your
family is so good." 


She
nodded, but grimaced at Iggy.  "Can we finish this so I can check on
my father?  He was in early labor." 


"Your
father's pregnant?" the doctor asked, pulling back out his penlight. 
"Look up for me.  The damage must be more extensive than I
thought." 


"No,
her father's pregnant," Iggy said between heaves. 


"Iggy,
that's gross," Ravena told him. "You're going to make me sick." 


"Absolutely
not, young lady.  No violent actions." 


"Then
I'd step away from me," she told him and he stepped back. 
"Iggy, are you all right?" 


"I'm
fine," he assured her.  He rinsed his mouth out and lifted out the
bag, tying it off and dropping it into the second one the nurse was holding
out.  "Sorry, but it just registered how close she came to
dying."  He gave her a hug.  "I'll spring your father,
little one."  She smiled at him. "You behave.  Not everyone
can be as brilliant as I am."  He walked out, taking a moment to take
a deep breath. 


Tara
gave him a hug as soon as he came close enough.  "Threw up?" she
asked.  He nodded, resting against her shoulder. "It happens to the
best of us, even your father," she soothed.  "How is she?" 


"Still
defiant, but I think we broke through the defiance wall."  He looked
over as someone screamed in Draco's cubicle.  "Sounds like someone
got a shot." 


"I'll
make sure he can come back tonight as well," she said, letting him
go.  "Do you want to finish the game?  I called back there and
Albus said the game was still halted while waiting on word." 


He
shook his head.  "This is one of those moments when I think I need a
drink.  As the commercials say, it's Miller time," he told her,
heading for the floo.  He went right to the Leaky Cauldron and sat at the
bar.  "Tom, can you please break the rules and hand me something to
knock my ass out?" he begged. 


"I
heard," he said, handing over a mirky brown drink.  "Your dad
said you'd need it.  It's low alcohol but it'll knock you out since you're
a novice drinker.  He said he'd take all the heat but he knew how stressed
you got about someone nearly dying on you." 


Iggy
gulped it.  "It tastes like chocolate coffee and milk."  He
blinked a few times, then put his head down on the bar.  "Ravena
wanted to play." 


"Why?"



He
looked up.  "Because she wants to go pro and thinks she has to prove
herself." 


"With
her ability, they'd better bloody well accept her!" Tom said,
outraged.  "Merlin, I'll talk to one of the guys myself when he comes
in next about having him talk to her.  Get some sense into that dark
little head of hers." 


Iggy
smiled at him.  "Thanks, Tom.  I stopped shaking." 


"I
know, kid.  It's the way of these things.  As your mentor told
someone the other day, that's why you're a potion's whiz and not a
healer.  She was screaming fit to be tied and all, and he told her off for
ya.  Want me to call you someone?" 


"Please. 
Someone calm if possible.  I don't need to do more than break down and
shake for a bit.  I already threw up breakfast."  He put his
head back down on his arms on the bartop.  "Thank you, Tom.  How
much do I owe you?" 


"You
saved a future World Cup player.  I'll forgive it this time." 
He smiled as the boy slowly relaxed and eventually fell asleep.  He walked
over to the floo and called the calmest member of the family, getting Percy to
help the poor boy back to the school. 


***



Ravena
woke up in the school infirmary, with her father snoring in the bed next to
her, and shifted.  She had to get up and go to the bathroom.  She
slid the covers off her and moved, but the nurse was there and tucking her back
in.  "I have to go to the loo," she protested. 


"Then
I'll help you.  You are not to move without help for the next week, young
lady," she said, hurrying her into the bathroom so she could go back to
bed sooner.  "I don't know what got into your head when it was
cracked, but throwing that fit didn't help you any, let me tell you.  I
won't tolerate it and I yelled at your cousin for letting it go on so
long." 


She
touched the nurse's arm.  "He threw up, Madam Pomfrey.  Don't
yell at him.  I'm a stubborn creature, I get it from my mum." 
The nurse pursed her lips together, but it looked like she was trying not to
smile.  "I'm sorry I got Iggy in trouble." 


"He's
not in real trouble," she assured the girl as she helped her back to
bed.  "Now you stay there or else," she chastised. 
"You'll have visitors as soon as I send word down."  She fluffed
the girl's bound hair back some and then went to inform the family that she was
awake and complaining.  It was a good sign from her. 


Agatha
made it in first.  "How dare you pull such stupid shit and endanger
the team!" she yelled. 


"Potter,
I can take your voice," Pomfrey told her.  She was still very pissed
at that girl for what she had done to that boy.  "You will not swear
in here, and you will modulate your tone to a more reasonable register." 


"Yes,
Madam Pomfrey," Agatha said, glaring at her once she was gone.  She
walked over to the bed.  "You nearly died.  Are you happier
now?" 


"I
had to prove myself, Aggie, you *know* that." 


"I
know, kid, that's why I'm not kicking your ass," Agatha told her, staring
her down.  "Next time, listen to Iggy.  He's smart, he knows
when you shouldn't play.  Hell, even your father knew you shouldn't play
and he's a blond." 


"Yes,
a brilliant one," Denver said as he walked in.  He hugged his little
sister so hard she squeaked.  "I'll kill you if you try to act up
that way again," he said against her ear.  "You may be the force
of stubbornness, but I won't allow you to hurt yourself."  He pulled
back.  "Next time you even get a sprain and fight about it, I'm going
to knock you out and tie you to the bed." 


"You?"
Ravena snorted. 


"Okay,
Simone," he conceded.  "But I'll help and will be tying the
knots." 


"Who
won?" Ravena asked him. 


"We
did, your second string seeker sucks badly, sister dear."  He slid up
onto her bed and smiled at her.  "Ron wanted to give your house half
the points and was very disappointed when he found out he couldn't do
that.  It still wouldn't have saved you though."  He
shrugged.  "We'll see about next year." 


Simone
and Iggy walked in together and hugged her.  They were rudely shoved aside
by Ron and Mellie.  Ron climbed up and hugged her so tightly she couldn't
breathe and Mellie grinned at his sappiness.  "I caught the
snitch," Mellie announced. "Daddy was even there to see it." 


Ron
nodded, snuggling in once he had to relax his hold.  "She was great,
all the uncles said so," he said against her neck.  "Never scare
me like that again, Ravena.  I'll even give up playing with any snitch if
you'll promise to never do it again." 


"Aww,"
Simone said, grinning at them.  "You two are cute." 


"Then
you won't beat me up for thinking she's as pretty as the Golden Goddess?"
Ron asked hopefully. 


"As
long as daddy doesn't mind," she said with a shrug.  She pinched her
sister's arm. "Don't do that again, I'll hurt you next time once you're
better to teach you a lesson." 


"I
love you too, Simone," Ravena said with a smile.  "Iggy, I'm
sorry you got in trouble." 


"Trouble,"
he snorted.  "You have no idea what sort of yelling I got since
yesterday."  He leaned down and kissed her on the shoulder. 
"I'm now officially listed at St. Mungo's as a healing potions master in
training.  The doctor who treated you bitched long and hard to his boss,
who complained to his, who went further up the chain all the way to the
Under-Minister of Magic, who yelled at Snape and Pomfrey."  He grinned. 
"I'm now legal to treat anyone who needs it, as long as it's within my
certified range and they keep my records up to date."  He crossed his
arms.  "Then your mother got me. *Both* my fathers had to pull Aunt
Ginny off me, along with Grandfather, who reminded her that I had saved your
life.  So she cried on me while berating me for not taking you immediately
to the hospital." 


"You
probably should have," Simone agreed. 


"She
wasn't stable enough to move and I got her there as soon as possible.  The
Emergency Room doctors agreed I did the best I could and in a timely
manner.  They actually congratulated me for waiting to puke as
well."  He looked down at Ravena again.  "So, not only have
I gotten yelled at by your mother, both Grandparents once she was calmed down,
and both of my mentors along with Uncle Percy's direct boss, I got in trouble
for going to have a drink, which made Daddy yell at people and Uncle Percy yell
at people, and then he yelled at me for heading for that crutch
immediately.  Uncle Harry laid out *exactly* what happened so I got out of
that one with an admonishment to not go there again.  Other than that,
I've spent the last day filling out forms.  Missing our target
forms.  Teleporting into the hospital form.  Forms to allow my thumbtack
and moving it to a better placement.  Forms on how I got you two there at
all.  That one was short.  I put gryphon-born on it and handed it
back.  They looked at me funny, but someone apparently saved my butt from
more forms.  Then they went after Raena.  She's still filling out
forms so she'll be seeing you tomorrow." 


Ravena
looked at her oldest sister.  "How long was I out?" 


"Two
days," she told her.  "Ana'd be here, but she was handling
mum.  Mum's been sleeping down at the shop on Iggy's bed." 


"Hopefully
they changed it," Iggy noted.  The kids giggled.  "Ravena,
all the wrist cramps are more than worth it because you're both okay.  But
if you *ever* argue with me again about being able to play with an injury, I'm
going to lose my temper and make you sorry.  Do you understand?" 


She
nodded.  "I'm sorry I argued with you, Iggy.  I won't do it
again.  Probably."  He rolled his eyes.  "Do you know
one of the nurses in the Emergency Room thought Darkling was my middle
name?" 


Simone
snorted, leaning against the foot of the bed. "I'm not surprised. 
Mum said that one of them looked at her like she was the evil bitch queen of
death and asked why she was bothering her." 


"I
think it's a neat nickname," Ronnie supported.  "Salazar gave
her the perfect nickname.  She is a beautiful young woman, even if she is
a little dark now and then.  The perfect dark darling."  He
snuggled back in.  "Your father said he'd get us Chinese food so you
could teach me how to eat with sticks." 


Ravena
laughed.  "I told you I'd catch the snitch first."  He gave
her another squeeze.  "Ronnie, breathing is good," she gasped. 


"Get
off her bed," Madam Pomfrey snapped. 


Iggy
looked at her.  "Good luck.  I doubt anyone's going to be moving
him anytime soon."  He walked over and laid a hand on Draco's stomach. 
"Strong, normal, little warping toward the weak side." 


"Is
he okay?" Ravena asked. 


"He's
fine, dear, just a little weak after they stopped his labor.  He needs
rest as much as you do."  He looked over as more people walked in.
"Hi, Uncle Ron." 


Ron
waved at him, then grabbed Ravena and hugged her as hard as he could. 
"You're all right," he whispered.  "You scared me,
Ravena.  Nearly made me as sick as Percy." 


"I'm
fine," she agreed, looking over his shoulder at her sister, who smiled and
left them alone.  "I've been okay, Uncle Ron." 


"Darkling,
they tried to wake you up yesterday," Ronnie said, stealing her
back.  "Mine, find your own wonderful woman who understands your
basic nature." 


Ron
smiled at his namesake.  "You're a pile of mush today, but I guess
it's understandable.  Her mum's on her way up." 


Ronnie
held on tighter, but didn't squeeze. He had gotten thrown out last night for
unrelenting squeezing.  "She's moving me over her dead
body."  His uncle laughed and pulled a stool over to sit near
them.  "Did Mellie really catch the snitch?" 


"Yup,
she really did. We were ahead by twenty and she caught it right beside the
other team's goals.  The other seeker was very appreciative.  Said
she was as good as you were, and that the bloodline obviously hadn't been
weakened by your mother."  Ronnie grinned at that.  "He
said he wants to watch her play so you two can take some time off now and then
if you would to give her the experience." 


"She
can play with you guys," Ronnie said with a smile.  Ravena nodded
slowly and he stopped her head but tipping back up her chin.  "Don't
do that, you'll hurt your neck more." 


"I
feel fine," she said patiently. 


"That's
because Iggy made you a super pain potion and fed it to you before you woke
up," Ron told her.  He flinched as the door slammed open. 
"I think that would be your mum.  Want me to leave?" 


"Yes,"
Ginny said icily, "and take the brat with you." 


"No,"
Ravena said at the same time.  She glared at her mother.  "Fuck
you.  Where were you for my games?"  She shifted and hugged
Ronnie.  "He's helping my head feel better and giving me highlights
from the rest of the game, and from his sister's.  Go bug father." 


"He's
not allowed to have the stress," Ron told her gently.  "He's
having nightmares through the sleeping potion.  We're under orders to
leave him alone and they put up a silencing charm around his bed.  The
only one who's allowed over there is me, your sister Simone, and Xander. 
We seem to calm them down.  We'll let you cuddle with him later," he
said with a faint smile.  Then he looked up at his sister.  She was
scowling.  "No one told you?" 


"No,
I heard," she spat.  "Go away, Ron.  I want to talk to my
daughter." 


"Mother,
I want him to stay so you can't say mean things," Ravena told her plainly. 
"If he's here, you can't throw a real fit and you can't scream nasty
things at me.  Accept it."  She stared at her mother, and
noticed the shock.  "I accept what happened, and the possible
consequences of the game I play.  Seekers are the most often harmed, but I
am a seeker and no matter how many times you yell, I'm staying a seeker." 


"You're
never playing again," Ginny told her, glaring ice at Ronnie. 
"You, get off my daughter.  You're related." 


"Uncle
Harry's not really my uncle, Mum, even I know he's only sort of adopted into
the family."  Ravena sat up with some help, and groaned, holding her
neck.  "I'm not giving up anything because of this.  Simone
didn't give up when she ripped up her wrist and her back, I'm not giving up
because I nearly got my head caved in.  I'm fine.  If you'd like to
hug me and make sure of it, I'd really like that." 


Ginny
leaned down and gave her a hug.  "I know you're fine, but you're also
in further danger for as long as you continue this stupid crusade." 


Ravena
got free.  "Mum, blow yourself up.  I like playing, it makes me
happy.  Happier than even bra shopping sort of happy.  Happier than
Simone when she's playing with her beasts happy.  I'm not going to
quit." 


"I'll
tell the Headmaster that you're not allowed to play," Ginny warned. 


"She
doesn't need parental permission," Ron pointed out.  She glared at
him.  "Ginny, it happens.  Harry got hurt as well.  She's
*fine*, but the more you complain the further away you're pushing her.  Be
happy that Iggy had the potion made up already." 


"The
fact that he did scares me!" she shouted.  "All right?  I'm
scared my daughter will die next time, are you happy now?" 


"No,"
Ron said, pulling her over for a hug.  "I'm just as scared for
her.  And for Ronnie, and Mellie, and even the rest of them.  But
they're no safer on the ground and they love to play.  Yelling and getting
hysterical won't help that." 


She
pulled back.  "How do you know?  Huh?  How can you sit
there and give me such bullshit advice." 


He
shrugged.  "Because I have a daughter who's a future slayer," he
told her.  She gasped and covered her mouth.  "I've already been
through this in my mind and had some help working through it.  You know as
well as I do that deaths during games are so rare these days it's an anomaly.  
The only thing that could have gone wrong was that Iggy didn't have the potion
and couldn't make it to the hospital.  He did have the potion and he did
take her as soon as she quit fighting him." 


"Why
didn't he take her immediately?" she demanded. 


The
school nurse cleared her throat.  "Moving her in the condition she
was in before she got the potions would have started seizures, and there's a
slim chance that teleporting will remove abnormal things from a person's body
during transit.  In this case, it would have been her brain. 
Ignatius did the right thing in stabilizing her.  He also fought with her
about going.  That is what I don't know why." 


"Because
you can't teleport another gryphon-born against their will," Draco
groaned.  He zapped the silence barrier.  "I heard
screaming." 


"Don't
you dare sit up," Madam Pomfrey ordered, bringing down the silencing
charm.  "Her mother's here." 


"I
saw."  The curtains between the bed were opened.  "Can I
see her?" 


Ron
carefully lifted Ravena up and carried her over, settling her in with her
father. "How's your head?" he asked him. 


"Fine. 
The headache's nearly gone, so is the itching."  He touched his
stomach, putting a hand over his daughter's.  "She's fine.  I
was woken by a kick to my solar plexus."  Ron smiled.  "You
can touch her later." 


"Sure. 
Ronnie, wanna get her something to read?" 


"Please,"
he agreed, hurrying away with his uncle. 


Ginny
walked over and looked at them.  "She won't give up playing." 


"Neither
would I," he agreed. 


"Yes,
but you're a willing adult." 


"And
she's more than smart enough to know all the risks and make her own
decisions.  This one injury is bad, but she hasn't been hurt before
now.  Most seekers get hit at least twice in a year, and sometimes as many
as twice in a game.  Ginny, this was a simple injury.  I'll work with
her." 


"Ronnie
will work with me too," Ravena said, stroking the large lump.  She
looked at her mother. "I'll play behind your back so I stay in practice,
mum.  I love playing quidditch and I'm not giving it up.  Go ask
Uncle Oliver how often things like this happen.  I'm probably the worst
injury in the school in fifty years." 


"Eight-seven,"
Draco corrected, smiling when she looked up at him.  "Short of a
killing curse, which was odd, you've had the worst injury in eighty-seven
years." 


"Did
they die?" Ginny asked. 


"That
was before the portkey's perfection," Draco told her.  "They had
to floo and his lower back had three broken vertebras.  They died on the
trip over."  Ginny shuddered. "And he was a keeper who got
knocked off.  Maybe you should thank Ron Potter for catching her instead
of snapping at him." 


"Someone
else would have." 


"Ginny,
the crowd wasn't fast enough to catch her without hurting her worse.  All
the kids were wandless due to the rules and too far away.  She was so high
up I couldn't see her, only a green dot.  He saved her and you just yelled
at him." 


"It's
all right," Ronnie said as he walked back in.  "I'm used to Aunt
Ginny's moods by now."  He handed over the new book he had gotten his
last weekend in town.  "Here, don't lose my place marker." 


She
smiled at the title, then at him.  "Thank you, Ronnie." 


"You're
welcome, Darkling."  He grinned at her as he noticed she was
relaxed.  "Iggy's going to try and convince the Headmaster to let him
sneak out for treats tonight.  Want some chocolate?" 


"Please. 
Maybe even some dipping chocolate for the remaining berries?" 


"Sure." 
He beamed at her.  "Can I have the grapes?" 


"The
grapes are mine," Draco told him, smiling over at him.  "Why
don't you lead Ginny over to the visiting room and I'll get her over there,
then we can talk.  All right?"  Ronnie nodded, starting to
blush.  "Madam Pomfrey?" 


"If
you wish," she sighed.  "She really should be in bed." 


"I'll
be in the big comfy chair," Ravena pointed out.  "It's like a
bed sitting up." 

  

"I know. I'm the one who picked it," Madam Pomfrey said as she picked
up the girl.  "You can rest with him later."  She took the
girl away. 


"Ginny,
if you yell at her about this or make demands, you will lose her," Draco
said gently.  She nodded and walked away. He settled himself onto the bed,
wiggling a little bit.  He noticed his belly wiggling and gave it a
disgusted look.  His daughter kicked him harder than she ever had. 
"Sorry," he told her, patting her gently.  She shifted against
his back and then settled down again.  Iggy came running in.
"What?" he asked worriedly. 


"I
felt her.  She's still active enough to reach out."   Madam
Pomfrey ran in behind him, with Snape right behind her.  "The baby
reached for me." 


"I'm
not getting shooting feelings up my spine at all," Draco told them,
starting to worry. 


"You
wouldn't be, she's not reaching out magically," Iggy told him, distracted
as he started to reweave the shield around the baby. 


"What
other way is there?" Draco demanded. 


Iggy
looked at him. "I felt her mind touch mine, Uncle.  It is a known
gift among us and a guardian would have to be able to touch the pure magic and
thought strings to do her job more easily.  She's reaching out that way."



Snape
stepped back and looked at the shield.  "That's nearly
impenetrable." 


"It
should be," Iggy assured him. "I talked to Helena earlier about what
to do if the baby started this, I thought I felt something last night but I
couldn't be sure."  He stepped back, moving the energy to a weak
spot.  "There, now nothing can get through it." 


"I
can't feel her," Draco told him 


Iggy
looked at him. "Trust me, she's fine.  We can weaken it in a few
days." 


"Is
she sharing his nightmares?" Madam Pomfrey asked, starting to wring her
hands. 


"No,"
Iggy assured her quickly, "she's bored.  Really, really
bored."  Draco gave him a cold look.  "I'm calling Helena
right now," he told him.  "And your doctor because he has to
know.  She's reaching out because she can feel the magical streams around
her and wants to play with the pretty colors."  Draco groaned. 
"Pain?" 


"Irritation,"
he said dryly.  "Go, call, now." 


"Yes,
sir."  Iggy hurried out, going to make the calls. 


Draco
looked at the other two.  "Have you heard of this?" 


Madam
Pomfrey nodded.  "It's listed in the books.  It's usually
considered the sign of a pure magic user."  She grimaced. 
"Most parents decide not to continue on because it's considered a defect
by those who don't understand." 


Snape
nodded.  "It is known about.  I've seen entries as
well.   Most of the parents have gotten told scary tales of evil
creatures who could touch the magic.  The guardians are usually more
subtle or they're born into a family that understands." 


"That
means that the child is normal, but I'm not?" Draco asked. 


"No,
this is normal for the child and for you," Snape assured him. 


Draco's
doctor walked in, smiling at him.  "I see Iggy put up another
shield.  What happened?" 


"The
baby's reaching for the pure magic around it," Helena said as she walked
in.  "It's common among us.  Nearly as common as your kind going
magically active." 


"Is
that because you have a greater feel for the deeper magics?" the doctor
asked.  He noticed Iggy peeking in. "Remove the shield." 


"I'm
trying to think happy but neutral thoughts," Iggy admitted. 
"She's been reaching for my mind.  And Denver's, but mostly
mine."  He walked in and lowered the shield, turning it so it was
like a comfortable blanket that could be pulled back up.  "How's
that?" 


"At
least I can feel her again," Draco told him.  "Go fidget in the
hallway."  Iggy nodded and left.  "And don't call your
fathers!" 


"Too
late," Iggy called back.  "Daddy already heard but he was
knocked out before he could make it out the door." 


"Fucking
bloody hell," Draco whined.  "Why me?"  He looked at
Snape.  "Why didn't one of the people with the sight foresee this and
warn me?" 


"Because
this child is too important to not be born," Helena assured him. 


"Did
I have to have it?" 


She
shook her head.  "Not at all.  It was a predetermined number,
not your line specifically.  There are two lines that it could have
happened in besides yours. They didn't get pregnant in time though." 
She laid her wand on his stomach and smiled. "Yes, you're a beautiful young
lady, but you can't do that," she said, looking down.  The baby
shifted. 


The
doctor looked at her like she was insane.  "You can *hear* the
baby?" 


"It's
more emotions.  She's been reading Anastasia's mind," Iggy called. 


"You
might as well come back in here," Madam Pomfrey snapped.  He slunk
back in and hid behind her. "It's emotions?"  He nodded. 
"Stand up and be yelled at.  You should be used to it by now." 


Iggy
peered around her. "It's like the baby's putting out warm and fuzzy
thoughts at the moment.  I'm happy, I'm comfy, I'm warm.  I
want..."  His face scrunched up. "Nuts."  He shrugged.
"It happens to us, that's why I made your shields so thick." 


"You
make them thick most of the time," Helena assured him.  "It's a
sign of inexperience.  We'll be curing that this summer." 


Draco's
doctor looked at him. "It's a good thing I am afraid of what you'd do to
me and respect you for it, otherwise I might have to start writing up a case
study or a book about all this." 


Draco
thumped his head on the bed.  "I'm fine.  She's
fine."  He felt something brush against his mind.  "Is that
her?" 


"No,
that's Melvin.  He's got actual thoughts and he's just checking in,"
Iggy assured him.  "Do you feel the warm, fuzzy feelings?" 


"I'm
not exactly familiar with those," Draco admitted. 


"Here,
touch me," Helena told him.  He did so and she let him see what she
was seeing.  "That's the baby." 


"That
'everything's all right with the world' feeling?" he asked.  She
nodded and he let go.  "Wonderful.  I had wondered why I was
feeling content when I was being fussed over." 


"She's
only been doing it now for three days," Iggy pointed out.  Draco
glared at him.  "Sorry."  He hid behind the nurse
again.  "Dad can hear her as well. I caught him a few days ago while
you were asleep." 


"He
called me," Helena admitted.  "I was going to let it rest until
Draco was better."  She patted him on the stomach and then pulled
back up the shield blanket.  "There.  Can you feel her
now?"  Draco shook his head.  "Physically I mean." 


"Not
a bit."  She poked him and the baby shifted, you could see it but he
couldn't feel it.  "Not even that." 


"Hmm. 
Iggy, remove three layers."  He looked at her, looking slightly
clueless.  "How many layers is that?" 


"It's
all woven together," he told her.  "Just like daddy does with
the blocks." 


"Oh!" 
She smacked herself on the head.  "I never thought about you learning
that way.  That makes sense.  We'll be fixing that this summer as
well.  That's for *major* shields, like for rooms and houses.  For
people, you gently layer the magic over top to give the baby something run
into.  Like this."  She took his hand and unwove his shield,
giving him a smack on the shoulder for having attached it to the placenta, then
she slowly built up another one. 


"Okay,
I can do that," he agreed. 


"You'll
get to try all you want on some eggs," Helena assured him.  "Do
you feel her now, Draco?" 


"Yes,
thank you.  It was a bit worrying to say the least." 


"I
understand," his doctor said with a smile for both of them. 
"Now what do we do?" 


"Now,
you treat him like any other magically active baby, but we'll be watching over
him as well.  Ignatius has done very well with my orders so far, but it's
time for a more hands-on approach from me.  Would that be all right, Mr.
Malfoy?" 


He
shrugged.  "As long as he quits freaking out," he said, pointing
at Iggy.  "It's worrying." 


"I
get like this.  That's why I do healing *potions*," Iggy reminded
him. 


"Sit
down," Snape told him.  Iggy nodded and went to lay on one of the
back beds.  "His anxiety is that he'll do something to harm you, or
the child you carry, and not be able to fix it." 


"No,
it's the fact that he doesn't handle stress very well," Helena
corrected.  "The worry about doing harm is all well and good, but
it's smaller than the stress issue, a secondary concern that he has after he's
done." 


"He
went for a drink after treating my daughter," Draco told her. 


"I
heard about that game," she said with a smile. "Is she all
right?"  Draco nodded.  "Did he throw up?  His father
seems to do that a lot during stressful times."  Draco nodded. 
"Did the alcohol help?" 


"He
fell asleep on the bar," Snape told her, a little coolly.  "I'd
rather he be able to handle the stress. There will be times when his skills
will be related to some emergency, especially with his specialty." 


"You're
his mentor," Helena pointed out.  "The only cure for that is
experience and knowledge, and even then it doesn't always take away the
anxiety.  How does Raena calm him down?" 


"She
kisses him stupid and then gives him an assignment," Snape admitted. 


"Then
let her be his crutch.  She's got the stress problems cured within herself
and is good to be his guiding light.  Not too forceful and not too light
when he needs her to be," Helena told him.  "Pull your mentoring
back and set them up as a working set to rely on each other." 


"I've
already started that," Snape told her.  "There's still some
clinging going on." 


"You've
been the only mentor he's known for his entire life," Draco pointed
out.  "It's like being adopted by a new set of parents I'd
imagine.  I got clingy when I switched from my father to Xander." 


"It
is," Helena agreed.  "I had to switch teachers because mine died
when I was twelve.  That's a very good analogy.  I'll have to
remember that."  She laid a hand on his stomach and smiled. 
"Are you getting the craving?" 


"For
nuts?"  He nodded.  "Though I imagine a thick steak would
work as well."  He heaved himself up into a sitting position once her
hand was moved.  "How has everything else went?" 


"Ignatius
and Raena have filled out so many forms their arms have cramped," Snape
assured him.  "They're officially listed at the hospitals and at the
Ministry as well as here.  We're to send a curriculum to them from now
on.  It's been so long since they dealt with a prodigy that they forgot
how to.  One of them upset Ignatius so much he stormed out and not even
she could catch up to him and force him to calm down."  He laid a
hand on Draco's stomach.  "This is much different from what Tara went
through." 


"Thankfully. 
I doubt I'd like the constant orgasm feeling," he noted with a slight
smirk and a smile. 


"With
your nature, you'd enjoy it, boy," Snape retorted, starting to smile as
well.  "We've managed to keep all the students out of here. 
Except for the few that admire you so much that they've hurt themselves to gain
entrance to the infirmary.  I believe Xander did that once as well,"
he said dryly. 


"His
wasn't intentional, he was searching and ran into a wall," Madam Pomfrey
corrected.  "His nose bleed was spectacular though.  I haven't
seen one gush like that since Fred Weasley broke someone's." 


"Why
isn't he here now?" Draco asked, looking around. 


"George
sedated him when we told him that we were going to try to wake your daughter up
again," Snape informed him. "I figured you'd want a few hours without
someone clinging to you."  He saw the hurt look. "It was done
purely in your defense and we'll be able to wake him up in two hours, even if
they did give him more a few minutes ago."  Iggy yelled and started
to thrash.  Another nightmare. "I want to know what he's
seeing." 


"Someone
attacking the colony and him losing his wife," Madam Pomfrey told
him.  "Some sort of disease attack that's so fast-acting that the
cure takes too long to brew.  He ends up slapping her into a static state
before she can die, but the antidote is too strong to work on her.  He's
had it for the last few days.  I think Raena's been having it and she's
been broadcasting it." 


"Does
she see the future?" Draco asked.  Madam Pomfrey shook her
head.  "Then she's just a worrier?" 


"That
and an old article of hers was just published more widely than she had
anticipated.  It was a theoretical paper on a new strain of the wizard
flu.  Fast acting, deadly if not cured.  She included a hypothetical
healing potion she was working on as well since she needed them to be
together.  She's worried that the people in Diagon who want all of you
dead are going to see it and come after everybody.  She sees the colony
falling around her.  He sees her falling and then his slide into
depression."  Iggy woke up panting and crying.  She hurried over
to soothe him. 


"He's
slept in here the last few nights so we could sedate him enough to get past
this," Snape said quietly.  Helena left to go soothe him as well so
he put back up the privacy barrier. "It's a valid worry.  It was
covered in the Prophet last week. Without the name of the article or what
publication, but someone will see it." 


"The
Prophet needs to be beaten," Draco told him.  Snape agreed. 
"Can you stop that one?" 


"No. 
There's nothing they could do to ease that worry.  They were kind and said
it was a theoretical formula on both sides, one that wasn't meant to get
out.  The healing potion looked very promising, though a bit too strong.
The formula to make the wizard's flu stronger wasn't divulged in the second
article since it was in a healing journal."  He looked over then drew
the curtains around them to give the boy even more privacy. "This is one
of the worst problems with the field.  Anything you do people can take and
warp to their own ends, and it comes back on you." 


"Can
they make the antidote ahead of time?"  Snape shook his head. 
"No vaccinations or anything?" 


"The
antidote can't be administered before you get sick, it could kill whoever took
it.  It also only has a six-hour shelf life.  He'll calm down about
it in a few months." 


"Unless
someone does something about that group." 


Snape
shrugged.  "They're vocal and known about; you usually have to worry
about those who would do it without the help of a group.  They're the
dangerous ones."  He called over a stool and sat on it. 


"I
think I'll pop around to the colony soon and check on their guardian. 
It's so old it's gotten weak and it could use updating." 


"Ignatius
suggested that to Salazar.  He said that the guardian creation spell was
lost by his time.  Even with the libraries of two ancient colonies at his
disposal he couldn't find one when he wanted to put one around the
school.  Though he did point out that the guardian was probably as
sentient as a ghost, if not more so, so you couldn't ethically kill it without
a very good reason for Iggy's good side.  His bad side was screaming at
him to kill it anyway." 


"There's
a dark spell my father used to talk about. It would have allowed him to find
Voldemort's ghost and merge with it for a bit to learn everything that it
knew.  He said he had a copy but it made no sense." 


"Someone
like Melvin or Albus could do that," Snape agreed, smiling slightly. 
"The boy might if he was approached properly.  It is a bit
dangerous." 


"You've
heard of it?" 


"Your
father mentioned it a time or two during his three-year obsession with it,
yes," Snape said, smiling more. "It's not something that I'd feel
comfortable dealing with personally, even if I had the gift of the sight and
the ability to touch pure magic like would be necessary.  It's basically a
reverse possession." 


"Hmm,
then my father knows quite a lot more about my life than I'm comfortable
with," Draco noted sarcastically.  The potions master laughed. 
"Think about what Simone knows of my life," he pointed out. 


"Did
you ever talk to your half-sister?" 


"Long
enough to know that I don't like her," he noted.  "She's not
pushing a claim on the family name or money.  She has enough of her own
and knows she wouldn't win anyway since both wills were very specific about me
being the only heir my father had or wanted.  There's even a clause saying
that no other heirs would be accepted by him.  Why he had her, I don't
know, he hated sex." 


"To
gain some power.  He was originally going to have her sacrificed for
power.  Her mother got in the way when she got so sick and the girl's
grandmother butted in.  He couldn't fight against the old hag so he gave
up and claimed she wasn't his anyway.  You also had a half-brother but
he's a squib and your father nearly killed that whole family because of
it.  He thought about it, but the woman's husband was Asdar's
brother-in-law so he figured that wouldn't be very life- affirming for
him."  Draco snorted and rolled his eyes.  "That was back
when you were still very young and Asdar was an auror.  The boy did
finally die.  A hunting accident if I heard right.  Fell off his
horse and broke his neck." 


"Wonderful
for father," Draco said dryly.  "Was their family pure-bloods?"



Snape
looked down at him.  "Would he have associated with anyone else
willingly?" 


"Probably
not, but I've seen his diary.  He liked to go out and attack women every
now and then to make them see how pitiful they really were." 


"I
had heard," Snape agreed.  "Fortunately you got free of that
mindset, or else you'd have spread your genes about a bit further than he
did." 


"That
stupid botched infertility spell," he agreed with a smile.  "It
gave me the best things in my life though.  I can't be pissed at her
because of that." 


"Where
is Granger now?" 


"The
Ministry set her up in a small house in the country with a minder, told her it
was her brother and that she didn't remember anything due to a muggle car
accident. It's a retired auror and he's making sure she's fine while he teaches
her to handle life again.  She's never coming back.  Her avenues to
power were all stripped from her." 


"Unless
she has another child," Snape said quietly. 


Draco
shook his head.  "They think that even that one won't work.  If
she does, they might have to take the child for it's own best interests. 
There was a discussion about what to do if that happened and it was suggested
that it go to Potter anyway."  He looked at Snape and saw the
reassurance.  "You know something," he accused. 


"I
know many things that you don't." 


"I
meant about Granger," Draco said dryly.  Snape gave a slight
shrug.  "Is she?" 


"The
auror you mentioned was nearly castrated.  They've taken up together and
the Prophet found out about it.  Potter's going after them and we were all
ordered to keep the news away from the students.  All copies of the paper
were confiscated that day." 


"Wonderful,"
Draco sighed, rubbing his head.  "I don't want to know." 


"She's
gone back to her old self.  Loving and caring," Snape told him
gently.  "It might work out fine." 


"Or
it could be a total disaster," Draco pointed out.  "The Ministry
will likely act before they know if the child's one of us or not." 


"The
auror is muggle-born," Snape agreed.  "There is a chance it won't
be but he'll be watching out for it."  He smiled. "I was
wondering how they got around the whole brother story." 


"It
might not be his," Draco pointed out.  "He could have brought
over a friend. " 


Madam
Pomfrey brought down their shield and walked in with a steaming cup. "For
the headache, Draco.  Drink it all and lay back down."  He
obediently drank the grape-flavored potion and laid back down. 


"Did
that boy flavor it again?" Snape demanded, glaring at his student's
semi-unconscious form. 


"He
did.  It's a great help, especially with the younger students.  I
don't get argued at any longer."  She smiled at him.  "We
knocked him out with a dream suppressant this time.  Raena as well. 
They're spending part of the holidays at the colony to discuss what might
happen and how best to deal with it.  Helena assured him that it couldn't
happen but Iggy pointed out that the guardian at the portal couldn't tell
something like that.  We're going to have to wait and see I'm
afraid."  She tucked Draco back in.  "You should be asleep
before Xander wakes up.  Do you want him to come in and hold you for a
bit?" 


"If
it makes him feel better," he told her. 


"It
would.  He's been very worried about you." 


"Don't
you mean about the baby?" 


She
glared at him, making him flinch.  "If it was a worry about the baby,
he wouldn't have nearly killed the doctor who suggested you be put into a coma
for the health of the baby."  He looked stunned.  "You are
his son," she pointed out more gently.  She patted him on the head.
"You may stay and talk to him until he falls asleep, Severus, no
longer."  She left to collect Ravena and put her back into bed now
that Iggy wouldn't scare her into sudden movement.  She had probably had
more than enough time to deal with her mother's fears.  She found Ginny
crying on her daughter. "Did you want a few more minutes?" 
Ravena nodded so she closed the door and left them alone.  Perhaps her
mother was wising up after all.  Children were amazing for bringing
reality to a screeching halt and making you deal with it. 


***



Draco
woke up still in the infirmary, and his hand was being stroked. "I'm
fine," he said, looking at the person holding his hand. 
"George?" 


George
nodded.  "I was checking on you.  You still feel so weak." 


"It's
the shields." 


"It's
not, Draco.  You nearly died in the hospital."  He grimaced and
looked around.  "No one was going to tell you, but one doctor tried
to take the baby from you at one point, after he had knocked you out. 
Your own doctor beat his ass thoroughly with the help of the doctor that
originally treated you that day." 


"Why?"



"Because
you're upsetting his view of the natural order.  He decided to right the
world.  Percy was there by then and he chewed the guy a new one before
calling for his arrest.  He then sat in your room until Xander and I got
there.  He was a bit pissed as well," he said with a smile. 


"Is
the baby fine?" 


"Perfectly
so.  A nurse caught him with a syringe and demanded to know what he was
doing since he was a surgeon and not in on your case.  He tried to knock
her out, which brought everyone running.  It was the drug that was used to
knock you out, he was giving you more of it."  He released the hand
he had been holding.  "So you're going to be in here for a few more
days." 


"Is
that why everyone was so worried about me?" 


"No,
that's why we sedated Xander.  He can get a bit clingy when he's upset and
all of you children aren't fine.  Snape doesn't know, and Pomfrey only
knows that you were given too much sedative.  Your doctor is protecting
you as best he can.  Not even the Daily Prophet has found out yet." 


"That's
probably a good thing," Draco agreed.  He patted his stomach and his
daughter shifted for him, letting him pat her on the back.  "We're
both fine?" 


George
nodded.  "Definitely.  You've had a number of exams before you
were allowed to wake up.  Your own doctor wasn't sure how to tell you so
he asked Xander to do it, and my man got a bit ...hysterical about it," he
finished with a grin.  "I got elected." 


"Thank
you, George." 


"I'd
want to know if it were me," George reminded him.  He gave him a
short hug.  "Ravena's still asleep.  Want me to open the
curtains between you two?" 


"No. 
Not yet.  I like watching her sleep but I'm sure someone's over there with
her."  Gorge nodded.  "The younger Ron?" 


"Simone. 
Clinging like there's no tomorrow."  He smiled and glanced
around.  "Your youngest girl has managed to do something
amazing.  She got through to Ginny and made her see how bloody terrible
she's been.  She's hiding somewhere to think, but she promised to be back
by the holidays.  Even mum was impressed when she begged for
forgiveness.  Ravena reamed her good." 


"What
did she say?" 


"Something
about how her mother saw her as an accessory and a convenient way to carry on
her line and have a little fun when they were younger, but now that they
weren't so much fun and such cute infants how she had abandoned them to the
mercies of everyone else.  But that thankfully you had rescued them before
they had been molested, harmed, or killed by one of her boyfriends." 
Draco winced.  "She didn't try to soften it and even Dumbledore was
impressed with the vocabulary she has, mostly because she doesn't use it,"
he finished on a lighter note.  "Agatha's been interviewed six
different times and they're releasing her tomorrow.   The students
are being warned tonight and assured that she can't hurt them because she got
stripped of some of her powers. She's been smart enough to agree to act like
she's more helpless than she is.  The others won't come near her but she
accepts that.  Her life is on track for what she wants and that's what's
important to her.  Xander made sure she knew what her punishments would be
if she fucked up again.  Oh, Ryan's out of the hospital.  He's due
back tomorrow as well.  His mother said they were bound now and that they
have to stay together.  His face is mostly the same as it had been. 
A few scars here and there.  The one from the left side of his mouth is
still very vivid.  He'll never lose that one." 


"Will
he be her minion?" 


"Possibly. 
No one's sure what Agatha will do when she sees him.  They're remeeting in
a closed room before breakfast. Xander and Ron have volunteered to stand there
and watch them to make sure she doesn't hurt him again." 


"She
won't.  She punished him and now he's properly chastised.  She'll be
watching for another slip, but she won't continue to hurt him." 


"That's
what Xander said," George agreed.  "Snape will be watching via
portal."  He glanced to the back of the infirmary. 


"Iggy?"



"Is
still sedated.  We had to take away the dream suppressant and he's not had
so many violent nightmares.  Neither has Raena.  Telling people about
them has helped a little bit.  Not much, but enough to let them start to
fade now that more qualified people are seeing the problems.  There's a
small review going on of her published works by Severus and one of the elders,
via floo since Bill can't really walk into the school. Did you know she had six
published articles and seventeen papers officially in the library at Braun, the
school one?"  Draco shook his head.  "Neither did I. 
She never mentioned it." 


"It's
probably hard on her to do so.  Either that or it's expected. 
Severus probably has a few as well," Draco noted.  He shifted, trying
to find a more comfortable position than on his back. 


"Hold
still, let me help and you can roll onto your side," George told him,
steadying his stomach while Draco turned to face him.  "How's
that?" he asked, putting a pillow between his knees. 


"Better,"
Draco agreed with a faint smile.  "You're being very nice." 


"I'm
like that to our children, Draco.  Get used to it."  He smiled
at the shocked look.  "Yeah, even I can admit that you're a good
son.  Especially since I realize that you'll be the one looking out for
Xander if something happens to me." 


"What
happened in the lab this time?" 


"We
got picketers today, anti-gryphon born ones.  Madam Rosemerta banned the
group from her tavern and the rest of the shops refused to sell anything to
them, but they still made a nuisance until mum walked out there and threatened
them with imminent death.   Tore a few verbal chunks out of them
about how they couldn't be sure about their own families and if they didn't
like the world to leave it and let the rest of them live in peace." 
Draco chuckled, he had experienced that sharp tongue more than once. "She
was in fine form.  Ron asked her if she had been drinking.  She did
admit to having brewed a fermented bruise potion earlier, but that she was
simply pissed at the stupidity of some people.  Then she handed out
brownies and suggested I come up here and sit with you while they worked on our
birthdays this year." 


"We
need to do something for Xander's." 


"Do
you remember last year, when he forbid us to *ever* celebrate his
birthday?" George said, starting to smile. 


"Yay,"
Draco said flatly, then he smiled.  "I think a small and tasteful
party would go over well enough." 


"He
didn't even want presents last year."  George knew he was goading
Draco into doing something, that was half the fun.  Draco stared at him,
then smiled.  "Caught me?" 


"Definitely. 
He does deserve it though." 


"He
does," George agreed.  "You can't have clowns, he hates
them." 


"I
wouldn't do that for him anyway."  Draco shifted then let out a
tremendous belch.  "Sorry.  She keeps doing that to me." 


"You've
got dinner coming soon.  The rest of the fruit is here if you want
it."  He handed over a bag, watching as the younger man dug through
it and came up with the grapes.  "Do they soothe the heartburn?"



"And
the little beast that gives it to me," he agreed lightly.  "I'm
never doing this again." 


George
snickered.  "I'm sure you're not.  Even though you love the kids
you're never going to have another child." 


"I'll
have grandchildren before this one is in school," Draco pointed out,
popping a grape into his mouth.  He started to cough and George helpfully
patted him on the back.  "Thank you.  I inhaled when she
kicked."  He wiped the forming tears off his cheeks.  Then he
patted his stomach. "I'm eating, calm down."  He ate another grape. 
"She'll weigh a ton when she comes out if she keeps this up." 


"At
least it's healthy for you," George said with a shrug.  "Do you
want help up to go to the bathroom?" 


"Oh,
please," he begged. He ate another grape as he was levering himself up and
allowed George to help him off the bed and walk him over to the bathroom. 
He nearly sighed in relief. "Thank Merlin for practical people," he
called through the shut door. 


Madam
Pomfrey came out of her office.  "Is he out of bed?" 


"He
had to go to the bathroom.  Being pregnant is like that from what I
understand."  She smiled at him.  "I'll resettle him soon
enough."  Draco called out pitifully for some toilet paper. 
"Where would that be?" 


"Under
the sink."  She tried to walk in but he stopped her.  "Look
under the sink," she called, frowning at him.  "I've seen it all
before, Mr. Weasley." 


"Yes,
but he doesn't like it when people see his.  I'm protecting my stepson's
modesty." 


"Stepson?"
Draco called.  "It's out." 


"I'll
get you some. Hold on."  She rolled her eyes as she walked over to
the supply closet, pulling him out some and handing it through the partially
open door.  "Put the rest under the sink once you're done." 


"Yes,
ma'am," he said, then he closed and locked the door. 


"Of
course you're my stepson.  I was much too young to have you when you were
born, so you must be Xander's.  After all, if you were mine, you'd like
pranks," George reminded him. 


"Good
point," Draco agreed.  "I can accept that.  Just don't turn
into the wicked stepmother." 


"Bugger
off," George said with affection. 


"I'm
not sure it's allowed in my condition," Draco said as he came out of the
bathroom.  "I'm afraid I stopped it up a bit," he told the
nurse, looking miserable. 


"I'll
see to that in a moment," she said, watching as George led him back to his
bed.  As soon as he was comfortably back in his bed, she went to clean up
his mess. Really, didn't the boy know how to use a plunger? 


***



Xander
walked into Quality Quidditch Supplies in his tightest jeans and a tight t-shirt. 
It was laundry day, definitely.  He smiled at the woman behind the counter
and cracked his knuckles.  "Ready?" 


Alicia
smiled and pointed at the kids.  "We've still got to help them."



Katie
looked over her shoulder, then looked over Xander.  "Awww, did you
dress up for us, Xander?" 


He
beamed.  "It's the most appropriate outfit I have.  Everything
else is sort of naughty."  She laughed.  "Can I steal
Alicia into the office and let you join us later?" 


"Sure,
go ahead and get started on her.  How is Ravena?" 


"Sleeping
a lot.  They're keeping her knocked out because she's having a lot of
headaches." 


Alicia
snorted.  "With the back of her head having been caved in, I'm not
surprised."  She took Xander's outstretched hand and walked around to
join him.  "I'll try not to be so loud this time." 


"Tease,"
Katie said with a smile.  One of the boys pointed at a broom and she
lifted it down for him. "This one?  It's really fast, are you sure
you want to try a fast one?" 


"Yes,"
he said confidently.  "I can handle it."  He let himself be
led back to the practice section.  "Does he really know the girl who
got hit in the head with a bludger at the last Hogwarts' game?" he asked
her as they walked. 


Katie
nodded.  "That's his niece.  His husband and the girl's mother
are siblings.  Ravena's a very nice girl, when she wants to be." 


"Wow,"
he breathed.  "Does he know Harry Potter too?" 


"Oh,
yeah.  Harry and all his kids have been adopted by Xander and his
family.  Besides, I used to play with Harry, kid.  A lot of us who're
my age know him." 


"What
did you play?" he asked, gulping hard. 


She
smiled at him.  "Relax, kid, I was one of the marvelous chasers he
played with his first five years."   He beamed at her. 
"No hero worship, but if the broom fits you well enough I'll tell your
parents for you."  He nodded and took the broom, taking off on
it.  "What do you want to play, kid?" 


"I
want to be Iggy and Denver's backup chaser," he said happily. 


"Honey,
that was Iggy's father."  He landed and gave the closed door a
worshipful look.  "You'll be seeing a lot of Professor Harris next
year, trust me." 


"Isn't
he one of those born people?" he asked. 


"Sweetie,
we're all born, some of us are just born a little differently."  She
patted him on the head.  "Always make your own decisions. Even if you
don't like them, you can always change your mind."  He nodded,
smiling at her.  "You looked good, take it around for another
spin."  He took off again, zipping around.  Yeah, he had the
potential and they were losing a chaser.  Though he'd probably fill in the
keeper role better.  "Kid, you ever think about being a keeper? 
I think you've got the makings of a good one." 


He
giggled.  "So does my father."  He landed and handed her
back the broom. "I want that one.  Hold it for me?" 


"Sure. 
Let's go back to the front so you can find your parents."  She walked
him back there and let him write his name out on a ticket, then stuck the
marked broom under the counter.  She only sold half of the ones that were
saved this way, but the kid wanted it so much that his family might
agree.  She smiled at the woman he dragged in with him. 
"Hi.  He did look exceptional." 


"He
wants to play so badly," the mother said with a smile.  "May
I?"  Katie pulled the broom up and let her see it.  "It's
very new." 


"It's
a good broom, wonderful for his age and weight."  She leaned on the
counter. "If he wants to play, then he needs to pounce the flying teacher
after the first class and ask him to teach him how to be a keeper.  Oliver
has been looking for someone to pass on his brilliance to."  The
mother looked at her, giving her a 'get real' look.  "I used to play
with Oliver, and Harry.  I know talent.  He's got enough to play on a
house team, but probably not professionally as more than a second string,"
she admitted. 


"Hmm." 
The mother looked down at her son.  "I'd like to see him ride
it." 


"Of
course.  Right this way."  She took off the tag and led her back
to the practice room.  "You'll have to excuse any noises from the
office.  My partner called in someone to work on her stiff shoulders after
our game on Saturday." 


"You
play in the fun league?" the boy asked.  She nodded. "What
position?" 


"I'm
filling in as keeper until I get my butt back into shape to be a chaser
again," she told him.  Alicia's moan floated through the door. 


The
boy nudged his mother.  "That's *Iggy's* daddy, mummy." 


"Yup,
he coaches our for-fun team."  She smiled at the mother. 
"It's our incentive to win." 


The
mother looked at the closed door, then at her.  "If someone made me make
that noise, I'd win games too," she said with a smile.  She handed
her son the broom and watched as he took off.  "It's very fast."



"It
is, but it's a steady and safe broom.  It's got an A-plus rating in
safety." 


"Not
two?" 


"None
of the kids brooms have a two plus rating," Katie said sadly. 
"The people who make them have decided that adults will keep them
safe."  The mother shook her head. "It's the best that there is,
barring one, and that's a special broom for those who are sight-impaired."



The
mother looked at her.  "They make brooms for the blind?" 
Katie nodded. "I had no idea." 


"They're
voice-guided and have programable destinations.  It's a new muggle/witch
crossover project.  They're close to two hundred galleons, but I've seen
one girl with one.   I'm one of the ones who helped fit it to her
when the Defense teacher at Hogwarts mentioned it to her mother.  She's
able to fly about to places she knows and not run into things." 


"Hmm. 
Interesting.  Is that Ms. Reams?"  Katie nodded.  "I'd
like to see those in operation." 


"It's
really cute," Katie said with a grin.  "She squeaks each time
she lifts off.  It goes a little faster than she's comfortable with after
not flying for long periods of time."  She smiled as the boy
landed.  "How did it feel?" 


"Like
it's tilting to the left," the boy told her.  "Is that
fixable?" 


"It
is, or it's compensatable.  My first one had a fifty percent tilt to the
right.  It was like flying it sideways some days."  Both of them
laughed and Alicia moaned again.  "Keep it down!" she yelled. 


"Sorry,
I'm getting the cramp out of her legs," Xander called back.  He
opened the door and walked out, smiling at them as he wiped the oil off his
hands.  "She's in a puddle and said she'd accept the other ten
minutes some other time.  Hi."  The kid looked at him like he
was God.  "Let me guess, you know my son?" 


The
boy nodded.  "Yeah!  I want to play with him when I get up
there." 


"Wonderful! 
Next year the team's losing a beater, a keeper, and their other chaser. 
They could use you."  The boy beamed.  "Hopefully you'll
get sorted into Gryffindor.  If not, Iggy still likes to talk to
people.  We scrimmage with some of the other players now and then because
they want to pick his mind about things and don't want to do it openly." 
The mother chuckled.  "Xander Harris-Weasley," he said, shaking
her hand. 


"My,
you do have a strong grip," she noted with a smile. 
"Flying?" 


"That,
and sword practice.  Katie, my dear, do you want to wait for an hour or
until tonight for your backrub?" 


"Give
me an hour," she said with a smile.  He nodded and walked out, and
she forced herself not to look at the tight butt.  She walked over and
closed the office door, smiling at the mother.  "The fun league can
be quite fun." 


The
mother laughed.  "I'm sure.  How much for this one?" 


"Fifty."



"That's
a bit steep," the mother said gently. 


"Hmm. 
True.  And I do like to see future good players on good brooms. 
Forty-five?  That's almost at cost for us." 


"That
would be wonderful," the mother agreed, digging into her purse. 
"Come, Sebastian."  He followed her, clutching his broom. 
"His father used to play for his house as well," she said with a
smile. 


"My
parents never did, my father was always dizzy on a broom.  Oh, if he gets
sorted into Ravenclaw instead, they've been without a decent keeper for two
years now, so either way it's all good."  The mother looked at her
and Katie pointed at her necklace.  "I saw the emblem." 


"I
can only hope," the mother said with a smile.  She noticed the
pictures in the case behind the counter. "Which one are you?" 


Katie
pulled one over.  "I'm that one," she said, pointing at herself
among her fellow chasers. 


"That's
Angelina Johnson," the mother said with a smile. "I know her
mother.  Such a nice little girl." 


"She's
still a nice little girl, now her own daughter wants to fly." 


The
mother laughed and paid her, but her son nudged her again. "What?" 


"Look
at the other pictures, mummy.  Look at who's in them." 


Katie
pulled down her favorite team picture.  The twins were hugging them and
laughing at something Oliver had just ordered them to do: behave. Harry was
leaning against Angelina's side and they all looked so happy and carefree back
then.  "This is my team picture from my fourth year." 


The
mother gasped.  "You played with Oliver Wood?" 


Katie
nodded.  "Yup, and he's still slated to teach flying next year at
Hogwarts.  His coach agreed he could." 


The
boy giggled.  "I'm going to ask him to teach me then!" he said
happily.  "I'll tell him you said so." 


"You
do that, kid.  I'm sure he'd love that."  She smiled at
him.  "Oliver loves to get kids up in the air and off to play,
especially if he can relive his days as captain of our team." 


"Is
he going to be able to play again?" 


"Oh,
yeah, his shoulder's fully back to normal," Katie told him. "Barring
another injury, he's in great shape.  He refereed the fun-league's game on
Saturday before he went up to deal with the kids' game." 


"Who
took over?" 


"Madam
Rosemerta is the other official we have at the moment.  He takes over when
she has to play and Oliver can't play so it works out all right." 
She touched team picture.  "I'm back to playing with most of
them.  It's wonderful, I feel like a kid again."  The mother
smiled and left with her son and his new broom. 


Katie
scooped the money into the drawer and looked around, going to clean up the
little messes.  The pictures were carefully put back and the cabinet was
locked.  She would close early today.  She deserved a treat and she
wanted to think about the return of the fluttery feelings she had on
Saturday.  In the back room, Alicia was stumbling around.  "Want
to put up the bell and close early?" she called. 


"Yes!"
Alicia said, leaning through the doorway.  "I want a treat. 
Either that or a muggle cigarette."  Her partner laughed. 
"What's wrong?"  She walked out and looked at her best
friend.  "Fluttery feelings?" Katie sighed and nodded. 
"It's appropriate you know.  He's still single." 


"I
know, but then there's you and all." 



Alicia
tipped her face up.  "Honey, I can share."  Katie smiled at
her.  "Really.  We'll share that man together if we have
to.  Either that, or I'll go after Oliver or Harry."  She
winked.  "He could use some excitement in his day." 


"He'd
probably want you to help him practice," Katie teased. 


"Hmm,
naked flying.  I like the way you think."  She put out the call
bell and gathered up her coat.  It was starting to get cool. 
"Xander will find you." 


"I
know he will.  He's probably getting his cane fixed again." 


"Retipped. 
He said it was time.  That and he's looking for a present for George's
birthday." 


"Oohh! 
I forgot that was coming up.  What should we get them?" 


"Polishing
kits?"  Katie nudged her.  "Sorry, couldn't resist. 
We'll look this afternoon."  They walked out and locked the door,
tapping it with their wands to start the anti-theft spells.  "There,
all done.  I need ice cream because I can't have that man." 


"George
would hurt you.  He told me so when he caught me looking at his bum."



"Oooh,
and those *pants* he's wearing today," Alicia sighed.  "So
tight!" 


"Must
be laundry day," the said together.  They cracked up laughing and
walked into Flourestcu's together. 


***



Xander
looked up as something landed on his plate.  He pushed the present
away.  "Thanks, but I don't need anything."  Draco threw a
grape at him and smiled at Fred before he could sit down.  "I really
don't, Fred. You didn't have to buy me anything." 


"It's
not going to eat you," Fred said, pulling over some toast for
himself.  It was Saturday, there wasn't a game, and it was Xander's
birthday.  "Don't they have birthday gifts in America?" 


Tara
came skipping through the door and gave Xander a tight hug.  "Happy
Birthday!" she said happily. 


"Eww,
happy people," he groaned, getting away from her.  She gave him a sloppy
kiss on the cheek.  "He's going to get you, Tara." 


"He's
behind me somewhere and has your present."  She kissed him again.
"You never told me when your birthday was, naught boy.  Otherwise I
would have gotten you something for the last eighteen years that I've known
you."  She sat down on his lap, making him look at her. 
"Why don't you like birthdays?" 


"I
like them just fine," he assured her, giving her a pat on the back. 
Snape walked in.  "She sat down, I am not encouraging it," he
told him. 


Severus
shook his head.  "I know she'd never cheat with you.  She seems
to think we're too much alike."  He sat at the table and handed over
a small wrapped present.  "From the both of us." 


"He
doesn't like his birthday," Fred informed him.  Snape raised an
eyebrow. "He won't tell us why." 


"I
don't ever remember celebrating his birthday," Tara said.  Xander put
her down and walked off.  "Xander!"  She hurried after him,
locking them in the room he headed for.  "Tell me.  They won't
hear." 


He
shook his head.  "It's stupid." 


"It's
not stupid, it's emotional.  It's different."  She moved closer,
giving him a hug.  "Tell me?" she pleaded. 


"Every
time I have a birthday party, something bad happens." 


"Xanny,
we've had bad thing happen in the years that you haven't had one," she
pointed out.  He shook his head and got free of her, walking over to stare
out a window.  "When was the last time you had a birthday
celebration?" 


"Tenth
grade."  She gasped.  "What?"  He turned to look
at her and found a hand inside her. "Get off her, you slimy
prat."  Slytherin moved away from her.  "Don't touch her
again or I'll rip your soul apart." 


"I
was merely stunning her.  Tell *me*, boy. This I don't understand and I've
seen all your memories." 


Xander
shook his head.  "You wouldn't understand.  Let her
go."  He turned and looked back out the window.  "I want to
sulk in peace and worry about what's going to happen this time." 


Slytherin
released Tara and she started to shiver.  "Go get warm.  I'll
deal with him."  She walked away and Draco came in.  "I
said I'd do it." 


"Dead
people can't give hugs," Draco pointed out.  Slytherin smiled at
him.  "Now, give.  What is this about?" 


Xander
sighed.  "Bad things happen when I have birthday parties or even
celebrate it.  There, are you happy now?" 


"Xander,
if being sulky instead of reasonable is your way of putting us off, it won't
work.  Many bad things have happened in the years you never celebrated
it."  He walked over and forced Xander to turn and look at him. 
"Really.  They did.  Did you celebrate it the year Voldemort
finally died?"  Xander shook his head.  "Then what about
Simone's first year?"  Xander shook his head again.  "Then
what are you worrying about?" 


"People
tend to die." 


"Ah. 
How very logical of you.  The world revolves around your birthday
now."  Xander glared at him.  "Then explain it to me."



"Draco,
listen to the words I am speaking.  People die when I celebrate my
birthday.  They always have.  Within two weeks usually, though one
hung on in a coma for an extra week and a half.  People *die*!  I
don't have a birthday." 


"Hogwash. 
You have one, those were coincidences." 


"Really?"
he snorted.  "Prove it." 


"Did
your parents do this to you?" Slytherin asked. Both men glared at
him.  "I'll go peek in on your son then, shall I?"  He
floated through a wall and left. 


Draco
led Xander over to a seat and forced him to sit.  "Stay." 
He looked down at him, then reached over to smooth down some of the dark hair
with white streaks.  "Tell me, Xander.  It can't be that bad."



"Really? 
You mean watching a different member of your family or friends die each year
you've celebrated isn't bad?" 


"Did
you have anything to do with them?" 


"Not
all of them, they only happened in coincidence with my birthday," he
snorted.  "All but two were free of me at the scene of the death, the
first vampire I killed and at my first birthday celebration."  Draco
winced, he had heard that story before.  Xander stood up and put him into
the chair. "I'm sorry, I shouldn't snipe at you." 


"It's
fine, Xander.  I want to understand.  George doesn't."  He
smiled.  "It's too late anyway.  Shouldn't you enjoy it?"
Xander shook his head.  "No?" 


"It's
not too late.  I'm not celebrating it." 


"Our
children are."  Xander groaned.  "What?" 


"That
means it'll be one of them," Xander said angrily.  "Damn, I've
got to ...."  He was pounced and held.  "Let me go! 
This is dangerous and I have to get away from them." 


"No.
This is irrational in the extreme," Draco told him firmly.  "No
one will die because you had a birthday.  Who was the first?" 
Xander continued to struggle. "Tell me, who died first?" 


"My
grandmother," he said, but he wasn't getting free.  "She died
after having a heart attack on my birthday.  Right in front of
everyone."  He finally managed to get the bands around him to loosen
up and got free, looking at him.  "After that, it was an uncle, and
then an aunt and her whole family.  And then, the next one I killed
directly.  Even Willow took the hint eventually, Draco.  Take it now
before it happens again." 


"That's
only five birthdays.  You've had more than that," Draco pointed out
gently.  Xander shook his head.  "You didn't celebrate those
other years?" 


"No,
I didn't.  I didn't want one after that clown incident and my grandmother
died.  Every once in a while someone would push, but it was usually a
relief not to have to worry about other people dying for a while." 


"Did
anyone die in other years?" Draco asked.  Xander shook his
head.  "When did your parents die?" 


"I
reminded myself that it was my birthday," he said quietly, looking out the
window again.  "Just drop it.  Hopefully it's not too
late." 


"It
is, and we'll prove it this year.  There is no birthday curse on
you.  Trust me, I've looked for curses on you over the years to try and
figure out why you're like you are."  He stepped closer. 
"None of us will die and you'll see."  Xander shook his
head.  "Fine, then we'll have to celebrate without you. My children
were determined to celebrate your birthday."  He took another step
closer and grabbed Xander again, this time simply holding him. 


"Don't
say it." 


"Then
I won't.  Tara already did."  He groaned.  "She's not
dying either, Xander. No one is."  He let him rest against his side
for a few moments, then slowly let him go.  "Come.  You have to
put on a happy face for the rest of us, or else we'll tease you
mercilessly."  He led Xander out and found just them and Tara. 
"Everyone else left?" 


She
smiled.  "I sent them for some milk from the kitchens." 
She held her arms out.  "Come here, Xander.  Give me a
hug."  He gave her a hug. "Test me for yourself, am I
fine?"  He nodded.  "Then what are you worried about?"



"You'll
be next and it's always an accident," he told her. 


"I'm
not dying, Xander.  It's not you, it's fate biting you on the ass. 
None of this has been your fault."  She gave him a squeeze as the
door opened.  "Good morning, Simone." 


Simone
walked in and looked at her uncle.  "You don't look happy." 


"He
has a superstition about his birthday," her father told her. 


"His
birthday is about at the start of the holiday death season," Tara told
her.  "Some of his family have died in accidents and the like near
his birthday so he doesn't celebrate it.  As a matter of fact, he even
told Buffy the wrong date so she wouldn't celebrate it if I remember
right.  She always said it in March." 


Simone
snorted.  "That's stupid."  Xander glared at her. "It
is.  Did you kill any of them?"  Xander nodded.  "You
did?" she asked in disbelief. 


"Two
of them.  My screaming startled my grandmother so much she died of a heart
attack on my fifth birthday and I made my first kill when I was in tenth grade
not even a week after my birthday." 


Tara
gave him a squeeze.  "Willow never mentioned any of that." 


"Willow
stopped celebrating my birthday after that.  She knew and
understood." 


"Well,
this year will be different," Simone said forcefully.  "None of
us will die.  We don't even have a game in the next two weeks and neither
does your team." 


"That
leaves, Harry, Oliver, and Melvin," Tara put in. 


"And
Percy, Bill, Charlie, Molly, and Arthur, plus any of the children not in
school," Draco reminded her.  Xander looked at him. "Look at it
reasonably, Xander.  Who has the most likely risk of dying? 
Charlie?" 


"If
it depends on celebrating it, Melvin because he's celebrating with us,"
Simone told him.  Xander frowned.  "Melvin's got a game in two
weeks exactly.  His girlfriend saw him falling last year and hurting
himself badly, she'll see it this time as well.  There's been no hint of
even a minor sprain for him all year long.  Nothing.  Not a single
injury and he's back on the second string anyway.  So, next would probably
be Uncle Charlie or Bill.  Both of them do stupid and dangerous
stuff." 


"Bill's
in London and Charlie sent a letter, but no birthday card," Draco told
her.  "Percy sent one."  Xander's breath caught. "As
did Potter, and Ron bought you a present but Vinnie was screaming with an
earache so he's already headed for the infirmary."  He nibbled on a
piece of toast.  "That leaves Wood, who might fall off his broom, but
that's normal for him apparently." 


"You're
taking this too lightly," Xander warned. 


"Xander,
no one's going to die," Tara said firmly.  "No one.  Not
even someone you know." 


"Statistically
speaking, that's more likely, but certainly not a member of your family or
someone that you care about," Draco assured him. "Simone, you can
tell them to come back in and finish breakfast."  She gave him a hug.



"Don't
tell George." 


"I
won't," Simone told him.  "But you'd better.  He'll help
you see that it won't happen."  She walked away, going to get
everyone.  They all trickled back in, including the kids.  "So,
the party tonight?  Is it still on?" 


"Yes,"
Draco told her.  "Go get ready." 


"Yes,
father."  She hurried away. Then she came and frowned at him.
"It's not for hours.   I don't need that long to fuss with my
hair." 


Draco
looked at him.  "We're having a party for you, and you may come if
you like, but we won't force you." 


"Bet
me," Iggy told him, arms already crossed in an unconscious imitation of
his mentor and his father both.  "He's attending.  None of us
are going to die.  We can even check on your future, see if you're going
to be attending a funeral sometime in the future," he offered.  Tara
nodded, smiling at him.   "Now, let's move on with our day,
before I call Grandma and sic her on you."  Xander frowned at him.
"I mean it." 


"He's
not had that many birthday celebrations so he ran afoul of the standard law of
problems in life," Draco told him. "This is firmly stuck in his mind
and we'll have to show him it's not correct.  We can't do anything else at
this time." 


"Bet
me," Iggy snorted. "I can get Grandma and Grandpa into the act as
well.  I'm sure they'd like to know when daddy's birthday is.  I know
Grandpa's wondered since his birthday seems to disappear from every form that
asks for it once it's filed." 


"I
coded them so no one would see it," Xander admitted. 


"You
went this far to uphold a silly superstition?" Denver asked him.  He
looked at his father. "This isn't contagious, correct?" 


"Indeed
it's not," Snape assured him.  "This is simply something strange
that most humans fall prey to if they're not careful to analyze the major
events in their life."  Xander tried to stand up but Tara had him too
tightly.  "If you thought about it, did bad things happen in the
years you didn't celebrate, but acknowledged it?" 


Xander
nodded. "The last time I acknowledged it was their first year,"
Xander said, pointing at his son. 


"And
that was the most calm month we had all year," Iggy reminded him. 
"Nothing for a month on either side of your birthday, daddy." 
Xander looked stunned.  "You didn't realize that?"  Xander
shook his head. 


"Happy
birthday!" Sirius said as he walked in.  "Where is he? 
Oh-ho, getting special treatment from Tara?" he teased. 


"Finally
got laid?" Simone suggested.  He glared at her.  "Personal
interest, the rest of the students would like your dry spell to end as
well."  She smiled sweetly.  "Should daddy hook you up with
someone?  He knows a great many people who'd probably sleep with
you."  Draco choked. 


"Simone,
tact is a wonderful invention, study the science behind it," Tara told
her, but she was smiling as well. "It's good to see you in such a chipper
mood, Sirius.  Is there good news?" 


"I
got invited to Switzerland for the holidays," he announced. 


"Good,
you can take train duty," Draco assured him.  Sirius stared down at
him in shock.  "What?  Leaving earlier?  We've all done it
in the last two years and you didn't get to see the wonders of patrolling for
yourself so I'll gladly give you my spot." 


"Yes,
you'll be here," Xander reminded him.  "Hopefully on bed
rest." 


"Raena
and I are spending the first week at the colony and then snuggling the rest of
the time at the Burrow to play with the little creatures," Iggy told
everyone.  "We're doing a literature review." 


"I
heard about your nightmares," Draco told him, looking at him. 
"Are you growing again?" 


Iggy
nodded.  "That's why I was going to come over and beg cutely. 
Daddy, I've started another growth spurt. All my shirts and robes are too small
now.  My shoulders are getting wider and I'm going to have chimp
arms." 


"Do
we need to buy you clown shoes as well?" Xander asked, allowing himself to
smile slightly. 


"Daddy,
if it's true what they say about shoe size and its relation to other body
parts, and my feet grow more, Raena will yell at you for cursing
me."  Everyone looked at him.  "She says I have more than
enough, thank you all for wanting to know." 


"How
big are you?" Simone asked, looking mystified.  "And what is it
about dick size?" 


"Daughter,
appropriate table conversations, please," Draco reminded her gently. 


"Sorry,
but I've always wondered.  Brag about your brains.  Most guys don't
have much of a clue what to do with a big one anyway." 


Xander
snickered, truly smiling now.  Plus, Sirius and Snape were both blushing. 


"Sev,
don't worry, she wasn't talking about you.  You have more than enough
talent for three Draco's." 


Draco
looked at her, smirking.  "Did you want to put that to the
test?" he asked, then he popped his last bite of toast into his mouth. 


"Daddy,
eww.  Professor Snape would get really pissed if you knocked up his
wife," Denver told him. 


Snape
groaned.  "There will be no testing of that hypothesis," he said
firmly.  Tara grinned naughtily at him. "You will pay for that remark
later." 


"Shit,
I'd love a compliment like that," Sirius muttered. 


"That's
another difference between us," Severus said coolly. 


Agatha
walked in with a morose Ryan behind her. "Sit."  She walked over
and smiled at Xander.  "Ravena woke me up sinfully early to come wish
you a happy birthday, Uncle Xander.  She'll be over once her hair is
perfect and she can find clothes she wants to wear today." 


Simone
smirked. "The correct phrase is 'sit, stay, good dog', Aggie." 


Agatha
looked from her, to Ryan, then back. "I only put his leash on him in
non-public situations," she said, looking like she was dead serious. 


Ryan
groaned.  "Agatha!" 


Emily
smiled from her position near Melvin.  "That's almost as good as you
asking if Raena beat Iggy when we said he was whipped, Uncle Severus." 


Severus
groaned and Tara laughed.  "Oh, Emily, that must have been cute. I
wanted to see that conversation." 


"It
was cute," Iggy agreed, nodding happily.  "And I liked my
whipped status, thank you.  If she's got me pussywhipped then at least
it's touching me some time in the near future." 


Xander
spluttered. "Iggy!" 


He
grinned.  "What?" he asked innocently.  "I was joining
in on the dominant conversation of the group," he assured him. 


"No
more sexual innuendos," Snape ordered.  "Or I'll have to start
taking off house points."  Agatha made a derisive sound. 
"Including from you.  You should have lost many of them for your
recent behavioral problems." 


"So
take them.  Like I give a shit if we win the house cup," Agatha
noted.  Everyone looked at her. "It's a house award, I could care
less, people.  I'm in this for me, not for my house." 


"You'd
do well in the American education system then," Emily told her. 
"Salem didn't have sorting into houses, only into dormitories and you
never did things as a group outside of so-called bonding activities.  If I
*ever* see another game of dodgeball I'm going to fry the ball." 


Xander
laughed.  "I remember that game," he said fondly, looking down
at Tara.  "Don't you?" 


She
nodded.  "My school said we couldn't play it anymore, it was too
dangerous. We stopped it while I was in sixth grade, just as the guys were
starting to get beefy and hurt us girls." 


"Another
advantage of an all-girls school," Emily put in.  "That game
really is an excuse to pick on the weaker students. A bully must have thought
it up." 


"What
is this dodge ball?" Severus asked, though he wasn't sure he wanted to
know. 


"You
take a group of kids, divide them into two groups, hand out five balls if
there's over twenty of them.  You throw balls at the other team, if you
hit them they're out, if they catch them they're okay.  You're allowed to
dodge the balls, it's the point of the game." 


"It's
the first American game kids learn where the whole intention is to pick on the
smaller and less forceful kids," Tara added.  "You really do aim
for the ones who can't catch, can't duck fast enough, or the ones who you think
are poor little creatures.  I've seen some kids who aimed at other kid's
faces to break their noses.  And we used nerf balls." 


"Sunnydale
used volleyballs," Xander told her.  She winced. "Yeah. 
Needless to say, the last time I played dodge ball, I was possessed and instead
of picking on Buffy the whole pack turned on the kid on our own side." 


"Ow,"
she winced in sympathy.  "I never did well in that game, I didn't
want to hurt the other picked-on kids, I was in with them." 


"That's
about the only game where someone actually picked me to be on their side,
because over short distances I can throw really hard," Xander told her. 


Now
Severus was sure Americans were odd and dangerous creatures who should be
watched at every turn for deviant behavior, though he had helped calm Xander
and Tara down into appropriate behavior more often than not.  Or at least
he hoped they no longer attacked each other with hard balls.  "Get
off my wife's lap if you're feeling better," Snape told him, sitting down
himself.  "What are you doing the rest of the day?" 


"Hiding
from the imminent lightening strike?" Xander suggested. 


Agatha
looked up him, then out the window.  "I don't even see a cloud."



"Someone
always dies around my birthday if someone celebrates it," Xander told her
frankly. "And you still can't tell George." 


"Fine,"
they murmured. 


Though
Iggy was going to break that order very quickly.  His father looked at him
and he smiled innocently.  "Since it's your birthday, can I have
gropes and snuggles in celebration?" 


Xander
shook his head.  "How many more months do you have, Iggy?" 


"Seven,"
he sighed.  "We recounted.  We have one-hundred-ninety days left
until the day after my birthday.  She thought mine was farther back in the
year than it was and that I had started school at nine because I'm such a
brain." 


Snape
looked at him.  "I do not want to see her up on a worktable with your
hand up her skirt again, young man.  You're much too young.  You
should have waited." 


"I'd
still be trying to snuggle and grope her," Iggy pointed out.  His
father smirked.  "I know, my dick ran my brain.  I told you this
was going to happen and that's why I didn't want one in the first place." 


"Are
you happier with having one now?" Draco asked, smirking at him. 


"Only
when she's thinking smutty thoughts.  Otherwise, it still gets in my
way.  Humans should have detachable ones."  Denver winced and
cupped his crotch.  "What?" 


"That's
a nasty thought," Denver whined.  "Make them shrink back into
you, don't cut them off!" 


"Whatever." 
Iggy rolled his eyes.  "We should have mutually compatible systems
around our navels anyway.  It'd cause less problems with the reproductive
systems."  Snape smiled at him, it was a very logical assumption and
all due to his input of course.  "Think about all the things that can
go wrong down there.  Having it around the belly button would be
perfect.  A direct line back, and one on the back to give birth from since
most babies seem to like to kick back there anyway.  It'd hurt less as
well." 


"I'd
like that," Draco agreed.  His kids snickered.  "And we're
not having any more.  I'll expect you to give me many grandchildren to
fuss over when I'm missing holding one of you." 


"Talk
to Ana," Denver and Simone said in unison.  Then they stuck their
tongues out at each other. 


"Or
Ravena and Ron," Iggy pointed out helpfully. 


Tara
snorted.  "With their luck, they'll have beaters and won't know what
to do to train them." 


Snape
looked at her. "Don't wish that on the world." 


"Hey,
Harry's a very nice guy," Xander defended.  "He's going to make
a wonderful grandfather, if only because he'll be one of those who'll make
cookies all day long if the kids beg nicely." 


"At
least I won't have to worry about that," Agatha noted.  She cleared
her throat. "Since neither of my siblings are here and I've heard some
news, would someone like to explain to me what's going on with my mother?"



"No
one's sure yet," Draco told her.  She nodded for him to go on. 
"There's a thought that she might be pregnant. She's being closely watched
by the people she's living with.  There's also talk of removing her from
his care and moving her to a more secure facility, especially if she is
pregnant.  No one's sure what's going to happen to the child if there is
one." 


"Could
it be muggle?" Agatha asked.  He nodded.  "Could it not be
muggle?"  He nodded again.  "When will we know?" 


"When
the baby manifests.  Anywhere from age three to age eight," Iggy told
her seriously.  "I'm sure they've got a doctor looking over
her."  Draco and Snape both nodded.  "Then we'll hear,
Aggie.  Don't tell the others." 


"I
wasn't.  I only know because my new mentor gave me a heads-up.  He
wanted me to be prepared in case it did happen and they gave it to
Father." 


"Which
is an option," Draco agreed. He looked around and a sudden thought came to
him.  He had six children.  Hadn't he used to pick on the Weasleys
for having seven?  Of course, he could afford them, but still.  He
shook his head.  What an odd thought.  Iggy frowned at him.
"What?" 


"For
the record, I heard that, and no, it's not an odd thought.  Sometimes the
mind goes odd places when you're not using it.  It's like traveling to
remember the road you've been down."  He smiled.  "Uncle
Ron's coming, I can hear Vinnie." 


"I'm
sure you'll keep it to yourself," Draco suggested. 


"Yes,
you can do that while he takes you shopping," Xander said happily. 
Draco looked at him. "You're the one who likes it.  I loathe shopping
and I'm going to spend all day in the closet hoping the building doesn't fall
on all of us." 


"If
I have to waddle through Diagon, so do you," Draco said firmly.  He
looked at his children. "Do any of you need anything?" 


"Ravena
does," Denver said helpfully.  "She's shot up a few
inches.  Her skirts are drawing some attention." 


"They're
looking at her legs," Simone pointed out. "Boys do that to girls,
they even do it to me."  She smiled at him.  "Can you
please pick me up something special for Glinda?  She's being cranky
because her man-buddy is gone again." 


"Of
course," Draco agreed.  "Anything else?"  No one said
anything.  "Then someone get Ravena up and we'll go shopping.  Iggy,
don't you have to ask for an allowance?" 


"Yup. 
Be right back."  He used the floo, heading for the colony and his
mate, who was already over there.  He looked up at the big bird standing
in front of him.  "Hi, I don't know you." 


"The
elders are busy with the healing prodigy," the gryphon said stiffly. 


"Um,
perhaps you should look again, I'm the prodigy and she's my wife, recently
deaged.  Get out of my way."  The gryphon blocked his path, but
he was faster.  He darted into the room and looked up at the elders. 
"Did he just arrive?" he asked. 


Raena
smiled at him.  "The Main Council sent him," she said, waving
him over.  "Come see, love." 


"All
right, but Uncle Draco's taking me to fix my shirt problems soon." 
He looked at the forms in front of him.  "Your application to the
Royal Academy?"  She nodded, beaming at him. 
"Congratulations."  He picked her up and swung her around.
"I'm so happy!" 


"Me
too.  I've been pre-accepted, I have to finish doing the paperwork. 
They even said that I'm good enough in my own right, not just as your
spouse." 


The
gryphon guardian plucked Iggy up.  "Don't grope her." 


"Put
him down," Bill said patiently, and the gryphon dropped Iggy. 
"That is Ignatius Harris- Weasley, *the* potion's prodigy.  This is
his wife, *the other* potion's prodigy.  There's two of them you
know."  The guardian shook his head.  "Well, now you
do.  Memorize him, his father looks very much like him and he tends to
barge in as well."  He looked down at Ignatius.  "Your
shoulders are getting bigger," he said in appreciation.  "It
looks like you'll have your father's build." 


"Hopefully
I'll end up with Uncle Fred and Daddy George's shoulders.  Theirs don't
square off at the end the way Daddy Xander's does."  Iggy smiled up
at the guardian.  "Trust me, I'm allowed to be in here.  I'm
allowed many places.  I tend to go most of them, even when I'm not
wanted.  I'm fifteen, I'm like that."  The guardian nodded
stiffly, looking like he expected to be hit.  "Hey, misunderstanding,
guy, relax.  I'm not that mean.  Only to those who hurt my wonderful
woman."  He smiled at Raena.  "We need ice cream to
celebrate." 


"Is
that all you can think of?" she teased. 


"Well,
I did ask for gropes and cuddles in honor of my father's birthday since he's
being apocalyptic again.  But we can't tell Daddy George why." 


She
rolled her eyes.  "By now he should already know."  She
smiled up at Bill.  "May we be excused until tonight or did you want
to finish filling out my credentials first?" 


"Either
would be fine, dear, or you could have that somber Professor Snape help you if
you wanted.  He has most of the stack of your work at the moment for
review." 


"Good
point."  She gathered everything together and gave the big elder a
hug.  "Thank you for supporting me in this." 


"You
deserve it and it makes your nest a happy one.  I can't wait to see your
children." 


"Nine
more years," Iggy reminded him. 


"I'm
only three-hundred-twelve," Bill snorted. "I have time." 


"I
thought you'd be older," Raena told him. 


"It
was scandalous.  I was chosen to be an elder before I turned
three-hundred.  Everyone doubted I had any sense at all, especially after
they met Xander, which was right after his amazing lightening
trick."  Iggy shook his head and groaned.  "Did the healing
potion work at all?" 


"Some. 
It's reduced some of the scarring.  It's strengthened the knee as
well.  I'm more worried about the warning about the losing a day of life
for every dose that I found in one book.  I've never seen it
repeated." 


"We
can get a mouse and test it," she assured him.  "Run a small
study in the lab." 


"Okay." 
He helped her back to the floo.  "Cover those or they'll get
sooty."  She put them under her shirt, but one page fell out and
landed in the fire so he quickly pulled it out and stomped on it.  "Here
you go, only a little singed," he said with a faint smile. "I'll get
you another one or we'll finish filling it out and take it over
tomorrow."  He let her go first, just in case she dropped any more. 


Bill
looked at their new guardian, and then at the guardian's new mate. 
"A word of advice.  Never upset him about his mate.  He tends to
attack first and then she had to calm him down later.  That's the only
thing that he attacks over, his family."  The guardian relaxed and
Bill smiled.  "He was also right, he tends to wander around a lot.
Even in places he's not supposed to go.  We learned long ago to simply
watch him.  The boy absorbs knowledge like one of those muggle
vacuums." 


The
guardian nodded. "He is young." 


"He's
fifteen," his wife pointed out.  "Not that young.  I first
met him when he was five and bounding around in the back while his father
worked on something."  The guardian looked pained.  "I
think we all had that expression that day."  She looked at the
elder.  "Any news on the human guardian?" 


"She's
on track. Helena made a report that she was reaching out for the flood already,
so she's definitely on track.  Apparently Mr. Malfoy-Harris-Weasley is a
bit pissed at us because we never warned him and at Ignatius and his family
because they fuss greatly." 


"He's
adopted as one of us?" the guardian asked.  The elder nodded. 
"Is he naturally one of us otherwise?"  Bill nodded again. 
"Then was he taken as a secondary mate?" 


"Not
that I know of," Bill said thoughtfully.  "I should probably talk
to Xander about that.  He probably has no idea what he's doing
again.  He seems to muddle through a great many things.  It was
funny, Slytherin's ghost had Mr. Malfoy-Harris-Weasley take his adoptive father
captive so Xander would have to slow down and accept being pampered.  It
was an attempt to get him to follow the codes of an elder.  It was only
marginally successful from what I understand.  Now Xander does his
exercising and training in private."  The other elders laughed. 
"Truly, the boy is stubborn." 


"We
do have that protocol book," the female elder pointed out. 


"Xander?"
Bill said, looking doubtful. 


"Good
point," she agreed, starting to laugh again.  "His upbringing
had made him stubborn, he won't take the hint at all. Perhaps we should bring him
up for the lectures we give those young who are forming their own
nests."  The couple smiled at each other. 


"He's
got a colony of his own," Bill reminded her.  "Mr.
Malfoy-Harris-Weasley is kin, but not of his blood.  He's also adopted a
few non-borns as well.  One named Wood is very entertaining.  I
talked with him the last time I was up.  He's a keeper." 


"Wonderful!"
the other male elder said happily.  He looked at the back cavern. 
"Maybe we could get him to come fly with the littles." 


"We
can only ask," Bill agreed.  "Shall I call Xander and have him
pass on the request?" 


"Send
it to Ignatius, he can hear across the flood.  Did you hear what he did
the last time?" the female asked.  Bill shook his head. 
"When his cousin got her head bashed in, he teleported her and
*missed*."  The gryphons all smiled.  "Landed in front of a
very nice priest named Philip, and a nun who is so pure that she outshone
Tara." 


"Wonderful,
he's making mistakes again," Bill said happily.  "That boy has
always hated making them, but he needs to do so soon." 


"He
doesn't make mistakes?" the guardian gryphon asked. 


Bill
shook his head.  "His mentor, Severus, taught him to be methodical
and think everything through first.  The first impulsive thing he ever did
was fall in love with Raena.  I've always thought the boy was too serious
for his own good.  He doesn't even like a good argument or a good
prank." 


The
guardian shook his head.  "That poor boy.  Hopefully she'll make
him loosen up." 


"The
day after his sixteenth birthday so they're legal by wizard standards,"
Bill said with as much of a smirk as he could manage with a beak. 
"We've got the day marked on the calendar and will be pushing the shields
as high as they can go.  Just in case." 


"First
times can often be traumatizing," the female elder agreed with a
smile.  "Your whole world seems to reorder itself."  She
tipped her head to the right.  "Didn't that boy have a problem with
gaining adult status?" 


"He
didn't like his reproductive organs," the other male agreed.  "Said
it was too large and trying to control his life.  I'm sure he likes it
more now."  Bill chuckled.  "No?" 


"Only
when she's teasing him.  I caught a thought earlier from him, he wanted to
make everyone's detachable, but his cousin suggested making it retractable
instead." 


"It
is easier to manage that way," the other male agreed.  "Why
humans have permanently external ones I have no idea.  It's so
inconvenient and messy." 


"Iggy
suggested one around the human navel.  With a pass through to the back for
easy delivery." 


"It'd
suit their bodies," the female agreed.  "If we have any input
into the future of the human race, we can suggest it."  She smiled at
Bill.  "Any word on Slytherin's libraries?  I heard him teasing
you the other day." 


"He's
promised to show Ignatius where they all were.  Or at least hint enough so
the boy could go looking."  He winked.  "I'm sure he'll
like it. He likes the hunt." 


"His
wife understands that as well.  She's intentionally drawing it out for him
to tease and make him hunt," the female elder pointed out. 


"Yes,
Raena is a brilliant woman and very well suited to our young, impatient
one." 


"I'm
hoping our shields are enough to hold against him if he loses control,"
the second male elder pointed out. 


"There
are things she knows which will help bleed off the power since she's not
fertile," Bill told him. 


"They
made her not fertile?" 


"No,
they made both themselves not fertile," Bill told her. "For another
nine years.  Then it might snap and she might become very
fertile."  He shrugged.  "We'll have to see."  He
settled back into his nest.  "In the future, Iggy's allowed unless we
tell you it's a closed discussion or an emergency meeting, and even then he
might push his way past you.  Don't worry about it, young man." 
The guardian nodded and took his mate back to their nest.  She was egg
heavy and didn't need to be up and about right then. 
"Children," Bill said with a smile. 


"Yes,
they do liven things up," the female elder agreed.  "Shouldn't
we send them money for clothes?"  Bill unsettled himself and went to
send them some money, and she smiled.  "Or should they hit the
vault?" she called after them. 


"I'll
tell them to hit the vault," he called back.  "I'm not flying up
there today, my wings ache from playing with the children last night." 


She
laughed.  He was good with the littles.  Now if only he had a
nestmate of his own.  She would have to find one for him. 


***



Ginny
looked up from her snack, watching the people walk down the alley.  She
smiled when she saw Iggy bouncing around happily, not in his school clothes
since he was wearing jeans and a t- shirt. Make his day indeed.  She
smiled sadly as she saw Draco, recognizing all she had messed up in her
life.  He seemed to glow in the muted sunlight of the fall day. She had
definitely screwed up. 


 The
waitress put down her check and looked out the window.  "Going to
crawl back and beg?" she asked snidely. 


"Maybe,"
Ginny agreed.  "I miss him.  He was good to me through
everything."  She finished up her snack and paid her tab, but she
wouldn't go to him today.  She wasn't worthy of him yet.  She had
more things to straighten out still.  She headed the opposite direction,
hoping she didn't run into more of the family.  Some of them were barely
talking to her, even though she had apologized.  It was better though,
Bill hadn't talked to her at all for the last few months.  She headed up
to her room and settled herself in to consider her past mistakes.  Damn,
she had majorly screwed up everything good in her life. 


Draco
followed the children into the bank, smiling at the goblin to unsettle
it.  "They need into theirs and I need into mine," he said,
presenting his key.  He hadn't been able to find where Xander was hiding
so he was on his own this trip. 


"Mr. 
Malfoy," the goblin greeted.  He looked at the children. 
"None of your own today?" 


"Not
yet.  Ravena will be joining us," Raena told him, presenting both of
their keys.  "We need into both please." 


He
checked her against the picture given to them by the gryphons.  "Very
well then."  He waved someone over, letting them be taken down. 
How very odd.  She seemed so much older.  He heard one of the younger
ones gossiping behind him and looked at them.  They shut up their nonsense
quickly.  Going after a deaging potion for love, what blarney. 


***



Iggy
smiled at Madam Malkin when she looked up, but it fell when he saw her. 
"What happened to you?" he asked, coming over to look at her bruised
face.  "Do you need to go to the hospital?  That's a small
fracture.  I can't smooth it across yet, I'm not allowed, but I know some
excellent doctors who can." 


"Iggy,"
Raena said gently, breaking into his fast babble. "Are you all
right?" 


Madam
Malkin nodded. "Just fine, dear.  How are you today?" 
Draco looked around the store.  "A small break-in last night. 
It was reported and nothing significant was taken since I had made a bank drop
early in the afternoon.  Stupid boys on muggle drugs."  She
sighed as she stood up, holding her back. 


"Let
me look at that," Iggy said firmly, settling her back onto her
stool.  "My father taught me how to give killer backrubs.  My
hands aren't as strong, but I might be able to ease some of the
ache."  He slowly felt around her back, finding the knot of tension
in her lower back, then started to gently work on it.  The seamstress
smiled in relief.  "I wish I had a pain potion on me. I'd give you
one." 


"I
had one at noon," she assured him.  She saw the look at the clock on
the wall.  "I know, but I can't take one for another six hours. 
The muscle relaxer wore off in the last hour." 


"All
this stress can't be good for you," Iggy told her.  "You're a
wonderful woman and if I find out who did this they're going to be sorry before
the aurors can get to them."  Draco stifled a laugh.  "I'm
serious!  She's a wonderful woman who puts up with masses of us kids every
year.  She deserves better than this crap!" 


"I'm
fine, Ignatius.  Don't fret so, you'll work yourself up into a fit,"
she soothed, patting his hands before removing them from her back.  She
did feel better, maybe she would ask the boy's father for a few minutes of his
time.  "Don't worry a bit about me.  They've hit a few other
shops recently as well. Magical Law Enforcement is working with the aurors to
stop them from exposing us all." 


"Is
that who took Uncle Harry's broom?" Raena asked.  Madam Malkin
nodded. "I thought it had been another World Cup incident." 


"No,
that was his kidnaping and beating," Madam Malkin said, standing up. 
"What did you two need today?  Mr. Malfoy that looks a bit
tight.  I can fix that as well." 


Iggy
held up his arms.  "I'm growing chimp arms and my shoulders have
started to spread."  She smiled at him.  "Can you
compensate for that?" 


"Of
course, dear, almost all boys have that problem sometime in their formative
years."  She smiled at Raena.  "What about for you,
dear?  Another few outfits?" 


"I
was thinking that I could use some undergarments." 


"We
do bra shopping at the mall," Iggy told her.  "There's a great
place where you can get all sorts of stuff and touch it and everything." 
Madam Malkin laughed at him. "What?" he asked, sounding slightly
hurt. 


"The
look on your face, Ignatius.  Do you like playing with the lingerie?"



"Hell,
yeah.  And I can see all sorts of practical uses for them too.  I saw
this fishnet one that would look wonderful on my wife.  Absolutely
spiffing and totally mind-bending if I might say so.  Very elegant and
none of those uncomfortable wires that I could see." 


"We'll
see, Iggy.  I've gained some weight recently and I'm not as sleek as I
used to be." 


"You
look wonderful," Draco told her. "Especially to him. It's a byproduct
of his lusty feelings for you." 


She
nodded.  "I can see that.  Then I guess I need some new skirts
and pants." 


"Dear,
the weight gain has affected your chest as well," Madam Malkin said
delicately.  The door rang and she flinched but it was only Ravena. 
"Wandering about?" 


"No,
I got sprung, it took a few pieces of paperwork and I had to be found,"
Ravena said, looking around.  Then she looked at the shopkeeper. 
"Should we hunt someone down and harm them?" 


"It's
probably the same group that tried to get into the joke shop and when they
couldn't tried to threaten Madam Rosemerta," Raena said thoughtfully. 


"Wasn't
there a muggle among that pack of idiots?" Ravena asked, starting to
scowl.  "I thought they had been in a muggle jail together." 


"What
a wonderful outcome for wizards," Draco noted dryly.  "Stored in
a muggle jail.  Why?" 


"Shoplifting
for kicks," Iggy told him.  "I heard the same story. They met
and became friends on the inside and there wasn't anything the Ministry could
do to get them into our system because of the amount of paperwork that muggles
use for criminals.   Sixty days in a juvenile detention center."



"If
it was anything like the prison my father took me on a tour of to prove to me
what animals muggles were, I'm sorry for them," Draco told them.
"Horrible smelly places.  No privacy, even for necessary functions.
You share a cell with at least one other person, but the cell is about the size
of the shower stalls put together from your dorm rooms."  He
shuddered.  "He forced us to stay there for hours under an
invisibility cloak, watching them.  Then he pointed out that those people
were common criminals.  Thieves. Smugglers.  People like that. 
The worse offenders go somewhere much worse.  It was his way of showing me
how bad muggles were to each other, so therefor they didn't deserve our
protection." 


"Is
Azkaban so much better?" Iggy asked. 


Draco
shook his head.  "No, it's worse.  It's a torture of a different
sort.   That's all." 


Madam
Malkin nodded.  "It is.  Our Muggle Studies class got arrested
on our outing in London for some of us shoplifting. They set us in our own
cell, but it was still horrible.  In a way, Azkaban is worse, in some ways
it's better. They're all inhumane in their own way and most people say it's
necessary and right.  I try hard not to think about it either way." 


"Me
also," Draco agreed.  He shuddered again and his daughter hugged him.
"Thank you, dear." 


"I
won't let the bad muggles get you, father.  Or the bad wizards
either." 


"Thank
you, Ravena.  I'm sure you'll be a wonderful guardian of the family,
including your own."  She looked up at him.  "Surely you're
going to find someone and settle down someday." 


"If
you say so, but I'm going through what Anastasia did.  I'm not sure I like
boys.  They're smelly and nasty.  Girls are much more clean and
nice." 


"Very
true, and you can like both," Iggy assured her.  She grinned at
him.  "What about Ronnie?" 


"He's
clean at least, but I'm mad at him.  He doesn't see me as a girl." 


"I
think we can cure that," Madam Malkin said, smiling at her. 
"Sometimes boys can be very clueless unless they're hit upside the head
with it." 


"I
wore two stunning bathing suits in front of him," she told her. 
"He noticed I was a girl then, but now he's back to not seeing me as a
girl." 


"It's
probably a reaction to your fall," Draco told her.  "He's scared
he'll get hurt.  Kiss him senseless, he'll come around quickly enough or
I'll have a discussion with young Mr. Potter."  She beamed up at
him.  "You may have whatever wicked outfit Madam Malkin wants to put
you in if you want."  She nodded and let the seamstress find that
outfit for her.  "What is that?" he asked. 


"Ancient
Arabic design.  It's very comfortable.  I wear them upstairs,"
Madam Malkin assured him.  "Not quite a tease, but very effective and
you can move in them." 


"I'll
need shoes, father," Ravena said before disappearing into the changing
rooms. 


"Low
heeled mules," Madam Malkin told him.  "Nothing too high, but
nothing too daring."  She wiggled a finger at Raena, making her walk
over.  "Try this one, dear," she said with a wink. "I'm in
a naughty mood."  Raena went to try it on.  "Ignatius, just
shirts and robes?" 


"Please. 
Unless you can find something naughty for me as well.  She teases me and
I'd like to tease her back." 


She
laughed and showed him to a special covered rack, letting him see what was on
it.  He blushed bright red.  "You don't like?" 


"I'm
not sure I want to wear something that tiny," he said, blushing
brighter.  "She might pounce me and then we'd get in trouble." 


Draco
walked over and looked at the underwear.  "I put your father into
something similar to make him and your other father quit fighting.  They
jumped each other and forgot I was swimming next to them."  He patted
Iggy on the back and pulled out a dark red one. "Try that one." 


Iggy
looked up at him.  "We're not allowed to get down to that little
clothes," he said, scandalized. 


"You
will be eventually," Madam Malkin told him.  "Use it for your
birthday celebration." 


"Oh,
that's a wonderful idea," he said, hurrying to try them on. 
"They're too tight," he wailed a few minutes later. 


"What
are?" Raena called.  She came out of the dressing room and her Uncle's
mouth fell open.  "Do I look nice?" she asked, looking in the
mirror.  The material softly clung to each inch of her body, accentuating
each curve and indent.  She did look hot, even if she did say so
herself.  She walked over to where her husband was trying those on,
walking in.  "Absolutely not," she shouted.  "I won't
have anyone else seeing you in those.  They're microscopic, Ignatius
Caramel.  You're no more wearing that on a daily basis than Anastasia can
wear her tanning bathing suit." 


"Not
even if I only wear it for you?" he asked pitifully. "In the right
size of course." 


"No! 
You'd still get seen by the other boys and I don't want them drooling after
what's mine."  She came out of the dressing room. 
"Absolutely not. Give him something to tease me with. Something cute yet
practical."  She looked at herself in the mirror. "Maybe in a
delicate pink for this one?" 


"I
have it, and I'll send it in to you," Madam Malkin assured her. 


Draco
leaned closer. "Get him three pairs, in a size larger since he was so
outraged." 


The
seamstress laughed but pulled some out for him.  She'd slip them into his
package later. 


***



Raena
looked around the underwear store and nodded.  She could get used to a
place with this much selection.  The insistent tugging on her hand made
her follow her husband and she giggled when she saw what he wanted to put her
in.  A slightly filmy nightie. "Not something like that?" she
teased, pointing out a corset. 


Iggy
whimpered and put his head on her shoulder.  "I'd beg," he
whispered, "but I'm about to lose control if you say things like that,
love."  A salesclerk cleared her throat.  "Go away. 
We can figure out what I want her to wear without help, thank
you."   The older woman laughed and separated them. 
"Sorry, but I'll be right back."  He hurried out. 


Draco
shook his head, watching as he disappeared around a corner.  Then he
walked over to her choice.  "That would be uncomfortable, try the red
one below it instead," he told her.  She blushed and whimpered. 
He smiled at the sales clerk.  "They're all but married and planning
for their honeymoon night.   Until then, they've agreed to
wait." 


The
saleswoman smiled. "I remember how hard that was.  My own husband
couldn't wait that long, we lasted until nearly our wedding night, but fell two
weeks short."  She pulled down a delicate light pink bag and handed
it over.  "Go try that on, dear, it should fit you very
well."  Raena walked to the marked dressing rooms. 
"Anything for you today?" 


Draco
shrugged.  "If I could find a decent lover, I might be buying most of
the stock, but at the moment I'm bereft of love." 


Ravena
came over, holding out a few hangers.  "Father, may I try these
on?" 


Draco
looked them over, then looked at her.  "You're a bit too young for
lingerie.  Not even Anastasia gets that yet." 


"I
need it for under my uniforms.  My present bras aren't harnessing me well
enough and I'm getting a little tummy bulge that needs to be flattened." 


Draco
looked at the satin corselettes and shook his head.  "Not until
you're fifteen, daughter." 


"Father,
I have an allowance," she pointed out. 


Draco
shook his head. "I'm having a moment of deja-vu."  He looked
down at her and she looked the most pitiful she could.  "No." 


"Daddy,
I'm the baby daughter, you should be able to let me have stuff that the older
girls didn't get.  Besides, I look good in it, unlike my sister who looks
more like a prostitute in what she's picked out.  I have taste." 


"No." 
The saleswoman snickered.  "She's only thirteen." 


"I
doubt she'd wear them on a daily basis."  Ravenna nodded. 
"You would?  Even though they're not exactly comfortable." 


"Maybe
not daily, but I do need more bras.  I've had two with straps that snapped
on me.  Please, daddy?" she asked, begging as cutely as she
could.  "I'll get some white ones for the days that I don't wear my
school vest." 


Raena
'eeped' loud enough to be heard so he walked back there, trying to ignore his
daughter.  "You don't look good in white," he reminded her. 


"But
we wear white shirts," Ravena reminded him. 


Draco
tapped on Raena's dressing room door.  The store was nearly empty and all
the other ones were open.  "Let me see." 


"I'm
not coming out in this," she announced.  She opened the door. 
"There's not a chance in hell he's going to see me in this." 


Draco
walked in and looked her over, and felt himself react no matter how much he
didn't want to.  A bra/panties/garter/stocking/wrap set in the lightest
shade of pink so it made her skin glow. "The bra's a bit too big," he
told her.  "Turn about."  She turned around and he had to
stifle a moan. "You're getting it because he'll adore you in it that first
night."  She grimaced.  "Trust me, he will." 


"He
won't be able to last, he'll blow himself off," she protested. 


Draco
patted her on the head.  "Trust me, it only makes the other times go
slower."  He walked out and looked at the saleswoman, who giggled
naughtily.  "She's taking that one but the bra's a bit too big."



Raena
peeked out.  "Ravena, I need a tasteful opinion."  Ravena
trotted over and she stepped into the doorway.  She looked around. 
"He's not back yet?" 


"He
is, he's in the silky stuff."  She looked her over.  "I
agree, the bra's a little big, but if you gain another five pounds it should
fit right.  Iggy?" 


"No!"
she squeaked, ducking back into the dressing room.  Her husband worked his
way in past Ravena, who was trying to keep the door open. 
"Iggy!" she complained, trying to cover herself. 


"Oh,
my, God," he whispered, removing her hands.  "You're buying
that," he said with a hard swallow.  She shook her head, looking
stern so he pinned her against the wall, kissing her into submission. 
"I want to see you in that again.  It's like one of your hour-long
teases in potions without the mental pictures.  Oh, God, I'm going ...." 
He pulled back and panted, trying to back off but his hands wouldn't let her
go. 


"Iggy,
let her go," Draco said patiently.  He removed Iggy when he noticed
he couldn't seem to let go by himself.  "Go back to the
bathroom.  I'll make sure she gets that one."  Iggy whimpered
and looked up at him. "And some other suitable things that will make your
mind explode with images."  Iggy whispered in his ear and jogged
away.  Draco looked at her, watching her touch her swollen lips. 
"You doubted?" 


"It
turned him into an animal," she said with amazement.  "I've
never had a lover who wanted me that much."  She looked up at
him.  "Is he always going to be like that?" 


Draco
nodded, smirking. "It runs in his family.  Or haven't you seen the
amazing Xander and George show?"  She giggled.  "Get that
one.  I'll pick out some more for you to try on.   Wait
here.  What size are those?" 


"Size
medium, or I'm a size 36-C." 


"You
were," he corrected.  "The recent weight gain has affected your
chest."  He walked out, heading for the lingerie section.  He
found her every outfit he had ever wanted to see on someone and handed them
over, and it made him give in to his daughter as well since she was so
cute.  "Get bras as well," he admonished.  "We'll stop
at the house and let you pick up your sister's lingerie that she has
stored."  Iggy came back in and gave him a hopeful look. 
"She's trying it on, go wait by the register so you're not completely
spoiled."  Iggy went to sit on the 'guy' couch near the register, it
was for husbands whose wives were picking out naughty things and he certainly
fit at the moment. 


Draco
helped Raena pick out six outfits, then she did the traditional bra shopping
buying spree.  He spent a lot, but it made him happy.  And after he
dropped everyone off, he went to make himself even more happy.  He stepped
out of the floo at his favorite house of pleasure and gave the madam a pitiful
look.  "Do you think there's someone who won't make fun of me?"
he asked pitifully, using his daughter's trick on her. 


"Of
course, dear.  Right this way."  She showed him into an elegant
waiting room and all the ladies looked up, a few of them smiling at him.
"He hasn't had anyone in months, ladies, because everyone sees his new
daughter. Would one of you want to delight him this afternoon?" 


One
woman, a tall, amazing looking raven haired beauty stood up and strolled up to
him, running the tip of her polished nail over his protruding bottom lip. 
"Did you need it badly?" she teased. 


He
nodded. "I helped my nephew and his wife pick out lingerie.  They've
got seven months before they can consummate the relationship."  A few
of the women giggled. "Please, I'll even tip very well." 


"Yes,
you will," the raven haired beauty assured him, leading him away by the
hand.  "Come, let's see what I can do for you today," she told
him as she led them into her room.  She pushed him gently onto the bed and
undid his robe, then his shirt.  She smiled at the little movements she
could see.  "I remember feeling like that," she purred in his
ear.  "My twins always made me horny." 


He
moaned.  "Thank you, Merlin.  Please, dear, more.  I'm a
very considerate lover."  She giggled and moved to lay beside him,
slowly stroking over the baby's back, which made him shiver.  "Don't
tease her, she'll kick." 


"She'll
do it anyway by the time I'm done with you," she whispered in his ear. 


***



Draco
walked out of the floo, smiling much more than he had been when he left. 
He found his son and eldest daughter waiting on him. 
"Come."  They hopped up and walked over, following him back
through the floo, this time to a different house, the one he had taken Ron
to.  "Madam, may I present my eldest daughter Simone and my eldest
son Denver."  She shook their hands and kissed them on the
cheek.  "I know we had discussed this, but they're nearly sixteen and
I think it's time for them to know all that they possibly can." 


The
Madam looked them over, then looked up at him.  "What about
her?  Virginity is very revered among us." 


"Yay,"
Simone told her.  "Anyone I end up with should expect to not be my
first."  The Madam laughed.  "Father, can I learn a lot
here or is this just a single trip?" 


"Dear,
I have people who can take a few hours and teach you everything," the
Madam assured her.  Denver started to breathe hard.  "You as
well, dear."  She clapped and a few girls came running. 
"Yes, you," she said, pointing at the dark-haired one, basing it on
the boy's father's tastes, "and get Steffan."  The other girl
nodded and hurried off to find him.  "Come along, children, let us
show you how good it can be."  She led them to separate rooms and let
the nice young woman take over Denver's training, and the handsome young
Italian man take over Simone's.  "Their first times, dears, so do be
careful with them," she told both workers before heading down to talk to
the father.  She found a few of her girls gathered around, cooing at his
stomach.  "Did you need some relief as well?" she asked. 


He
smiled slowly at her.  "I did just get some of that worn out, but I
wouldn't say no."  A few of the woman volunteered immediately. 
"You just want to touch my stomach," he teased one. 


She
giggled. "I think you look so cute like that.   Pregnant tummies
turn me on."  She kissed him slowly, making him accept her. 
"Please, Draco?" she begged prettily.  "I'll even let you
take on Holly as well."  She pointed at the dancer he had worn out
the last time.  "Between us, we can make you wish you could take us
home." 


"There
are days when I wish I had someone as beautiful and willing as you waiting on
me anyway," he assured her, letting himself be led away by the pretty
women.  He'd be broke by the end of the day, but that's why he had a few
vaults and the bag of cash at home and at the tower. 


***



Denver
stumbled into his house and fell onto a couch, staring up at the ceiling. 
"Wow," he said finally.  He looked around, but Simone wasn't
there yet.  "Si?" he called. 


"I'll
find her," Anastasia told him, heading out to find her sister, who was
napping against a wall.  "Come on.  You can nap with
Denver," she soothed, walking Simone in and putting her next to her
brother on the couch.  "Where were you two?  The party's in an
hour." 


"Daddy
had us broken in," he said with a sleepy smile.  "Wake us
up."  He grabbed Simone and clung to her as he drifted off
again.  He was sore in places he hadn't known were sexual, but it was a
pleasant ache.  And Simone had said the same thing so life was
goooooooddddddddddd. 


Anastasia
shook her head and walked over to where Raena was doing her homework. 
"Father took them to be broken in," she said as she sat down. 


"He
offered to do the same thing for Iggy so I didn't have to train
him."  Iggy gulped and started to whimper again.  "Take
care of that for me," she said with a smile and a kiss.  He hurried
away.  "Your father took us lingerie shopping.  Have you gotten
yours back yet?" 


"No." 
She got up and headed over, finding her bag sitting on the couch.  She
looked inside, all the things that she had kept, plus a small bag from the
lingerie store.  "Father?" she called. 


"He's
napping," Xander said from his napping chair.  He opened an
eye.  "Ravena got you that and she's the reason you got yours
back.  Don't wear it where others can see it."  She
smiled.  "Now go away." 


"Yes,
Uncle Xander.  Why don't you nap on the couch?  Simone and Denver
are."  She hurried away, interrupting nap times was a bad
thing.  She pulled Raena up to show off her favorite outfits, earning
appreciation for her good taste.  They both squealed at the outfit Ravena
had picked out for her, it was so cool! 


Iggy
joined them and saw that outfit and went back to his own room and
bathroom.  "They're doing lingerie," he complained as he walked
through the room.  The boys rushed out, heading over to see if they could
bug Anastasia into showing them what they looked like, she didn't even have to
model any of it and they'd still be happy. 


***



Xander
looked around at his birthday party and smiled at everyone.  He still
wasn't happy but he was not going to share any more bad thoughts.  They
would be okay and he'd take it one day at a time. 


George
gave him a kiss, distracting his mind.  "Stop it," George
whispered.  "No one's going to get hurt.  It's a silly
superstition.  If anyone gets hurt, it's going to be you for thinking so
hard."  He gave him another kiss, leading him outside for a
moment.  He held him while Draco forcefully blocked the thought from his
mind.  "There, now let's go have fun, dear," he said, leading
him back inside.  He saw the worried looks and smiled.  "His
last birthday celebration was Simone's first year," he announced. 
Everyone nodded, understanding that stress.  "Have fun and put on
some music!"  The music started and he led Xander onto the dance
floor, swaying with him.  "Relax or you'll scare the kids." 


Xander
smiled at him.  "What's my present from you?" 


George
gave him a grin. "I'm going to turn you into the same state that Draco
came home in today, Xander."  His mate shivered.  "All
night, I'm going to tease you like Raena does to our son, and you're not going
to be able to think about anything else."  He sent an inflammatory
picture across their bond, just of them kissing.  He was going to slowly
work his way up the peak, and then back down and start up again all night
long.  Xander wouldn't have time to worry.  "I want you in that
bathing suit again, even if it is green."  Xander whimpered. 
"I've got it on our bed and I'm going to see you in it before you get more
than kisses."  Xander pressed against him and the music changed to
something slower and more decadent.  "Aren't you glad this is the older
kids?" 


"Yes,"
he groaned.  "More?  I could use some teasing." 


"When
you least expect it, my mate.  When you least expect it."  He
gave him another kiss and the kids clapped and cheered.  When he pulled
back, he smiled at them.  "And the other kids get to come when?"



The
fifth year and up party got a little funkier, and even Draco was forced to
dance by some of the seventh year girls, and one sixth year girl who blushed a
lot but wanted to pat his stomach because it made him cute. 


By
the time the younger kids were allowed down, everyone had worn out their
tension and even Xander was relaxed and happy.  This had been a brilliant
idea of Iggy's. 


***



Dumbledore
looked up as the kids filed in the next morning at brunch, then at the couples
who were running a bit late.  He smiled.  "Have a good birthday
party, Xander?"  Xander nodded and slowly fell asleep in his
breakfast while they watched. 


"We
had a wonderful birthday, though not as great as mine," George said with a
smile.  Tara giggled.  "It wasn't.  Mine was more
fun.  His was more a tension breaker."  He patted his husband
lovingly.  "Didn't Draco make it down yet?" 


"He
fell asleep earlier and we put him in one of the nooks in the back
hallway," Snape told him.  "What did you do to him?" 


George
stood up and walked over, squatting down beside his chair so no one would
hear.  "He took the oldest two to get broken in yesterday," he
whispered.  "And got a lot himself from the condition he came home in
twice." 


"Twice?"
Tara asked.  "He went *two* places?"  George nodded,
smiling at her.  "Damn, I want to know how." 


Snape
looked at his wife.  "Don't even think about it." 


She
smacked him on the arm.  "Don't start." 


George
smiled at her.  "Can you see Simone?"  Tara smiled down at
him.  "Doesn't she look sweet, innocent, and calm again?" 
Both of that couple laughed.  "We'll need to remember
this."  He got up and went back to his seat. 


"If
it controls her mouth, I'll certainly remember it," Snape muttered. 
His wife smiled at him.  "I'm not asking how he does it." 


"I
know how he does it, he's got phenomenal stamina.  So do you, but you
never use it except to tease me." 


"You
like it when I do that," he pointed out quietly. 


"Hmm-hmm,"
she agreed.  "And I'd like it today since we don't have a thing to do
after breakfast." 


He
smiled.  "That might be arranged."  He finished buttering
his scone and took a bite. "Eat, Tara, I'm sure you'll need
it."  Lupin walked in the back door with a sleepy Draco and
Ron.  "He's finally awake?" 


"Yes,
he rolled off the couch he fell asleep on.  Pregnant people are so cute
when they do that.  Just nodding off wherever they're sitting." 
He took his seat and dished himself out some food. "How was Xander's
birthday party?"  Tara pointed at where Xander was face down in his hotcakes. 
"Ah, another one of those.  Sorry I missed it now."  He
smiled at George.  "Aren't those his favorite things?" 


"He'll
be awake as soon as he snorts some syrup," George said with a content
looking smile.  Dumbledore looked down at him. "He will.  I
still have more of his birthday present for him."  He shot another
image at Xander, making him moan and wake up with a quiet plea for food. 
"Dear, you're resting on it," George said gently, helping him clean
off his face.  He noticed the other tables talking and smiled at the
Headmaster.  "You were invited." 


"I
nearly came down until I heard what your present was," Albus told
him.  George blushed.  "I'll be teaching you how to broadcast
only at him as a present."  The rest of the table who understood laughed,
which woke Draco up more. 


Draco
looked at Xander, then wet his napkin and helped scrub off some of the
syrup.  "You can't play with your food down here," he
admonished.  "The children don't need to see that." 


George
picked up their plates, and the stack of hotcakes near them, and led his
husband back up to their room.  "Very good point, stepson, thank you
for that." 


"I
wanted some of those," Ron called after him.  The plate from the
middle of the table was handed down.  "Thank you.  Draco, have you
noticed that Simone isn't grumpy this morning?  Whatever you had done to
her yesterday apparently worked wonders." 


Draco
smiled at him.  "Yes, it did, for many of us."  He accepted
the plate back and filled his own plate.  "Are those the non-spicy
sausages?" he asked.  They were handed over as well, with the fruit
bowl and the milk.  "Thank you."  He smiled at everybody. 


Tara
looked at her husband.  "It did them all a lot of good." 
He choked.  "Are you all right?" she asked, patting him on the
back.  "Sev?" 


"I'm
fine, infernal woman."  She grinned at him.  "Finish
eating, Tara, you will definitely need it."  She happily dug into her
breakfast. "Headmaster, I don't think I'll make our chess game this
afternoon.  Forgive me, but I'll gladly play you next weekend
instead."  He watched his wife inhale the food and decided to give
her something for the heartburn before it could break the mood.  A belch
at the wrong time really did upset him. 


***



Andrea
sat down on Simone's bed and nudged her.  "What happened to you, you
haven't sworn all day." 


"You
didn't hear me in the shower this morning," she said with a smile. 
"Daddy took me to have me taught." 


"Taught
what?  Manners?" Andrea teased.  Simone gave her a light nudge,
nothing at all like her usual forceful shoves.  "I heard one fourth
year say you were scarier now than you usually are.  Said he didn't know
what could give you that look on your face but he wanted some." 


She
giggled.  "He'll get some eventually.  Maybe.  If he's
lucky." 


"He
didn't!" Andrea squealed, blushing brightly. 


"Oh,
yes, he did," she purred.  "Steffan.  Hot, young, *tight*
Italian studmuffin."   She purred again.  "I liked
it." 


"Oooooh,
someone looks well-done," another girl, the girl on Simone's right, noted
as she sat on her bed.  "What happened to you yesterday?  You've
been placid and calm all morning and it's scary, dear." 


"Her
daddy had her taught by a Steffan," Andrea said smugly. 


The
other girl giggled. "Really?"  Simone nodded, still with that
'everything's all right with the world/I'm content' look on her face. 
"How was it?" 


"Three
hours of him doing everything imaginable and showing me where everything is and
how it works," Simone told her, starting to purr again.  "There
was a reason I napped so long yesterday, it's called five orgasms." 
They tittered.  "Seriously.   I don't think I could beat up
even an asshole today.  Damn, I am good."  She put her head back
down. 


Andrea
laughed. "No wonder Denver had that look on his face as he watched the
little fourth year Slytherin this morning." 


"Had
your sight spell on?" the other girl asked.  Andrea nodded. 
"How often do you do that?" 


"I
try to have it on for at least two hours a day.  Any longer than that and
the colors give me raging headaches."  She laid down next to
Simone.  "Give, what was it like!" 


Simone
smiled at her.  "Soft, and velvety and kinda long," she said
smugly.  Andrea slapped her on the butt.  "Didn't want to know
that?" 


"No! 
I'm looking for information for my future fantasy life until Melvin and I can
touch more than each other's backs." 


"Even
with the special room he won't?" Simone asked.  Andrea shook her
head. "What's his problem?" 


"We
made a promise," Andrea reminded her. 


"Ah,
man!  Percyisms.  He can't break the promise?"  Andrea
shook her head.  "Well, then I'm really sorry for you and you're more
than welcome to come back with me the next time I go." 


"You're
going again?" the other girl asked, scandalized.  She looked around
to make sure they were alone.  "Why don't you get a boyfriend and
teach him now?" 


"Because
they're too scared to get near me," Simone reminded her.  "If
they weren't, daddy wouldn't have had to take us there."  She
smirked.  "Trust me, if one of the boys gets off his ass and asks me
to do more than walk with him, I'll be showing him where everything is and how
it works.  I'm apparently a very demanding lover."  The girls
laughed, no that wasn't like her at all. 


***



Denver
looked over at Iggy.  "You should go with us next time, Iggy. 
It was incredible," he sighed. 


"One-hundred-eight-nine
more days and I'll have some of my own," Iggy pointed out. 


"Why
wait?  Would Raena really mind?"  Iggy nodded. 
"You're so sure?" 


"She
said so.  You can ask her if you want." 


Denver
hopped off his bed and headed over to the girl's side, but she was in the
common area.  "Raena, can we drag Iggy with us to give him some
relief the next time we go?" 


"Come
upstairs," she said, "well discuss this proposition
further."  She walked him up to their room. "It's only
Denver," she called.  The three girls waved at him so she kicked open
her trunk, reaching down to grab her riding crop.  "Do you know what
this is?" she asked, looking at it as she ran it across her hand. 
When she looked at him, he nodded, eyes wide.  "If you dare to touch
my innocent, naughty little Iggy before I get to break him in, I'll be using it
on you."  He started to pant and react very blatantly to her casual,
velvet smooth voice.  "I will chain you up against one of the cool
outer walls so you're facing it and beat you until you beg for
mercy."  She stepped closer and he moaned.  "And I'll make
sure you're not going to enjoy it like you think you would," she whispered
in his face.  "Are we clear, Denver?  Ignatius is mine and the
only hands on him had better be mine as well, or had better be put there by
me."  Denver nodded rapidly, then turned tail and ran.  Simone
and Andrea clapped.  "It's true.  He's mine.  The only
genitals that touch him had better belong to me." 


Iggy
walked in and smiled at her, giving her a shy little smile. "Were you
really going to spank him?" he asked nicely. 


She
whapped him on the chest with the riding crop.  "I was going to beat
him in unfun ways until he decided not to corrupt you permanently onto the
slutty side I know is hiding in you."  He stepped closer and grabbed
her, kissing her hard.  She dropped the riding crop and let herself be
pushed back onto her bed, enjoying what he was doing immensely.  This was
the longest she had went without sex since she had started having it.  She
was ready to crawl for him if he'd ask. 


"Hands!"
Simone called. 


Iggy
put his behind his back and Raena put hers flat on the bed.  
"What do I need hands for?" he asked between kisses.  "I
have teeth for most things."  To prove it he moved down and was
nibbling on her neck, gently undulating against her firm body. 


Ron
strolled in, and shook his head.  He took the direct approach because Iggy
wasn't about to give her up, and lifted him off, putting him on the
floor.  "Three days without cuddling her."  Iggy groaned
and whimpered pitifully.  "You knew better than to be doing that to
her." 


"But
I wasn't touching her," Iggy pointed out.  "The rules didn't say
I couldn't kiss, I just can't grope.  Which I wasn't.  My hands were
behind my back and hers were on the bed.  No matter how much I wanted them
on my butt again." 


Ron
bent down and picked up the riding crop, tossing it back to Raena. 
"Do I have to go through your things and confiscate anything that will put
him in this state?" he asked her. 


"Would
taking everything of mine and leaving me naked really be a help?" she
asked.  "Because if it is, then go ahead and take his as well. 
There's no way in hell I'm waiting another seven months.  I've already
waited two years since we met.  I have no intention of letting him
go."  Iggy pounced her happily, starting to kiss her again. 


"Yes,
you do love me.  I swear, I'll make it as good as I can," he breathed
against her lips between kisses, a few words at a time.  "I will do
anything you ask me to, no matter how icky I think it might be, I'm willing to
try it as long as I don't end up dead by your hand.  Even that I might
allow right now."  He groaned and pulled back.  "I can't
believe I just said that." 


She
pulled him back down and kissed him again.  "Neither can I, but I
won't force you to do anything you don't want, Iggy.  You're mine, I'll
have plenty of time to talk you into doing everything and anything with my
body." 


Ron
lifted the boy off again, keeping hold of him.  "Raena, stop
it.  He can't take much more of this." 


"Fuck
him!  What about me!  Do you know what it's like to go three *years*
without having any?"  Ron nodded.  "Since when?" 


"Since,
until about last March, I had went without as soon as Buffy hit five
months.  Do it for yourself, dear, it works well enough for now." 


Raena
shook her head.  "No it doesn't!  I want him.  Give him
back!  My Iggy!"  She grabbed Iggy from him and rolled him under
her, kissing him more. 


"Whoo-hoo!"
Simone yelled.  They broke apart to glare at her.  "Hey, free
floor show and I'm in the mood for it after yesterday." 


"You're
not helping," Ron said dryly, but he smiled at her. "What did you do
yesterday, Simone?" he asked as he tried to get Iggy free of his wife. 


"Daddy
took Denver and I to get broken in," she said with the brightest grin she
could. 


Ron
groaned. "No wonder you were in such a good mood.  Let him
go!"  Raena beat at him but he was stronger and a little bit
taller.  "Simone, I could use Xander or someone strong." 


"I
don't think it'll help," she said, but she obediently went to get
him.  The crowd at the bottom of the stairs gave her an expectant
look.  "They broke!"  Money exchanged hands, going mainly
to a few people.  Everyone had a much earlier date in the pool on when
they were going to finally snap.  "Uncle Xander!" she yelled as
she walked out of the house and over to the tower.  Draco met her at the
door. "Uncle Ron needs help.  Iggy and Raena finally broke.  Ron
can't keep them apart.  You can't help," she told him, putting a hand
on his chest.  "I'm not having one of them kick the baby accidentally
while they struggle to go back to their lip-locked state." 


"I
won't be hurt, daughter," he assured her.  He followed her back and
pulled his wand as he walked up the stairs, dousing them both with icy water. 
No luck, so he put the freezing charm on them.  "Stop it." 
They chattered at him, then shrugged and went back to groping.  "Dear
Merlin, they did break, didn't they?" 


Fred
strode in with Bill and together they grabbed Iggy, carrying him off, one on each
arm.  "We'll give him back after we lock him in a bathroom for a few
hours," Fred announced.  "Raena, you might want to warm
up."  The other two held her while they carried Iggy off.  The
other students stood there in awe.  "Nothing to worry about, just an
excess of hormones rampaging.  Girls, make sure Raena settles down before
you try and soothe her."  They met Percy outside the door and he
stunned Iggy so he would quit fighting, then they carried him back to the
shop.  "One son," Fred announced, handing him to George. 
"The blue parts are courtesy of your stepson."  He went to go
shower, it was not only sweaty, but those two had looked *good* together
writhing on the bed. 


Percy
unstunned Iggy and Xander used his command spell.  "Go play in your
bathroom alone," Xander ordered.  Iggy had to comply, it couldn't be
broken.  "And no teleporting.  Stay in there until you're done
then go to bed."  Iggy whined but he had to do it. 


George
patted Xander on the knee.  "He gets that from you, dear." 


"Me? 
Am I the one who was the merciless tease all night?" Xander
demanded.  "Am I the reason that I fell asleep on the table at brunch
again?" 


"Yes,"
George said with a smile. "How astute of you to notice that." 


Bill
ran his hands through his hair.  "Those two were hot," he
admitted.  "Your boy needs some better instruction, he was all hands
and jump." 


"She
liked it," Iggy yelled.  Then he moaned and smiled stupidly. 
Raena was sharing it with him and she had liked it.  He could feel it
now.  He locked his bathroom door and helped her along, letting her tell
him when he was going to get off.  It was the best this way, until he
could touch her. 


Bill
shook his head. "Maybe you should let Draco have him be taught." 


"She
threatened to beat Denver if he tried to bring him along," George told
him.  Xander looked at him. "You didn't hear that?" 


"I
did, I was wondering how you did." 


"Through
your head.  You haven't let me go yet." 


"Sorry." 
Xander blushed and George jumped him, pinning him against the counter to kiss him
stupid.  "Or not," he gasped as the lips moved to *that* spot on
his throat. 


Percy
pulled George off.  "Xander, run for your room," he ordered
gently.  Xander hurried that way and he released George, watching as his
brother headed to follow his mate. 


"Not
in my room!" Fred yelled in outrage.  He stomped out, glaring at
Percy. 


"I
told him to head for his room," Percy defended, but he was smiling. 


"They
do it to make sure you feel loved," Bill said with a grin.  He looked
at Percy.  "They do that often?"  Both younger brothers
nodded.  "Well.  Haven't seen that in a while." 


"And
Xander leaves him lying around stunned too," Fred protested. 
"He could drown in his own drool if the boy isn't careful." 


"I'm
sure he always puts George onto his side so it drains off," Bill said with
a smirk.  "Is it getting hot in here?" 


"Iggy!
NO!" Fred yelled, heading back to stop him.  The heat from his room
made him stop and grab a spray bottle, hosing the older couple down
first.  "Outside if you're going to start fires!"   He
went back to stop Iggy before they had to build a third shop.  He had
never seen a puddle of water on fire before, but it wasn't welcome right
now.  "Outside!"  Iggy finished off and the fire
extinguished.  "Out!"  Iggy stood up and walked out, getting
only as far as his bed before he collapsed face down on it and started to
snore.  Fred went to check on Xander and George, and they were asleep as
well, both looking very satisfied with the other.  He walked out and
slammed the squirt bottle on the counter.  "I will fix that
situation." 


Bill
chuckled. "Feel lucky it only happens sometimes, Fred.  It could be
worse, they could start one whenever they kiss." 


"I'd
have them put into masks and shut away from decent people," Fred noted,
glaring at them. "Don't encourage this!  Iggy just set fire to the
puddle of water in his bathtub!" 


"That
takes talent," Dumbledore said as he walked in.  "How are
they?  Did the sleeping spell work?" 


"Thankfully
before the building burned down," Fred said dryly.  "Thank
you.  Can you repossess two of them?  Or I'll take one of the older
couple and Iggy." 


"They
can do it mentally, Fred, I'm not sure it'd help," Percy said with a
smirk.  He looked at the Headmaster.  "Are you taking special
precautions their first night alone?" 


"We
tried that on Xander's wedding night and the castle still nearly came down
around us because they had moved the bed away from the wall." 


The
three boys laughed, they remembered that earthquake. 


The
door expanded as high as it could go and the gryphon walked in.  "We
felt the tremors.  Who died?" 


"It
was sex," Percy told him with a smile.  "Ignatius and Raena had
to be separated and he still started a small fire, then Xander and George got
into the act as well." 


Bill
the gryphon shook his head.  "They all need work on their
shields.  I felt it back at home!"   He heard a sleepy
mumble from the back and glared.  "Kindly send them all to us next
weekend.  We'll teach them how to shield better." 


"I
don't think Iggy can hold on much longer," Fred told him.  "It
took four of us to pull them apart." 


"Four?"
Percy asked. 


"Draco
did the freezing and water spells," Bill told him. "Ron was trying to
grab and keep one of them." 


Dumbledore
shook his head.  "I don't know what to do about them anymore. 
They can dream walk so physical separation won't work." 


"I
know what will," Bill the gryphon assured him.  "Send them down
next week.  I've got the cure for all of that."  He backed out,
then came back in and nodded at a case.  "What're those?  Xander
hasn't shown us those." 


"They're
ever-bouncing balls," Fred told him, starting one off.  "They'll
bounce just out of range if you whistle, and the only way to stop them is to
put them in a confined space."  He pulled out the largest one they
made, which the twin to had been a present for Hagrid.  "Here, play
with it.  It's free if you can stop those four." 


"Thank
you."  Bill carefully backed back out and headed home to
report.  The other elders were going to get a kick out of them.  As
soon as he landed, he let the ball go, watching as it continued to
bounce.  "He did name it correctly," he said in
appreciation.  One of the children stole it and steered it into the back
room.  "Fred gave it to us if we could stop Xander and George, and
Ignatius and Raena.  That was both couples."  The other elders
laughed.  "Two fires," he said happily.  "They're
coming up next weekend to help them tone it down." 


"Are
we changing them so they can have a mating flight?" the female teased. 


"No,
we're going to separate them and force them to watch the other play with
themselves, it will relieve some of the tension from the younger two and
hopefully from the older ones." 


"She
is sixteen," the female elder agreed.  "More than legal by our
standards and their's." 


"Iggy's
not," Bill reminded her.  "They did promise but it took four
people to separate them." 


"A
lust abatement spell?  Something to hold off the mating urge?" the
female elder suggested. 


"If
it would work, I'm all for it.  Portalling up there isn't fun." 
He sighed as he sat down in his nest.  "I'll let you deal with them,
Delilah.  They can be your pet project until they're old enough." 


"I'll
add that to my list, along with getting some more females up here to help our
male population."  She gave him a look and he turned his head. 
"Ah, do you have one in mind?" she asked gently, coming over to face
him down. "If you tell me, I'll call for her to come see you for
courting." 


"She's
taken," he told her.  "I could never play second nestmate."



"We'll
see.  Who is she?" 


"The
female gryphon living at Braun," he sighed.  He smiled. 
"She's wonderful." 


"She's
single." 


"She
said she wasn't." 


"I
will talk to her on your behalf," Delilah assured him, giving him a pat
with a wing.  "You rest and dream of her."  He settled down
and she wove the magic around him, making him dream of her.  She looked at
the other elder.  "Since when is she taken?" 


"Since
she's got her sights set too high and doesn't realize it," the old gryphon
said gently.  She climbed back into her nest and settled down. 
"What about your mate?  How is he?" 


"Happier
where he is than here," she said prosaically 


He
nodded. "It does happen."  The cave started to tremble and he
held on.  "Those children," he sighed. 


"That
was Xander," she said smugly.  "Hardly a child." 


"We
need to transform them for a weekend.  Give them wings and distract
them." 


"They'd
only mate in midair," she said with a smile. 


"Yes,
but it wouldn't be here, or as powerful.  I would accept that." 
The cave trembled again.  "Again?" 


"That
was Ignatius and Raena.  Powerful together, aren't they?" 


He
groaned and made sure his nest was firmly on the raised platform.  He
didn't want to land on the floor. 


***



"It's
not fair," Iggy complained as he walked beside his wife out to
Herbology.  "I was being good." 


"They're
worried we won't stop and we'll get in trouble," she soothed. 


"Don't
touch me or I'll have to run again."  She chuckled lightly. 
"You think I'm kidding but I'm not.  My control is so
shaky."  He inhaled near her.  "You're wearing
perfume," he groaned. 


"Excuse
us," Simone and Denver said, picking up Iggy and walking him away. 


"You
two can flirt across the room," Denver told her  Raena looked
shocked. 


"What? 
You want him to be totally embarrassed when he falls to his knees and begs you
to touch him?" Simone asked her.  She firmly planted Iggy between
them, and Raena took the spot across from them.  "Nope, move farther
down the table.  If he touches you, he's going to be very embarrassed and
have to stay like that all day long." 

  

"Fine," Raena said, moving down the table.  She changed spots
with one girl down there, and slumped on her stool.  The plant in front of
her reached out for her.  "Touch me and I'm butchering you," she
warned it.  It shifted away, reaching for someone else instead.  She
understood, but it sucked!  She was tired of this!  Seven more months
her ass! 


***



Dumbledore
looked at the couple, smiling as they sipped some tea.  "It really
wasn't appropriate, children.  I know that you have special circumstances,
but you did promise to behave until you were legal.  Kissing her until she
pulled you in the closet isn't behaving." 


"No
offense, Headmaster, but I could care less.  I've gone without now for
three years."  Iggy patted her on the hand.  "We're so close
and it's not going to get any better." 


"Have
you thought that, if allowed to do a little bit of something that's only
semi-sexual, we'd be okay?" Iggy suggested. 


Dumbledore
nodded.  "I had assumed you were already doing that." 


"We've
tried, but we keep getting interrupted," Raena pointed out. 
"Even if we could grope, it'd be all right." 


"Yes,
but can you stop?" Dumbledore asked her. 


"We'd
be too far gone the first few times to get to that point," Iggy assured
him.  "I nearly came earlier when I saw her clothes because her skirt
was crooked." 


Dumbledore
smiled at them.  "That's fine.  If we allow you an hour, once a
week, to do no more than touch her, would that help?"  Both teens
nodded.  "Then we'll institute that plan until you're both
official." 


"Or
out of school," Iggy pointed out with a grin.  "Can we go
now?" 


"You
do have to attend classes, Ignatius, we settled this debate in your first
year." 


"Uncle
Albus, I'm never going to be good in Transfiguration.  Never.  It's
not my thing.  Can't I get out of it?" 


"I'm
sorry, it's a mandatory class and you have to take it this year.  No
matter how often you fight with it." 


"Then
can I have a different teacher?  McGonagall explained this stuff to me
when I was a child so much better." 


"I
know, Ignatius, and I also know some of this frustration with the world will
end once you two finally do consummate your relationship." 


"Just
look at Simone," Raena quipped.  She patted Iggy on the hand.
"If you have to, you could probably pay McGonagall for some private
tutoring lessons.  If not, I'm decent enough at it to fix most of the
things you get wrong." 


"It's
just not my cup of tea theory-wise.  It's not something I'm going to
use.  How many rats am I going to turn into pigeons in my life?" 


"You
could use the underlying theory behind it," Dumbledore suggested
mildly.  "Perhaps to get a badly needed component for an emergency
spell?" 


"That'd
ruin it," Raena told him. "The components have to be pure, not
magiced in any way, shape, or form.  Using something from a changed
creature, unless it was specifically called for, would render the potion
unstable at the least and dangerous at the most because you'd actually be
adding the other creature's body part instead of the one you wanted." 


"Outer
form changing doesn't change molecular bonds," Iggy agreed. 
"Even if you changed a dog's liver to a cat's liver, it's still a dog
liver chemically and molecularly.  Even if you do change it down at the
cellular level, sir." 


"I
see.  I hadn't realized that."  He smiled.  "You still
have to take it though." 


"Yes,
sir," they both sighed. 


"Can
we have our hour now?" Iggy asked. 


"And
if it works, and works well, after the holidays can we move up to two hours a
week?" Raena asked.  "He is rather addicting." 


"We'll
see," Dumbledore told them. "Since you work so well with Severus,
I'll have him monitor your behavior for the rest of us and be the one to time
your hour."  They both groaned.  "Is that a problem?" 


"He'll
be exact," Iggy whined.  "Not even a second longer." 


"You
might be surprised," Dumbledore said gently.  "I'll talk to
Severus tonight.  Can you make it through the rest of the day?" 


Iggy
looked at his wife and shrugged. "I'll go do something in the dangerous
potion's lab and you go work on our private space?" 


"Deal,"
she agreed. "Meet you for dinner?" 


"That
would be wonderful, it will give us more than enough time to set you up a room
to share for that limited time.  It will remain firmly locked against you
at all other times and only Severus will be able to let you inside
it."  They nodded and got up, heading down to their respective
tasks.  He shook his head.  Those children were going to drive him to
drink soon, or to retire again.  Yes, he could do that, couldn't he. 
He sat back and dreamed of retirement again.  Sandy warm beaches. 
Pretty young things in skimpy bathing suits.  Some of them so skimpy not
even Anastasia Malfoy-Weasley would wear them.  He sighed in contentment,
then the door opened and Severus walked in.  "Go away, I'm imagining
my retirement again." 


"Where
do you want to put them and how much time do they have?" he asked simply. 


"One
hour once a week and you can figure it out.  Simply lock the door against
them at all other times." 


"Yes,
Headmaster."  He smirked at him.  "You're the one who
accepted and never left again."  He strode out, going to find a room
for those two, before they burned down the potion's dungeon. 


***



Iggy
all but pushed Raena into their appointed room and blushed when he saw how it
was decorated.  Long tapered candles with magically altered flames, they
were burning blue.  A silk sheet draped bed, with the curtains pulled
back.  A small carafe of juice beside it and a large goblet.  And a
set of handcuffs on the bed.  Someone coughed and they turned to look at
their mentor. 


"You
did agree to let only one of you touch," he said with a smirk. 
"Decide now and I'll lock you in." 


Raena
looked at Iggy, then shrugged.  "You're getting tied down
first.  You're more randy at the moment."  She efficiently got
him stripped and hitched to the bed then smiled at their mentor. 
"Thank you, Severus." 


"Keep
your word, Raena, or else this privilege will disappear."  He walked
out, locking them inside. 


Raena
smirked down at her mate.  "How does that feel, dear?" 


"Like
you'd better hurry up or I'm going to explode anyway," he said, looking
pitiful.  She stripped off her clothes and climbed in beside him to give
him a gentle kiss, and that's all it took.  "Sorry," he said
against her lips. 


"We've
got the time, you'll work your way up in the stamina department." 


"Hopefully
I'll have inherited my father Xander's version of it." 


She
giggled.  "Iggy, he worked his way up to it too.  I'm sure we
can get you beyond that."  She gave him another kiss and he shifted,
trying to pull her closer. She obediently helped him along. 


***



Xander
looked over as Iggy walked into their home and smiled at him.  "Are
those cuff marks?" he asked, pointing at the raw spots on his son's
wrists. 


"Severus
demanded that one of us be strapped down so we couldn't both be touching the
other.  Do you have anything for scrapes?  I struggled a bit too
much," he said with a shy grin. 


"Sure. 
We've got an excellent salve for scrapes," Xander agreed.  He walked
his son up to the bathroom, getting him the salve from the cabinet. 
"We used it on you guys when you used to fall down all the time." 


"How
did he get hurt this time?" Draco asked from behind the dividing screen
hiding the tub. 


"I
struggled," Iggy said, walking over to show him.  Draco gave him a
look.  "Severus demanded.  That way we both couldn't
grope.  It was her turn to grope this time since I was more
desperate."  He shrugged.  "It worked.  I'm much
calmer now."  He grinned again.  "Severus even let us nap
in there." 


"He
probably couldn't get you up," Xander noted dryly, taking the salve to put
on his son's wrists.  "Next time don't struggle so much, son. 
Lay there and take it, that's half the fun." 


Fred
walked in to join them and saw the bruising.  "Bondage, at your
age?" 


Iggy
nodded.  "Only one of us can touch the other at any given time during
our hour's reprieve."  Fred gave him a look and he blushed. 
"What?  I feel better!  No more fires or anything!" 


"You
started a fire?" Xander asked. 


Fred
nodded. "In his bathtub, in a puddle that hadn't drained that
morning.  Just like you and George nearly burnt down my room." 


"Son,
I think it's time for us to work on some of the more stringent control
techniques.  I can't master them personally because I don't have the
focus, but you probably could."  Xander led him away, going to get
him a book to work through.  "Try these exercises, Iggy, it might
help all of this and make sure that you don't burn someone into a crisp." 


"Yes,
daddy."  He gave him a hug and took the salve with him. 
"I'll see you in class." 


"Class
was today, Iggy, you'll see me at breakfast," Xander called after
him.  He shook his head.  Maybe his son needed a dampening bracelet
after all.  He hadn't wanted to do that to Iggy, but if it kept them all
in good health he was all for it.  He should get his fixed, just in case. 


***



Iggy
smiled at the herbologist, putting his list down on the counter. 
"It's for a special potion this time," he told her. 
"Something Raena's working on." 


She
read down the list.  "A Roaette stone?" 


He
nodded.  "Or a kidney stone from a Unicorn.  Either one you have
is acceptable in this instance." 


"Dear,
we don't carry those," she said, giving him a pat on the arm. 


"Who
would, do you have any idea?" he asked, his hopes sinking.  He had
wanted to see her brew this one.  It had ingredients he hadn't dealt with
before. 


"Have
you checked with the shops down in Mortal Alley?"  He looked
confused.  "Your kind all go there, Ignatius." 


"I've
never heard of that one," he said, starting to frown.  "Where is
it?  Or better yet, where's the portal at?" 


"I
only know of the one that leads off Knocturn," she said with a shrug,
heading to get the rest of the ingredients for him.  "They named it
Mortal Alley because they couldn't decided which sort of sentient beast it
would be named after." 


"But
we're all mortals," Iggy said thoughtfully.  "Where's the portal
down in Knockturn, not that I'm allowed down there, but no one should mind too
much." 


"There's
a little artifact shop 'bout three doors down from the new demon recruitment
center.  Little dusty place with grimy windows.  One of the people in
there, Andrew, can send you across.  From what I hear, he's their portal
holder here, just like Tom is for us."  She handed over the large
bag, already stapled down.  "Sixteen sickles, Ignatius." 
He paid her.  "Good luck finding that.  I'm sure you'll at least
have a fun time exploring."  The door opened and admitted his
father.  "How do you do that?" 


"Thought
streams," Iggy said with a grin.  He looked at his father. 
"Did you know we had our own shopping area?" 


"No. 
I think I'd like to find out more before you're allowed down there
though."  He grinned.  "Raena's down at the
bookstore." 


"Wonderful." 
Iggy slid past him.  "I'll be home in time for supper." 
Xander looked at him. "It *is* our free weekend, daddy," he noted
before running to find his wife.  He walked into the bookstore and waved
at the people he knew, pointing at his wife.  They nodded, he would pick
up his book order in a few minutes.  He slid up behind her and wrapped his
arms around her waist.  "Mortal Alley?" 


She
looked up at him. "You've never been there?"  He shook his
head.  "Why not?" 


"I've
never even *heard* of it," Iggy told her.  "What's down
there?" 


"Lots
of things," she said, patting him on the hand.  "We'll go our
next free weekend." 


"Why
can't we go today?" 


"Because
I want to start preparation work on that new potion we were assigned." 


"Not
the one you're showing me?" 


"No,
dear.  Did you get everything?" 


"But
the kidney stone.  Our favorite herbologist doesn't carry them." 


"Shoot. 
Then why don't you go wander down that way and find one for me?"  She
kissed him on the cheek. "I'll even take your books home with
me."  She got free and took her books with her to the counter. 
"My husband wanted me to get his as well," she told the
cashier.  The older man looked clueless.  "I'm Iggy's wife,
Raena." 


"Oh! 
How wonderful to meet you!  He's babbled so much about you!"  He
leaned over and gave her a hug.  "We love Ignatius.  I hope you
two are happy."  He snapped his fingers and one of the lower people
came running.  "This is Iggy's wife, Raena. She's taking his book
order back to the school for him.  What is he looking for?" 


"The
born's shopping area," she said with a smile.  "He's never
been." 


"Ah! 
I heard they have a rare bookstore down there." 


Raena
leaned on the counter.  "It's not really academic texts.  Some
of it's more manuscripts and the like.  The closest I've ever seen was an
esoteric script on how to create portals." 


"Then
it's not in competition with us," he said happily, accepting the slip off
the box the stocker had pulled out for them.  "Here we are. 
Seventy-four galleons, five knuts."  He smiled at her. 
"Including yours.  We'll extend Iggy's discount to you as well since
you're his wife."  He leaned on the counter while she counted out
coins.  "How was the wedding?  I never saw it mentioned in the
paper." 


"He
did a very gryphon thing and captured me," she told him, sorting the coins
by piles of ten. 


Iggy
walked up to her and handed her another fifteen and winked. 
"Traditionally she should have captured and marked me, but she set a
wonderful trap and I slid into it with a sigh of pleasure and
contentment."  He held out her hand.  "In the Potion's dungeon
with the other kids in our class witnessing and Professor Snape standing there
wondering what we were doing." 


The
cashier laughed.  "I'm sure it was what you both wanted." 
He touched the stone.  "Philosopher's stone?"  Iggy nodded
and he gave him a sly look.  "Of your own making?" 


"Flammel's
former one," Iggy said, grinning back. 


"Oh! 
You do know it can shatter, correct?  Once the makers are dead, it will
turn to dust." 


"Flammel's
been dead for years," Raena pointed out. 


"From
the rumors going around, he had some help." 


Iggy
looked at her and shrugged.  "If it does powder, then we'll replace
it with one of our own," he said quietly.  She laughed and smacked
him on the chest.  "What?  We did get that too-small stone and
can have it cut to fit." 


"It
didn't work for you?" the cashier asked, recounting the money. 
"Twenty more, please." 


Raena
handed over the rest.  "We got one, but it was too small to be used.
We're trying to figure out why."  A convenient lie to keep people
from hunting them down.  Iggy grinned at her and she pinched him on the
stomach.  "No buying dusty books in Mortal." 


"Yes,
dear."  He gave her a deep kiss and strolled away, going to find the
store with the gateway portal.  He found the demon recruitment center
easily enough.  It had a succubus standing outside and he had to force
himself to move on by reminding himself that Raena was more exciting than some
demon ho and the energy drain he felt with her was better for him.  He
found the little dusty, grimy shop and walked in.  Behind two separate
counters were two nearly identical withered old men.  "Is one of you
Andrew?" 


"We
closed that portal and keep it closed," the man directly in front of him
snapped.  "Use the other one." 


"If
I knew where it was, I'd do that," Iggy told him, staying polite. 
You never knew what was working down here and he looked like a very large
goblin.  He smiled at the other man.  "Are you
Andrew?"  The man nodded.  "Ignatius Harris-Weasley,"
he said, shaking the man's hand.  "If you won't let me across, can
you at least tell me where the other one is?" 


"It's
got three other entrances: one up by your colony at a small house's back gate,
one airborne gate that's difficult to find and you have to be flying, and other
one here in town."  He pulled a curtain open, showing a small armoire. 
"We keep our portal in here, Ignatius." 


"I
don't want to be any bother if you can't open it without problems," he
told him. 


"It
creates a small breeze and we get a few extra customers," Andrew assured
him.  "No other trouble." 


"Don't
you dare!" the other shopkeeper warned. 


"Shut
it!  You don't rule on this half of the store.  Go ahead,
Ignatius.  Why haven't you been down there before?  I know I've seen
some of the borns from your colony." 


"We
hang with Bill mostly," Iggy told him with a shrug.  "He never
mentioned it and he never told us there was one." 


"Ah! 
The gryphons don't usually go themselves because getting in through the air
gate is so hard.  They send the born for them."  Andrew smiled
at him.  "Go ahead.  It will read who you are.  Only those
like you, and others that are born from other sentient beings, may walk through
unless one of you escort them.  The other portal is framed by black marble
so you can't miss it."  Iggy nodded and smiled, leaving a small coin
on the counter. "What's this?" 


"A
tip for the information.  My father said it was customary down
here."  Iggy hurried through the gateway, making sure to close the
armoire door behind him.  He smiled at the man standing on the other
side.  "Did I mess up?" 


"No,
that was my twin, Andrew.  I'm Anderson.  Welcome to Mortal Alley,
Ignatius Harris- Weasley.  Maps are two knuts."  Iggy paid for
one.  "Have fun.  The bank closes in three hours." 


"The
one in Diagon is already closed," he said with a shrug. 


"We
have a branch here, it's always open, every day." 


Iggy
grinned.  "That is so cool!  I'll have to remember
that."   He waved and left another knut in tip before walking
out.  He looked around.  A lot of small shops, though cleaner than in
Knocturn, leading up to a main thoroughfare.  He strolled up the street,
looking around.  Clothes.  Armor.  Weapons.  He stopped to
look in that window.  "Oh, wow!  A long sword.  Daddy would
love that."  He shook himself and continued, reading the map. 
The herbologist was up in the main section.  He walked up the few stairs
and smiled at the large stores.  Two large clothiers with shops three
times the size of Madam Malkin's.  A five-story bookstore.   A
stable advertising horse rentals.  It was odd, it wasn't that crowded at
this time of day.  Diagon was always packed.  And there weren't any
house elves either.  He shrugged off his musings and headed for his
primary target, the herbologist.  He walked in and took a deep sniff, then
sneezed.  "Damn, this is wonderful," he said.  The old man
behind the counter laughed.  "I need a Roaette stone for my
wife." 


"Sure. 
We've got six or seven in stock.  Come pick a size.  Who're you
anyway?  Never seen you before," he noted as he led Iggy back into
the stock area, where everything was in drawers and neatly bundled up. 


"Ignatius
Harris-Weasley."  The man squealed and hugged him as hard as he
could, which was about half as hard as his Uncle Fred.  "I didn't
even know you guys were down here before today.  The nice old woman at the
herbology shop in Diagon told me." 


"I'll
have to send her a card.  Of course, you'll be shopping here from now
on." 


"For
some things," Iggy corrected, looking down at him.  He looked
hurt.  "Severus, our mentor, can't come down here.  For the
human spells, I'll still probably go over there so he can help us.  But
next year," he said with a grin, "we're getting more heavily into the
gryphon spells and potions." 


"Ah! 
Wonderful news!" he said, hugging him again.  "Then you'll have
to come back." 


"Definitely. 
Because I *know* the one in Diagon doesn't have a lot of the stuff we'll be
using, I already asked and she gave me a funny look.  I guess she thought
I knew about you."  He looked around again then pulled out the potion
list.  "She said she needs six grams of Roaette or unicorn kidney
stone." 


"We've
got both."  He looked at the list then nodded.  "Roaette is
more pure in this case.  I can chip you off that much.  Do you want
it powdered?  It's really hard to crush." 


"If
it'll stay good," Iggy agreed.  He checked just to make sure. 
She hadn't said it had to be whole.  "Do you know this potion?" 


"Very
well," the herbologist told him, heading to grab a small axe and a light
pink stone.  "Stand back.  This thing is horrible." 


"Do
you want me to chop it?" Iggy asked, stepping back. "My father
occasionally makes me chop wood." 


"No,
I've got it."  The man weighed it in his hand, then set it down and
slammed the axe into the stone, making a large section fall off. "That
should be about right."  He handed it over and Iggy weighed it,
nodding, giving him a smile.  "I've been doing this for years, young
man." 


"I'm
always respectful of professionals in their fields," Iggy assured
him.  He went to look around while the stone was crushed, finding a small
tin of salve.  "What's this for?" he called. 


"For
bruising and broken bones.  It numbs it."  The herbologist
handed the piece of stone back to the giant in the back, then hurried out to
help him.  "What were you thinking about using it for?" 


"My
father and his bad knee." 


"Won't
cure it." 


"I
know, but the muscles around the replacement joint have been stressed again and
it's making him hurt more."  He read the indications then nodded and
handed it over.  "That as well if you wouldn't mind." 


"Of
course.  Haven't seen your wife recently. How is she?" 


"Pretty
and wonderful," he said with a sappy grin.  He heard a roar and
looked toward the back. "Is your helper all right?" 


"Just
fine.  Like I said, a little hard to pulverize.  The giant should get
it done soon enough."  There was a crash and a small songbird brought
out a little bag.  "Thank you, Filch."  He handed it to
Iggy.  "Fifteen galleons, boy." 


"Sure." 
Iggy counted it out and tucked the precious substances into his pants
pockets.  "Thank you."  He smiled and accepted the business
card, then headed out to browse some more. 


***



Xander
strolled into the Elder's cave and looked up at Bill.  "Why didn't
you tell me that we had our own version of Diagon?" he asked, sounding
hurt. 


Bill
looked down at him and shrugged. "I never thought about it, Xander. 
I'm sorry.  I haven't been there in years and didn't even think about how
you could find yourself something down there." 


Delilah
leaned down.  "You might have some trouble taking your mate through
with you since you haven't shared fluids recently.  It's keyed so only
those of us, and those like you, may cross over without help." 


"We
shared fluids this morning," Xander said smugly. 


"Yes,
but his scent is not changed by that minor sharing of fluids," Bill told
him. 


"Huh?"



"You'll
have to share blood with him, Xander.  Or you'll have to help him
across." 


"We've
got different blood types, it'll hurt him." 


"Then
you'll need to be physically touching him when you cross over," Bill said
with a small smile.  "Surely that won't be a hardship for you, will
it?" 


"Not
in the least," Xander snorted.  "How do I get there?" 


"There
is a bookstore in the middle of town.  We have a map," Bill assured
him.  "Also, there is a bank branch down there.  You'll be able
to treat your mate to something wonderful." 


"It's
closed," Xander said with a frown. 


"Not
this one.  It's open for another few hours."  Delilah smiled at
him.  "Go find your mate and get him excited.  We'll be waiting
on you."  Xander grinned and left, going to find his husband. 
"That boy.  Weren't they mentioned in the paper today?" 


"Yes,
something about a lawsuit because of what happened when he was burned,"
Bill said as he settled in.  "Does he have authority to get into the
vaults?" 


"They
have money," the third elder pointed out. 


"Good
point."  Bill grinned at them.  "Perhaps George will find
something pleasing down there and will change it to sell in the shop." 


"Those
light crystals would be wonderful," Delilah agreed.  "Too bad
only the sphinxes can use them.  I would like one." 


"I'll
mention it to them when they come back for the map," Bill said smugly. 


***



Xander
landed in the center of the shop and bounced over to hug whichever twin was
behind the counter.  "There's a whole shopping area for us," he
said happily. 


Fred
looked at him.  "What are you going on about now, Xander?" 
He pulled him back into the living section.  "I'm still mad at you
for destroying my new toy." 


"I
didn't do that, I wasn't the one who let out the scream which broke it,"
he said with a pout.  "That was George." 


"Because
you made him scream." 


"I'm
sorry, Fred." He gave him a hug.  "I'll try to make it up to you
when I take George to Mortal Alley." 


"Where
might that be?" Draco asked as he walked out of the bathroom to join them.



"It's
the born and other sentient creatures shopping area," Xander told
him.  Draco's mouth fell open.  "They never thought to tell
us.  Iggy is already there."  He grinned at Fred. 
"Please?  Don't be mad at me." 


"Go
steal George," Fred sighed, watching as he bounded off.  "That
boy!" 


Draco
laughed. "He's older than you are!" 


"Not
mentally, not when there's a new treat to be found."  Fred grumbled
as he walked back into the shop.  He found a little girl staring up at him
with a worried look. "What's wrong, Miss Prince?" he asked, smiling
for her. 


"You
didn't sound happy." 


"I
am, it's just that Xander destroyed a new invention the other day.  It
broke when he yelled because George was tickling him." 


"Oh." 
She grinned, giving him a hug.  "I'm sure you'll fix it so it's not
so delicate, Mr. Fred."  She hurried off to her mother's side again
and told her about it. 


Fred
smile at the mother.  "She's cute." 


"Thank
you."  She gave him a knowing look.  "Tickled?" 


He
nodded.  "Tickled.  Xander likes to attack George and tickle him
until he begs for mercy."  He moved back behind the counter. 
"They hit the pitch to break glass last time." 


The
mother chuckled.  "I'm sure you'll make it less fragile next
time."   She brought her daughter back over and let her put her
selections up on the counter. 


"Oops,
one of those is for older kids," Fred told her, pointing at the hot
jelly.  "I can't sell you that one unless your mother says it's all
right.  The fires are really spectacular and some parents
complained." 


"Please,
mum?" the girl begged, bouncing slightly.  "I'll be good and eat
it outside, just in case I toast myself.  I won't go anywhere near the
family owl or anything." 


"External
fire?" 


"Breathing
fire," Fred told her.  "We've had a few kids belch up a few
spurts of flames a few hours, and even a day, later so we voluntarily agreed
not to sell it to anyone who's not old enough to reason through the
consequences.  One of them toasted their mother's familiar." 


"It's
good that you listen to reason," the mother said with a teasing
grin.  "I think we'll hold off on that one until you can play outside
all day, Penelope."  Her daughter pouted.  "Go get one of
those flaming candybars instead, dear."  Her daughter skipped
off.  "Thank you for the warning." 


He
hid it behind the counter.  "We wouldn't want to inflict any real
harm on any unsuspecting kids or their parents," he said with shy grin. 


She
leaned closer.  "If I wasn't married, I'd take you in the back and
punish you for being so naughty, Fred, but for now, I'm still married to the
drudge."  Fred handed her back the candy and she laughed. 
"Thank you.  I'm sure he'll be very impressed with it." 
She paid for their purchases, making sure to include enough for her daughter's
candybar.  "Pick a flavor, Penelope. Your father's waiting on us in
Gladrags." 


"Yes,
mum."  She held it up and her mother nodded so she skipped back and
added it to the bag.  "Thank you, Mr. Fred!  We'll be back in a
few weeks."  She took her treats with her, and her mother waved from
the doorway. 


George
came out of the lab, wobbling heavily.  "Save me," he begged,
leaning on his twin's shoulder. "First he pounces me then he expects me to
go shopping." 


Fred
patted him on the back.  "The gateway is probably keyed so the rest
of us can't get in there and spoil their fun." 


"Yuppers,"
Xander said as he joined them.  "Come on, honey, I want to see!"
he said, bouncing as much as the little girl had been. 
"Please?  I'll buy you treats!" 


"Fine,
Xander, we'll help the son shop."  George forced himself to stand up
and take his mate's hand, letting him teleport them to the colony to get the
map, and then to the marked teleportation spot.  He looked around, his
mouth falling open.  "Holy Merlin," he breathed.  He
pointed.  "Gringotts?" 


"Yup. 
And it's still open," Xander said smugly.  "Come on, we'll go
there then go browse."  He drug his husband with him, making sure
that they were going to have enough money for everything they wanted. 
Then they found the son, who was looking at the horses. 


"Maybe
when I'm older," Iggy said, patting the velvety nose gently. 
"You're definitely beautiful, but I couldn't keep you at the school,
dear.  Even if the wife would probably love you absolutely.  In a few
years, when we have our own house. How about that?"  She nuzzled him
and he handed over the rest of his apple for her.  "Yes, you're a
darling one.  Raena will love you." 


"When
you have your own house or if you can talk your uncle into it," George
told him.  Iggy grinned at him.  "You are beautiful," he
agreed, patting her gently.  "Come on, show us everything you've
seen."  He looked around but Xander had his nose pressed against a
weapon's shop.  "Xander, heel!" he called.  Xander didn't
respond, he continued to drool over whatever was in there.  So they walked
over to join him.  "Dear?" he asked patiently. 


"Look,
chainmail," Xander said in awe.  "I *need* that." 


"You'll
have problems casting offensive spells in it," George said
patiently.  "We'll do the weapons shops last, dear." 


"Daddy,
there's a leather shop," Iggy told him.  Xander grinned at him. 
"I saw something you would *adore* down that way." 


"Lead
the way," Xander said, pulling himself away from the good armor.  His
son led him down to the other section and he beamed at him.  "You
deserve a raise.  Dear, give him money."  He headed into the
leather shop and squealed in delight.  "I found the outfit I
want!" he called. 


George
handed over ten more coins.  "Go to the bookstore," he said with
a smile.  "Meet us back here in one hour, son." 


"Daddy,
it's five stories tall," Iggy told him, pouting slightly. 


"One
hour.  You can come back next time and do another floor." 


"Yes,
sir."  Iggy headed back up to the bookstore and George went in to
humor his husband.  He found him drooling over some green leathers and shook
his head. "Not green.  I still have trouble with you in green. 
Get the blue set, dear, or the red." 


"Ooh,
the red," Xander said, pulling it down.  "Hey, flowered
ones!" he said happily, pulling down the black and purple leather bodysuit
to show it off.  "Can I?" 


"Draco
will steal it and hide it," he said gently, taking the red bodysuit. 
"Try this one for me so I can drool too," George told him, leading
him to the changing areas. 


"He
fight a lot?" the clerk asked with a grin. 


"Xander? 
Yeah.  Not that I haven't tried to stop that." 


"That's
Xander?  Like from Hogwarts?" the clerk asked.  George nodded
slowly.  "Well."  He broke out in a true smile. 
"We've been waiting for him to come to us for his next fighting
outfit." 


"Don't
encourage him, we only brought three hundred up from the vault." 


"Pfft. 
You can nearly buy him a new wardrobe for that.  Where are his
trainees?" 


"One's
at dinner and the other's bothering my twin.  Why?" 


"We
expected him to bring them in to outfit them of course."  He clapped
George on the back.  "We love stories about him!  Homer, one of
the borns from your colony, just loves to brag on the boy."  Xander
came out and he whistled.  "Needs a bit of fitting, but you do look
good in it." 


"Yes,
I do," Xander said smugly. 


George
nodded.  "It's not bragging if it's true," he agreed. 
"How much for that one?" 


"Did
you want me to call Ron and Draco?" Xander asked happily.  "Or
just bring them up some other time?" 


"Sure,
bring 'em up.  We're slow today." 


"Cool,"
Xander breathed, thinking at his son and brother-in-law.  He heard a
grumble from his boss and told him all about it, even showing him the picture
of him in his new outfit.  Dumbledore quickly left his mind. 
"Draco's bringing Bill and Ron." 


"Why
is Bill coming?" 


"He
needs a new jacket and can't find one," Xander said innocently. 
"Plus, we need to find something for Percy's present." 


"I'll
look in the joke shops," George said, giving him a kiss on the
cheek.  "Go find more fabulous stuff, Xander."  Xander
hurried back to the racks. "Don't let him buy the store, all right?" 


"Sure,
not a problem.  We don't have much in stock that's his size at the
moment.  Next week we'll be getting a shipment from the elven colonies
off-realm.  They'll have things in his size definitely."  Xander
looked over at him.  "They're hunters." 


"Oooooh,"
Xander said, smiling as he found a velvet and leather heavy cloak. 
"Honey?" 


"Yes,
Xander, if it fits," George agreed. 


"You're
his mate?"  George nodded, smiling. "Well!  Let me call my
brother.  They've been expecting you down at Zora's for a few years
now."   He hurried to make the call. 


Xander
came back with the cloak and the two pairs of pants.  "These?"
he begged, trying his damndest to look cute and innocent. 


"Try
them on," George sighed, sitting himself down.  "After this,
we're heading to a joke shop so I can go nuts." 


"Okay." 
Xander walked into the changing area and the bodysuit went over the door.
"Can I wear that home?" 


"No,
dear.  Wear it tomorrow.  We'll have to stop at mum's to drop Bill
off, remember?" 


"Oh,
yeah.  Okay."  Xander came out in the first pair of pants,
smoothing down a few of the wrinkles in the leather.  "They're a size
too big." 


"But
I like them on you," George offered.  Xander beamed at him. 
"Nothing to draw stalkers to your butt, Xander.  You promised to not
draw more attention to your ass." 


"Yes,
dear."  He went back in there and came out with the other pair of
pants.  "Can I still have them?  I promise to wear them only
when you're there to protect my virtue." 


The
clerk laughed.  "I'm sure he'd do good with that.  Those look a
little loose." 


"I
like him in baggy pants," George said quickly.  The clerk gave him a
knowing look and smiled.  "Thank you.  Xander, try those
on."  Xander went back in to try those on as well.  "Don't
encourage him, he'll have to fight off people trying to pinch him again." 


The
door opened and Draco walked in with Ron and Bill, smiling at George. 
Draco tossed a small money pouch at George with a wink before starting his own
shopping.  "The bank is still open," Bill said happily. 
"My retirement check just came in."  He headed for the jackets,
finding one that he liked almost immediately, and one for his older
brother.  "Think Charlie'd like this one?" he asked, holding it
up.  Xander came out and he dropped it.  "No wonder you snagged
him from Fred," he said in amazement.  George glared at him. 
"Sorry, brother, but really.  Are you still wanting that skyclad
ceremony?  If so, I'll bring something to protect him."  He took
another long look.  "And warn the others to bring their wands as
well." 


"Are
you going to get him a 'for rent' sign?" Ron teased.  He punched
Xander on the arm.  "Those are a bit tight, mate." 


"But
they're comfy," Xander said with a grin.  "Dear, I'm wearing this
one and the bodysuit is for tomorrow."  George rolled his eyes. 
"If you let me wear this out, and someone finds me a shirt," he said,
looking at his 'son', "then I'll give you the most excellent time of our
married lives tonight." 


"I
can find the shirt," Draco said helpfully, going to do so.  He found
some clothes for himself as well and brought them back.  The clerk looked
at him.  "For after the birth." 


"I
was wondering if you'd need them tailored," the clerk said with a bright
grin.  "Your butt's a little too flat for that look."  He
walked over and pulled down a set of pure black lace-up pants, handing them
over.  "Try those.  And they're adjustable for the baby if you
want some now." 


"You
can blend into the shadows with those," Ron said in appreciation. 
The pants Draco had wanted were handed to him.  "You think?" 


"Hunting
in leather is wonderful," Xander told him.  Draco handed him a shirt
and he went to try it on, coming back out.  "I don't think so. 
It's a little loose and fluffy for my tastes." 


George
stood up and backed Xander into the dressing room, slamming the door so they
could have some privacy. 


"Yup,
many mates do that," the clerk said happily. "That's how you know
you've got it right."  He smiled at Ron and opened another changing room. 
"Go ahead and try them on.  You've got on knickers,
right?"  Ron nodded, grimacing.  "Sorry, had one of you
like that the other day.  Had to force him to buy the stuff." 
He let Draco into another changing room and went to help fit Bill. 
"How big's your brother?" 


"'Bout
my size, little taller.  Works with dragons." 


"Then
that style should suit him very well," the clerk agreed, tugging on the
shoulders.  "How does that feel?" 


"Great." 
Bill handed over some money.  "I like this one.  I'll wear it out."



"Yes,
sir."  He took the tags and hurried to ring him up.  He noticed
the cloak and put it over the door to Xander's changing room. 
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George
looked around in awe at the joke shop, then looked at the woman running
it.  "How much of this can I steal and make regular wizarding
treats?" he asked Madam Zora. 


She
laughed.  "You can try.  Most of these are older
toys."  She pointed at a story crystal.  "Those don't work
for gryphons, they're sphinx made, but they'd be a great treat." 
George ran over to pick one up and check it out.  "That and we've got
a catalog as well," she offered. 


George
pulled one of out of his back pocket and they exchanged.  "Xander's
been slowly feeding us more naughty ideas from the born side of things,"
he admitted.  "He does our annoyance and punitive lines." 


"He'd
be good at it," she said, looking at the hot young man and his
entourage.  "Who're they?" 


"Our
acknowledged son and my younger brother," George said with a grin. 
"My older brother is out helping our son Iggy at the bookstore since he's
lost again." 


"Hmm." 
She licked her lips. "Any of them single?" 


"Bill
and Ron both are, but Ron's got kids.  He's a widow." 


"Wonderful. 
Are they happy children?" 


"Triplets,"
George agreed.  He saw something that drew his attention and walked over
but she steered him away.  "No?" 


"No,
I'm sorry.  That can trap the average wizard.  It's succubus
made." 


"Oh." 
George smiled at Draco and motioned him over.  "Succubus made,"
he said, pointing at it. 


Draco
picked it up and looked it over.  "Interesting."  He looked
in the peephole and smiled, shaking his head.  "Minor
striptease."  He handed it back with a smile.  "I prefer
seeing the real thing."  He pointed at a glowing ball. 
"What are those?" 


"Those
are everything balls.  They're the latest in mimics."  George
walked over and looked at them.  "Those I can't allow you to
steal.  I'm sorry." 


"That's
okay, we've got a liquid and a putty mimic," George told her, shooting a
smile at her. He saw a darkened room and pointed, and she nodded, so he went in
there and squealed in delight.  "I love these!" he called,
hurrying out.  "Xander, come look!"  He drug his mate in
there, showing off all the little things. 


"You
can have any of those," she called.  "They're old news and I
never sell any."  She smiled at Ron.  "Triplets?" she
asked him. 


He
pulled out his wallet and showed off a picture.  "My three.  Do
you have any?" 


"I
tried once, but apparently I can't have any."  She smiled at
him.  "Are any of them interested in pranks?" 


"Oh,
yeah," Ron said with a grin.  He was enjoying this flirting
thing.  Bill walked in with Iggy, nearly dragging their nephew. "Did
he find something?" 


"He
found a six *thousand* galleon book of potions," Bill told him. 
"Six inches thick, eight inches high.  He all but offered to sleep
with the owner for it."  Ron snickered. 


"Ask
Severus, son," George called out.  A small slap to a denim-clad body
part was heard.  "Ow!  What was that for?" 


"Six
thousand galleons?" Xander said in disgust. 


"And
only two potions in the whole thing," Bill called. 


"Ask
Bill, our elder," Xander called back. 


"Daddy,
can I steal fifty galleons really fast?" Iggy called.  "For
other books?" 


"If
you can make it to the vault before it closes," Xander agreed. He grunted
and came out, frowning at his son.  "Our elder just told me to tell
you to go look in their vault on *this* side and to take whatever you needed,
within reason.  He didn't think that book was reasonable but he said the
other six you were thinking of were fine." 


Iggy
nearly left a drool puddle behind as he ran off.  All six?  Wow! 


Bill
shook his head.  "You guys spoil him." 


"He's
special, he deserves it," Xander said with a shrug.  Then he
grinned.  "And we're not paying for them. That's the best part of all
of this."  He nodded back there.  "Come back and see?"



"No,
I'll wait until they need a new tester."  He started for the succubus
cube but Draco stopped him.  "What?" 


"It's
demonic," Draco told him, handing over the tool kit he had been looking at
that. "How about that for Percy?" 


Bill
looked them over. "What do they do?" 


"Those
are practical, they're not funny," Zora told them.  "For small
repairs." 


"His
brother's over the archives at the Ministry," Draco told her. "He's
got very little humor."  Xander glared at him.  "He
doesn't.  You mate and his twin made him hide it deep within himself so he
could get free of their influence." 


"Thank
you.  That's the nicest compliment I've gotten all week," George
said, carrying an armful out to the counter.  "These, and the
crystal, and one of those blue things for Fred."  She handed over the
long blue string.  "What does it do?" 


"Nibble
it and see," she said with a wink. 


George
broke off a small piece and then looked up, eyes wide, as he felt it start
working on him.  He looked around but his mate wasn't in sight.  The
only one in sight who wasn't his brother was  Draco.  He jumped him,
kissing him as hard and as deeply as he could. 


Bill
looked at her.  "Lust?" he asked dryly. She nodded, beaming at
him.  "Xander, George just ate lust candy." 


Xander
walked out from between the shelves and sighed.  "George, let go of
Draco or we'll have to share him tonight."  Draco 'eeped' and got
free, heading for the door, but Xander put him behind him to protect him. 
"Kiss me, you goof, not him."  George attacked him, knocking him
into the shelves to grope and rub against him. 


"I
want some of that," Ron said, sounding a touch bitter.  "Not
that I have anybody to use it with, but then again, maybe I'll find
someone." 


"Anya
knows some succubi," Xander panted.  "How much did you
eat!" 


"A
quick bite," George growled in his ear.  "Tonight, I'm going to
make you *sore*," he promised. 


"Okay." 
Xander submitted willingly again. 


Draco
added his things to the pile with a wink for the proprietor.  "Now I
know what to get George for his birthday."  She giggled and started
to ring things up.  "George, did you want anything else?" 


"Just
him," George assured him.  Ron was the only thing that kept him from
falling to his knees. 


"There's
a bathroom in the back," Zora offered.  "Make sure the kids
aren't in it.  I'm watching my niece and nephew."  George drug
Xander back there and locked them in.  She smiled at Ron, then
winked.  "Want some?" she offered. 


He
blushed.  "I like to take things slowly, sorry.  I'm a
cuddler."  She purred and he shivered.  "Do you think you
can visit their store soon?" 


"Definitely,"
she promised.  He beamed and winked, going back to his shopping. 


Draco
and Bill looked at each other and shook their heads. 


***



Xander
popped back into the store and smiled as his mate joined him with their son and
his packages.  "Fred, come help," he called, starting to heft
things into the living section.  It was clearer out here or they'd have
appeared back there instead. 


Fred
came out and looked at his brother-in-law, then at Draco and his
brothers.  "Did you get turned?" he asked bluntly. 


Xander
frowned at him.  "Huh?" 


"You're
all in leather.  I was wondering if you had gotten turned." 


"Oh. 
No, I just found comfy stuff," Xander said happily.  "The sooner
we get this done, the sooner we can go make the school rattle and not keep you
up." 


George
handed over two large boxes.  "Don't eat the blue strings unless
you're prepared," he warned.  Then he put the catalog on top. 
"These are her old line.  We're welcome to change them around
some."  Fred's eyes lit up. "She'll be visiting next weekend to
check us out and try to pounce Ron."  He lifted up Xander's new sword
and put it into the case. 


"Where
did he get that?" Draco asked. 


Bill
nodded.  "I don't remember a weapon's shop." 


"That
one's mine," Ron told them, taking it from his brother and putting it on
his back, using a sticking charm.  "Where's my stuff?" 


"Shit!" 
Iggy sent himself back and came back with the rest of the bags, handing them
over.  "No one had taken anything yet, sorry Uncle Ron." 
Ron shrugged and checked, then smiled at his nephew and headed back to the
school, taking one of the blue strings with him. 


Draco
shook his head.  "I'm sure we'll all be up tonight."  He
took his own things and smiled at Fred.  "We'll bring you with us
some other time." 


"What
do you think about this for Charlie and for Percy?" Bill asked, holding up
the two presents. 


"I'll
chip in and pay for part of it," Fred told him.  "They're
perfect." 


"Sure." 
Bill grinned.  "Wait until you see his next outfit."  He
winked and strolled away. 


Fred
put down the boxes and went to see what everyone else had bought.  Iggy
had already disappeared and the couple were desperately shagging on the couch. 
"The girls are coming up tomorrow, don't stain that." 


"Won't,"
Xander panted, clutching George's back, scratching at him to make him give him
more friction. "Bed!" he demanded. "Or nest!" he agreed
when George looked at him with a smirk. "Now!"  George stood up
and pulled him back to their room and the nest. 


Fred
went to find his earplugs, sure he was going to be needing them. 


***



Xander
walked into the school and took off his cloak.  It had been chilly so he
had bundled up.  A few of the students heading to class stopped to look at
him and he grinned. "What?  They're marvelous." 


One
girl screamed and came at him with a pencil, but he broke her wrist and put her
onto the floor with a kick to the stomach.  "Vampire!" she
screamed. 


"I
came in from outside!" he said, glaring at her.  "It's sunny,
Stephanie.  Besides, see, not pale and bloodless."  He pointed
at his rosy cheeks.  "For that I should make you take the class
again."  He looked over as Poppy ran down the stairs. "She
thought I was a vampire." 


"You
don't usually wear leather," Simone offered from the stairs. 
"Though you look hot.  Did daddy pick up any?" 


"Some
for his present weight and some for when the baby's born," he said with a
grin. "Come try this out. This cloak is *great*!"  She hopped
over the railing and joined him, trying on the cloak. "Isn't that the most
wonderful thing you've ever felt?" 


She
purred and smiled up at him.  "This is what I want for
Christmas.  Tell daddy.  Please?" 


Snape
stormed up.  "What is going on!" he demanded.  He looked at
Xander, then at the student, then back at Xander and Simone. 
"Turned?" he asked finally. 


"She
thought so, even though I had just come in from outside," Xander said
dryly. 


"It's
the hickey, uncle," Simone assured him, handing him back his cloak. 
"Please beg for getting me one of those.  I'll even pay for part of
it from my allowance if it's too expensive."  She smiled at
Snape.  "He disarmed her, and put her down, he didn't really hurt
her." 


"Broken
wrist, strained muscles in her stomach," Poppy agreed, lifting the poor
thing up.  She looked over Xander's outfit again.  "I used to
wonder what you looked like in your former hunting outfit." 


"I
got another one," he said proudly.  "I look hot."  The
kids laughed and continued the trek to class.  "I really was
defending myself.  Her aim's off, it nearly hit my right lung." 
He bent over and picked up the girl's pencil, handing it to Severus.  A
girl behind him sighed.  "Class," he ordered.  "My ass
is taken, you can't even admire it without George never selling to the school
again."  She pouted all the way to Herbology.  He smiled at the
stern Potion's Master.  "Iggy got nineteen books.  All of them
on potions."  Severus shook his head.  "And a new hunting
outfit and a sword," he said proudly. 


"Wonderful,
just what he needed," Snape said, heading back to his classroom.  He
would need a headache tonic before the day was out he was sure.  He found
Iggy and Raena squealing over his new books at his desk and shook his head. 
"Your father nearly got staked." 


Iggy
looked up.  "She'll get hers from Uncle Draco.  Simone told
him."  He held out the book.  "Look," he said happily.



Snape
downed the headache tonic and grimaced at the blueberry taste.  "Quit
fixing the medicines, Ignatius.  That was more horrible than the usual
taste." 


"The
blueberry was an experiment," Raena told him with a grin. 
"There's also a raspberry somewhere in the infirmary and a strawberry in
the storage cabinet." 


Severus
shook his head but he took the book to look at the potion. 
"Oh."  He smiled at them.  "May I copy this one? I've
never seen this poison or the antidote." 


"I
know.  We got that one for you.  It's ancient."  Iggy
patted the rest of the stack.  "These are ours." 


"I'll
look at them soon," Severus promised them, heading back to his office to
flip through the various ones and mark the ones he hadn't seen, which was all
but two of them.  Well, this would certainly help his reputation among his
peers.  He heard a gentle burbling noise and went to investigate it. 
"What is that?" 


"A
mating formula for the New York Colony," Raena told him.  "A
pair of borns there are having trouble.  Her family in the past was not a
born but it ate a unicorn way back when and they're having trouble
conceiving." 


"I
didn't know there were any in America," Snape told them. 


"Up
by Sarah Lawrence.  The old colony was in Central Park, but it's gone
now."  Raena shrugged.  "They only moved back there thirty
years ago." 


"And
now they want baby borns," Iggy finished.  "We got the letter
yesterday." 


"That's
fine, I will be checking this cross-species potion," Snape told
them.  They both nodded.  "Is it written down anywhere?" 


"They
sent it to us and we've started a new gryphon and borns book," Raena told
him, pointing at the purple book on the desk behind them.  "I did the
research on this one last night.  The variations for the other
cross-species spells are with it."  She smiled at Iggy. 
"He found the born shopping area last night." 


"I
heard he got a sword," Snape said dryly as he opened the new potion's
manual and read through the spell.  "This seems out of balance."



"It's
strong, but that's because the unicorn/gryphon wars and the way they stopped
them," Iggy told him.  "It has to overcome the whole 'not able
to see them' thing." 


"The
couple can't see each other?" 


"They
can, but not if they're not watching for them.  They can sneak around each
other if they aren't concentrating on their bond.  It's fascinating in
many ways," Raena told him. 


Iggy
hopped up to sit on the desk, pulling out a piece of chocolate.  He handed
some to Snape.  "To counteract the fumes we'll have in a few
moments." 


"Classes
start in twenty minutes," Snape pointed out, eating the chocolate. 


"We
got enough for everybody, but the fans will disturb the bottling of the fumes
so we couldn't use the dangerous potion's lab.  Besides, if we get trapped
by the fumes, there's nothing that will stop us getting together." 
Iggy grinned at him.  "Not even chains." 


"I'll
keep a close eye on you," Snape said, going back to his desk to look
through their new books.  "Horses?" 


"I
saw the most beautiful mare last night," Iggy told him, smiling at his
wife.  "Her coat was the same shade as your hair.  If you
decided to do the animagus stuff, I want you to turn into her.  She was
just simply gorgeous." 


"If
we get a house with space to keep one," Raena agreed. 


"Were
you wanting to try for that?" Snape asked her, not looking up. 


"I
considered it back in my first time through school," she admitted. 
Her mentor looked up at her.  "I even brewed the potion, but I
couldn't talk myself into taking it.   I was scared of what I would
become, especially since the other girls had creatures that might eat me. 
I wasn't well liked because I was smarter and better at most things so I knew
the girls would do something to me." 


"You
could do it now," Snape offered.  "We would watch you." 


"I've
thought about it," she admitted, looking at her husband. "I'm not
sure his degree of being born would allow him to try at all." 


Iggy
shrugged.  "You'll either turn into something I can carry around or
something I can ride.  I'll deal and be happy for you if you do it and get
across." 


"Did
you want to do that as well?" Snape asked. 


Iggy
shrugged.  "It might not work on me.  My degree of being born is
less than a hundred generations.  It's not supposed to work on us, though
we can try for some shapechanging spells if we want.  I'd almost be
obligated to turn into a gryphon if I did it." 


"Not
necessarily," Raena corrected.  "The last one I heard of doing
it that way was a Chinese born and she turned into a water dragon.  They
said it was odd that she turned into a non-sentient species, but there wasn't
anything about her not becoming a gryphon being odd." 


"Yeah,
I can see that," Xander said from the doorway.  "Iggy would have
to go live with his Uncle Charlie for a few months to learn how to be a
dragon."  Iggy nodded, grimacing slightly.  "Wait until
next year, kids.  You've got the time."  He held out the
letter.  "From our beloved elders.  Delilah wants to see us all
this weekend." 


"Us?
Or all of us?" Iggy asked. 


"Me
and my mate and you and yours," Xander told him with a faint smile. 
"Something about shaking the caves....."  Snape coughed to cover
up his laughter.  "Sure, laugh, but what happened last night? 
Nothing.   George and I figured it out.  We have to be in
complete mental rapport while we're having the intense sexual times to keep it
in ourselves." 


"Yes,
but then you'll have to let the energy out another way," Raena pointed
out.  "Many borns have ended up pregnant that way,
father-in-law."  She smiled at him.  "Not that you wouldn't
be *cute*, but I doubt you want it." 


"Maeve
could use someone to pick on," Iggy offered.   Xander shook his
head.  "No?  You talked Draco into it." 


"I
did no such thing," Xander reminded him.  "He did Lucien all by
his lonesome.  I had nothing to do with it outside of introducing him to
the concept." 


"If
you do, we'll be watching your behavior," Snape warned him.  "We
wouldn't want another version of Professor Rosenberg's problems." 


"That
was the hellmouth," Iggy reminded him.  "My father would become
cuddly and nicer." 


"Very
true," Xander agreed.  "And crave chocolate."  He
grinned.  "We're due up Friday night." 


"Yes,
sir.  We'll sign ourselves out and not go shopping this weekend, even
though I wanted to show her that horse." 


Raena
smiled at him. "I've seen her, dear.  She's very beautiful and
loving, and hasn't sold in three years." 


"Then
we should rescue her," Iggy said firmly. 


"There's
nowhere around here to keep a horse," Xander reminded him.  "No
horses, son."  He waved at Snape and walked away.  "Albus
thought it was funny and encouraged me to find my hunting outfit and wear it
tomorrow to see what happened." 


"That
man is insane," Snape muttered.  He watched the fumes forming. 
"Should you be gathering those?" 


"On
it," Iggy said, sliding off the table to grab their capturing bottle. 


***



Xander
looked at the upset team in front of him.  "I guess I'll have to
start insisting on team practices," he sighed.  The women gave him
pitiful looks.  "What happened out there?  You were doing so
well, then it fell apart!"  He sat down and looked at the lovely
threesome. 


"Will
you still work on my shoulder?" Alicia asked, doing her best to sound
pitiful.  "We tried, Xander, but they got sneaky and started to play
mean, and we weren't ready for that this time." 


"I
guess I can give minimal ones, just enough to ease the aches," he decided,
looking at his husband.  "You were knocked off.  What happened
to you?" 


"I
was distracted by the woman flashing all of us in the stands." 


Katie
nodded.  "She glowed.  She even distracted me." 


"Then
we'll have to work on the distraction problems," Xander told them. 


"Xander,
not naked," Fred whined.   Everyone looked at him. 
"He keeps giving the kids in his advanced class these lessons where
they're in the skimpiest clothes he can find for them and threatens to have
them do an exercise naked." 


George
and Draco both nodded.  "He would, but for the owls he'd get in
complaints," Draco agreed. 


"Militaries
do it for their elite fighters," Xander said, starting to pout. 
"I wasn't going to demand that you guys do that.  I'm sure the ladies
would be shy and not want to look at you guys." 


"Speak
for yourself," Angelina snorted.  The other women nodded. 
"Can we get all the support staff in this exercise?" 


"Yeah,"
Katie agreed.  "You guys, Oliver, Harry.  Draco if he
wants."  He smirked at her.  "Come on, it'll be fun." 


Xander
shrugged.  "If it'll help you guys win," he agreed.  Fred
and George both glared at him.  "If you're that embarrassed you can
wear undies," he offered with a grin. 


"Only
small and tiny ones." 


"Draco
knows where to find ones that are somewhat comfortable," Xander offered. 


"No,
Xander," George said dryly.  "I'm not wearing anything he puts
me in.  It'd be green and I'd have to protest." 


"I'd
compromise and put you in silver," Draco offered with a slight
smile.  "I'm not ashamed enough to have to wear clothes in front of
anyone." 


"Your
belly would overhang," Fred noted.  Draco hit him hard, making him
flinch and move away.  "Sorry, I didn't say you were fat, but the
baby would get in the way of their ogling." 


"I'm
still not that big," Draco said firmly, crossing his arms and starting to
pout. 


Xander
gave him a hug.  "The baby isn't that big.  I'm sure you'd still
show underneath her."  Draco nodded, starting to look happier. 
"You're very well built and more than large enough to impress most women
who haven't seen me." 


Draco
slapped him on the chest.  "Prat."  But he was smiling. 


"He's
very well built?" Angelina asked.  Draco nodded, starting to smirk
again.  "Then we wouldn't mind.  Even though the baby would
bounce around." 


Alicia
smiled and looked over everyone.  "If Draco wanted, he could wear
those leather pants he was photographed in."  The girls
giggled.  "Just ten minutes each, Xander?  Please?" 


"Sure. 
Just enough to get rid of the aches. Let's head back to the shop." 
He led the way, leading the poor team down to get worked on. 


Alicia
opened a cabinet in the living room.  "What's in here?  I've
never seen this one before." 


"It's
the weapon's cabinet," Xander said with a goofy grin.  "It's
mine."  He waved at the couch.  "Someone lay down and take
off their shirt."  The girls shoved and Draco got the couch while
they fought.  "Not you," he said with a grin.  "You'll
get yours later, son." 


"Can
we watch that?" Katie asked, forcing Draco to scoot over so she could be
first. 


He
gave her the driest look he could.  "I think you've seen enough of
that.  Don't you?" 


"Huh?"



"When
you walked in on me in the basement?"  She blushed.  "That
was after a backrub." 


"See,
he is human," Alicia told everyone.  "He gets off with a Xander
rub just like us."  Draco shook his head and accepted some help into
a chair, where he put his feet up.  "You're sure?  We can
wait." 


"So
can I.  After all, I live with him part of the time."  He
smiled.  "He even walks in on me in the bath some days." 


"Oooh,
scandalous," Angelina teased, looking at George.  "Do you
*allow* that?" 


"Not
much I can do about it. He's always in the bath.  The screen in front of
it isn't that sturdy and he moans." 


"It
eases my back pain," Draco pointed out, just a little bit stiffly. 


"Of
course it does and you deserve the pampering," Xander agreed, looking at
his mate.  "It's not like I haven't caught you over there talking to
the baby." 


"Point,"
Fred said, breaking up the argument.  "I do believe you promised us
to work out our kinks." 


"Gee,
Fred, I'm not sure my backrubs are good enough to make you give up a
kink," Xander said with a grin, sitting down to work on Katie's shoulders
and arms. "If you tell me which one you want to give up, I'll do my best
to help you though." 


Fred
groaned and banged his head against the doorframe.  "Xander, not those
sort of kinks.  Thank you, but I don't have that interesting of a sex
life.  You two are the kinky ones in the family." 


"I
try," Xander agreed with a grin.  George blushed. 
"What?  I do.  I let you do all sorts of stuff to me.  And
I get to lots of stuff to you too." 


"Dear,
too much information," Angelina said, patting him on the shoulder. 
"George is one of those private people who like the curtains
closed."  George and Fred both shook their heads.  "He
changed that?" 


"He
pounces me in all manner of places, I had to get over that problem,"
George told her, mock- pouting.  "He even pounced me on the counter
once or twice." 


"Last
month," Fred added.  "He tends to leave him drooling and
semi-conscious in a lot of places.  The counter, the floor out front, that
couch, my bed, the shower.  Their room here and up at the school." 


"On
my desk," Xander added, switching ladies to work on Alica's arms. 
"In the advanced classroom on the mats and on the weight
bench."  He grinned at the shocked looks.  "What?  I
locked the door.  It's easier to keep the kids out of there than it is the
tower."  George nodded.  "And I'm good, I haven't pushed
for sex in public since before Ginny got her picture taken in Diagon." 


"That
was only a few months ago," Katie pointed out.  Ron laughed from his
sprawl against the weapons cabinet.  "Did you marry a monster,
George?" 


"Of
my own making.  I had to teach him what to do.  I stole him away from
the legions of evil and stupid women who didn't know how to take care of him
properly." 


"And
we're all thankful for that," Draco agreed, patting him on the
forearm.  "Having him stay with Anyanka might have been very damaging
to his fragile mental state.  Or even that vampire bitch, the one I can't
remember the name of." 


"There's
been more than one?" the seeker asked. 


Xander
considered it.  "No, just the one.  Dru tried but I never let
her get beyond calling me a pretty kitten."  He shrugged. 
"And Cordy wasn't a vampire while we were dating, that didn't happen until
after we all came over that first time." 


"She
was still an energy sucker," George said bitterly.  "Aren't you
glad I got you away from them?" 


Xander
smiled at him and saw his husband relax.  "Of course I am, giving up
women was one of the best decisions in my life, George, but you still didn't
get the facts right.  That was my only challenge." 


"Life
must have been more exciting over there," Katie sighed.  "There
are days when I would *kill* to have an exciting life." 


Xander
took off his shirt and she gasped, looking at all the scars.  "This
is what an exciting life gets you, this or dead.  Stories to tell around
beers in the pub aren't worth the itching while you heal, or the possible
death.  Trust me."  He put back on his shirt and moved on to the
next person's back, it was partially out and he had worked on it a few times
for their seeker.  "If you want to sit out any of the games, Mellie
has agreed to play for you." 


"Tell
her thanks, I might be taking her up on that offer."  He looked back
at Xander.  "How did you get the big scar on your stomach?" 


"Stopping
the ceremony a few years back that nearly killed Andrea Reams.  I broke up
the magical currents by pulling them into me and being stubborn." 


"Oh. 
Hadn't heard that.  All we heard was the good guys at the Ministry coming
up and saving everyone." 


Xander
snorted.  "Sure, they got there after we finished," Ron told
him. "Tried to hit us again too.  Xander, me, Draco, and Harry fought
beside some of the gryphons to take them down.  No aurors were harmed in
the making of that fight."  Xander smiled at him.  "It does
suck, not being recognized for doing things like that." 


"Not
as much as it would if we were plagued with reporters," Xander pointed out
gently.  Ron nodded, accepting that rationale, even though he didn't like
it.  "Next?" 


"Me,"
Fred said, shifting so he could take the empty spot.  "George can hog
you later." 


"George
doesn't get a fantastic treat today either," Xander assured them all, and
George scowled. "Nothing more than the regular sexual athletics we go
through." 


"So
you'll only leave him lying around once tonight?" Katie teased.  She
smiled at Harry and Oliver as they walked in.  "Xander said we all
have to practice together, and we have to do it naked."  Harry
started to choke on his next breath. 


"Only
if they want to.  Draco can find them tiny little underwear if it'd make
them more comfy," Alicia reminded her.  She smiled at the new
arrivals and they nearly bolted.  "Behind the Burrow so no cameras
are present?" 


"Why
do you do things like that to me?" Harry asked Xander. 


"Someone
had their shimmery ho in the stands and her toplessness distracted
everyone," Xander told him, looking serious. "They need to get over
that." 


Oliver
whimpered.  "I'm sure they can work it out together, without
us."  He started to bolt but found George behind him.  "You
wouldn't really do that to us, would you?" 


"Think
of how tight the team will be," Ron pointed out. 


Fred
nodded. "If you had done that for us in our fourth or fifth year, we've
have worshiped you like a God and done our best to pound everyone for another
peek."  The girls all blushed.  "Oh, how cute," he
cooed at them.  "We would have.  We also would have begged at
your feet." 


George
nodded.  "There were definitely many reasons to beg in those
years.  It would have made us unstoppable back then." 


"The
school never would have allowed it and we would have beaten you because you'd
have been thinking about bouncing breasts," Draco put in.  The twins
glared at him.  "We would have.  Young men are easily distracted
by nice breasts, if they're straight that is." 


"He's
got a point," Harry agreed.  Then he grimaced and shook his
head.  "I don't believe I just said that."  Draco smirked
at him, but then he grunted and Xander was instantly rubbing his stomach.
"Kicked?" 


Draco
leaned back.  "Yes.  She's a right beast every now and then.
Liked to help me play with the pretty women the other day as well." 


"She
thought the prostitutes were neat?" George asked. 


"Probably. 
She did spend a lot of time cooing at my stomach."  He saw the
women's looks.  "I haven't had a steady date since Ginny went
wrong," he pointed out.  "It's useful and it keeps me
calm." 


Xander
looked at the women.  "When he took Simone, it made her stop
swearing, being pushy, fighting, and made her dance around in happiness." 


"Wow. 
I want some of that," Katie sighed.  "I haven't had that good in
years." 


Oliver
blushed.  "I'm sure you'll find someone someday." 


"Offering?"
Angelina teased.  His blush brightened.  "Or I could date
you.  My husband's an ass and I filed for divorce this morning. 
It'll make him jealous and stupid enough to give me the house." 


He
shook his head.  "After it's final.  I'd hate to be used that
way." 


She
walked over and kissed him on the cheek.  "That's not why I asked you
out, Oliver, and you know it."  She headed for the bathroom, going to
shower off some of the sweat.  "Where's my bag?" 


"On
the side of the nest," George called.  He looked at Oliver. 
"She meant it I think.  You might think about it.  You've been
lonely and she does understand you." 


"Yeah,
maybe," Oliver said, still blushing.  He saw everyone looking at
them.  "Someone ask Harry out as well." 


"Oh,
me!" Alicia said, coming over to hug her favorite seeker.  "I
want to see this new house and where your son ran into the window." 


Harry
smiled at her.  "He ran into one of my bedroom windows, and I'll
happily give you the tour anytime you want.  Even without the date Oliver
demanded." 


"Honey,
as my dear friend said, that's not why I asked you out."  He blushed
bright red and started to cough again.  "Oooh, it's all right. 
I'm not that wicked, I'm actually very nice and sweet to my men.  Be they
playthings or real men." 


He
smiled at her, regaining some of his composure.  "I'd hope to be more
than a toy." 


"Me
too," she agreed with a naughty grin.  "I'm for a shower. 
When is practice, Xander?" 


"Tuesday
night," George told her.  "Nothing's going on then." 


"I
have a staff meeting but it shouldn't be too long. It's about the travel plans
for the holidays and who gets to herd kids this year." 


"Fine. 
We'll start without you," Fred assured him.  "Katie, not going
to ask me?" 


"If
I did, you might think I was playing a joke or that I only wanted you for your
body."  She winked.  "We both know it's more than that."



He
laughed.  "Any time you're ready, Katie, any time you're
ready."  He stood up and helped Draco into his spot, watching as he
moaned.  "I still say you do naughty things, Xander." 


"Oh,
I do," Xander agreed with a grin.  "Very, very naughty
things.  Especially when I pounce my mate in your bed."  He
winked.  "Happy nap." 


"Not
again," Fred sighed, going to check on the state of his bed.  At this
rate, he'd need more sheets soon.  He wasn't going to sleep on something
his brother had sex on.  He heard the girls giggling, but figured it made
them happy so it was worth it. 


***



Draco
shifted again, he couldn't get comfortable tonight for some reason and it was
wearing him out.  He tried to flip over again, but his weight made it not
happen, he got stuck halfway there and it really wasn't a comfortable position,
especially not with his clothes bunching up under him.  But it was the
perfect position to get up from.  He stood up and smoothed down his
pajamas, then decided to head down and get a drink. Maybe that would
help.  He found Ron sleeping on the couch and woke him up.  "Go
to bed.  That will make your back hurt," he said quietly.  Ron
nodded and headed up to his bed.  Draco pulled out some milk and a glass,
pouring himself some and sitting down to sip it while he watched the
stars.  He heard someone coming down the stairs so looked over. 


"Couldn't
sleep?" George asked. 


"I
can't get comfortable," Draco admitted.  He finished his milk and put
the glass down.  The house elves would gather it and clean it for
them.  "Why are you up?" 


"Ron
woke me when he went up."  He yawned.  "Come up and join
us."  Draco gave him a look.  "I promise we won't molest
you, but being held might help some of it."  He pulled the younger
man up and swatted him, making his eyes open very wide.  "Upstairs.
Now." 


"You're
sure?" 


"Yes! 
Xander's not being cuddly but I'm sure he'll change for you."  He
helped Draco up the stairs and settled him into their bed, snuggling in behind
him.  He even stayed still while the younger man flipped over to face
him.  "Relax.  We're not going to touch you if you don't want
it." 


Draco
smiled at him.  "I wouldn't mind at the moment, but I'd settle for
being called something other than fat." 


George
pulled the blankets up over them and leaned closer, whispering in his
ear.  Draco chuckled.  "Not good enough?" 


"No,
that was wonderful," he admitted, closing his eyes.  Two arms went
around his waist and he relaxed, letting the warmth soothe him into a real
sleep.  Even when Xander nuzzled his neck, he didn't wake up. 


George
was still awake and he pinched his husband.  Xander blinked at him, then
looked at Draco.  "Don't nuzzle him," he hissed.  "I'm
not going to like seeing him with a hickey from your lips." 


Xander
grinned at him.  "I thought he was you, dear." 


"I'm
sure you did.  Leave his neck alone or no morning sex." 


"Yes,
George."  Xander pinched him as he sent a lusty thought at his
husband.  Draco groaned and shifted and Xander quickly put his head down
and behaved.   That wasn't the reaction he wanted. 


George
smiled and sent one back, then settled in to sleep. 


***



Draco
walked into his classroom and found a vase of flowers waiting on him.  He
smiled and walked over, opening the small card buried among the stems.  He
laughed and settled himself in his comfortable chair.  He had needed the
boost this morning.  Ron walked past.  "Come look," he
called. 


Ron
walked in and looked at the flowers.  "Ginny?" 


"Your
brother and Xander."  He handed over the card. 


"For
a most satisfactory night?" Ron asked, turning a little pink. 
"Are you telling me that they put you between them?" 


"They
put me between them because the baby was being restless.  Nothing
more."  Ron blushed more.  "We were all dressed," he
said in exasperation. 


"Did
they do naughty things in front of you?" 


"Not
that I remember," Draco admitted, but he was still smiling. 
"Not that I would have minded, as long as they had moved me out of the
way." 


"Then
you're braver than I am," Ron said with a grin as he handed back the
card.  "Those two scare me." 


"They
had sex while Tara was sleeping beside them on the bed."  Ron's mouth
opened.  "When she was carrying Maeve.  That's why Snape
forcefully repossessed her from them.  So they wouldn't hurt Maeve." 


"I'd
still be scared of what they'd do." 


"I'm
sure they'd leave you alone," Draco said dryly. 


"Not
that!"  He swatted at the other man.  "They'd probably roll
on top of me or something.  Think I was just a lump on the
bed."  Draco snorted.  "They did it to Charlie once. 
Xander jumped George and George's head landed in Charlie's lap.  They
never noticed it and Charlie came out of the living room blushing redder than
any apple and swore to mum that he didn't have anything to do with them
shagging." 


Draco
laughed.  "I can see that, especially during their first year. 
I think they'd notice now." 


Outside
the door, Xander smiled and walked away as quietly as he could, thinking at his
husband, who he knew was blushing. 


***



Fred
looked at George, who was hiding his head against the wall and under his
arms.  "What?" he asked.  "More naughty
thoughts?"  The parents browsing in the store laughed. "Xander
sends him naughty thoughts all the time," he explained. 


George
looked at him.  "Do you remember our first anniversary?  What
happened in the living room with Charlie?" 


Fred
burst out laughing.  "Yes.  That was the first time I wanted a
camera in a while, to capture the expression on his face." 


"Xander
wants us to do that to Draco to embarrass him." 


"And
the rest of us," Fred noted.  "Tell him not to do it when I'm up
there." 


George
looked at him.  "I didn't particularly like that moment of
realization, thank you." 


Fred
shrugged.  "It'd make him just as embarrassed." 


"Xander
wouldn't be embarrassed by that!" 


"Not
him, Malfoy." 


"Oh." 
George shook his head.  "I'm not sure I want to do that.  Even
though he has been feeling fat and unlike himself recently.  He curled up
with us last night." 


"Ooh,
a scandal," Fred teased.  George threw a jelly ice at his head,
nailing him on the ear and making his twin shiver. 


"He
probably wasn't comfortable," one mother pointed out as she came up to the
counter with her two children and their overflowing basket. "When I had
them," she said, pointing down at her children, "I couldn't find a
comfortable position for the last two months outside of floating in a
pool." 


George
nodded.  "That's what it was.  The baby was fighting
him."  He glared at his twin.  "It was comfort, not
something naughty or scandalous."  He blushed again and headed back
to the living section. "Be right back!" he called. 


"Another
naughty thought," Fred explained with a grin.  "Xander does that
to him a few times a day." 


"Can
they both hear thoughts?" one of the children asked. 


"No,
Xander can and he showed George how to be receptive.  George can't really
do it back at him." 


"Oh. 
That's got to be nice.  I bet they don't fight," the other child
said, sounding polite and sincere. 


"Not
usually," Fred agreed.  He rang them up and accepted the money. 
"It's a very special thing which comes from their marriage bond. 
It's only supposed to happen to one or two couples a century." 


The
mother nodded.  "I heard about that.  Something about crystals
and a true bond."  She smiled at him. "They must like it." 


"Usually,"
Fred agreed.  "They're cute together."  He handed them
their bagged items and smiled as they left.  "So cute it's sickening
some times," he muttered, looking back at the door separating the store
from the house.  "It's even his day in the lab." 


***



Xander
walked into Quality Quidditch Supplies whistling and swinging a bag. 
"Oh, ladies," he called.  Alicia stuck her head out of the back
and waved him back there where she was letting someone test.  He kissed
her on the cheek and handed over the bag.  "For your next practice,
sweetie.  I had to guess at sizes but I'm usually okay enough at
it."  He smiled at the man landing in the testing area. 
"I'll let you get back to work."  He kissed her on the cheek and
whispered something, which made her blush, then left to go back to the school. 


She
looked inside the bag, then looked confused, but set it behind the counter
while the man chose another broom to try out.  He wouldn't be buying
today, but he knew what he wanted.  Too bad he wouldn't listen to her
advice on the subject, but that was life.  They didn't offer refunds after
48 hours.  When she was finally alone, she pulled out the pieces of
clothing, wondering at how people wore this stuff.  When Katie came in
late from her doctor's appointment, she handed over the one that would look
best on her.  Her best friend looked confused.  "Xander said we
were to wear it to practice next time and make all those pretty boys drool on
their shoes." 


Katie
looked at the sports bra, then nodded.  "I can see that. 
Doesn't Simone Malfoy-Weasley wear this stuff?" 


"All
the time.  I caught her at a practice and all the guys admired her outfit
for a moment, then got on with the game.  It was like she was wearing
normal robes to them." 


"Then
maybe it will help the guys.  Besides, they look slightly naughty and the
boys could use another good blush.  It's good for the skin from what I
hear, all that blood rushing up." 


Alicia
snickered. "I'm sure they'll appreciate the view.  Blue or silver for
me do you think?" 


"Silver. 
Let Angelina wear the blue. It'd go best with her hair."  She took
her outfit into the back to try and came back out tugging here and there.
"They're tight." 


"No
knickers?" 


"I
couldn't fit any on under this," Katie said firmly.  She turned
around. "How about it?" 


"I
think you need some adjustments made," Alicia said, coming over to help
her into the back so she could fit the top properly for her friend. 
"There, how's that?" 


"Better. 
Much more comfortable."  Katie bent and flexed a bit.  "You
know, this isn't half bad.  A bit strong on the sex appeal point, but very
comfortable once it's finished pinching your bottom."  The bell rang
and Katie grabbed her robe, buttoning it up over top of the outfit. 
"Hello.  How may we help you?" 


The
woman looked at the legs peeking out from under the robe.  "No clean
clothes, dear?" she asked with a smile. 


"We're
trying out new practice clothes for the fun league we joined," Alicia said
as she came out of the back.  "What do you think?" 


The
woman pursed her lips.  "They're a bit tight." 


"That's
the idea.  We've got to desensitize the boys to our charms so they calm
down during games."  Katie smiled at her. "What can we do for
you today, ma'am?" 


"I
need a small repair done on my son's broom."  She pulled it out and
unshrunk it.  "He bent it horribly when he ran into a tree.  Can
you fix it?" 


Katie
looked it over, then frowned.  "It's got a cracked handle.  I
can try and fuse it, but it won't ever be the same broom it was." 
The mother sighed. "I'm not saying it to make you buy a new one
either." 


Alicia
took it to look over.  "Small bend, large crack.  It might
affect the balance a lot.  It'll probably fly, but not be great for long
distances or more than flying from point to point.  No gaming with
it." 


The
mother nodded, looking sad.  "I told him time and again not to play
around those trees but he never listens.  How much to fix it?  He'll
have to prove he can respect the broom before I buy him a new one." 


"Six
to seven, depending on how stubborn the handle is," Alicia told her. 
The woman nodded and gladly paid five for now, waiting to pay the rest when the
broom was finished.  "Come back in three days?" 


"That
would be fine, or you could keep it through the weekend, he'll be
grounded," she said with a smile, heading out to the main thoroughfare. 


"I've
been meaning to ask Ron if he'll show me how he transfigured wood without
weakening it," Katie noted, going back to change into her normal
clothes.  "I feel slinky in that." 


"Me
too," Alicia agreed, carefully putting the broom up so they could work on
it later. 


***



George
walked into the house and attacked Xander's mouth, kissing him as hard as he
could.  "You absolute tease," he moaned.  "You made me
want this all day long and I should spank you until you promise not to tease me
like that again."  He walked Xander back to the couch and pushed him
onto it.  He knew what Xander had wanted, and he was in the mood to be
accommodating, as long as he got some soon.  "Anyone under the age of
consent, leave!" he shouted.  The kids scrambled out of the living
room, closing the doors behind them.  Except for the one person who
couldn't move fast enough and was stuck on the couch.  He shoved Xander
back onto Draco's lap, continuing to kiss and rub against him. 


Draco
stared down at them, looking shocked.  They were doing that in front of
him?  The fucking teases!  "Let me up before you take him,"
he requested.  His answer was a moan from deep in Xander's chest. 
"Now!" he ordered. 


George
looked up at him.  "Shut up."  He flipped Xander over and
finished stripping him, then took what was rightfully his.  Xander
clutched the arm of the couch and anything else he could reach, making begging
noises.  "You too, shut up.  You teased me all day with pictures
of you doing nasty things to me."  He pulled out and pushed back in
again.  "You on your knees."  Another thrust. 
"You sucking me."  Another thrust and a few more groans, and a
whimper.  "You on your back tied to the bed and unable to do anything
but take it."  He slowly built up speed, rocking them and the couch. 
"I'll teach you not to tease, Xander.  No more teasing when I'm in
the shop and there are kids around!  I had to release myself in the
back.  Twice!" 


Xander
came and went limp.  "I'll have to remember that," he said
smugly. 


George
smacked him on the ass and came.  "I'll teach you yet," he
groaned, falling across the limp back. 


Draco
looked down at them.  "May I get up now?  Please?  I'd like
to retreat to somewhere more sane and less sexual at the moment," he
begged, his voice higher than usual. 


George
looked at him.  "What?" 


"Let
me shift," Xander said, getting out of his way.  Draco got up and
waddled up the stairs as fast as he could.  "I think he was
hard," he said with a grin.  He gave his mate a kiss. "Thank you
for the lesson," he said smugly.  "May I have some more?" 


"Let
me recover and I'll tie you to the bed in a few minutes," George
promised.  He looked around.  "Didn't you have a meeting
tonight?" 


"Yes,
and Albus said I have to get the notes off Snape and admit what kept me from
attending," Xander said with a grin.  "Think I should tell him
everything?"  George picked up a pillow and smacked him with
it.  "Yes, dear.  I'll be delicate."  He laid back
down, getting comfortable for the cuddling stuff. 


***



Xander
hobbled into the dungeon the next morning.  "Do you have anything for
pain down here?" he asked. 


"Is
that what kept you last night?" Snape asked, getting up to get him some
pain medicine. 


"No,
George wrecked my back last night while we had sex," Xander said
honestly.  Snape stopped with his hand in the cabinet and looked at
him.  "Really.  George walked in and jumped me last night, we
only got the kids out of the way before we went at it."  Snape shook
his head but he handed over the pain medicine.  "As a matter of fact,
Draco didn't quite make it out of the way," he said before drinking
it.  Snape choked and glared at him.  "What?  Like it was
*my* fault." 


"I'm
sure you had something to do with it," Snape told him, sitting back
down.  "Has it helped your back?" 


"A
lot."  Xander straightened up and stretched with a groan. 
"Thank you.  Can I get the notes from last night off you?" 


"You're
herding the whole time, with everyone else backing you up throughout the
hour."  He smiled cruelly.  "You will also be the one on
train duty this year as we heard you say you were leaving for the
holidays?" 


Xander
shrugged.  "Probably.  We haven't made any concrete plans
yet.  I was going to stay in town for at least a week though." 


"Pity. 
You can always teleport back.  It will be you and Weasley, plus Malfoy if
he is in any shape to travel at that time." 


"He's
due at Christmas and can't teleport or apparate." 


"We're
sure he wants to deliver in the hospital so therefore it would be best for him
to head that way, don't you think?" 


"Probably,"
Xander agreed. He smiled.  "That's fine, but you get to watch the
children."  Snape shrugged.  "Cool.  I can get my
shopping done before coming back and not have to tell George what I got
him."  He smiled.  "Anything else happen last night?" 


"A
few promises.  Tara will continue to be the Headmistress in training,
Albus reasserted his desire to retire within the next two years.  It was
said, after she left, that some...problems might occur."  Xander
looked skeptical.  "Tara does have a taste for power, Xander, and it
could become...uncomfortable for you when she first takes over.   We
were warned that she might try to intimidate some of the staff when she first
takes over, but that she'll eventually settle down." 


"I
never noticed this before." 


"I
know, but I have.  She has as well.   She would agree with the
warning if she knew about it.  I was instructed to warn you because it was
thought that she would come down more harshly on you since you're so
close." 


Xander
tipped his head.  "I'll try to remember that, Severus.  If she
does, I'll try to ignore it, but I won't put up with abuse.  I've gotten
over that need to be wanted.  I won't even put up with it from my
husband." 


"I
know, which is why the warning was so strong in your case.  She could very
well try to hurt you emotionally if the vision was correct." 


"Vision?"



"Vision,"
Snape agreed.  "By her friend. Also by Mrs.
Rosenberg-Wyndham-Price." 


"Eww."



Snape
laughed.  "Yes, it is rather odd, but she was warned by someone who
had visions.  They are still watching you, you know." 


"No,
I didn't have a clue," Xander said honestly.  "It's not like I
fight anymore." 


"Yes,
but you are training one of theirs, and other fighters.  It's in their
best interest to make sure that you're not messing up, as they so kindly put
it." 


"Wonderful,"
Xander said dryly.  "Thanks for the warning, and I'll keep it in
mind.  I promise not to harm her if she does start, but I won't put up
with it, Severus. If it gets bad, I'll simply walk away."  He waved
and left the room, going to his advanced classroom to do a short work
out.  Draco was already in there and glared at him. 
"What?" 


"I
heard." 


"Heard
what?" 


"Heard
about the warnings.  I didn't agree with it of course." 


Xander
sat down and looked at him.  "I'm not so sure.  I've seen her be
forceful with the kids sometimes.  If she starts that, then we'll see
problems from her until she realizes better.  If not," he
shrugged.  "Who knows.  It's possible that she'll settle down
quickly.  If not, then I'm still not taking it."  He
grinned.  "Of course, I'm taking you with us if you want.  I
wouldn't leave you here to suffer."  He grabbed the handles of the
machine behind him and pulled down. 


"I
set the weights for me," Draco told him. 


"That's
fine, it's not much heavier," Xander grunted. 


Draco
walked over and reset the pins, and Xander sighed in relief. 
"Stubborn."   He shook his head, walking back to his
treadmill. 


"I
was fine, but thank you." 


"Do
you use everyone like that?" Draco asked after a few minutes. 


Xander
grinned at him, a decidedly naughty look.  "No, but we like you
enough to let you watch."  He pulled the weights down again, then let
them drop with a groan.  "Ow."  He held his back.
"That pain medicine wasn't strong enough." 


"I'm
sure it'll be fine," Draco assured him, coming over to pat him on the
back. "Damn, you've got another cramp. Not even I get those.": 


"George
tied me to the bed for *hours*," Xander moaned.  "I strained my
back when he opened me up the second time." 


Draco
shook his head.  "I heard you."  He got Xander onto the
floor and called up for some help from the experts.  Madam Pomfrey hurried
in, stretcher floating behind her.  "He strained his back last night
when George had his fun with him." 


She
smiled.  "I've seen it before.  Xander, have you taken
anything?"  He nodded, teeth gritted, mouth straining not to
scream.  "Try to relax, dear, it's not worse than
childbirth."  She loaded him onto the stretcher.  "I'll
send him down for his first class," she said cheerfully, taking him
away.  A few students looked upset.  "He strained his
back.  It's fine, nothing serious.  Just a cramp or two." 
She gave them reassuring smiles and brought him to a private cubicle. 
"What did you two do?" she teased as she used her wand to stop the
cramp by freezing the muscles and forcing them to relax. 


"The
same as last time," he sighed, smiling at her. "Damn near anything we
could think of." 


"You
two have to slow down, you won't lose him." 


Xander
put a hand on her arm.  "It's a joy until mornings like this, and I
can't be sure of that.  You know that more than most, Poppy." 


"I
know, Xander, but you won't lose him.  If you die, he'll join you on the
non-physical planes and probably jump you then as well."  He grinned
and let her go, relaxing onto the bed.  "Have you slept?" 


"Nope,"
he said happily.  "I took an endurance potion and then a pain potion
from Snape."  He grinned.  "It was worth it." 


"I'm
sure it was," she agreed.  "From the noises you two make when
you're having normal sex in your classroom closet, I'm very sure it was fun for
both of you."  She ran her wand over him and her eyes went
wide.  "Xander!"  He grinned.  She swatted him
fondly.  "You behave.  No more activity like that, it's dangerous." 
She bustled off, going to get him something for his back. 


He
laid there and smiled at the ceiling.  "Yeah, but it was good,"
he told it. 


***



The
three women walked out of the back door at the Burrow and opened their
robes.  It was a bit chilly out at the moment, but not enough to deter
them from this prank.  The boys deserved it for all the things they had
put them through in school.  They walked out to the practice area and
mounted their brooms, joining the men. 


As
one, the men looked at them and swallowed.  Even George. 


Katie
smiled sweetly.  "Not going through with our beloved leader's
instructions?" she asked. 


"Not
a chance," George told her, still staring at the bountiful chests in front
of him. 


Oliver
nudged him, making him stop drooling.  "Remember, you're married,
George.  You gave up on women for Xander." 


"Yeah,
Xander," George agreed, then he landed and stalked into the house, where
his husband was napping in the living room, pouncing him right there. 


"George
Weasley, get your mitts off that man in my sitting room," his mother
yelled, clearly audible to the people outside.  "Now, young
man.  I can still swat you like I did when you were five!" 


"But,
mum, did you see what he made those charming women wear?" 


Molly
sniffed.  "I saw, and they look adorable. If you looked, it's your
own fault.  Now go practice before I have to swat you.  Xander needs
his rest.  Poor boy." 


"Yes,
mum," George said, heading back out to rejoin his teammates, Harry, and
Oliver.  He flew up to join them.  "We might have to get naked,
boys." 


Oliver
and Harry shook their heads. "Not a chance, George," Harry assured
him.  "I get naked for no one." 


"Not
even for a backrub?" Angelina teased.  Harry blushed and flew off,
his broom out of control.  "Oh, come back, I won't force it on
you." 


"Let
him cool off first," Oliver said with a smile. "I thought you were
picking on me." 


"But
you never said yes to our date," Angelina pointed out primly. 
"I moved on since you didn't seem interested." 


He
moved closer.  "I have no idea what to do about you three. 
You're confusing and I don't usually deal with nice women." 


The
three women laughed. "Who said we're nice?" they asked somewhat in
unison. 


Fred
looked at Oliver.  "Maybe we should run?" 


"Running
would make them chase us," Oliver pointed out.  "They're in
heat, mate, running won't help us any."  He smiled at Angelina. 
"Do you only want to be seen with me for your own reputation or for other
reasons?" 


She
hit him on the good arm, making him wince.  "If I only wanted to be
on someone's arm, I could seduce Malfoy while he's vulnerable and be a rich
wife.  I like you for who you are," she assured him with a
wink.  "Always have."  She flew off to rejoin her
crew.  "Come on, ladies, let's show them what we're made of." 


"Hell
yeah," Katie agreed, swooping down to grab the quaffle and taking off with
it toward the goals. 


Fred
looked at Oliver. "Are you sure I can't run?" 


"Best
just to give in," Oliver told him.  "They'll tire of this game
soon enough." 


George
shook his head. "That's not a game.  Xander gets that same look when
he's in the mood to chase me around the couch.  You're both screwed if you
run, or even if you give in.  Those are some hot women who want you. 
I'd go with it for now."  He took off to help them practice. 


"Run,
Fred," Oliver suggested.  "I'll be right behind you." 
Fred nodded and turned his broom around, but Katie snuck up and grabbed him,
making him jump, which allowed her to pull him over to her broom. 


"You
can run, but we'll hunt you down for games," she promised Fred before
landing to let him go.  "Trust me, we're good at the
hunt."  She winked and went back to practice. 


Fred
shook his head.  They were in so much trouble if those women weren't
teasing.  He grabbed his broom and rejoined the crowd.   It was
the only thing he could do. 


***



Draco
looked up as his bedroom door opened, smiling at the Headmaster. 
"Did you need something?" 


"Something's
been bothering me," he admitted.  "It feels like something's
reaching out across the thought streams and I remember what happened to your
newest child." 


Draco
nodded.  "We've got shields on her."  Dumbledore
frowned.  "I can have her checked over if it'd make you feel better,
but I can't feel anything wrong." 


"If
you wouldn't mind.  Just to make sure, because otherwise we've got a young
woman we haven't caught yet." 


Draco
stood up and patted his stomach. "Not a problem.  I'll pop up to the
colony and have them use me as a teaching example." 


"I
think I'll go with you, just in case," Dumbledore told him, stepping
closer. Draco looked at him, giving him a cold look.  "Is something
wrong?" 


"You
can teleport yourself.  I've seen you do it."  A wand appeared
before he could call his to him.  "Fine.  Who are you?" 


"Can't
you tell?" he sneered. 


"No,
the polyjuice is a bit strong still," Draco noted dryly.  "You
can't hurt her.  I can get away from you." 


"No
one can apparate in the school." 


"Bet
me," Draco said with a sneer of his own.  Then he disappeared before
the man could curse him, landing in the potion's dungeon.  He winced as a
pain started in his stomach. 


"Draco!"
Raena shouted, coming over to make him sit down.  "What
happened?  You know better than to do that!" 


"Not
Dumbledore," he groaned, collapsing in her arms. 


"Shit,"
Iggy said, running in, his wife had summoned him.  He put Draco onto the
table and felt his stomach.  "Raena, go find Snape, now.  I
don't care what he's doing, something nearly got Draco in the
house."  She nodded and ran off.  "Draco, I'm really sorry
for this, but we've got to get you to somewhere safer and with someone more
qualified."  He heard the groan and smiled.  "Don't worry,
I'm shielding the baby so she can't come out.  You shifted her some when
you teleported.  Just stay still."  He pulled his 'brother' into
his arms and moved him closer, making sure his arms were directly over the baby
so she couldn't shift farther.  He felt the resistance.  "No,
let me.  We're going to Helena and daddy.  They'll protect you. 
I promise, just let me take you."  The door slammed open and Snape
stormed in.  "Something tried to hurt him in the tower, he
teleported, the baby's shifted, and he's fighting me.  I can't move them
safely." 


"Knock
him out," Raena said, reaching for a small vial.  "One drop,
against his lips." 


"That's
too strong for someone in his condition," Snape told her, taking the vial
and diluting it to a quarter of the strength.  He gently gave him a drop
then watched as Iggy took off with him.  "Did he say anything?" 


"Not
Dumbledore."  She shrugged. "I don't know.  I can't check
the house over Xander's shields." 


"He
should be here soon.  Can you block it off?" 


"Builders
and healers are two separate types," she said frantically.  She ran
her hands through her hair and went to move her potion off the fire and make it
static.  "Can we check on the Headmaster?" 


"I've
already sent someone to do that."  He walked out, meeting up with a
confused looking Black and Lupin in the hallway. "Dumbledore?" 
They nodded.  "It may not be him.  Check on him now.  One
of you find his room, the other his office.  He tried to attack Mr.
Malfoy."  He stormed on, finding Ron trying to get into the
office.  "What's wrong?" 


"That's
not Albus.  I remember him too well for that to be him.  Let me the
fuck up!" he shouted, trying to get the door open.  "The
password won't work!" 


"Let
me," Iggy said coldly, appearing with his wand.  "Unlock!"
he said, zapping the door with the strongest unlock spell the gryphons had ever
created.  The door swung open and the stairs started up. 
"Draco's baby had to be moved back into place.  Daddy's headed up to
the house.  That's not Uncle Albus.  I can tell.  Melvin can
tell.  The magical aura doesn't lie."  He pushed Ron out of the
way and headed up but he was moved to the back.  "Hey!" 


"You're
a healer, let the fighters handle it," Ron ordered, pounding on the second
door.  He gave up and kicked it in, catching it before it could close
again.  The man behind the desk looked up, appearing shocked. 
"Iggy, is that him?" 


"No,
it's not," Iggy said, looking the man over.  "As a matter of
fact, that's not anywhere near a pure magic user."  He pulled
something out of his pocket and stuck it in the guy's neck. 
"Fucker,  you've now got ten minutes before your health becomes
critical and you can't be saved."  The fake Dumbledore's mouth
opened.  "The only two people who can save you are in this room and
you had better start talking.  People kill over Draco and Albus. 
You're the highest on the list." 


Ron
smirked at him.  "Unless you give us someone higher that is." 


The
man stood up and wobbled and Iggy shoved him back into his seat. 
"I..."  He looked at the cold faces.  "The real
Headmaster is in our custody.  The baby has to die!"  Ron pulled
out his gun and pointed it at him.  "No!  No, I'll talk!"
he begged.  "Please, don't kill me." 


"He's
not even British," Iggy noted.  He moved away and handed his mentor
the dart he used.  "Let him die, Severus.  I have to go back and
help Draco and check on the kids.  Uncle Ron, I'm taking your extra
weapon." 


"Fine. 
The regular bullets are in the closet, top shelf." 


"Thank
you."  Iggy ran down the stairs, sending himself back to the
house.  He felt his father downstairs and walked down, strapping on the
gun.  "That's not the Headmaster, it's someone else.  Someone
not British."  Xander and George both noticed the gun. 
"I'm going back to Draco's side, with a quick stop off at the
Burrow."  George opened his mouth.  "Don't argue. 
They need you here to protect the triplets, father.  I am qualified enough
for this and more than old enough."  He disappeared before they could
say anything, landing in the middle of the dining room. 
"Grandma!  Grandfather!"  He walked around the bottom
floor, then headed outside.  "Uncle Bill?  Grandma? 
Grandfather?"  He searched the magic fields and sighed.  He
could feel Maeve, but not Lucien, and she was very upset. 
"Maeve!" he yelled at the top of his voice.  She came
running.  "What happened?" 


"Bad
people," she sobbed. "They take Grammies and Lucien!"  She
clung to his legs.  "Need the daddy, they want the daddy!" 


"Come
on, we'll go to the colony and you can call daddy from there."  He
took her with him, landing in the main chamber.  "Are my grandparents
or Uncle Bill here?" 


"Bill
is," Delilah told him.  She nodded at the weapon.  "What is
that?" 


"A
deadly weapon the muggles make.  My Headmaster is missing, my acknowledged
brother was threatened, and now they've got my grandparents.  Watch my
sister."  He walked back to the back.  "BILL!" 
Both of them looked out of the library at him.  "Your parents are
missing, as is Lucien, and anyone else who was there.  So is
Dumbledore."  His uncle's face hardened.  "Maeve is out
front.  Protect her.  I've got Draco since the idiot said that his
daughter was the reason for this."  He walked into the healer's area
and bent to touch Draco's flatter stomach.  "The baby?" he
asked. 


"Healthy,"
Helena told him gently.  "Two months early and healthy.  We've
called his doctor and he's on his way."  She tipped his face
up.  "Go find him.  I taught you how to talk to the unconscious,
do it now, Ignatius," she said calmly.  "That person tried to
kill her, and may hurt your family." 


Iggy
nodded.  "Maeve's here.  Lucien's missing," he said
quietly.  "Guard her and my brother with your life."  She
nodded so he sent himself back to the tower, bowling into his father. 
"The Burrow was empty," he told them.  "Maeve was the only
one there and she's at the colony now.  The baby's born." 
Xander opened his mouth.  "No, I've got an option." 


"He
tried to kill himself, he's unconscious," George told him. 


"Yay! 
I can deal with that."  Iggy walked out, pulling on a robe as he
went.  His most imposing, most threatening looking robe.  He wanted
to appear as imposing as possible when he walked into the infirmary. 
"Let me pass, Poppy, I can get him to talk." 


"The
aurors are here," she told him. 


"Yay! 
They've got my grandparents and Lucien!  Let me pass!"  She
stepped out of his way and Iggy pushed a bed closer to the one the idiot was
strapped to.  "Is he dead?" 


"Not
yet," Snape told him.  "I gave him the antidote." 


"Any
idea which country he's from?" 


"Russia. 
He's here about the World Cup seekers." 


Iggy
looked at him.  "They tried to kill Draco and his daughter over
that?" he asked dryly.  He hopped up to sit on the bed and got
comfortable, then reached over and touched the man's head, using the thought
streams to travel into his head.  The man saw him and screamed, so he
pulled his gun.  "This can still hurt you.  A psychic death will
become a real one."  He moved closer, sticking the gun against the
mental guy's cock.  "The same as a blast now will make sure nothing
works ever again.  Give me the truth and I'll let you live." 


"You'll
let me go?" the man begged. 


"No,
but I'll let you live and hand you to the nicer people.  You fucked up,
you came after my family.  The only thing saving you is my desire to find
my family.  Give me what I want and the nice people will let you commit
suicide if you want." 


"I
screwed this up so badly," the man sobbed, looking up at his captor. 
Iggy wasn't buying it.  "Fine," he spat.  "It was
intentional.  That man is a freak of nature and so are you."  He
spit at Iggy's feet. 


Iggy
fired at his feet, wounding his left one.  "Keep going.  You're
just pissing me off more and I'm going to enjoy this."  The man tried
to back away but his foot wasn't working.  "You thought I was
kidding?" he asked with his coldest sneer.  "You so very fucked
up.  You fucked with a gryphon-born's family. That's asking for
death.  Not only did you fuck with an acknowledged uncle, Harry, but you
fucked with an acknowledged brother, Draco, and his daughter.  Then you
fucked with my mentor, my grandparents, and the cousins.  Do you know how
dumb that was?"  The man shook his head.  "Never heard of
the gryphon-born?"   The man shook his head. "We're the
ones who filter the chaos magic.  We're the ones who make it nice and
shiny for stupid humans like you.  We're also the ones who will probably
destroy this plane some day because we're tired of you petty humans." 


"And
I thought I had a superiority complex," a female voice said from behind
them.  "Can I join in?" 


"Agatha,"
Iggy said coldly.  "Come to help?" 


"He's
trying to harm my father, that's *my* fun."  She walked closer and
the man flinched away from her, moving closer to Iggy.  "I hate to
tell you this, but he's more cruel.  I'll hurt you until you beg and I get
off from it, he'll hurt you and not stop because you hurt his family. 
Pick."  Then she smiled at him. 


"Or
you can tell us what we want to know," Iggy pointed out.  "Your
choice of course." 


"What
are you!" the man demanded, backing away from them.  A wall went up
behind him.  "Why can't I move!"  He turned and thumped on
it and both children laughed coldly.  He turned and leaned against
it.  "They're safe, for now.  The guy with the baby was just
extra.  We were going to take the kids anyway, but I got paid an extra
fifty grand, American, to take him out and any of the family I could.  My
partners don't know and they won't do it." 


"Where
are they?" Agatha asked, cracking her knuckles. 


"I
can't tell you." 


Iggy
cocked the gun and pointed it at his cock again.  "Now." 
The man blanched and swallowed, but he shook his head.  "Suit
yourself."  His finger started to squeeze gently and the man
screamed, covering himself and falling to his knees.  "Last
chance.  I can not only harm you, but I can lock you up in here.  All
alone, forever." 


"Aren't
healers supposed to be nurturing?" Agatha asked him, smirking at him. 


"Not
when they bother our families."  He kicked the man in the jaw. 
"Now!" he shouted. 


"They're
in Kent, in some old house.  I don't know what else!  I was supposed
to meet them there!" he sobbed. 


Iggy
reached down and patted him on the head.  "Good boy.  Tell us
the rest."  The man looked up at him.  "How were you
finding them?" 


"Portkey. 
My watch."  He pointed at it.  "It'll activate soon. 
Take it."  Iggy nodded and accepted the watch from him. 
"It's set to go off at ten after three with five people.  If it's
only got me, or less than five of us, it'll activate five minutes
later."  Agatha nodded.  "Please, spare me?  I've got
kids.  I only did this to cancel out a debt." 


"We'll
see."  Agatha looked at Iggy.  "Go ahead and go, cousin.
I'll have a talk with him.  He won't be coming back with us." 
She shoved Iggy out and moved closer, manifesting a slim dagger and using it to
tip the man's face up. "Now tell me the rest.  Before I get
*creative*."  He swallowed and started to babble, anything to make
her go away. 


Iggy
opened his eyes and took off the man's watch, looking at the time set on
it.  "Five people, two minutes.  At least three other bad
guys.  Severus, my wand."  He handed off the gun for a moment,
then took it back and put the watch on.  "Now," he
ordered.  Severus and his father George, and Bill stepped forward. 
"Daddy, no offense, but I don't want you there.  You can't be mean
and you can't be cruel." 


Xander
strode in, buckling on his own gunbelt. "Don't worry, he's staying
here."  He moved George out of the way.  "How many?" 


"Five,
or we wait and go in five more minutes with less." 


Xander
looked at the head of the aurors, who stepped up.  That made four. 
George gave his mate a little shove and stepped forward.  "Sev, did
you want to go instead?  They do have Zach." 


"Yes."



"Can
you be calm?" Iggy asked. 


"No,
but I can harm them," Severus pointed out.  George glared at
him.  "Your brother's going." 


"And
your son wasn't the target.  My parents were."  He grabbed on
and winced as the portkey activated.  He hadn't felt one that strong in
years. 


And
away they went.  They landed surrounded by people and Iggy fired off at
one of them, starting the fight.  Before they were done, the stupid
wizards and single witch were very sorry, and the family was found locked in a
small room, huddled together. 


Iggy
bowled into his grandmother, hugging her as hard as he could. 
"You're all right," he whispered. 


"What
are you doing here?" Arthur asked.  He looked at the door as it
opened, but Iggy already had his wand out and pointing at the person standing
there.  He sneered.  "Daddy, it's the Americans again," he
called. 


"I'm
afraid your father is a bit...out of it at the moment." 


Iggy
pulled the gun with his other hand.  "Let my parents go, and the rest
of the family, or you'll be sorry." 


The
man laughed.  "Do you really think you can shoot me?  You're a
healer, boy, get used to it." 


Iggy
laughed bitterly.  "I'm a gryphon-born, dolt, we're not like
that."  He fired at the man, wounding him in the thigh, a painful,
and potentially deadly wound.  "Where are they!" 


"Ignatius!"
Arthur ordered.  "Go search for them." 


"They're
not here, I already did."  He looked around.  "Melvin, take
them to the colony, now.  Maeve is there.  Draco is there.  Bill
was here."  Arthur whimpered.  "Now, Melvin!" 
Melvin nodded and gathered them, practicing a skill he hadn't perfected by any
means.  He left Lucien behind.  "Baby boy, your daddy is fine
and your sister is okay too," he assured him.  "Even Maeve is
all right.  You hide and I'll take you if they can't come back." 
Someone moved closer to the door.  "Under the bed," he
whispered, cocking the gun at the body outside.  "Oh, do come
in," he called.  The door opened and one of the born stood
there.  "Helping or not?" 


"Helping,
Iggy, always helping," Homer assured him. "We're missing one?" 


"Lucien,
this is Homer, I trust him because I can beat him up.  All
right?"  Lucien nodded, still sniffling.  "Take him to his
sister, then get Simone and Denver to the colony now, Homer.  And then
find my fathers." 


"George
is unconscious in the living room.  So is your uncle."  He
picked up Lucien.  "I won't hurt him." 


"I
don't know who will and who won't," Iggy pointed out with a faint
smile.  "Now."  Homer left and Iggy looked down at the man
on the floor.  "Answers, now," he ordered. 


The
man laughed, holding his leg.  "You just gave your beloved nephew to
one of us." 


Iggy
smirked down at him. "I can always find another of us."  He
squatted down.  "Now then, tell me where my father is.  Or else
the next one is going up your ass."  The man blinked at him. 
"That's right, my father taught me *lots* of things."  The man
shifted away and Iggy grabbed his injured leg, making him scream. 
"Now, stupid." 


"We've
taken him home," the man gasped.  "He's ours." 


"We'll
see about that."  Iggy stood up and checked the house, calling on
Denver to come help him.  Denver appeared with another born so he walked
out to meet them.  "The gunshot wound is our prisoner, he's got
Xander.  Homer had Lucien."  Denver's face hardened. 
"If he's not at the colony, then he's fucked."   He looked
at the bodies on the floor.  "Move them back to the colony, I'm going
for daddy."  He searched and found his father's signature easily,
heading for it.  He found himself in a secure room at Heathrow. 
"Move," he ordered.  The men in suits jumped. 
"Hello.  That's my father and he's a kidnaping victim." 


The
man on the far right, in front of the door, looked him over.  "Prove
it." 


Iggy
pulled his wand and shot the man with it, making him scream in pain. 
"That's my father and I want him back!" he demanded.  The man
nodded.  "Are you with the Americans?" 


"No,
we took him from them because it looked odd and we didn't see any extraction
orders," the man panted, standing back up. "What are you?" 


"Pissed." 
Iggy slid his wand back into his pocket and bent to check his father. 
"Sedated, hard sedation. Put that back," he said, noticing his wand
was now missing.  "Before I call the rest of the family." 
It was slid back into his pocket and Iggy called out to anyone who could hear him. 
Someone tapped on the door and Iggy nodded for the agent to open it. 
Someone in a robe was standing there.  "Mysteries, Unmentionables, or
auror?" he asked. 


"Unmentionables,
Ignatius."  He smiled and walked in, closing the door. 
"I'll deal with this.  Get him to safety."  He stopped the
boy.  "I'm fuckin' impressed, mate.  Really fuckin'
impressed." 


Iggy
swallowed.  "I want a drink and a memory charm," he told him,
then he picked up his father and smiled.  "They saved him.  Be
nice to them, please."  He disappeared, landing in the elder's
cave.  "He's heavy!" he yelled, bringing help running.  Ron
took Xander from him, and a gryphon took Xander from Ron, then Ron helped Iggy
into the back.  "Oh, shit," he said, turning away to get
sick.  "Sorry," he said between heaves. 


"It's
understandable, you're a gentle creature by nature," Severus assured him,
looking him over.  "Get rid of that weapon." 


Iggy
unhooked himself and blindly handed it off.  "Ooohhhhh." 
He fell to his knees.  "Can I forget now?" 


"No,
nephew, not even a memory charm will help that," Fred assured him, helping
him stand up.  "Come on, let's get you checked over.  You did
excellent."  He led Iggy back, putting him beside his father's limp
body. 


Dumbledore
cleared his throat.  "I'd like a report if I may?" he requested
gently. 


Iggy
looked at him, his face still pale.  "World Cup and the
Americans." 


"Ah. 
Yes, that does explain all this."  Everyone else looked clueless.
"The Americans hate losing Xander's skills and the Russian Mafia has
decided to try and influence the World Cup games if I heard right." 
Everyone nodded and went back to what they had been doing.  "Very
well done, Ignatius.  You may name your reward." 


"A
memory charm and my wife," he moaned, settling himself on the bed. 
"That's all I want right now.  And possibly something to stop the
nightmares I can feel building." 


"We'll
do what we can," Helena assured him, giving him a quick once over. 
"You're fine." 


"I'm
not leaving them." 


"Then
go to the next room and rest with your brother," she told him. 
"Your other father is in there, as is your new niece."  Iggy
nodded and forced himself to stand up, heading into the visitor's suite. 
He crawled in on Draco's other side, giving everyone on the bed a
hug.   "Did he die?" 


"Neither
of them, even the one Agatha had," George assured him, giving him an extra
squeeze.  He shifted so he was between Draco and Iggy, with his new
'granddaughter' in his arms.  "Rest, Iggy, it's all right. 
We're here for you when they come with all the questions and the
forms."  Iggy laughed bitterly. "No?" 


"Americans
paid the assholes extra to take daddy," Iggy told him. "British
agents had him at the airport.  I already saw the Unmentionables there to
do memory charms."  He sighed as strong arms wrapped around
him.  "I hate hurting people, but it felt good, daddy." 


"I
know," Xander said as he joined them.  He had been carried, but he
was fine.  "It'll be okay.  We'll do a lot of talking. 
You'll get the support I needed when I staked Jesse so you don't end up like
me."  Draco looked at him.  "He shot one of the people on
the astral realm, and the one who had everyone else in the thigh.  No one
died." 


"That's
good," George agreed, smiling at Draco.  "Feeling all
right?" 


"A
bit hormonal still," Draco admitted, snuggling in to hold his daughter
himself.  "We'll work on it, Ignatius.  No one will *ever*
threaten this family again." 


"Yes,
big brother."  Iggy yawned.  "Please knock me out?" 


"If
you wish," Draco said, flicking some power his way.  "We need to
disappear for a few days to recuperate." 


"We'll
have to answer questions," George said with a yawn. 


"That's
what minions are for." 


"You
don't have minions anymore," Xander reminded him, but he was
smiling.  "A vacation sounds heavenly.  That remaining month to
the holiday break seems *real* long right now." 


"We
can definitely take tomorrow off," George agreed.  "Possibly
Monday as well." 


"I'm
sure that would be fine," Dumbledore said from the doorway. "This
week will be hard on all of us."  He grabbed his head. 
"Severus, I need something for my headache.  Do you have anything on
you?" 


"I
do," Severus agreed, going for his case.  He pulled out a bottle and
handed it over.  "It was made fresh last week." 


Dumbledore
drank it and smiled.  "Raspberry.  Interesting."  He
nodded at them.  "Take tomorrow off.  Tara assured me that no
one's the wiser at this moment."  He walked away, closing the curtain
behind him. 


Severus
looked down at them.  "Your family is fine, I checked them over
myself."  Draco looked up at him.  "As is your daughter. 
The aging spell didn't harm her any." 


"Aging
spell?" Xander asked. 


"They
aged her two weeks to make her a little more stable.  Just after her birth
to stabilize her lungs and heart.  She's fine.  Very strong and
healthy."  They nodded and settled in to nap. He left them alone to
find his son and hug him as hard as he could.  He couldn't bear the
thought of losing him.  He found him in Molly's arms and blatantly stole
him.  "Thank you," he told her, then he left to cuddle him in
private, until his wife and William stalked him and joined in. 


***



Ron
walked up to Draco, waving the birth certificate.  "You didn't have
to do that," he said as he sat down on the foot of the bed. 


Draco
looked at him. "Do what?" 


"Put
the Weasley in her name.  I can accept that you're her primary
parent.  As long as you keep me listed as the father, I'm happy enough
with it."  He grinned.  "There's not enough Malfoys in the
world to counteract all the Weasley ones.  She should be yours since
you're going to be doing most of the raising.  I think it's fair that
way." 


Draco
sat up with a small grunt of pain.  "You really don't
mind?"  Ron shook his head.  "Let me get dressed and we'll
correct it immediately."  He stopped then suddenly lunged and hugged
Ron.  "Thank you," he sniffled, pulling back.  "I have
no idea what's wrong with me but that was very nice of you." 


"After-birth
hormone swings?" Ron teased. 


Draco
nodded.  "Most likely. Thankfully there's no stupid, sappy
commercials on.  They got me last time.  Where's my robe?" 


"The
back of the chair, along with your pants," Ron told him, standing
up.  "Want me to bring Morgana with us?" 


"If
you wouldn't mind.  I'll be right out." 


"Sure." 
Ron picked up his daughter and smiled at her.  "Want to go for a walk
then?  See Mistress Irma and her wonderful library?"  He walked
out, telling her about all the books, including the ones which screamed when
you touched them.  It was never too early to start making her like books,
it was a good thing to be so smart.  Draco joined them outside the tower
and they walked slowly down to the library, Draco clutching the original birth
certificate in his hand.  Irma met them at the door, she was about to
close up.  "We need to change a few things on her registration,"
Ron told her. 


Irma
smiled and opened the doors, going to pull down the books.  "Didn't
like the name he chose?" she asked pleasantly. 


Draco
pulled over her official pen and scratched out the Weasley part of her
name.  "No, we had to fix that," he told her, handing it
back.  She frowned at him.  "Ron agreed." 


"I
did," Ron agreed. "It's only fair, as long as I'm kept on as the
father."  Draco nodded.  "Can you make it official for
us?" 


"You'll
have to fill out another certificate and I'll simply cross this one out,"
she said, doing so and handing them a second birth certificate. 
"Make sure everything's right this time.  I made a note that the baby
was born under extraordinary circumstances so the change was
allowed."  She watched as Draco furiously scribbled on the new lines,
then as Ron approved with a smile.  "Thank you, gentlemen, and
Morgana."  The baby flailed a little bit.  "Did you need
anything else?  Xander and George put a great many of their collection of
children's books in here for general use." 


"No,
I think we've got enough for now," Ron said happily.  "I'm going
to read Quidditch Through the Ages to her tonight."  Draco looked at
him, trying hard not to smile.  "Never too young to start that
tradition either.  Between us, she's got to at least be a chaser." 


Draco
touched the long limbs.  "Keeper most likely. It fits in better with
her future I think."  He took his daughter back.  "Thank
you, Madam Pince." 


"You're
welcome, Professor Malfoy.  Good night to the both of you." 
They waved before walking out, leaving her to laugh and shake her head in
peace.  Those two were so comical.  That girl would need a definite
female influence, a decent one of course.  Perhaps she should step up and
give them some advice on how to raise normal little girls.  She checked
the entry again then put the Book of Heritage up safely.  Then she closed
up again and went to dinner.  Neither of them would be there of course,
but it was a quiet night anyway with most of that family away for a short
holiday. 


***



Iggy
walked into breakfast on Tuesday morning and yawned.  He had been sedated
all weekend and was still tired.  He took his usual seat and Simone hugged
him gently.  "Thanks.  Did we have homework due today?" 


"Yes,
but yours is done," Denver assured him.  "It's in your bag, in
the book for the class.  Melvin and I did them all."  Iggy
smiled at him. "How is Morgana?" 


"Napping
peacefully in her father's arms the last time I saw her," Iggy
admitted.  He smiled at him. "She's one loud kid."  They
laughed.  "Really.  Much louder than Maeve and Lucien
together."  He leaned on the table.  "We're strengthening
the locks today while everyone is in class," he said quietly. 
"Homer was never caught.  The born who went after him just took
Lucien back from him."  Simone looked pissed.  "He's not
coming back, but everyone's paranoid because of Morgana. So expect some
jumpiness for the next few days."  Someone sat beside him and he
relaxed into her arms.  "Morning, Raena." 


"Good
morning, my mate."  She kissed him on the cheek.  "Did the
nightmares come back?" 


"No,
they didn't.  I guess you kicked their asses."  He smiled at
her. "Thank you for helping me last night." 


"Not
a problem, you know I love walking into your head for cuddles."  She
kissed him on the cheek and took his hand to hold.  "I just saw your
sister, Ron had her and was showing her around Gryffindor tower." 
The other kids smiled.  "Good morning, Melvin." 


"Morning." 
He sat beside Simone.  "I'm sorry, I tried to take Lucien." 


"It's
not your fault," Iggy assured him.  "I would have had trouble
taking that many people with me too."  Melvin relaxed and smiled at
them.   "Did I hear right, were you talking to Uncle Bill about
doing his old job?" 


"I
think it's groovy," Melvin agreed.  "Travel, fun, a little bit
of danger, but we can handle that.  I'd rather be one of the ones who told
you what the artifact was worth, like staying in the tent sort of job, but he
didn't know any humans who did that sort of stuff.  He said he'd ask for
me."  He grinned.  "I think we'd do wonderfully there, with
her talents and mine together." 


"That's
very true," Denver agreed.  "You'd kick ass in that job as long
as you got to stay together."  Simone nodded too.  "Have
you seen Morgana?  We only got a glimpse of her in father's arms." 


"Oh,
yeah, Ron showed me.  Let me hold her even."  He grinned at the
disgruntled look.  "Ask him.  He's still got her and he just
came in the back door." 


Simone
walked up to the dias and stole her sister, bringing her back to their
table.  "Now we'll get to hog her."  She and Denver looked
down at their sister, smiling in unison because she was so adorable. 
Bald, blue eyed.  She looked almost exactly like Lucien, only she didn't
have any hair.  "Do you think she'll be one of the few blondes?"



"It'd
be nice," Denver agreed.  "There's not enough of us." 
He looked over as Ravena came in.  "I want to know where her hair
color came from." 


"Uncle
Charlie had the same color until he started spending all day in the sun,"
Simone pointed out.  "It's in the pictures at Grandmother's." 
Ravena came over and looked over her shoulder.  "Morgana, this is
Ravena.  She's the youngest sister of us older ones." 


Ravena
touched the soft, wrinkly hand.  "Good morning, future queen of the
family.  Get used to Simone's touch, you'll be seeing a lot of her over
the years as she helps train you."  Simone beamed happily. 


Draco
walked in and stole his daughter, heading up to eat breakfast.  "You
can hold her later," he said at the disgruntled noises. 


"Yeah,
and I can hold her now," Xander said, stealing her.  "I haven't
gotten to hold her yet."   He looked down at her and
smiled.  "You are so precious," he told her.  She cooed at
him.  "Yes, you are. You are so adorable.  I'm going to have to
teach your father to shoot muggle to keep all the boys away from you." 


"He
hasn't done that already?" Tara asked with a grin. 


"I
refused to learn how to aim correctly," Draco told her.  He took his
daughter back.  "You'll spoil her and give her a big
head."  Xander pouted.  "I agree, she is adorable, but
still, she doesn't need her ego stroked at this moment.  Wait until she's
having one of those unsure days."  He settled her in his arms,
starting to eat, when someone else decided to try and take her.  "No,
Lucien, you can't have her.  Not until it's class time."  His
son pouted his most pitiful.  "Not until class.  Finish
breakfast so we can go down there."  Lucien ducked under the table
and went to hug his cousins and siblings, then went back to eat with
Maeve.  She cuddled him like he was going to disappear, which was fine
with him.  He loved his Maeve.  If only she had boy parts, he liked
boy parts better than the girl parts he had found on her. 


"Zachariah,
would you like a cuddle?" Xander called.  Zach pointed at his mother.
"I know, your mommy gives good cuddles, but I'm in a cuddly mood if you
would like one from me.  I'll even let you steal jelly from my
toast."  He slid off her lap and walked over, sitting in his.
"Thank you, Zachariah.  You're very nice." 


"You'll
spoil him," Tara told him. 


"He
needs grandchildren," Ron agreed.  Raena choked and looked at
him.  "What?" he asked innocently.  "It will have to
happen sometime." 


"Ten
years," Raena reminded him.  "Have a few more, Uncle
Ron."  Ron glared at her.  "I'm not having kids for ten
more years, I'm not having the spell broken." 


"Thank
you," Iggy sighed, looking up.  Denver nudged him. 
"What?" he asked innocently. 


"I
think the family's big enough for the moment," Raena agreed.  Draco
burst out laughing at something Zach had said.  "Besides, in a few
years, one of you will have children probably. It'll be soon enough." 


"Maybe,"
Melvin agreed, getting up and heading back to his own table.  He did look
at his sweetheart, who was smiling in such a sappy way that he knew she agreed.



***



Draco
looked at his favorite minion and smiled sweetly at her.  "Will you
do that for me?" he asked nicely.  Something his father hadn't
understood, being nice sometimes was more effective than the strongest threat
or beating.  She nodded eagerly.  "You're sure you can handle
that and not get into trouble?" 


"I'm
sure," she assured him.  She bounced eagerly.  "I really
get to destroy them?" 


"You
can make them as miserable as you want, precious," he assured her, kissing
her on the cheek.  "The only thing you can't do is kill them. Let
that be someone else's fun."  She nodded.  "Go out and have
fun, precious."  She walked out, heading to do his bidding. 


He
smiled and got comfortable until his daughter needed him again.  It was
good to have well- trained, intelligent minions.  Not at all like the ones
his father had kept.  He could count on his to act on their own and not
need constant monitoring to make sure they got the job done. 


***



The
Minister of Law Enforcement sat up as he read the small letter of
warning.  The name at the bottom made him wince, but he tore it off so no
one else would know.  She was his private source of information and no one
needed to know about her.  But if she was correct, there was a *big*
problem and he had to do something about it.  He got up and walked out,
summoning all his Under-Ministers and the ones for the Unmentionables and
Mysteries, newly redivided into separate departments.  As soon as they
were all gathered, he put the letter onto the table in front of them. 
"We have problems," he announced. 


The
letter was picked up and read over, then passed on.  Each face that read
it hardened.  "What do we do about this?" the Unmentionables
Under-Minister, Percy Weasley, asked. 


The
Head of Law Enforcement smiled at him.  "First, we protect, then we
infiltrate, then we stomp.  Which would you like for your
department?" 


Percy
smiled coldly.  "I think I can protect the family nicely, even the
fussier members.  What about the prophecy that Tara was going to take over
the school?"  People looked clueless.  "You weren't
informed?"  They all shook their heads.  "It's the start of
the changes.  She'll only have it for a while, but Xander will be out of
the way when it's necessary.  Three months from now, she'll have to take
over.  After two weeks, the changes will occur."  He stood
up.  "Did you need my people?" 


"We
have someone in there," the Mysteries person said, looking up at
him.  She smiled.  "Do they even know you hold two
positions?" 


"No. 
They're more comfortable not knowing.  Not even my father
knows."  He nodded at them.  "Whatever help my department
can give you, just yell my way."  He walked out, going back to his
small office in the archives.  His assistant smiled at him. 
"Just a short meeting about my nephew's wife's papers.  It seems someone
thinks that some dolt will pick up something of hers and use it as a
weapon." 


His
assistant nearly growled.  "How very dumb of them," he said
snidely.  "What are they trying to do, start the next War of the
Ancients?" 


Percy
shook his head.  "No, they're acting on their prejudices and will try
to do something stupid.  It will be your job to go through all of her
prior works and summarize them in a format the rest of us can understand. 
Search through the weakest and most specialized articles, find everything." 
His assistant nodded and went off to call Braun to get the entire list and
where everything had been published.  Percy smiled at the young man's
efficiency.  He had trained the boy well. 


***



Molly
smiled as Percy joined her for lunch, with a nice looking young woman. 
"Arabelle," she said happily, shaking her hand.  "How nice
to see you again.  Are you joining us?" 


"Yes,
mother, and it's for a very good reason."  His mother's face lit
up.  "Not that one," he said with a smile of his own. 


"Not
that I'd mind, but he'd never see me socially, no matter how often I suggested
it," Arabella told her.  "I'd love to date him." 


"I'm
sure he'll give in soon," Molly assured her, looking at her son. 
Percy raised an eyebrow.  "You are a very nice woman and we all like
you." 


"Mother,
you've only met her twice now," Percy pointed out.  "You have no
idea what she does within the Ministry even." 


"I
work with animals," Arabella told him, smiling at him.  "Just
the human ones." 


"Are
you an auror?" Molly asked, looking worried.  She seemed so nice. 


Arabella
shook her head and leaned closer. "I'm over the Mysteries
department," she said quietly.  Molly gasped.  She nodded. 
"I'm still very nice, but I do deal with human animals, Molly." 


"I'm
sure you do very well in your job," Molly agreed, patting her on the
hand.  "So why was lunch called, Percy?" 


He
leaned closer, then didn't say anything because the waitress was there. 
"We'll have the special and salads," he ordered. 


"I'd
like the fish," Molly corrected.  "It's been so long since I've
had any." 


"Of
course, mum, get whatever you want," Percy encouraged, giving her a smile
of assurance.  The waitress left.  "We've recently gotten
information that those horrible people down the alley have gotten hold of something
that Raena theorized about, mum.  A disease."  She gasped. 


"So
of course, we wanted to warn you," Arabelle told her with a smile of her
own.  "We know that your house isn't the target, Arthur's position
gives you some security in that area."  Molly nodded, starting to
press her lips together.  "We're stopping them before they can do
anything, but we had to tell you." 


"Because
of the grandchildren, mum," Percy finished.  He slid over an
envelope.  "If anything serious like this ever happens, I want you to
follow these instructions with as many of the *grandchildren* as
possible."  She opened her mouth.  "Mum, I've given similar
instructions to Bill and Charlie.  Xander has his own plans for George,
Fred, and Ron.  Ginny will be protected by Draco and his children. 
We're all protected, all but you, dad, and the children.  They're your
only priority," he told her. 


Molly
nodded and tucked the envelope into her purse.  "I'll follow them,
Percy."  She looked at Arabelle  "Your doing, dear?" 


She
smiled.  "Not at all.  Percy made all the designs and the
decisions.  I merely helped him find the perfect spot."  She
patted Percy on the hand, making him blush at the praise.  "Now all I
need is to wear him down." 


Arthur
sat down and looked at them.  "Percy, I heard something interesting
today."  His son looked shocked.  Arthur laughed. 
"Oh, dear, not about your other job, son, I knew about that *months*
ago."  He patted Molly's hand.  "Now, what's going on? 
All I heard was a new threat?" 


"Those
horrid people have decided to take something of Raena's and change it to use it
against people," Arabelle told him.  "We're working on it,
Arthur." 


He
smiled at her.  "Excellent news."  He flagged down a
waitress.  "I'll have what my wife is." 


She
nodded and went to put in their order.  "Yes, sir." 


Arthur
looked at them.  "So, Arabelle McKinley, when are you going to
capture my son and make him an honest man?" 


She
laughed.  "I've tried, Arthur, I really have.  He's
resisting." 


"Percy,
quit fighting it, right now," Molly told him.  He laughed. "I
can make it an order, young man.  I can even take your precious daughter
and have her help in this matter."  He stopped laughing. 
"Now, give her a kiss and make us all happy," she ordered. 


Arabelle
smiled and kissed Percy gently, making him shiver.  "Did you like
that, Percy?" 


He
licked his lips, then kissed her again. "We'll see, Arabelle.  We'll
have to wait for a quiet moment of course, but we will see." 


She
patted him on the thigh.  "There's never a quiet moment, dear. 
Figure that out soon, I'm not very patient and I'll have my people hunt you
down and bring you back to me in chains and begging for mercy."  The
older couple laughed.  Percy nearly whimpered.  "Or I could hunt
you myself."  He shifted away and she gave him a reassuring
smile.  "Don't worry, I'll only do it if you take too long,
Percy.  I can wait for a few weeks." 


He
nodded, stunned dumb.  He had never been hunted like some prize
before.  He briefly wondered if this was how Xander felt when George hunted
him down.  Arthur smiled at him.  "Father, do not encourage
her.  It's not good to date within the job." 


"She's
not under you, Percy, at least not at work," Molly told him.  The
waitress walking toward their table coughed.  "Sorry, but he's
resisting this very nice young woman, whom we all adore." 


The
waitress put down their dishes and left, simply nodding.  She had thought
arranged marriages were over with. 


***



Xander
looked up as his fire discharged someone he didn't know. "Yes?" 


"Arabelle
McKinley," she said, shaking his hand.  "I'm the Under-Minister
for the Mysteries department, Alexander Harris."  He nodded and waved
a hand at the couch so she sat down.  "We need to have a short
discussion.  Is anyone else here?" 


"Only
the children," he said, pointing at the corner playpen where everyone was
napping.  "Is this serious?"  She nodded. "Something
I've done?" 


"No,
but it's important for you," she told him.  She shifted closer. 
"Professor Harris, there is a move to destroy you going on.  We know you've
received death threats."  He nodded.  "We also know you did
your duty and turned them over." 


"That's
only because I knew that I can't take them on alone," he admitted. 


She
smiled.  "Good.  That's one hurdle out of the way.  There's
going to be an attack on the colony you swear allegiance to."  He
shifted uncomfortably.  "It will not happen, but it is in the
planning stages.  We know this much and know how to stop it.  You
will do nothing," she instructed.  He opened his mouth and she shook
her head. "Your elders are already aware; I sent someone, one of you, to
talk to them about this.  There is nothing you can do in this
instance."  She straightened up.  "As a matter of fact, if
certain visions come true, you won't even be in the country." 


"Then
why are you telling me?" 


"Because
the visions also said that if it was allowed to go on, your son would lose
everything that's keeping him sane and alive."  Xander sat up
farther.  "If you try to fight this, or he tries to work on this,
you, him, and his wife will all be at the colony when the attack happens. 
Here, he can do some good.  He can make the antidote just in case. 
There, his wife will end up ill and in stasis because the medicine is too
powerful for her." 


"She
knew?" 


She
shook her head, smiling.  "One of the children at the colony
broadcast.  It's her gift and she just manifested.  If you tell them,
they'll worry." 


Xander
nodded quickly.  "I understand.  I won't tell them that those
were real nightmares coming true." 


"Thank
you."  She reached over and patted him on the arm.  "I know
this will be hard, but the only reason I'm warning you is because you will
react if you don't know not to ahead of time." 


"For
Iggy, I'd kill you all," he told her. 


She
laughed.  "I'm sure you would.  Percy feels the same
way."  She stood up.  "We're handling it.  The odds of
the attack actually happening are so very low it's nearly microscopic. 
Trust us to do our job.  Most of us were trained by you anyway." 


He
looked her over, then slowly smiled.  "You're the one that Percy
blushes about." 


"How
very astute of you.  How did you know?" 


He
stood up, then sniffed her.  "He didn't remove it all." 
Then he headed over to check on the children while she left.  "It's
all right," he said when he noticed Maeve was awake.  "It's all
okay.  She was telling me that the bad guys were caught and the
naughtiness they were planning was stopped."  His daughter nodded,
giving him the most trusting look.  "It'll be okay," he
promised, picking her up to cuddle her.  He hated being this helpless, but
knowing that he'd lose too much was making it slowly not as bad.  He
couldn't lose his children, or make them unhappy in such magnitudes.  It
would be fine, she would make sure of it.  He had sensed her truth and her
desire to make sure it was stopped. 


Now
the only question was, would he tell George or not. 


***



Xander
found himself still unhappy, even a month later when he had the ritual duty to
make sure every child who wanted to go left for the holidays and that all of
them left with everything they wanted to leave with.  In other words, he
was using Hagrid's dogs to herd the children onto the train and enjoying every
nip they got.  The other teachers were running late so it was just him and
the dogs.  Fun.  At least for the dogs.  "Ten
minutes!" he yelled.  The kids started to run faster onto the
train.  Apparently he looked like he was pissed.  All right
then.  He scowled at one of them and they made a puppy-whine noise. 
"Train," he suggested. 


"I
came to wish my friends well, Professor Harris," the boy whimpered. 
"Please don't give me detention!" 


"Kid,
I'm not going to give you detention unless you mess up something and it stops
the train."  He looked around, then at the conductor and
shrugged.  Still no other teachers.  He wasn't doing the patrol this
year.  He whistled, bringing one of the dogs.  "Go find the
other teachers, girl.  Bite them until they show up."  The
female took off, going to bite someone.  Maybe even that nasty smelling
dark one who brewed the nasty stuff that had made her throw up last week. 
She found them on the doorsteps and barked, then went for the dark, nasty one. 


"Bite
me and become a rug," Iggy promised.  The dog whined at him. 
"What!  I didn't brew it, I just held you while it was given to
you.  You can't bite the brewer either."  The dog rolled over
for belly scratches.  "Yes, you're still a good girl and I love the
pack," he assured her, scratching her gently. "I think daddy's pissed
that you're not down there," he called into the school. 


Snape,
Ron, and Draco walked out, looking like some odd posse from the Old West with
their robes flowing out behind them like odd trench coats.  "We have
half an hour," Draco said as he passed by him.  "Get me
something nice this year, Ignatius." 


"Sure,"
Iggy called after him. "Have fun with the gropey ones."  He gave
the dog one last pet then let it run after them.  He waved as the carriage
took off, the dog chasing the wheels.  He thought at his father, then
shook his head, walking back inside.  The headmaster was waiting on
him.  "Everyone's on." 


Tara
looked at her watch.  "There's a half-hour left." 


Iggy
grinned.  "Apparently the kids decided he was serious about them
getting on today."  He strolled away.  "I'm off to rest
before going Christmas shopping." 


"You're
not allowed," Tara called after him.  He waved his wand and a paper
came flying at her, landing at her feet.  "A permission slip?" 


"Yes,"
Dumbledore said with a smile.  "His parents signed he and Raena out
for some light shopping this afternoon.  They'll be coming back
tonight."  Iggy waved as he disappeared into another hallway. 


"Albus,
this is irregular.  We only give these to seventh years." 


He
patted her on the arm.  "If your son could teleport around like
Ignatius can, you would be able to sign him out as well.  As is, you can
sign him out to the town once the train is gone.  I do allow that
much."  He left her alone. 


"That's
still not fair to the younger ones," she called after him. 


He
turned to look at her.  "The younger children usually go home, and
the ones who don't ask the older children to pick them up gifts.  Besides,
I've been known to personally escort some students down there for an hour if
they can't go home.  It makes up for many injustices."  She
grimaced but nodded.  "Continue that trend, Tara.  It's soothing
to the students."  He left, going up to his office to finish writing
out instructions for her.  He hoped that she didn't turn into a tyrant,
but he could already see the beginnings of it. 


Tara
grimaced and read the permission slip.  Why didn't her son get these
privileges?  He hadn't asked, but still.  It was a clear-cut case of
favoritism.   She went to find her son and talk to him about going
off-campus for the day.  Adrian was in the library, of course, reading
something old and dusty.  "Adrian, did you want to go into town to
buy presents?  Ignatius and Raena are going." 


Adrian
lowered his book and looked at her.  "Mother, calm down." 
He smiled as she sat.  "Iggy and Raena are going to their special
shopping area to not only buy presents, but to also buy herbs and other potiony
things. Iggy was saying he only had one left to buy, hers, and she smiled and
told him she was done but that she needed some components."  His
mother grimaced.  "As for my own, I planned ahead and got everything
my last trip into town.  There's nothing I want from down there and
nothing I really need."  He patted her on the hand because he knew
what this was about.  "Calm down, mother.  I get all the special
privileges I want.  Unless you can add ten points to whatever I get on my
OWLs, I'm happy with what I have.  Leave those two alone.  They're
eons beyond their ages in maturity and abilities.  They deserve the right
to get whatever they need and want, within reason of course, to make their
lives easier." 


"You're
not jealous?" she asked. 


He
shook his head.  "Not at all."  He smiled.  "I
want to work with Iggy's uncle Percy when I get out, mum, what more do I
need?  We have the library, and Iggy's library, for me to study in. 
Even if I wanted to, I couldn't build the library that Iggy has." 


"His
isn't that big," she retorted. 


"Mother,
he has over a thousand books now," Adrian told her.  She looked
stunned.  "And he carries most of them around him in that little case
of his.  He started collecting books when he was six, I can't match that,
or the money that he has access to so I could start my own collection." 


"I
can buy you books," she pointed out dryly.  "I do make a decent
salary." 


Adrian
marked his place and closed the book, then turned to face her. 
"Mother, Iggy spent a hundred-twenty-six galleons on books a few months
ago, during his last shopping trip.  He bought nineteen books, including
one for his mentor.  I don't want to compete against Ignatius, mother, I
respect him for the genius he is.  He respects me for the brain I
am.  We both respect Raena because she's scary sometimes."  She
chuckled at that.  "I can't match Iggy and I decided long ago that I
didn't want to.  I'm the best fully human student here.  He's the top
of the gryphon- borns here.  It might as well be a separate hierarchy most
of the time.  The same as Agatha and Ryan's hierarchy is much different
from the normal students.  I am tops in the normal students and I like my
standing." 


She
sighed.  "Adrian, I don't want you to feel left behind or jealous,
that's all." 


He
snorted, smiling serenely.  "Of what?  I have my kids who follow
me and look up to me.  I'm at the top of the charts for the future Head
Boy." 


"Iggy
and Raena might be above you," she warned. 


He
snorted and shook his head.  "I asked Raena if she wanted to be Head
Girl and she laughed and said she didn't need the attention.  It'd only
cut down her time in the labs.  Iggy walked up to join us and said the
same thing.  They don't want it.  They don't want to be Prefects
unless it's necessary to control the house.  Let's face it, they don't
need the attention, the praise, or the extra stress.  He might need a
space to practice with his new sword, and to help his father set up an
emergency plan for the houses because our present one sucks and is slow, but
otherwise he's satisfied with what he has.  They won't kick him out for
being the wacky genius he is, and I'll end up in a similar position some
day.  Don't fret so, mother.  I'm satisfied with my lot, at long as I
make Prefect." 


She
smiled and glanced around.  "They have their own private room,"
she said quietly. 


Adrian
blushed.  "Mother, they're married!  They need a space outside
the towers and his father's house to plan for things like snuggling." 


"That's
not why." 


"They're
still going to end up snuggling sometimes, they can walk into each other's
mind.  All of us know what they're doing, even if they did make a promise
not to until he was sixteen." 


"They
still haven't," she assured him.  "You don't have to keep
up." 


"Mother,
I have no intention of finding a young man to mate with anytime in the near
future, or even a girl if I suddenly found one attractive."  She
looked hurt.  He laughed.  "Mother, I'm bi.  Get over it
for me *before* I bring someone home to meet you and Severus."  He
smiled.  "I was thinking about someone like Percy Weasley's assistant
actually.  A tad bit forceful but nice and very cute.  He's smart,
cute, and has a bit of a sense of humor.  What's not to like?" 


She
shook her head.  "Son, you don't like men, trust me." 


"Mother,
deal with it, I do like men.  I like strong creatures.  If Simone
Malfoy-Weasley wasn't such a terror, I might have started to date her. 
Though we wouldn't fit very well I believe.  She's much more into the physical
things than I am."  She shook her head, frowning at him. 
"Really.  Is she here?"  Tara nodded. 
"Simone?"  Simone popped out of the other end of the
library.  "Would you please tell my mother that I like men who act
like you, dear?" 


She
walked over, looking him over, then shrugged.  "Adrian, I don't know
you that well.  I've seen you checking out my butt a few times, know that
you're brilliant in a more normal way than my cousin, and have seen you looking
at Iggy like he was a chocolate sundae."  Adrian blushed and she
looked at Tara.  "I'd say he likes the strong, smart, silent
type," she said with a shrug.  Then she looked at the boy
again.  "Pity, I could use a mate here in school. At least until we
graduate.  You'd have to understand about my memberships," she said
with a smile. 


He
stood up and kissed her, making her melt against him. "I don't mind if you
go out whoring, dear, just don't bring anything back.  I'm sure I'll learn
a lot from you, and possibly even join you sometime." 


"Deal,"
she agreed.  She picked up his book and handed it to him.  "Walk
me back to help me find the book I'm looking for?  Madam Pince *swears*
it's back here and I can't find it." 


"Of
course, dear.  Just until graduation?" 


"I
figure we'll end up in different countries afterward.  I'm thinking about
signing up to work with my Uncle Charlie if I don't get signed to a pro
team," she told him as they walked.  He found the book for her and
she smiled at him.  "Did you want to get touchy-feely?" 


"Tonight?"
he teased.  She giggled. "Only if you'd like.  I'm not against
any of it and you have a lot to teach me I'm certain." 


She
nodded.  "Yes, I do," she said with a slight smirk. 
"Steffan showed me how everything worked in a way that made me loose and
content for the next three days." 


"I
noticed and I'm all for it," he agreed.  "Every weekend or
so?" 


"Deal,"
she agreed.  She walked him back to check out their books, then to take a
stroll around the school in the snow.  A beneficial arrangement for them
both it seemed. 


***



Severus
walked into his room and stopped to look at the mess.  "Were we
robbed?" he called out, picking up some of the books on the floor to
reshelve. 


"My
son is bi and has taken up with *Simone*!" Tara screamed from the
bedroom.  She slammed open the door, embedding the handle into the wall,
and stormed out.  "He propositioned her in front of me.  An
arrangement to have sex every once in a while and have someone to escort them
around.  He won't even protest her going to a whorehouse!" she
screamed. 


He
patted her on the shoulder.  "He's sensible then.  She can teach
him quite a lot, and will be supportive of his desire to be Head Boy or to find
a boy of his own."  She stepped away from him.  "You didn't
know?" 


"He
told you?" 


"No,
I noticed.  It was fairly obvious.  I caught him staring at Ignatius
a few months back. And then at Raena, though Iggy growled at him for it. 
They came to an understanding I believe.  You'd have to ask Ignatius about
that part."  He continued to pick up, wondering what was wrong with
her.  She would normally be much more calm.  "What's really
wrong, Tara?" 


"My
son won't be normal," she said, sitting down to watch him clean things
up.  "He's too smart for this stuff, Severus.  He's not
following his heart, he's making appointments for sex.  He's treating her
like a whore." 


"He's
not.  It often happens that smart wizards such as our son pick a mate who
can teach them how to deal with their true mate once they find them.  In
this case, Simone can teach him quite a lot about how to gently persuade a
lover out of a fit, a tantrum, or even how to thrill them to no end when
they're in the mood."  He sat down beside her, giving her hand a
gentle squeeze.  "It's a well-respected tradition that half of the
couples currently in the school will break up after graduation because they're
only together for convenience sake and because the other is someone that they
can try things out on.  I had one of my own when I was attending. 
Albus had a few of his from what I've heard.  Men use these arrangements
to teach us how to treat women or men.  Parents are wonderful teachers,
but you can't exactly sleep with them," he pointed out at the opening
mouth.  "With her, he'll find his way around a real relationship and
she'll find someone to talk to when she's being sulky.  They're
well-suited on the intellectual level if nowhere else." 


"Still,
he's too young and he's using her," Tara said, still sulking. 


He
kissed the back of her hand, then put it back on her lap.  "You think
about it and I'll finish cleaning up."  He let her curl up against
his side and used his wand to clean up the last of the mess.  He found a
few broken figurines and handed them to her to fix.  It was her fault
after all. 


***



Xander
walked into the house and stopped, seeing his mate sitting there looking
pissed.  "What happened?" he asked.  George glared at
him.  "Did Percy tell you?" 


George
stood up.  "You didn't tell me!" he shouted. 


Xander
put down his bags and walked over to sit his mate down.  "If we do
anything about it, Raena and Iggy could both die.  He won't last without
her," he said quietly.  George opened his mouth and Xander laid a
finger over it.  "No, listen.  Do you remember the nightmares
they had?"  George nodded.  "They were a broadcast vision
by one of the kids at the colony."  The fire flared up and he looked
behind him with the classic 'oh, shit, busted' look.  Fred walked out and
shook his head.  "You heard?" 


"Percy
came clean earlier, including about the problems if you fight," Fred told
him.  "How long have you known?" 


"A
month and a half," Xander admitted.  He sat down.  "I
didn't want to hide it from you, but I thought it was necessary.  I'm not
happy about this," he said at George's glare.  "I hate waiting
around and being helpless." 


"Percy
said they were being taken down, whatever that means, this week," Fred
told him.  "That's the only reason we were allowed to
know."  He leaned on the back of the couch.  "Percy's been
very quiet recently and I had started to wonder why." 


Xander
shrugged.  "He never said anything and I haven't asked.  I see
him every two weeks for lunch." 


"You
see him every two weeks?" George asked.  Xander nodded. 
"You never told me that." 


"You
never asked, dear.  I tell you every time I go to lunch with him and you
never said anything." 


"Fine,
keep secrets," George said, starting to pout. 


Xander
shifted over, giving him a hug. "I didn't want to worry you.  The
woman who told me said we might not be here anyway." 


"Where
are you going?" Fred asked. 


"There's
a small vision about Tara becoming a tyrant if she takes over the school,"
Xander told him.  "Apparently she's going to piss me off so much that
I walk." 


"If
you do, you can have a part-time job with us," Fred offered.  George
nodded, giving him a hug. "At least until you find another job." 


Xander
grinned.  "It's not a problem, we have money for a few months at
least.  At the worst, I can hire myself out to teach fighting to kids who
desperately want to be aurors and can't get in." 


George
smiled.  "Only if you want to sleep alone for a month." 


"Yes,
dear." 


"Thank
you, Xander."  George looked at Fred.  "He can start
working with us?" 


"If
it's a permanent thing, I could stand him having the lab for the three days we
don't," Fred agreed.  Xander beamed at him.  "But the first
time you get lost in there, I reserve the right to suspend you from the lab and
keep you out of there." 


"Yes,
Fred.  I'll take that, after we take a short vacation to relax and
unwind." 


"Of
course," George agreed.  He grinned. "Do you know that the girls
showed up for our last practice in those tiny tops again? They're still trying
to talk us into doing a semi-nude practice." 


"Good. 
We'll do it next time," Xander agreed.  Both twins stared at
him.  "What?  I mean it.  Both of you."  He stood
up.  "I've got to put the presents up.  You two play
nicely."  He grabbed the bags and headed up the stairs. 


Fred
looked at his twin.  "Do you have anything bought for him yet?" 


"Not
a piece," George told him.  "I'm going to Diagon tonight. 
Want to come with me?" 



"If
you'd like.  I think I need to buy presents for the girls." 


"Ladies,
Fred, they're no longer girls.  They don't even blush when you pinch
them."  He stood up.  "Xander, I'm going present shopping
for you." 


"Pick
up this," Xander called, sending one of the phoenix chicks down with a
small piece of parchment. 


"Where
would I get this?" George called, frowning at the title of the book. 
"And for whom?" 


"It's
on hold but I didn't get to Diagon," Xander called down. "It's the
son's present." 


"I'm
assuming it's the older one," George said dryly, showing the title
off.  Fred shook his head. "Money?" 


"I
dropped my wallet on the couch."  Xander closed the door. "I'm
wrapping.  Don't come up." 


"Fine,"
George called, finding the money pouch on the couch and taking it with him to
the shopping area for normal wizards.  Fred followed along behind him,
gamely going to find the dusty books. 


***



Draco
walked into his study to meet the person standing in there.  "Is
there something you needed, Under-Minister McKinley?" he asked as he
gracefully sat behind his desk. 


"No,
Mr. Malfoy, this is just a courtesy call."  She smiled at him. 
"Try to leave the hard things to those of us more qualified." 
He laughed.  "You may think that we don't know it was you who tipped
us off, but it was rather obvious when your former girlfriend, turned assassin,
gave the tip." 


He
waved a hand.  "I only told her to handle it.  I knew I could
count on you to do it before I had to get my hands dirty."  She
looked stunned.  "Do you think I would let those animals come near my
family with their filthy plans or their filthy diseases?"   She
shook her head and he leaned forward.  "I can assure you, there is
nothing that will ever harm my family again.  At least not while I'm alive
or while my legacy lives on.  I merely let you handle it this time as I
was a tad bit incapacitated when I found out." 


She
nodded.  "That's reasonable, but in the future come to me
directly.  I will handle anything that you need handled, within the bounds
of the law.  I won't become your minion, but I will gladly handle any
similar problems." 


He
smiled.  "Thank you.  I would appreciate not having to kill
anyone this week."  He handed over a file. "You might want this
as well then."  She looked through it then stared at him in
disgust.  "You hadn't known?" 


"No,
but I'm putting a stop to it now," she promised.  "Thank you for
the valuable information, Mr. Malfoy.  Have a good holiday
season."  She left, heading out to the lawn to apparate. 


He
smiled and got comfortable once he felt her leave the shields around the
house.  "It's nice when people do what you want them to do
voluntarily. Not even a bit of a struggle, what a pleasant shock." 
His daughter made an unhappy noise and he summoned her over with his wand, settling
her against his chest to hold.  "Behave, Morgana.  It's not that
bad."  She dirtied herself.  "Or it might be." 
He forced himself to get up and change her.  His father would shit if he
knew he took such a personal hand in his children's upbringing, but he knew it
was necessary so none of them grew up like he did.  He could tolerate
Simone's small love affair with the houses of ill repute, she was being subtle
about it.  She had even bought her own membership, he was so proud of her.



Morgana
made happy sounds as he changed her.  "Does that please you, little
one?"  She peed on him and he shook his head.  "Fine, you
may have a bath," he told her, taking her to get them both clean now. 


***



It
was Christmas and everyone had opened presents. They were all resting around
watching holiday specials while waiting for lunch when the call came.  The
fire whooshed up and a head appeared in the fireplace.  "Mr.
Malfoy?" the man said. 


Iggy
lifted his head from his wife's lap and waved.  "Hi, Director. 
Oliver's not here," he said sleepily. 


The
director of quidditch for Britain smiled at him.  "I know, dear boy,
but I need to talk to Mr. Malfoy this time.  Is he there?" 


"Uncle
Draco, floo call," Iggy yelled.  Xander woke up enough to toss a
pillow at him.  "No thanks, her lap is more than comfy enough,"
he said with a grin.  The director laughed.  "Oh, this is my
lovely lifemate Raena.  Raena, this is the nice guy who let me talk him
into helping Uncle Oliver's shoulder."  She waved and smiled. 
"Uncle Draco!" 


"Make
that noise again and I'm slaying something," George said grumpily from his
seat resting against his mate's legs. 


"I
knew I'd get you sooner or later," Xander said with a sleepy grin. 
"Draco, it's a quidditch thing," he called.  George pinched his
leg, but he couldn't feel it.  So he tried higher and had his hair
stroked, soothing him back into his nap. 


Draco
came down the stairs, towel wrapped 'round his waist and Morgana safely in his
arms.  "What?  We were bathing off the morning's
excesses."  He saw the head and pulled a chair over to sit
down.  "Is something wrong?  Am I suspended again?" 


The
director laughed, though he was blatantly ignoring the spots where he could see
up the towel.  "No, Mr. Malfoy, you're not suspended at all. 
Your current coach told me he adores your new daughter's pictures and longs for
your return because you seem to keep the other players in line."  His
smile brightened.  "I'm here to offer you a chance to try out for the
National Team.  As you know, we've had a few...incidences over the last
few months and now that you're back in shape you're one of the top players in
the league." 


"I'm
not supposed to fly for another three weeks," Draco informed him. 


"That
would be fine.  We're running a tryout game in four weeks if you'd like to
attend.  It will be on Potter's home pitch since his coach is over the
seeker team.  Would that be all right with you?" 


"Fine. 
I can be there.  I can only practice in the evenings you understand?"



"You'd
be our backup seeker anyway, Mr. Malfoy, and I'm sure we can accommodate any
problems in your schedule due to your teaching or your newest child. 
What's her name by the way?" 


"Morgana
Weals Malfoy." 


"A
wonderful and strong name.  Hopefully she lives up to it."  He
smiled again.  "Are you going to play the game too, little
one?"  She blew a spit bubble and cooed. 


"We're
trying our best," Draco assured him.  "Send me an official
notice of time and date so I can hand it in, I'll be there."  The
director nodded and left.  "Well, that was a wonderful gift." 


Xander
looked at him from half-closed eyes.  "If they attack you, we're
stealing the children." 


"If
they attack him, we're sending in Simone," Raena corrected with a
smile.  Iggy raised his hand.  "And you, dear, I wouldn't dream
of leaving you behind.  You can poison the dolts into
submission."  He smiled and rolled, snuggling into her stomach to
return to his nap.  "Uncle Draco, your towel is gaping." 


He
recovered himself and stood up.  "I'm going back to my bath." 


George
snorted. "If the triplets haven't taken it over," he pointed out. 


"Then
I can shoo them out of it," Draco said as he stood up.  Morgana chose
that moment to get active, but a flick of a wand had her floating in mid air
while her father caught himself.  "Thank you, whoever did
that."  He took her back and went to chase the triplets out of his
bubbles.  Gwen gave him a pitiful look, but he managed to run her off
anyway.  The baby might have done something in the water and she didn't
like that.  She ran to get a washcloth and wash her face, then back to
complain to her father. 


"I'm
sure she didn't, Gwen," Ron soothed in the hallway.  He stuck his
head in.  "Good news?" 


"I'm
going to try out for first alternate for the World Cup team," Draco told
him. 


"Well,"
Ron said, beaming.  "Wonderful news.  I hope you get it,
Draco.  Can I steal her?"  Morgana made a high-pitched squeal
and Draco removed her from the tub before she could do anything in the
water.  Ron stole her, cuddling her close.  "Come on,
lovie.  We'll get you dried off and redressed.  You can play with the
triplets."  He took her back to their sitting area, letting Minnie
'help' him with the diapering.  She was very good at holding squirming
babies still. 


Draco
relaxed in the water, smiling to himself.  It had been a wonderful week. 


***



The
wonderful weeks continued all the way to March: Draco made the team, he was the
only one who tried out.  Morgana continued to grow and not be *too*
fussy.  Everything was going well.  Even Iggy and Raena's room was
quietly kept a secret.  Not even the finding of the golems in their beds
and the others in the family finding out that they had a hidden room disturbed
much.  Simone pouted at Adrian, who pointed out that they needed one, if
only to play with their philosopher's stone.  He wasn't dumb enough to
believe they had only created one, that wasn't like Iggy.  Iggy liked to
have backup plans, just like his father.  So the day that Raena's ring
crumbled brought a shock to all of them, especially the two people looking at
it. 


Iggy
hopped up and ran out of Transfigurations, his wife right behind him, and he
desperately called for Poppy to find the Headmaster.  He had figured out
long ago who had helped create that last philosopher's stone, otherwise he
wouldn't have been holding any of it in his office.  He found Dumbledore
lying in the entryway and slid down to next to him, checking his pulse. 
Nothing.  "POPPY!" he screamed.  She came running up. 
"Do I start CPR or not?" 


"He
said not to," she ordered, pushing him back some to check him over. 
"He was fine this morning, I don't know what happened," she said,
starting to cry.  "Why today?" 


"What's
going on?" Remus Lupin asked as he joined them.  He saw the man on
the floor and gasped, but Raena held him up.  "Albus?" 


"He's
gone, Remus."  Poppy looked at him.  "Get Tara
now."  Remus shook his head, finally allowed to fall to his
knees.  "Someone get her then." 


Iggy
nodded, standing up.  "I'll go."  He wiped off his face
then bent down and touched his mentor and friend just once.  "We'll
miss you."  He walked away, heading down to tell the bad news. 
He got to Tara's room and tapped on the door.  One of the students opened
it.  "I need your Professor now, it's an announcement," he said
quietly.  Tara walked out and shut the door.  He simply looked up at
her and she broke out crying.  "He just fell it seems.  No
warning.  We knew because Raena's ring crumbled." 


She
nodded, patting him on the shoulder.  "Go tell Sev, I'm canceling
classes for the next three days in mourning.  Tell him to head to the
stairway and block the sight from everyone."  He nodded and walked
off.  "Hurry up, Iggy, I don't want the kids to see this." 
He nodded, walking a little bit faster.  She headed up to see for herself. 
She had to see for herself.  The body was already covered. 
"What do we have to do?" she asked quietly.  She looked at the
teachers. "I'm canceling classes for three days in tribute.  Give us
enough time to shield the area or to move him before releasing yours." 
They nodded and left her there, they'd get their own times to say
goodbye.  Tara knelt down and touched the cool body.  "How
long?" 


"Not
more than ten minutes.  I suspect that he's been taking a vial of elixir
of life every now and then when he was feeling old.  It would explain the
sudden collapse."  Poppy wiped off her face.  "I've got to
tell Minerva." 


Tara
looked up at her.  "What else do we have to do?" 


"Have
Draco send out announcements and the like.  He's done it before. 
I'll inform someone in the Ministry."  She touched Tara on the
shoulder.  "It will be hard, but you'll do fine.  We'll stand up
for you."  She hurried away to do what was necessary, passing Severus
and Ignatius in the hallway.  "Iggy, your wife headed down to your
rooms," she said as she passed by them.  "Go there, dear. 
She'll need you more." 


"Yes,
ma'am," Iggy said, turning and heading that way. 


Severus
knelt beside the body and checked it for himself.  Then he let his wife
crumble into his arms.  "Give me a few moments to set up an illusion,
then send the students back to their common rooms," he said quietly,
forcing her to get up.  "Go.  You can cry later."  She
nodded, heading up to the office. 


Severus
looked up when he saw two ghosts standing there.  "It's
started?" he asked. 


Godric
Gryffindor smiled at him.  "Don't worry, we'll bring him back. 
As soon as he's got a handle on everything."  He reached into the
body and pulled out a thin white strand.  "Come along, Albus, we need
to discuss the future with you," he said as they disappeared to wherever
ghosts go when they want privacy. 


Peeves
floated down.  "I won't cause no trouble this time," he
promised, sniffling.  "Please don't send me away." 


Snape
scowled at him.  "That is entirely up to the new Headmistress,"
he said as he stood up, weaving an illusion around the body.  "Leave
for now.  You can have your own time to grieve tonight."  Peeves
nodded, floating off but still looking despondent.  Severus stepped in
front of the illusionary wall as students walked toward the main
staircase.  "Hurry up," he growled, sending the younger ones
running. 


His
own house's members gave him a funny look, but passed him by quietly. 
This was highly unusual; they only got sent back to the houses when bad things
happened.  What could it have been this time?  The ones who had been
in with Professor Harris assured a few of the younger ones that it wasn't an
attack.  The ones who had been with Professor Malfoy or Weasley agreed, if
any of them were in classes teaching it couldn't have been an attack. 


As
soon as all the houses were in lock down, the other teachers came out to see
for themselves.  The illusion wall dropped and there was a small
gasp.  Xander was pulled against Ron's side.  "What do we do
now?" Ron asked quietly.  "Do we give him a proper send off or let
the kids view him for a few days?" 


"We
set up a viewing area," Sirius said calmly.  "Someone get Hagrid
to build a bier, we'll put him in the old Transfiguration classroom, the one
that used to be his."  Remus went out to get Hagrid and Sprout. 
"Have the children out there heard?  Did they come in?" he asked
when Severus looked clueless.  The Potion's Master shook his head. 
"Then put back up the illusion until they're past." 


Xander
waved his wand and created a glowing wall.  Everyone looked at him. 
"It's the best I can do!" he shouted, walking away. 


Draco
followed him, stopping him to comfort him.  Those two had been close.
"It's all right, that's a fine wall," he soothed, calming Xander
down.  He watched as the missing students were led inside and up the
stairs.  "We have duties to attend to," he said quietly. 


Xander
shook his head.  "I can't do that."  He walked away. 


Draco
went back to the gathering.  "Xander's not going to be able to help
at all for now," he announced.  "Am I making the announcement
through the Prophet as a Regent?"  Severus nodded.  "That's
fine, let me call them now."  He went to find the nearest floo, using
the Headmaster's office.  He tapped on the door and walked inside. 
Tara was sobbing on the desk.  "It will be fine," he assured
her.  "He left you a letter.  It's under Fawke's stand, in the
drawer there."  He bent to use the floo, summoning the secretary for
the Board of Regents.  "Dumbledore died," he said quietly. 
The secretary gasped.  "Bring me everything for an announcement to be
made and to transfer over to Tara."  He cut the connection and stood
up, getting the letter for her since she hadn't moved.  "Tara, read
it now," he told her.  "There are things that he hid from you
and things you have to deal with in the next few weeks."  She looked
up at him and he gave her a gentle hug.  "Calm yourself.  We'll
handle the viewing and funeral arrangements.  We'll bury him out on the
property somewhere.  I'm sure he knew it was going to happen." 
He left her alone. 


Tara
opened the wax seal for the letter and pulled it out, slumping down in the
large chair to read it.  She grimaced at the opening, then shook her
head.  "I'm not like that," she told the paper.  It made
another valid point and she had to concede that she was going to have
problems.  At least everything was laid out for the rest of the
year.  She could handle that much.  The part about the newest
Headmaster coming in, a foretold one, upset her, but she let it go.  That
would be up to Draco and his co-Regents.  She cleaned herself up and
walked back downstairs, meeting up with the current Minister of Magic. 
"We'll be doing a viewing where?" she asked her mate. 


"In
his old classroom.  Sirius has already sent house elves to clean and
prepare the room.  Hagrid had built a bier during the war, we're waiting
on him to bring it back up."  He looked around.  "Xander is
still gone." 


Tara
nodded.  "We won't see him until he's ready to be seen.  He's
like that."  She looked around.  "The other heads of houses
went to talk to theirs?" 


"Mr.
Malfoy offered if I would stand guard over the body," Severus said,
sounding so tired.  "We'll handle it if you need to do anything for
the school." 


She
shook her head.  "He left instructions and had everything settled for
this year.  I won't have much to do until this summer."  She
cleared her throat.  "Did anyone talk to Minerva yet?" 


"No,
we were waiting on you to do it," Poppy told her from the back of the
crowd.  "I tried to call her but she's not home." 


"Then
I'll go later," Tara said, straightening up.  The doors opened and
more Ministers and Under-Ministers came in.  She looked at the Minister of
Magic.  "You hated him.  Why are you here?" 


He
looked like he had been hit.  "To pay my respects and talk to you
about any changes you wanted to make, young lady." 


Tara
nodded.  "I'm not ready for that yet.  Give me until next
week.  You're welcome to stay the night, I'll have rooms made up for you
all."  She smiled slightly at Percy and his father.  "Ron's
probably still up at his house, or with the triplets.  Xander's
disappeared." 


"He's
at the store," Percy told her.  "I stopped there
first."  He walked around the end of the body and handed over a small
envelope.  "He left this in our family's care for you." 


"Is
it the same as the one upstairs?" 


Percy
shook his head.  "No, it's not.  This one doesn't have to be
read right now, but you will have to read it before you lose your temper. 
Those were the instructions he gave me."  She nodded, tucking it into
her pocket.  He gave her a short hug.  "It will be fine,
Tara.  I'm sure of it.  He's at peace and able to float around and
have fun with the students again.  Just like he wanted to do." 
She nodded and he let her go into her husband's arms.  "I'd like to
see my son and the rest of the family if possible." 


"Go
ahead, I'll join you soon, son," Arthur told him, watching as Percy headed
up to pick up his son first.  Hagrid walked in and he got out of the way,
helping arrange the body comfortably on the raised wood and velvet bed. 
"Did he give any instructions for his burial?" he asked. 


"He's
picked out a spot," Hagrid told him.  "I know where it is. 
Showed it to me once or twice."   He smiled sadly at Tara. 
"We'll move him now if it's all right with you.  It's not right that
he continue to lay on the floor." 


"No,
go ahead," she agreed, getting out of the way.  The majority of the
teachers followed the bier into the room it would stay in for a while, then
they left to make their own calls of announcement to friends and family. 
The Ministers all stopped by to talk to Tara before they left, then headed back
to London.  The world didn't stop running because of this, even if it
should. 


Tara
let her husband lead her down to their room and settle her into their bed, then
he left to take care of his own grief in his own way.  She pulled out the
second letter and read it, shaking her head.  He was so sure!  But
she wasn't like that.  She couldn't be.  She yawned and settled in to
nap.  Tonight would be time enough to have a private moment and grieve. 
Right that moment, she needed a nap, give her mind time to catch up with
everything and figure out what to do without her body interfering. 


***



Percy
walked into the shop and saw the mourning ribbons spread around, especially
around the picture of the beloved Headmaster.  "Where is
Xander?" he asked quietly. 


"George
knocked him out, he's in the nest with him," Fred told him. 
"Ron?" 


"Clinging
to the children.  Maeve and William are on their way down with Ignatius
and father."  He walked into the back, going to talk to his younger
brother.  "George?" he called quietly. 


"Come."



Percy
opened the door and smiled at him.  "The children are on their way
down," he said, walking in and shutting the door behind him. 
"Did you hear about what we know?  The vision?" 


"Only
a little bit," George admitted.  "Xander never told me more than
she might piss him off." 


Percy
sat on the edge of the nest, looking down at him.  "Tara's going to
end up too thrilled with her power for a few weeks.  It's an overreaction
to having a lot of it suddenly.  It's often seen by people in my
position," he admitted.  George nodded.  "Your mate's an
easy target because he won't fight back."  George frowned. 
"She's going to start picking on him, trying to find her boundaries, and
Xander will have to fight back eventually.  When he does, I don't want you
to be shocked if his first instinct is to take a sudden vacation.  It was
seen happening."  George's frown only got worse, but he nodded. 
"If that happens, I need you to tell me immediately, and tell me if any of
the children are going with you so we can cover for you." 


"Why?"
Fred asked from the doorway. 


Percy
looked back at him.  "Because the current Minister of Magic doesn't
like Xander very much, as you know, and thinks he can use Tara to get rid of
the teachers he doesn't like.  Namely Xander, Draco, and Snape.  Plus
Vector and Sinistra because they pissed him off greatly when he was
attending."  He smiled slightly.  "It's stupidity on his
part, but it was seen to happen.  Father's already agreed that we'll cover
for Xander.  It can be a sudden emergency or whatever, but if he leaves,
we need to know who he takes with him." 


"We'd
only take the younger ones," George pointed out calmly. 


Percy
smiled more brightly at him.  "There's an equivalency test for those
students who have to leave school due to illness or pregnancy, so they won't
have to be placed among younger children.  It's not often used, but it has
been used in the past by prodigies who grew impatient with the structure of the
schooling at that level.  There are many people who wondered if Ignatius
and Raena would be asking for the testing once they had sucked the knowledge
from their mentor.  Even Severus requested information on their behalf,
saying it might be necessary at some time for them to leave sooner." 


"With
the exception of Transfiguration and Herbology, they could pass right now at
the seventh year levels," Fred agreed. 


"We
can tutor them in that before the test," George agreed. "I'll ask him
if he wants to." 


"Make
it an option, but don't force him.  The more strict rules tend to allow
geniuses enough leeway to find themselves before they go wild and stupid as
adults," Percy pointed out. 


"They'd
still have rules, even if they were living on their own," George told
him.  Fred snorted.  "They would.  They're not ready to buy
a house yet so would still be expected to live here or at the college. 
That would have rules of conduct as well." 


"Yes,
but they're very loose," Percy assured him.  "Ignatius could get
into any manner of trouble.  Drinking, partying, not studying because he
suddenly had the freedom to do his own schedule.  They wouldn't be able to
keep those two apart either.  You'd end up a grandfather as soon as they
got a wild hair up their arses and undid the anti-fertility charms." 


"Good
point," Fred agreed.  "What else is going on?" 


"The
Minister of Magic is very upset with me as well," Percy admitted. 
"We never told him about the threat from those idiots.  He wants to
sit on their punishment boards himself, even though he believes like
them.  He just believes that they should have petitioned to make, or
unmake, laws to suit the true path of humanity."  He stood up and
looked at both twins, and the sleeping man.  "The funeral's in three
days.  Let him know that so he can choose when he wants to sneak back into
the castle and sit beside the body to talk to it."  He left them
alone. 


"For
the head of the archives, he certainly does know a lot about that threat,"
George noted. 


Fred
nodded.  "Dad let something slip about him not only doing that
job."  He closed the door and went back to the shop.  One person
was in there looking around.  "Sorry, I had to check on my
brother-in-law.  We had to knock him out.  He thought of Albus as his
surrogate father." 


"I'm
sorry to hear that," she said, looking at the picture.  "Any
idea what happened?" 


"Just
that he suddenly collapsed," Fred told her, nodding Iggy inside.  The
boy walked in with the screaming children, heading to the back.  "Are
they all right?" 


"They
know.  Ron told them and they're upset," Iggy called.  He put
both children in the nest with their parents, then gave his awake father a
hug.  "I'm heading to the bank, then to get something for Raena to
calm her down.  They know."  He left from that spot, heading to
Diagon, with a quick stop at the colony to tell them what was going on. 


***



Tara
waited until Xander had a good half-hour alone with the body before
interrupting him.  "You finally came back?" 


Xander
looked up at her.  "I'm not in the mood for it, Tara."  He
levered himself up and gave the body one last look, then walked past her.
"I'm heading downstairs to see your husband, then up to my house.  I
don't want company."  He left her there, going down to the potion's
classroom.  He tapped gently, then walked in.  "I need you to
make me something." 


Severus
looked up, and he smiled a little bit. "You're ready to return?" 


"I
need you to make me an emotion suppresser for the funeral." 


"There's
no such thing, unfortunately.  We could all use one tomorrow." 
A book was pulled out of Xander's pocket and put onto the desk, a page marked
with a colored piece of parchment.  He pulled it over and looked at the
potion, then up at the other teacher.  "This is too strong for even
you, Xander." 


Xander
shook his head.  "I can't go without it." 


"Surely
you can lean against the other members of your family." 


Xander
walked over and closed the door, locking it, then leaned against it. 
"You remember how the lightening made me able to touch thought streams?"
he asked quietly.  Snape leaned back and nodded.  "It left me
open.  If I go tomorrow, I'll be open to all the grief.  Everything
will end up in my head and I'll end up breaking down." 


"The
potion is still too strong and fixing it would take too long, Xander.  I
can't make it for you.  Neither can your son or daughter-in-law.  If
we had a month, possibly," he said at the sad expression.  He stood
up and walked over, stopping a few inches away.  "If I knew how to make
it and do it weakly enough for you, I would, Alexander." 


Xander
nodded.  "I understand, but it's hard," he complained. 


"I
know it is," he agreed.  "It's hard for many of us.  I
would appreciate having that potion myself tomorrow, but I cannot do it. 
Neither can anyone in this school." 


Xander
slumped a little.  "Then you've got to promise to knock my ass out
tomorrow after the funeral.  Not a single dream and not a single thought
for the rest of the day, not until after all the emotions are out of me." 


"I
can assure you of that.  I'll be making a lot of that potion tomorrow
anyway."   Xander nodded and left him alone.  "Your
book?" 


"Work
on that one," Xander called back.  "It'll be necessary sometime
soon." 


"Fine,"
he agreed, sitting down to read through it again.  It was so strong, even
too strong for a full-grown gryphon.  What had this potion been made for
originally?  He looked at the title page and winced.  Hypothetical
potions.  Like theory, some of the things in this book were crap, but if
it was possible he would work on that potion.  He could use some of it
himself. 


***



The
students went back to class two days after the funeral, and no one looked like
they had slept since classes had been let out.  Xander walked into his
class and looked around.  "I know it sucks badly right now, but life
has to go on or there's no meaning to it."  He looked across the
tired faces.  "I know you were supposed to have a test today, but I
don't feel like it either so I'll take questions instead."  He sat on
the desk and looked across the listless faces.  "Unless you want the
test?" 


One
girl raised her hand.  "Are we having the test next class
instead?" 


He
nodded.  "I have to give it or it'll build up for finals. If I don't,
you'd have sixteen categories on the final test."  The kids
winced.  "Anything else?" 


"Is
this just five categories?" a boy in the back asked. 


Xander
shrugged.  "I don't remember.  What was on your last one? 
Tell me while I dig out the master."  He turned and dug around,
trying to find a copy of the test while the kids said different creatures they
had been tested on.  "That one I know is on this one," he said
after someone said water demons.  He found it and held it up. 
"This is your exam."  He read it over.  "Water demons
are on here, Sybill."  She shrugged.  "It's got six
categories because I only gave you half of one of them on the last exam. 
The farthest back is Grungin."  The class nodded and wrote that
down.  "Oh, wait, Pyros are on this one."  They wrote that
down too.  "Anything else?" 


"Sir,
what did you take before the funeral?" one boy asked.  Iggy looked
back at him and frowned, making the boy shift uncomfortably.  "You
looked like you were numb." 


Xander
chuckled bitterly.  "Nothing.  I was overloaded by the emotions
running around."  His son opened his mouth. "It's because of the
lightening I got hit by.  It opened me up to feeling emotions when I'm too
stressed to block them out.  The funeral about killed me as well." 


Iggy
coughed.  "I had to sedate him that night," he said
quietly.  "It's not a common thing among us but it does happen."



"Does
sitting in this room hurt you?" 


Xander
shook his head.  "My shields are shaky but holding, Sybill. 
Don't fret so much.  If you guys are giving me a headache, I'll send you
away."  She nodded, looking slightly happier.  "Anything to
do with the class?" 


The
door opened.  "Xander, may I speak with you?" Tara asked. 


"You
guys figure out what you need to ask now."  He walked out and closed
the door behind him.  "What?" 


"You
shouldn't have told them that." 


"Tara,
it's probably germane.  I can almost guarantee that I'll have a day
sometime soon when my shields fall and I'm fucked."  He crossed his
arms.  "These kids won't attack me and it's not something that
they're likely to remember for the future.  In case you hadn't noticed,
none of the kids I've trained, and have passed, have attacked the school or my
family." 


"Still. 
A teacher should be strong in front of their students," she pointed out,
trying to be gentle.  "They have enough problems." 


"Tara,
I'm human, the same as they are.  We're all upset right now.  It's
good for them to see that they don't have to hide it.  If you don't like
it, yay.  Now if you'll excuse me, I have my class to run."  He
walked inside and closed the door again.  "Sorry about that. 
I'd offer to listen to any of you, but at the moment I don't have it in me. If
you want to discuss your feelings on the Headmaster's death, build a group and
start to work it out that way.  Give me a week before you bring it to
me." 


The
kids nodded, understanding that.  He had been so upset he had left. 


***



Tara
walked into the Transfiguration classroom and stopped, looking at the two
teachers, who weren't much happier than Xander had been.  "You look
tired," she noted, continuing up to walk up to the front of the classroom.



"We
were friends with him for a long time," Sirius pointed out gently. 
"We won't be fine for a while, Tara." 


"How
are your classes?" 


Remus
shrugged.  "Listless, like everyone else's.  We're pushing
through, but it's going to be a few weeks before things get back to
normal." 


"We've
got to go on for the students, even if we feel like breaking down," Tara
said gently. 


Sirius
glared at her.  "I knew Albus for the last forty years.  If I
break down, I think I have the right to my emotions.  Go away, before I
get upset." 


"Please,
we're both still upset, Tara." 


"Fine. 
My office is open if you want to talk to me.  Or if you want to go through
his books and things for a reminder.  He said his entire estate was left
to the school, with you two and Severus as administrators." 


"I
heard," Remus agreed, giving her a faint smile.  "We'll deal
with it this weekend.  Thank you, Tara."  A clear dismissal. 


"I'll
see you at supper."  She left them alone, but walked out thinking
that something had to be done to ease some of the grief floating like mud in an
aura around the school.  She decided to announce a weekend in town for the
older kids, it might cheer them up a little bit.  Now she had to find a
new caretaker for the school.  The substitute one had just quit on her
when she had told him about a leak up by the infirmary. That's what she had
meant to talk to Xander about, not to criticize him.  She went back down
there, waiting until the change bell had rung to talk to him.  "I
need you to call together the hiring committee to find a new caretaker,"
she said as she walked in. 


Xander
looked at her.  "Your husband is over that, not me." 


She
gave him a 'get real' look.  "I know who does most of it." 


"Severus,"
he agreed, starting to frown.  "I'll pass it on if you want. 
Anything else we need to do in the next week?" 


"Not
as far as I can tell.  Did you want something from Albus' things? 
Some memento?" 


"He
left me his locket," Xander said, patting it.  "His lawyer gave
it to me yesterday." 


"Oh. 
I hadn't heard anything was offered outside the bequeath to the
school."  She shrugged. "If you want to talk, I'm here." 


"Thanks,
Tara."  She left and he groaned, settling into his chair and putting
his feet up.  He felt like shit and he knew it showed.  He whistled,
bringing Fawkes.  "Lady, we've got to talk.  Close the
door."  She flapped at the door until it closed, then joined him at
the desk.  "Did you want to stay with us?  If not, I'll help you
find a new home, so will Murphy."  She cooed and leaned closer,
nuzzling his neck.  "Thanks, Fawkes, we love you too."  He
patted her gently, accepting her appreciation for taking her in.  She was
an orphan and it was the least he could do.  His door opened and Severus
strode in, not looking happy.  "Your wife?" 


He
shook his head.  "No, not that.  A notice that Fawkes was to go
to the Ministry.  They want to see if she'll pick any of them for her next
master," he sneered. 


"Then
you can tell them that she's chosen to stay with her mate and unmastered for a
bit longer.  Phoenixes are emotional and sensitive creatures and can't
just be passed on like a locket or a book. You can tell the gun-wielding idiot
I said so."  Snape smiled cruelly at him.  "By the way,
your wife's already decided that I'm taking your place on the hiring
committee.  She thinks I run it." 


"Only
when you take over without permission," Snape told him, but he wasn't
angry.  "What position are we hiring for?" 


"Caretaker. 
It was a spectacular fit." 


"I'll
call everyone together after supper."  He reached over and patted
Fawkes gently.  "Wait for a bit, you have time to grieve.  We
won't force you to the Ministry at all."  He left, going to write a
suitable reply.  He even asked one of the chicks to send it, Glinda was most
happy to get out of the school for a bit and Simone wouldn't mind. 


***



The
Minister of Magic strode into the school, glaring around at the dingy
stonework.  "No one to clean?" he asked snidely. 


Sirius,
who was the only one there at the moment, looked around. "It's the same
sort of clean it always was under Filch and before," he said with a
shrug.  He kept his expression neutral and somewhat bored. 
"Tara's in town to pick up a book she had ordered.  What did you
need?" 


"To
see that blasted bird.  I want her." 


"Phoenixes
pick their own mates," Sirius said seriously.  "She's chosen to
stay with her mate and his family instead of tying herself to anyone at the
moment.  In another year, she might change her mind." 


He
laughed.  "She's a bird!  She doesn't feel emotions." 


Sirius
backed away from him.  "I feel very sorry for you if you were heard
by any of them."  He could hear screaming upstairs and winced. 
"I'd run, sir.  They will attack over the female head of their
line."  A group of chicks flew down the stairs, screaming abuse and
clawing at the Minister of Magic.  Sirius looked behind him. 
"Xander?  Severus?  Simone?" he called, hoping one of them
heard him. 


Raena
walked down the stairs and glared at the current Minister.  "Get off
him, you don't know where he's been or what he's been exposed to.  He
might make you ill."  The birds broke off, her own flying over to
nuzzle her.  "Phoenixes aren't just *birds*," she spat. 
"They're smarter than some humans who have attended here, especially some
of the Slytherins from what I hear.  Fawkes has made a decision, she's not
leaving her mate.  She's near nesting again and won't leave the
school.  If you want to talk to her and see if you can change her mind
*after* the newest set of chicks are born, then you may do so.  I'll take
you to where she's sunning herself." 


"Little
girl, you're overstepping yourself," the Minister warned. 


She
chuckled evilly.  "Oh, what will you do, kick me out?" she said
snidely.  "I don't need this school, nor do I need some petty,
ignorant bureaucrat to try and push me around.   If you want to push
your weight around, do continue to try.  I can leave this school and take
my equivalencies tomorrow, and pass." 


"Then
what will you do, *girl*?  You won't be working for the Ministry with that
attitude or with a puny equivalency." 


She
snorted.  "Why would I need to?  Not only do I already have an
acceptance to college, I also have a husband, a calling, and a whole lot of
people who will throw a party because you've banned me from ever creating a
healing potion for you."  She looked at Sirius.  "Ignatius
wanted to know if you were still adamant that he do that stupid detention you
assigned him because you haven't been laid recently.  He's too tired to
give a damn at the moment and offered to do it some other night." 


"He'll
do it Saturday night since he said he's not going to town," Sirius told
her. 


"Fine. 
We don't need anything and had nothing planned anyway."  She gave the
Minister a disdainful look.  "No wonder you can't keep a
familiar."  She headed back up the stairs. 


A
few minutes later Anastasia walked down. "You'll have to excuse her, she's
presently being frustrated by a potion she's having trouble translating from
Ethiopian."  She nodded at the Minister of Magic.  "Did you
need to see my father?" 


"Why
would I need to see your father?" 


Sirius
saw the fit brewing.  "Anastasia Malfoy-Weasley, may I introduce you
to the current Minister of Magic?" 


"No,
I already know him, as he should have remembered me."  She sniffed
disdainfully.  "Fawkes took off with Murphy, I think they're off to
talk to Uncle Charlie.  Since none of the current chicks would adopt him,
they want one down there to train with him so he's protected.  Murphy does
not like the fact that he works with dragons, considers it foolhardy for a human
he likes to do such strange things."  She nodded at Sirius. 
"Ignatius is presently sedated.  He wasn't feeling well in the
least." 


"I'll
allow him to serve his detention with me Saturday instead." 


"Thank
you, Professor Black.  Minister."  She nodded and left, going up
to spread the news.  That man was psychotic.  Most of the chicks
followed her back into the tower.  They wouldn't continue to attack since
their maternal originator was protected.  "He's still here," she
announced.  "I told him that Fawkes and Murphy had went to Uncle
Charlie." 


Charlie
smiled from his seat, not stopping the petting of Fawkes and Murphy. 
"Well, it's true," he said with a smile.  He heard the stomping
and got up, taking the adults up to the nest and shutting the door. 
"Fly off," he whispered, letting them go.  They hurried out the
window and he listened to the man throw a fit at Xander.  He
grimaced.  That was not allowed!  Xander was still very fragile and
wouldn't put up with it.  Sure enough, Xander's voice started to answer
back, and it was quiet enlightening about what he *really* thought about the
Minister.  Hmm.  Maybe a word to Percy or his father would be
good.  He snuck down once the yelling had stopped, making sure the idiot
was gone.  Draco waved him down.  "All settled?" 


"Yes,
though it seems that your father might be retiring by force soon," Draco
noted.  "I'm working on it, but call and warn him." 


Charlie
went to the floo to call home.  "Dad?" he said when the floo was
answered by someone unfamiliar. 


"No,
Mr. Weasley, I work for your brother Percy.  He's upstairs at the
moment.  Let me get him for you."  His head disappeared and
Arthur's appeared a few minutes later. 


"Dad,
you've got problems coming.  Your boss tried to take Fawkes by force and
didn't take well to being thwarted."  Arthur nodded, starting to
frown.  "He's threatened to fire you." 


"If
he does, he does," Arthur said gently.  "If he does, he's due
for a fight, but I'll let him make the first move."  He smiled
sadly.  "How is everyone taking it?" 


Charlie
looked behind him, then shook his head.  "The dunderhead got in
Xander's face and started to scream," he noted. "It wasn't pretty and
I was upstairs." 


"That's
fine.  Try to keep him calm, he doesn't need this stress.  He'll
start to cramp again if he gets too upset." 


"Too
late," Draco called.  He helped Xander up and into the bathroom under
the stairs.  Then he came over to the fire. "I'm working on it,
Arthur.  He's picking on the wrong people." 


"I'll
floo Percy and warn him, but he doesn't have ground to legally fire me,
Draco.  If he does, I can sue the Ministry and make them reverse their
decision.  Or I can demand my retirement benefits.  I've put in more
than enough time for that."  He looked behind him and grimaced. 
"I'll talk to you later, boys.  Behave and help Xander for the next
day or so."  He cut the connection and turned to look at his boss.
"You needed something?" he asked, staying pleasant. 


"You're
fired," the Minister said with a smirk. 


Arthur
shrugged.  "If you do so, I will fight you, Maynard.  You know
you don't have a valid reason to fire me and I can contest it in the
courts."  The man's face turned purple.  "I won't lie down
for you to run over my family.  I didn't do it for Asdar and I won't do it
for you."  He smiled.  "If that's all you wanted, good day,
Maynard.  I'll see you Monday morning."  The man stormed off,
apparating somewhere else.  He looked at the agent behind him. 
"Did you call my son?" 


"Yes,
sir.  He got redfaced and huffed.  He was not pleased." 


Arthur
smiled. "I'm sure he'll control his anger better than I am.  Were I
more physically able, I'd have beaten that man bloody."  He walked
into the kitchen.  "Would you like a drink before we finish our
meeting?" 


"If
it wouldn't be any trouble," the agent said, frowning.  That man
wasn't even angry, at least not externally.  How did he do it?  He
would have to watch this one carefully.  His orders were to protect Arthur
Weasley whether or not he wanted to be protected, and he would do so. 
Even if it meant a change in leadership at the Ministry.  Which would be
welcomed by a lot of people. 


***



Percy
sat down across from his favorite way to leak information, passing over a small
envelope.  "Here you are, as promised," he said with a mean
smile. 


"If
I may ask, why are you giving this to me now?" the reporter asked. 
"It's not like any of your family like us." 


Percy
laughed bitterly.  "That man has come after my family for the last
time.  Not only did he demand, *demand*, to take control of Fawkes, even
after she had made her decision to stay with her mate's family.  He also
got into a shouting match with my brother-in-law, then moved to fire my father
because Xander didn't give in and roll over for him.  He doesn't like
Xander anyway because Xander can show him up on a shooting range.  As can
Ron, and Simone Malfoy- Weasley if I'm not mistaken." 


The
reporter looked shocked.  "I thought Professor Harris said he wasn't
that good." 


"Wouldn't
you have to stay below that man's radar?" Percy asked, putting down some
money for lunch.  "Eat while you read it, if you can.  I'm going
back to work now."  He slid out of the booth in the muggle restaurant
and picked up his takeout order, heading back to his office.  His
assistant gave him the look of death and he gamely went up to see his
boss.  "Yes, Minister?" he asked, setting down his lunch on his
desk.  "Did you need something?" 


"Just
to see if you're going around behind my back and trying to spread crap about
me," he said dryly.  "Are you, Weasley?" 


Percy
looked offended.  "Why would I do that?"  He sat down and
opened his takeaway, smiling up at him.  "I'm very satisfied with my
current position." 


The
Minister slammed the door in Percy's assistant's face.  "Cut the
shit, I know where you were." 


"Had
me followed?" Percy asked, taking a bite of his pasta.  He smiled up
at him.  "That's not a very wise idea.  I don't like you
bothering my family in the first place, and pissing me off means that you lose
the support of my entire office.  Even if you fire me because I corrected
their budgetary problems when I was appointed and made sure that they got paid
their worth."  He took another bite. "I would recommend this
restaurant for anyone.  It's a delightful little place, even though it is
muggle."  He took another bite.  "Anything
else...sir?" 


"You're
fired," he said with a mean smirk. 


"That's
nice.  So are you."  Percy pulled something out of his desk and
tossed it over. "Your predecessor gave me this to give to you if I ever
found myself being threatened." 


"Do
you think anything can save you?" he asked, swiping the folder to look
inside.  He went pale, all the blood draining out of his face. 
"How did you get this!" he demanded. 


"As
I said, your predecessor gave it to me," Percy said calmly. 
"Give my family more shit and it's hitting the papers.  I'm sure your
wife will *adore* having her face splashed around because you handed her out
like a party favor."  He took another bite.  "Good day,
Minister." 


"You'll
pay!  You and your bloody family!" 


"Actually,
the correct phrase is 'you meddling kids' from what Xander said," Percy
corrected with a gentle smile.  "Have fun today, sir.  I expect
that you're going to be answering many owls tomorrow."  The Minister
stormed out and Percy's assistant slid in.  "He's leaving soon, so
put anything for him on the back burner if we have something more
important.  Use your best judgement."  He ate another
bite.  "This place really is darling.  I eat there
often."  He smiled. 


"What
was that about, Percy?" 


Percy
waved his fork.  "A small problem of him thinking he had me cowed
because he's threatened my father and I with expulsion.  He's wrong of
course, but I'm sure he'll be even more upset with me tomorrow."  He
smiled again.  "Go back to work unless you're heading out for
lunch." 


"I
think I will.  Should I pick sides?" 


"Only
if you wish to.  I know he's your cousin's uncle, but I could care less
about your connections.  You're here because you do good work.  No
other reason."  The assistant nodded and left, and Percy
sighed.  "I'll hate to train someone else to do his job." 
He dug into his side dishes, smiling in contentment.  It wasn't often he
had the time to run out for lunch these days.  Maybe Ignatius would know
someone who could be trained to take on the job of his assistant. He'd owl him
as soon as he was done eating.  He noticed the door opening and his
brother walking in.  "Up here, Fred, Bill," he called when he
saw the second one.  They trooped up.  "Don't worry, father
won't be retiring any time in the near future." 


Fred
closed the door.  "You're being odd again," he stated. 
"Would you like to tell us why?" 


Percy
smirked.  "I learned to be odd because of you and George, Fred. 
You should take it as a compliment.  Taste this," he said, handing
over his fork.  "Delightful little muggle place to eat." 


Fred
tasted it and smiled. "I like that.  Where is it?"  Percy
wrote down the address for him and Bill copied it. 


"What
do you have planned?" Bill asked.  "I'd like in on it.  He
tried to force me to go back to Gringotts last week." 


Percy
chuckled.  "I'm sure he's finished.  Let's just say that he's
now paranoid."  He tapped the folder meaningfully.  Bill
snatched it and blushed, handing it back. 


"What's
in it?" Fred asked. 


Bill
patted him on the back.  "You're too young for that, Fred. 
Trust me." 


Percy
nodded.  "Let's simply say that he's managed to provide a very large
weakness and people will find out about it."  He put down his
fork.  "Do either of you know someone who might like to train as my
assistant?" 


"Tara's
son," Bill said quickly.  "He said he wants to work for you
anyway." 


"He's
in the same year as our beloved niece and nephews?"   Fred
nodded, starting to get his suspicious look.  "My assistant is tied
to the Minister by blood and may have to stick up for him.  I'd hate to
have to replace him, but I will if I need to.  A fifth year would be an
excellent time to start the training.  I'll have to pop up and see him
before the end of school." 


Fred
moved closer. "You're not normal, Percy.  You're acting like
Xander.  Tell us what's going on?" 


Percy
shook his head.  "Nothing out of the ordinary. Did you get blown up
again?"  Bill snorted, trying not to laugh.  "Really, this
is me, Fred.  I've been this way for a while now and you never
noticed." 


"It
started last Christmas," Fred told him, starting to look pissed. 
"What happened?" 


"He
got a second job," Bill told him.  Percy looked shocked. 
"Draco was told and I saw the note.  Congrats on hiding it so
long." 


"Thank
you," Percy said with a genuine smile.  "Fred, I do have two
jobs.  I also head over the Unmentionables at the moment.  They were
having horrible internal troubles so I was sent over there to straighten them
out.  Since my workday here is light, it wasn't too much other stress."



"What
about your heart?" Fred asked. 


"Perfectly
normal and it has been for a while now," Percy said with a smile for
him.  "Now who sounds like Xander?" he teased. 


"Still,
Percy, it's not healthy," Bill agreed.  "This situation must be
wrecking hell on your nerves at least." 


Percy
leaned back and put his feet up on the table next to his desk. 
"Working in the Ministry is always like this, boys.  It really is
like a great game of wizard's chess.  I've managed to hold off being
battered until this point and I'm not foreseeing a good pawn coming along
anytime shortly.  Relax, I'm fine.  Concerned about Xander, but
otherwise fine." 


"I
heard, George threw a tantrum," Fred told him with a bit of a smile. 
"Threw things and everything.  Charlie had to calm him down enough to
get him back into the house." 


"He
hasn't thrown one of those since he was five," Bill said in
appreciation.  "Did he strip naked and kick and scream on the floor
again too?" 


"Not
this time.  Charlie stopped it before he came to that.  He's thinking
about harming someone though." 


Percy
nodded.  "As did I when I found out that man had threatened
father."  He smiled at the glares at the door.  "It's
handled, boys, trust me.  If nothing else, there's going to be a problem
that will keep him quiet.  At the best, he'll have to retire, leaving
father at the top of the list again." 


"He
won't take it," Bill pointed out. 


Percy
smiled.  "Then that leaves me, or Arabelle, or Finnius." 
Both of them shuddered, Finnius Fermier was the textbook definition of slimy
git and whoremonger. "None of us can turn down the nomination if we're
voted into office.  And we've already voted behind our *beloved* boss's
back.  Father is the next Minister of Magic."  He picked back up
his fork.  "Did you need help planning nasty things to amuse and
comfort Xander?" 


"No,"
Bill said, smiling at him. "He's being cuddly and dark again. 
Brooding almost.  Keeps trying to shake himself out of it by reminding
himself he's not someone named Angel." 


"Wasn't
he a vampire?" Fred asked. 


Percy
nodded.  "Buffy's former boyfriend and soulmate.  Vampire with a
soul," he told him.  "He brooded a lot from what I
understand.  Tell Xander to come see me tonight.  I want to talk to
him and make him feel better." 


"Sure
thing, Perce," Bill agreed, smiling even more.  If anyone could bring
Xander out of this, it would be Percy.  They were best friends, for
whatever reason.  He drug Fred out of there before Fred could say anything
else.  He was still stunned by the news of Percy's other job.  But
what a job he was doing!  There had been a complete turnaround in attitude
and the agents actually used manners when having to deal with people.  If
his brother could force that, he was good. 


***



Percy
looked up as Xander walked into his apartment, and simply opened his arms for a
hug.  Xander sank down into them and started to cry.  He hadn't been
able to do this with George because they were both too close to the
deceased.  "It's all right, Xander.  I'm here for you." 


Tananda
came skipping out of her room and saw her favorite uncle not being happy, so
she crawled into his lap to give him a hug.  "It's okay to cry, it
lets all the bad stuff out," she told him.  "Grandma said
so." 


"Thank
you, sweetie.  Can I hog your father?" 


"Sure." 
She got off his lap after one last squeeze.  "Come see my dollies
soon, I've gotten new ones."  She left, going back to her room with
her reward of a glass of milk. 


Percy
smiled at his friend.  "See, even she knows what's healthy. You can
stay for as long as you need, I know you need the rest." 


Xander
nodded, snuggling back into the welcoming arms.  "Don't let George
pick on me for this." 


"If
he does, he'll find himself the butt of every joke for the next month. He
should know better than that."  Xander gave him a weak smile. 
"Talk whenever you're ready, Xander.  I'm going to read some more if
you don't mind." 


"No,
go ahead, I don't mind."  Xander closed his eyes, thinking about
everything that was trying to get out.  Whenever he was ready, it would
all line up. 


***



Xander
looked up and nearly sighed.  Tara was at his door again.  He glared
at her then looked back at the class.  "Forgive me, but the
Headmistress needs to see me *again*."  He rolled his eyes. 
"Someone who's read the section finish this lecture."  He walked
out and slammed the door.  "Tara, this is the third time this week
that you've pulled me out of my classes.  It's not like I don't have a lot
of free time for you to pounce me during." 


She
scowled at him.  "I was going to tell you that Fawkes was back and up
in the office, but if you're going to get pissy about it." 


"Fawkes
came back last night, she's probably up taking one last look around the
office.  She was at breakfast if you had noticed." 


"I
saw, but I thought this was odd." 


"Why? 
Because she's a bird?  She's smarter than some of the idiots that get put
into Slytherin.  She does feel emotions and can cognitively deal with
things.  Let her grieve." 


"Xander,
I don't know why you're being bitchy, but it's got to stop." 


"As
noted earlier in this conversation, this is the third time you've pulled me out
of my class this week, and it's only my third class this week,
Headmistress.  You're not here to lean on me for comfort and you're not
here to do anything other than harass me.  You made that clear last class. 
Now, was there anything of importance?  My kids have a practical coming up
and we're coving some of the demons for it now." 


"No,
go back to your class," she said, watching as he slipped back
inside.  What was wrong with him?  She was being nice.  She went
to talk to her husband about it, but his door was locked and she couldn't get
it open.  He didn't have a window in it either, she would have to fix
that. 


***



Severus
Snape watched his doorknob rattle then grimaced, deciding on a sudden change in
lesson plans for his next class.  "Everyone should be finished by
now," he announced, walking back through the rows. 


"We
need five more minutes," Iggy told him, bending over the cauldron in front
of him.  He liked this one so he had done it again.  He looked up at
his mentor.  "Did you want to move the classroom around or just fix
it?" 


"We'll
have to shift everything for the next class to do their potion.  We'll be
laying the largest cauldron in the middle of the floor." 


"Deal." 
Iggy looked around at the clueless people. "Everyone who's finished, pile
your books on the measuring table.  We've moving furniture." 


Simone
raised her hand and Snape looked down at her, only sneering slightly. 
"Sir, if you put your desk in front of the component cabinets and turn the
desks in the other direction while moving them back, you can take advantage of
all the alcoves and have the majority of the room free."  She pulled
over some parchment and made a quick drawing.  "Like this, sir, and
the students could still sit at most of the desks." 


"Very
well thought out," he agreed.  Iggy glared at him.  "Fine,
five points," he agreed, walking away. 


Simone
looked at him. "I was satisfied without them." 


"Yay. 
We could use them."  Iggy finished his potion first and handed it
over, then dropped his and his wife's books onto the measuring table, taking
the drawing to start on the empty tables.  The triangular design left the
front half of the classroom open.  He did move his mentor's desk to the
back instead, making sure that none of the others touched his and the cabinet
he moved out of the way was suitably settled before arranging it.  Snape
looked at him.  "I remembered the alcove back there from when I hid
in it that time.  It's only fair that you get the biggest one, sir." 


Snape
nodded.  "Indeed, it is.  Move the student tables further out as
well.  We won't need that much room."  Ignatius did so, with
some help from the other students who had finished. Slowly the room was
rearranged and the largest cauldron was floated out.  Snape remade the
fire pit for it and made sure it had enough clearance.  "Very nicely
done.  Twenty points, Ignatius." 


"Thank
you, sir." 


Raena
walked back in and stopped to look around.  "Did you need help with
the communal potion?  I can skip herbology, sir." 


"You
both may if you'd like."  He looked at the open door. 
"Relock it, Ms. Tallias." 


"Yes,
sir."  She relocked the door, stopping to look at it.  "We
have a window growing, sir." 


"That
woman," he muttered. "I'll remove it later.  Glass around some of
you students is an artery waiting to be sliced open."  He watched as
all the potions were put into the proper spot for grading, all but his
niece's.  "Where's yours?" he asked Emily. 


"Sir,
you took mine from me nearly an hour ago when I botched it.  It exploded
in the other classroom." 


"Oh,
yes," he said, looking her over.  "We will be discussing that
incident tonight.  You should have been able to prevent that by now, even
though your former education was substandard."  She nodded, looking
miserable.  "You will be cleaning up the other room tonight as it was
your mess."  Iggy and Raena hugged in joy, it wasn't them. 
"You two, since you're so happy about cleaning, will be helping me scrub
that cauldron tonight."  He pointed at the one in the middle of the
room. 


"You
want me to crawl in there again?" Iggy asked. 


Snape
glared at him.  "We'll see. Someone might object if I cooked
you." 


"Very
true," Simone agreed with a grin.  "His father would come down
here and bug you until you fixed him, gave up and ran away screaming, or
possibly begged for forgiveness.  Depending on his mood of course,"
she added when Snape looked at her. 


He
smirked.  "Five points off for your unwanted opinion." 


Iggy
sighed.  They needed those points, the house cup was so close to being
theirs this year.  Snape smirked at him.  Raena nudged him. 
"We get to run the first years tomorrow," she reminded him with a
smile.  Snape whirled to look at her. "That was the plan, wasn't it,
sir?" 


"You
can't give points." 


"When
a substitute is standing in for a teacher, planned or otherwise, they have the
right to give and take away house points," Iggy quoted from the
handbook.  "They may also give detentions, report students for
misconduct, and release them from classes due to troublemaking."  He
grinned.  "I love the first years, they're doing so well." 


"We'll
see about that," Snape said, walking back to sit at his desk. 
"Where is my statuette?" 


"In
the drawer.  I put it down there so it wouldn't break," Iggy told
him.  Snape pulled it out and put it back in its place.  "Is
this the configuration you wanted?" 


"Yes. 
Dismissed."  Everyone hurried to grab their books and leave. 
Snape considered the room, he might keep his desk back here.  It would
give him more access to threaten the dunderheads and dolts that inhabited his
classes every few hours. Plus it got him away from the door.  He noticed
the window and flicked his wand at it, covering it up.  Glass and
exploding things was not a healthy combination. 


***



Tara
checked on Xander's path, smiling because he was coming to the Great Hall the
front way.  Apparently the breeze in the back halls was making him ache
again, or so he was mumbling.  She walked out to meet him, making sure the
coast was clear long before he got there.  She smiled at him. 
"Xander, did you need to talk to me about anything?" 


"Tara,"
he sighed, shaking his head.  "No, I'm fine.  Why?  Did you
need to talk?" 


"Me?" 
She grimaced.  "I talk to Sev." 


"And
I talk to George and Percy.  Why are you bothering me?" 


"I
was told to watch out for you." 


He
snorted.  "I was told to watch out because of you, Tara." 
He stopped while a student scurried past.  "Tara, you've done nothing
but harass me for the last week.  You've pulled me out of classes for no
reason, you're undermining my authority as a teacher, and I'm tired of
it.  You're turning into Willow and it's got to stop." 


"Take
that back!" she said hotly. 


"Bite
me.  I'm not in the mood for dealing with this.  I've got enough crap
on my own plate.  Go whine to Severus."  She stopped him from
moving past.  "You wanted to say something else?" 


"Children,"
Severus said as he walked out of the Great Hall to join them.  "Stop,
now.  The students can hear you." 


"Bite
you?" Tara asked. 


"Yes,
it's a Californiaism.  Do you want me to put it into more British
terms?  I can do that."  He cleared his throat and adopted an
accent as close to Spike's as he could, then grabbed his butt cheek. 
"Take a swallow of this and choke." 


She
gasped and started to tear up.  "How could you!" 


"Easily. 
You've been stalking me all week and it's starting to wear thin,
Tara."  Xander moved closer and tipped her face up.  "I'm
not putting up with it.  If you need me to be there for you, tell
me.  If not, I've got enough problems of my own at the moment and can't
handle this harassment.  Pick." 


She
straightened up and glared at him.  "I don't need you, Xander
Harris.  Neither does this school." 


"Fine,
I quit."  He turned and walked away.  "I'll be back once I
calm down to pack."  He teleported away, going to find his mate. 


Severus
sighed.  "Tara, you just upset the most calm person in the whole
school."  She turned and glared at him but he gave it back in equal
measure.  "That boy thought of Albus as a father figure.  He's
lost more than you or I had in him.  Stop it, now.  You *have*
started down Ms. Rosenberg- Wyndham-Price's path and I do not like it any more
than Alexander does.  Choose, Tara, the power or your friends and
me."  He walked back inside. 


She
leaned against the wall, stunned beyond belief.  She had only tried to be
soothing and helpful, like the letter had said.  To be there for them and
watch out for them.  Maybe it was supposed to be *watch out* instead of
watch out?  Were both men that unstable emotionally?  If so, she'd
have to help Severus.  Xander was now past her influence.  He
wouldn't come back, even if she begged.  Who would take over his
classes?  She sighed when she realized it would have to be her.  She
was the last one of them left.  She went in to eat, at least she could put
on a good face for the students.  She saw Iggy and her rage started to
boil again, he was laughing, but looking in her direction with such rage in his
eyes.  "Are you staying?" she asked him, not caring that
everyone heard her. 


"That
depends on you, Headmistress.  As you know, Raena and I are both able to
test out of our last few years if we want to.  We're acting like nothing
much has changed, other than the figurehead of the school.  The rest is up
to you."  Everyone around them backed away, a small breeze had
started and they didn't know from which one it came. 


Adrian
stood up and turned his mother to face him.  "Leave Ignatius alone,
mother.  He's got enough shit of his own to take on any additional from
anybody.  Even you," he said quietly, not wanting anyone else to
know.  "Calm down and then come back when you're rational.  Most
of us heard what Professor Harris said, and many of us will follow him. 
We like him." 


She
sobbed and walked out, going to break down.  Her son didn't like her? 


Adrian
looked up at Snape, then at Simone, who shook her head and followed, with her
sisters in tow.  "What?" 


Severus
shook his head.  "I'm not sure.  She's been uptight for the last
few days and has intentionally been pushing at people.  Ignatius, were you
wanting to leave this year?" 


"No,
Professor Snape, I have every intention of finishing my time here.  Let's
face it, I have more time to do what I want at the moment than I will when I
formally start college."  The older man nodded.  "But so
help me your wife's Goddess, I won't be pushed around and I won't be pissed off
like she did to my father.  We have other options, and can easily take
them." 


"Yes,
you do, though I wish you would calm down and think rationally before taking
any of them," Snape pointed out gently, for him. 


Raena
nodded.  "I'm doing the rational thought at the moment.  We're
not leaving this year.  There's only a month or so left." 


"Thank
you.  Eat!" Snape ordered.  Everyone sat down and started to eat
again, talking about the extraordinary behavior going on around the
school.  Was this grief?  Was it power corruption?  Was the most
liked professor in the whole school coming back?  A few of his students
wished he wouldn't for a while so they had more time to prepare for their last
practical exam, but they didn't want to him to leave permanently. 


Draco
leaned over.  "Severus, there's something else you should be aware
of," he said quietly.  The man looked at him.  "Tara
challenged me teaching because I'm a Regent.  She's all but threatened to
remove me as well.  If she does, I'm going to fight back.  I don't
want you involved." 


"She's
getting bad advice from outside the school.  The current Minister of Magic
is pushing her to make changes and she refused up until now.  They want us
all gone." 


"You
have job security," Ron pointed out dryly. "You're her husband. 
What about the rest of us?  This could close the school." 


"I
know.  You will take Professor Harris' position on the hiring committee
tonight." 


"Yes,
sir.  Caretaker?"  Snape nodded.  "Has anyone asked
Filch if he had a favorite?" 


Snape
smiled.  "A wise idea.  It's good to see that you've grown up
since you attended."  He turned back to his meal. 


Draco
looked at Ron.  "Where is he?" 


"He
went to find George and George probably suggested a short vacation.  I
know he was planning one in case something happened and Xander left the
school." 


Draco
nodded.  He knew the vision's contents and knew what all this was
about.  "Hopefully this will be resolved soon."  His
daughters slunk back in and he looked at Simone, who walked up and whispered in
his ear.  "Don't worry, it's already taken care of."  She
nodded and went back to her seat, listlessly eating her dinner. 


***



Xander
stormed into the store and looked around.  "George?" 


"Back
here," George called.  His mate joined him and started to punch the
wall.  "Xander," he said, hurrying over to stop him. 
"You'll bring down the store, don't do that."  He pulled Xander
into his arms.  "What happened?" 


"Tars'
turned.  I don't know what's wrong with her," he said, starting to
cry.  "We just fought and she said I wasn't necessary."  He
sniffed.  "I quit." 


"Shh,
we'll deal, Xander.  Come sit."  Xander shook his head, pulling
away.  "Do you want to take some time off?" 


Xander
looked around, then nodded slowly.  "Yeah, I think so. 
Somewhere she can't find us and I don't have to look at her.  I'm so close
to destroying something.  I said we'd pack this weekend." 


"That's
fine.  Go pack a bag for the younger two and I'll get ours." 


"You
have a game this weekend." 


"Simone
can come down," Fred said from the doorway.  "Anastasia just
called.  They were expelled." 


George
snorted. "I'm sure Draco will get them back in by the morning." 
He glanced around.  "I'm glad I did laundry today.  Can you
handle it without us until Sunday?" 


"Of
course.  Go somewhere warm, like a beach.  Take the kids or
not." 


George
looked toward the nursery, testing Xander's mind.  "Maybe not. 
We might let mum watch them for a few days."  Fred nodded and left
him alone.  "Xander, did you want to let mum watch the kids until we
get back?" 


"No."



"Fine. 
Call that nice place we stayed in Italy on the Riviera.  It's not the
season so it shouldn't be full.  We'll bring William and Maeve with
us." 


"Yes,
George."  Xander went to call and his husband scrambled to get to the
bank and do everything else.  He was too tired to care.  He got them
booked in at the nice little inn and then called his buddy.  "Percy,
we're taking a few days off," he said, looking miserable.  "I
can't put up with Tara anymore.  She's gotten so bad she just expelled all
of Draco's kids for no reason. They've been good, really good, and she did it
anyway." 


"I'll
handle things up there for you," Percy told him, giving him a smile. 
"When are you coming back?" 


"Sunday. 
Simone can play in her Uncle's place at the game.  Fred agreed to
it."  He sniffed.  "We're taking the kids so Tananda
doesn't need to come up Saturday unless she wants to." 


"Ignatius
as well?" 


"No,
he's back at the school and threatened to leave it behind."  Xander
smiled slightly.  "Tara doesn't realize that the reason the potion's
dungeon go remodeled last year was because someone gifted the school for his
education."  He sighed and waved, cutting off the connection. 
"They're expecting us tonight and we're in for a long floo ride if we're
heading that way," he called, standing up. 


"I
think we can teleport part of the way," George said from the
doorway.  "Do you have the kids packed?"  Xander
nodded.  "Then let me check the bags while you got to the bank and
get us out three hundred galleons."  Xander winced.  "We're
fine on money, and we'll need it."  Xander nodded, heading to Mortal
Alley since its branch was open.  George went to check on the kids' bags,
finding them expertly packed with the wrong stuff.  He repacked them,
keeping the outfits that he knew Xander liked to see them in.  "Come
on, children," he said, smiling down at them.  "We're going on a
little trip." 


"Grandma's?"
Maeve asked cheerfully. 


"No,
sweetheart, to the beach to play in the sand.  You can see Grandma when we
get back."  The kids took his hands and helped bring the bags out to
pile with theirs.  Xander came back and they took off together, heading
for as close to the western side of Italy as they could get.  The clan
they popped in on looked down at them and George stepped forward to explain
that they were taking a sudden vacation in the area - it was necessary for
Xander's mental health.  The elders agreed that they could use their floo
and smiled down at the children with them.  Xander was asked a few things
about his son and then they were let free. 


Checking
in was nearly as easy and as painless.  It wasn't the tourist season yet
so the inn was mostly empty.  A suite was easily made available to them
and the inn had babysitting services if they needed some time alone. 


***



Tara
walked into her office later that night and found a large piece of parchment
sitting there.  She picked it up to read it.  "Reinstatement
orders?" she snorted.  "Who does he think he is?" 


"He
knows he's a Regent and you didn't have any reason to even give my children
detention," Draco said from behind her.  He was sitting in the
window, looking out at the stars.  She turned to look at him. 
"Headmistress, it has come to the board's attention that you're upsetting
the students and teachers."  He turned to face her, his face
cold.  "Doing so upsets the board.  Many of them don't
appreciate Professor Harris, but they don't want to have to replace him. 
They feel the same way about you as it happens.  Though many of us do
happen to feel a bit more strongly about you than we do Xander."  He
stood up and walked over, his dark robe silent in the dim light. 
"You are served with notice that the Board of Regents is doing an investigation
of your start as Headmistress."  He held up a finger when she opened
her mouth.  "We did the same for Albus, and had to correct some of
his assumptions as well.  You may be the Headmistress, but the running of
this school ultimately comes from the Board of Regents because we can have you
removed.  We enjoyed Dumbledore in that position because he had reasons
for fighting against us and the Ministry.  You do not, at this point, have
a clue what you are up against.  It would be better if you took some time
to figure out exactly who you're dealing with and who you're acting
against.  The board was not pleased when I went to them earlier about my
children."  He smiled.  "It seems my mostly-Slytherin
companions didn't like the fact that you had crippled Gryffindor's team as well
as sent away the reason that this school has remained protected for the past
sixteen years.  There are rumors of another attack, mostly unconfirmed,
and we know you can't hold off against anything.  Much less encourage
those of us who can to fight the way Xander could." 


She
laughed. "You're not scary, Draco." 


He
leaned down.  "I'm not trying to be, Tara.  I'm giving you the
truth.  If you continue on this path, the school will be shut down for a
year, then restarted with a partially new staff.  It will give the board
the excuse to get rid of you, your husband, Ronald, Vector, Sinistra, and
Hagrid."  She gave a little gasp.  "Do you understand the
stakes you're playing with now, Headmistress?  If you play in the power
leagues, there is always a consequence to each decision.  We've fixed this
one for you, we won't do it again."  He walked away.  "My
children have already been informed that they're staying."  He closed
the door gently behind him. 


Tara
looked at the official orders, then crumpled them up.  It had been a spot
decision and she would have reversed it in the morning.  He didn't need to
shove it in her face. 


***



Draco
set out the summoning spell, being as precise as he could.  His two
assistants were watching and rereading the spell to make sure they had it
correct.  The door slammed open.  "You wanted something, Severus
and Ron?" he asked without looking. 


"What
are you doing?" Snape asked as he walked in.  Ron shut the
door.  He looked at the candles.  "This looks more like my
wife's art." 


Draco
looked at him.  "You'll find that those of us who study theory
carefully can find ways to make other versions of magic work for
us."  He looked at Ron.  "You're taking the blue candle.
Simone the red, Denver the green."  They nodded and got into place. 
"Severus, you can summon if you want, or take the fourth
point."  He took the fourth point so Draco walked into the center of
the circle, starting the short ceremony to summon one of the two ghosts to
them. 


Godric
Gryffindor joined him. "You could have asked." 


Draco
shrugged.  "We tried calling out for you, you didn't
come."  He pointed at the doorway.  "One of you needs to
have a discussion with the Headmistress before the Board closes the
school."  Severus inhaled sharply.  "It's already been
called for.  Whatever change you wanted to make, do it now.  I can't
hold off the board forever." 


Godric
smiled and looked around.  "Huh, two who shouldn't be mine. 
Snake's.  One of my true ones.  Good choices to get me." 


"Or
to get Salazar.  He seems to watch over the family.  You might want
to mention to him that Xander quit earlier tonight because of the new
Headmistress." 


Godric
looked sad.  "We'll fix it, son of Snake.  Hold on for a few
more days." 


"I
can only get you until Monday.  We have a full meeting then." 


"That's
more than enough. Albus has a good grasp of his new abilities as a
ghost."  He winked and left.  "Get the club started,"
he called as he faded out. 


"What
club?" Simone called. 


Draco
smiled at her.  "We'll figure that out later, dear.  Cut the
circle open." 


"Yes,
daddy."  She opened it up and let him out, then blew out her candle,
just like Tara had taught her to do.  "Did we help?" 


"Very
much," Ron assured her.  He smiled.  "Your reinstatement
papers were already handed in and I had a word with the house about the
Headmistress being stunned dumb by grief.   Go back to the
house."  She and Denver left.  "And?" he asked
Draco.  "That was it?" 


Draco
smiled.  "They're training Albus to be the newest ghost in the
school," he told the two teachers.  "A permanent
Headmaster."  Snape's eyes went wide.  "You don't
agree?" 


"He'll
hate us." 


"He
can travel wherever he wants by one of us taking a piece of the school. 
He can link himself to it and go wherever we go.  We'll rotate through
some interesting vacation spots." 


Ron
shook his head.  "What's that about a club?" 


Snape
sighed.  "It's the way to start a new house.  It's happened a
few times in the past but died off before the ten year mandatory cutoff
date." 


Draco
smirked. "If a new house is to be formed, the students must pick a head
and then form a club.  They must show it is stable, rational, and
reasonable, plus that they will be around and this is not just a deviation in a
generation." 


Ron
beamed.  "Because we've got twenty years of us, there's a steady base
and we can find other students who the hat didn't want to put into a certain
house." 


"Exactly,"
Draco agreed.  "By the time it's official, we may have you as a
Assistant Headmaster, but it will have to happen someday.  That and some
of the school needs to be switched around a bit I think." 


"Gee,
a fun plan," Salazar said snidely as he faded into existence. 
"You could have tried asking." 


"I
did, you didn't hear me.  I even tried in one of your
libraries."  Draco smirked at him. "Is he ready?" 


"Nearly. 
This weekend.  Make her send a peace offering to that boy." 


Ron
shook his head.  "He won't come back without a very good
reason.  He doesn't do that." 


"We'll
see.  He can't help but come back now." 


Draco
and Snape both shook their heads.  "He won't come back," Snape
agreed. "We've lost him.  He's washed his hands of us and walked
away." 


"Then
send a pebble of the school to him and I'll talk to him personally.  I can
usually make him see reason." 


Draco
smiled. "No, I think I'll go.  I could use a few hours off. 
Where did they go?" 


"Italy. 
I talked to Fred and he said they went to that little place on the beach Xander
liked so much.  He said it was calming and soothing to listen to the
waves." 


"Fine,
I'll go tomorrow or the next day."  Draco nodded at the head of his
house.  "You agree?" 


"That
the school could use some updating?  Definitely.  I wish I hadn't had
to compromise on the original ideas, but a compromise suits no one
really.  The original plans are somewhere in one of my libraries." 


"I'll
set Ignatius to finding the rest of them," Snape told him, leaving them
alone. 


Ron
looked at him.  "Why do you like Xander?"  The ghost
laughed.  "I know why we like him.  Why do you?  He's not
one of yours and him being gryphon-born and strong doesn't explain it enough to
me." 


"It's
that and more.  I find him interesting and amusing.  I also see him a
lot like my younger brother was.  He destroyed himself over his
pride."  He looked at Draco.  "Learn that lesson,
boy." 


"I
have.  Xander taught it to me, even though he hasn't learned it himself
yet." 


"Good
point."  Salazar smiled.  "Did he take the children? 
William and I need to have another talk.  I caught his act with Zachariah
and Lucien the other day."  He sighed.  "I wanted to watch
Ignatius grow up.  I'm sure he was a most interesting child once he got
enough age to do normal things." 


"He
once helped moon a leaving feast," Ron told him.  The ghost
laughed.  "If you asked, I'm sure you could look at his
memories.  It might cheer him up a bit." 


"They're
down in their room," Draco added.  "Or look up Tara's son,
Adrian." 


Ron
snapped his fingers.  "I meant to find him.  Percy wants to meet
with him about his aspirations." 


"Then
lead me to this young man.  I would like to see what sort of trouble
occurred when children were allowed in.  That was the first sign you
know."  Ron looked up at him.  "It was.  Children
being raised in the school was the first sign of the impending change. 
William was the second.  We were the third." 


"You
were the only one written down," Draco noted.  "I'm off to see
that boy."  He walked away, going to find Raena and Ignatius to talk
to them.  It was up to him to set rules for them until Xander came back. 


Ron
nodded at the door.  "Come on, I'll show you Adrian.  Quite a
pisser when he was younger.  Got into nearly as much trouble as Iggy
did."  He led the way to the Ravenclaw tower, tapping gently on the
portrait.  The painting sniffed and put her nose up at his obvious state
of not being one of them.  The portrait opened and the top female Prefect
looked at him.  "Salazar wanted to talk to Adrian.  Is he
around?" 


"His
mother has him," she said dryly.  She looked at the ghost, then at
Ron.  "Why does he want to talk to Adrian?  He's one of us, not
one of his." 


Salazar
smiled at her, making her shiver.  "Because he has information I want
at the moment.  I'm not going to harm him, just talk to the
boy."  He floated off, going to find the boy's mother.  Her glow
was presently angry and purely white, and in her classroom.  Not that hard
to track.  "I need to talk to you, boy," he said as he floated
in.  He smiled at Adrian, who looked stunned. "Nothing bad, but if
you want to be an archivist, I want to see your qualifications while you help
Ignatius finding the rest of my libraries.  Come." 


"I'm
not done with him yet," Tara said angrily. 


"Do
shut up, woman.  I don't answer to your mortal laws, nor do I think you're
strong enough to trap me somewhere.  I will bring him back and you can
have him for the rest of his life, until he walks away from you screaming abuse
at him."  He pointed at the door.  "Meet me in Professor
Harris' classroom.  It's comfortable."  Adrian nodded and left,
and the ghost stared her down, making her flinch.  "Bad time of the
month?" he asked.  She glared.  "Don't worry, you won't be
holding this position too long.  You'll be able to see your faults soon
enough."  He floated out, going to talk to the boy.  If he had
the proper spirit, he would assign him to help his favored children find the
rest of his libraries and put them together in a decent manner.  He
floated into the classroom and smiled at the scared looking young man. 
"May I read your memories?" 


"Will
it hurt?" 


"No,
boy, it won't hurt but it will give me what I want to know.  It's like a
semi-possession.  I'm not taking you over, simply inserting myself enough
to read your memories." 


"Simone
said her possession didn't hurt so I guess it's fine." 


"Yes,
I saw hers."  Salazar slipped into the boy, absorbing everything he had
ever seen, done, and been around.  The young version of Ignatius made him
smile, and he left a small bit of information in return.  "There,
that wasn't so bad, was it?" he asked as he disengaged and left the boy's
body.  Adrian looked at him.  "You and Ignatius, plus his wife
though I want her planning everything, will find the rest of my
libraries.  If you come across the Ravenclaw or the secondary Hufflepuff,
that's fine, but I want mine found entirely.  I left information in there
that will help you find them.  Do you agree?" 


Adrian
grinned.  "This will get me in with Percy Weasley for sure." 


"He's
already looking at you and wants to talk to you," Salazar told him.
"Use this opportunity to prove how well you manage a library." 


"Yes,
sir, thank you, sir."  He beamed and ran out, going to find
Iggy.  He tried the basement first, but he wasn't down there.  He
turned and was about to leave when he saw Iggy's spirit standing in front of
him.  "Illusion hopefully?" 


Iggy
nodded.  "I'm in our hidden room, but I put up a trigger on the entry
to the basement.  What's up?" 


"Salazar
told me how to find the rest of his libraries.  We're doing it
together." 


"Cooolll,"
Iggy breathed.  "Want to get together tonight to plan or just start
tomorrow?" 


"The
first sixteen are in fireplaces, like the ones in your tower.  We'll start
with those tomorrow since I'm done for the year as well." 


"Deal. 
Get a house elf to clean the fireplaces so we can tell which ones have the
decorated tiles.  I think one of the ones in the potion's classroom might
have one.  Plus one up in the Headmaster's office, and I think I know of a
few more.  But get them all scrubbed and relaid with wood.  Have the
house elves write down which ones have the decorated tiles." 


"Good
thinking.  I'll see you at breakfast?" 


"Sure. 
I'll pop around and get us pastries.  You have to have pastries for any
adventure after all."  He winked and disappeared. 


Adrian
hurried to the kitchens to find a willing house elf.  One of the old ones
agreed to help him and she knew where some of the others were because she had
helped move books into them. 


***



Iggy
walked into the Charms classroom and smiled at the teacher.  "Just a
bit of screwing with your fireplace.  Are you doing lifting
charms?"  Professor Flitwick nodded slowly.  "Good. 
Excellent actually."  Iggy lit the fire and pressed on the first
decorated tile.  A different one than upstairs, but that was fine. 
The fireplace swung open and the class gasped.  "Salazar hid
libraries all over the school.  You'll be seeing Adrian and I doing a lot
of this over the next few weeks."  He counted the tiles. 
"Nine again.  I wonder if he had a thing for that number." 
He drew a picture of the design on the tiles, then noted how many there were,
going in to take a general survey of the contents.  That went onto the
form as well, then he started to move whole bookcases, a shield on the front
and a lifting spell to move them out.  They'd need the cases and this way
the books weren't going to have to be resorted for a bit.  He walked the
first one out.  "Put a shield on the front, like a wall charm, and
then practice lifting out into the hallway.  We've got other kids who're
helping move them up to unused classrooms."  He carved something on
the side of the bookcase then made a note of it on his paper.  "Go
ahead," he encouraged.  "There's thousands of books in here and
you'll have to move stuff sometime in your life." 


Professor
Flitwick smiled.  "A very good point.  Yes, we can do something
practical today.  Do as he said.  Use the light wall spell, like you
did to block the other students from getting out of their desks a few weeks
back.  Then use the lifting charm to move the bookcases."  The
students obediently started to form groups, one to put on the wall charm, the
next to move it.  By the time that first section was cleared, everyone had
moved at least one case and the room was still clear enough to go to the next
one without worries.  Professor Flitwick joined Iggy inside the library.
"How many more of these are there?" 


"Sixteen
multi-room libraries like this one," Iggy said, looking at him. 
"Then another thirty hidden rooms plus the main library stash with his
office.  Draco and I get to uncover that ourselves with Snape's
help." 


"Wonderful
news!" Flitwick said excitedly.  "Where are we putting all these
books?" 


"In
the new library that's being built this summer. Ravenclaw's library is
somewhere near the top of the school.  We found Hufflepuff's and
Gryffindor's.  But Salazar left a lot of books spread around.  His main
office is underground."  He smiled and moved on as the class change
bell rang.  "What's your next group doing?" 


"This
I suppose," Flitwick told him.  "This should be done in a
day?" 


"Oh,
yeah," Iggy told him.  "One day to do this entire complex should
be more than enough.  But if I find any snakes, I'm running.  Adrian
can come finish it or you can assign someone.  I hate snakes." 


"That's
fine, Ignatius.  You're doing a wonderful job so far.  Very
methodical."  Iggy beamed.  "I'd best get them started. 
Give me ten minutes before you float out anything else."  He hurried
out to tell the students what they would be doing for the day. 


***



Down
in the potion's dungeon, Adrian was getting some of the more sturdy fifth years
to move things for him.   He hadn't thought of the wall and lifting
charms, but that was all right.  This one wasn't books, this one was full
of stones.  Some gemstones, some regular stones, some marked with caution
and hazard markings.  Very interesting. 


Simone
looked at her brother.  "I thought hauling books for Iggy was
hard," she quipped. 


Snape
glared at her.  "Don't worry, you can help set up the new library
during your detention tonight.  Ten points off, Ms. Malfoy-Weasley. 
Work, do not speak." 


"You're
a slavedriver, sir.  All you need is a whip.  Would you like
mine?" she asked.  He laughed.  "I'm serious." 


Snape
patted her on the head.  "I'm sure you are.  Can you use
it?" 


"Very
well," she agreed with a cruel smirk.  "Daddy made sure of
it."  She lifted another small flat of rocks.  "Why did he
have these?" 


"You
can charm them to do things."  Snape picked up one of the river
stones when he noticed everyone was looking at him. "It's advanced magic
of course.  Most of you won't get to it.  You can use a river stone
to form an illusion spell." 


"Like
the ones at the joke store, sir?" one of the Slytherins asked. 


Snape
nodded.  "Indeed.  Professor Harris put a portal spell on some
smooth river rocks and sent them to interesting places.  That's how you
see the images of the fish tank.  A mirror spell on the window is the
other half." 


"If
we could do that, would we make money?" another Slytherin asked. 


Snape
considered it, bouncing the rock in his hand.  "I'd say you could for
temporary events.  Most people use illusion spells to create a picture
like that.  Professor Flitwick would have to teach you to do those charms
himself in his advanced class." 


"Thank
you, sir.  Move, Weasley," he sneered. 


Simone
kicked him on the ass, not dropping her stones at all. "Malfoy-Weasley,
dolt.  I'm very much my father's daughter.  Just ask him." 
She carried out more of the stones, going to load them onto the larger pallet
that would be lifted up to their new home. 


Snape
looked at his student.  "She is every bit her father's
daughter.  Don't antagonize her.  You'll lose." 


"She's
scary enough as is," one girl noted, and she was a Gryff.  Snape
smirked at her. "What?  I have to live with her." 


"Yes,
and you still enjoy my reading materials, Sophie, so help not talk." 


Snape
nearly laughed.  He could see her bossing around her future husband in the
same manner some day.  He almost felt sorry for whatever spouse she ended
up with. 


***



Tara
looked down as Iggy and her son walked in.  "Are you through with
interrupting classes?" she asked. 


Iggy
shook his head.  "No, ma'am.  We've still got another ten
multi-libraries to find and strip bare tomorrow and the next day.  Then we
have to find the hidden rooms.  Salazar said so." 


"And
do you do everything a ghost says?" she asked snidely. 


Iggy
nodded, smirking coldly at her.  "He's the one who convinced the
generous donor to give the thousand galleon grant to update the potion's
dungeon so our education wouldn't lag behind.  Besides, his libraries hold
some very lost works of literature and charms.  At the very least, it will
benefit the school.  Being chosen was an honor." 


Adrian
nodded. "It was, Headmistress.  Not only has he seen us for our
innate intelligence, but he appreciates the fact that we like books and treat
them with respect, not like some people."  She nodded so he sat
down.  "Tomorrow's classrooms are the last room in the potion's
dungeon, the lab for the Advanced Battling class, and the Headmistress
office," he announced.  "Anyone who would like to help during
their free times, we'll be starting at the unfinished one then move up." 


"I'm
starting in my father's classroom," Iggy told them.  "Feel free
to come help move books and cases."  He settled into his seat, then
took over massaging Simone's shoulder.  "Why didn't you use the
lifting charm?" 


"Because
we had flat racks of rocks," she told him, smiling at him. 
"There was a really pretty ruby in one of the trays.  About the same
size as the stone that was in Raena's ring." 


Raena
held out her ring.  "We cracked ours last night and put the chip in
there." 


"I
still say it's too small and it looks funny," Iggy pointed out. 


"Then
make me a new one, dear," she said simply. 


He
smiled at her, winking when Denver looked at them.  "What makes you
think I don't have one started?  I figured out how to manipulate the size
and shape."  Raena beamed at him.  "Give me a week more and
we'll fit the stone into the ring."  She leaned across the table and
kissed him on the cheek.  "What about our hour this week?" he
asked. 


She
sat back down and shrugged."I don't know.  I was going to ask
Severus.  He's over that anyway, it should be his decision." 
She glanced at the head table but their mentor wasn't at dinner that night, and
neither was Draco.  "Just a few more months, Ignatius, and then
you're mine." 


He
gave her his most silly grin.  "I know.  I'm counting
hours." 


Simone
shook her head.  "I think I'll stick with my membership and Adrian
for a bit," she put in.  Her brother choked, spraying his juice away
from her.  Otherwise she might have had to hurt him. 
"What?" 


"You
have a membership?" he whined. 


She
nodded.  "I bought it myself.  The very nice woman was impressed
and agreed easily, after checking with father.  Adrian might be going with
me this weekend."  She looked over and Adrian smiled at her. 
"He's suitable," she told her brother.  "He understands me
enough to be nice to be around." 


"Adrian
always was a wonderful people person," Iggy agreed.  He smiled at his
cousin.  "I'm happy if you are, but I reserve the right to get in a
few good blows if you break up in a bad way." 


She
patted him on the hand.  "Don't worry, I'll leave you a little
bit."  She watched as Agatha stormed out of the room. "I wonder
what that was about." 


"Her
father's here," Anastasia said, pointing at their cousin Ron's empty
seat.  "He probably sent for her. Are you filling in for Uncle George
this weekend?" 


Simone
smiled and nodded.  "As long as I'm not grounded.  If I am, then
I'm sneaking out.  It's a wonderful opportunity.  There's been a few
professional players at the games because they're bored or are
coaching."  She ate a bite of her dinner. 


"Simone,
I'd like to speak to you," Tara said calmly. 


Simone
dropped her fork and walked up to the dias.  "Yes,
Headmistress?  Did I do something wrong?" 


"No,
I heard your comment.  You're filling in for your uncle this
weekend?"  Simone nodded.  "George isn't coming back by
then?" 


"They're
due back Sunday night or Monday sometime.  Uncle Fred said it would take
that long before Professor Harris could get control of himself again. 
Something about being emotionally destroyed I believe."  She shrugged
at Tara's hurt look.  "My father's already agreed that I could play
this one game.  Uncle Fred could do it by himself, but why field a partial
team if you don't have to.  Mellie's due down there as well." 


"I
saw her permission slip, I haven't seen yours." 


"My
father left it in your box this morning before he left for the Regent's
meeting, Headmistress.  He said so." 


"I'll
check.  You will not be allowed to go if your behavior slips, young
lady." 


Simone
glared at her.  "My behavior has been nearly perfect for the last
year and a half, Headmistress.  Not even Professor Snape has found much
wrong with my behavior." 


"I'll
be checking with him," Tara told her. "Go back to your meal." 
Simone walked back and said something to her cousins.  She saw Denver
glare at her and mentally shrugged.  They were children, they didn't hold
anything remotely like power.  They couldn't hurt her. 


***



George
intercepted the owl, taking the letter from it and giving it a tip.  It
flew off.  George read the short note and snorted, writing out the quick
reply of 'what part of leave us alone don't you understand' and sending it back
by their new owl.  Murphy and Fawkes had chosen it so it was now theirs. 
This was the second such note and he was tired of it.  A larger owl flew
down and landed on their table, but this one was familiar. 
"Purgi," he said, greeting it.  It was a fussy creature and had
to be greeted properly and with respect before it would give up any mail.
"May I have the letter?" 


Purgi
handed over the letter then settled down while they read it.  It had been
a long flight.  Slim fingers gently scratched his head so the world was
working right and he was fine now.  The slim fingers weren't as strong as
usual, but he was still getting petted by something that understood long
flights. 


George
opened the letter and shook his head.  "Draco." 


Xander
shook his head, he didn't want to read it. "I'm going up to the
monastery.  Have fun yelling at him."  He finished his water
then pushed back his chair and walked away. 


George
frowned, rereading the letter.  This was good news at least.  Not
something he was expecting.  What changes?  He felt a familiar
presence cue in on his mind and waited patiently for his daughter-in-law. 
Instead, it was Draco himself.  "Changes?" 


Draco
sat down in the empty seat.  "The curse laid on the school by the
first official headmaster," he told him.  "That when all four
founders came back together on school grounds, there would be some
changes.  The first is that Dumbledore is coming back soon, as the
permanent headmaster."  He ordered some breakfast from a passing
waitress in flawlessly translated Italian.  "The second is that you
and your spouse are going to be asked to lord over a new prospective house for
those who don't fit into the others.  For now, it will have to be a club
of sorts, until it's proved to be a stable necessity."  His toast and
jam was brought and he smiled at the waitress.  "Where is
Xander?  I wanted to talk to him." 


"He
left for a local monastery.  He was invited to come visit and he thought
it'd be a neat place." 


"Probably
one of our alumni who wanted to hear some gossip about the school." 
Draco smiled at him.  "Tara's about to aggravate her mate to the
point where he kicks her out." 


"Wonderful,
just what we need, a crankier Potion's Master.  How are the favorite
ruling student couple?" 


"Fine. 
They've been spending all their time uncovering all the hidden libraries for
Salazar.  He set Iggy and Adrian to find them.  Raena is coordinating
everything and doing the practical matters." 


"She's
good at that," George agreed, smiling at his 'stepson'.  "Any
other news?" 


"Simone
is playing for you today.  Fred came up and grabbed her from breakfast
before Tara could complain."  He looked up, giving him a naughty
smile.  "Fred told her that her dark side was still attractive."



"That
boy," George sighed, rolling his eyes.  "I do wish the girls
would work out which one of them gets him so he'd gave something else on his
mind." 


"I
caught Bell eyeing him after the last game." 


George
nodded.  "She does that, and then Alicia teases him and gives him
hope.  I'm about to demand one of them get off the pot and quit pissing
with my twin." 


Draco
snorted, starting to laugh.  "I can just see them.  They'll give
you this innocent look and say they didn't realize they were working him up,
and won't you please forgive them?" 


"They're
not like that.  Those girls are teasing and they know it.  So do
I.  Though I think Angelina and Oliver will do nicely if he ever realizes
she's not teasing.  She needs someone a bit thrilling but steady to be
there for her."  He picked up his juice and drank some of it. 
"I hope this vacation will be good for us.  Xander needed one. 
He's been wound so tightly nothing's getting done again." 


"Now
you know what he sees in you when you're stuck in the lab," Draco said
wisely.  He noticed a flash and looked around.  "Did you see
that?" 


"No,
what?" 


"I
thought I saw a flash."  Draco shook his head.  "This is
the same feeling that is found inside you when the lab's not going right and
everything is hell." 


"Then
I'll try to be patient, but it's hard." 


"I
remember." 


George
swatted him, but he was smiling. "Don't you have class today?" 


"No." 
He speared a piece of strawberry off George's plate and waved it around a
bit.  "Tara decided that a Regent can't teach, no matter what. 
She and the current Minister of Magic are about to come crashing down though. 
He *is* coming back." 


"Good. 
Though I think he'd be a bit pissed." 


"Hmm. 
Possibly."  Draco ate the berry.  "But we can make
arrangements for Albus to travel with any of us.  All we'll need is a
piece of the school."  He winked.  "It will be fine. 
I promise.  Even if I have to go in there and kill someone, we will get
through this mess intact."  He stole another berry and George pushed
his plate closer.  "Have you heard anything about that place which
kept Xander hostage?" 


"No. 
Percy mentioned it was in the papers." 


"They're
officially closed and are in talks to give settlements to injured
families."  George opened his mouth and inhaled a calming breath,
then swatted at Draco. "What?  Xander gave me permission to take them
down, so I did.  It took long enough, but they're out of business and all
their patients have been sent elsewhere." 


"He'll
kill you if his treatment makes it into the papers." 


"The
judge has to authorize all announcements.  He's not releasing names or
conditions." 


"He'll
be happy enough with the place being shut down." 


Draco
reached over and patted him on the hand.  "My will shall be done in
this case.  I'm enjoying it immensely."  He stole another berry
with a grin, and saw the flash again. 


"That
time I saw it," George said, looking around.  He couldn't find the
photographer, but he would get them. 


"Leave
it.  What will anybody say?  That we were teasing each other?  I
know you're taken and so does everyone else who matters." 


"Have
you heard from Ginny?" 


"She's
at a spa, taking a treatment.  She'll be back on Monday and we'll be
sitting down to discuss the business." 


George
patted him on the hand.  "I know it's hard.  What are you going
to do if she's really changed." 


Draco
laughed bitterly. "Oh, I know she has.  I'm not sure I can let myself
be that open again.  I'd almost rather bring some pretty women home and
have them there to play with on a rotating basis."  He paused then
stole a grape.  "I don't think I can take the tornado that Ginny
represents.  Even if she's better.  I'm happy the way I am now, except
for not having a full-time lover." 


"You
want someone to share things with, I've seen you start to turn to share
something you just saw," George said gently. 


Draco
swallowed.  "Perhaps.  But a companion would be that way." 


"But
they might not be interested and would only be there for the money,
stepson.  You don't want that.  You've insulated your children from
it." 


"You
want me back with her?" 


"Only
if she's going to make you happy.  Everyone deserves to be happy. 
Even the formerly evil bastard Draco Malfoy." 


"Maybe. 
I'll have to see how much she's changed.  It might be easier to find
someone new, someone without the emotional baggage."   He
laughed bitterly.  "My grandparents would both tell me to find some
little seventh year princess and marry her, but keep Ginny on as a
mistress." 


"She
might like that," George admitted.  He smiled.  "Or it
could get you killed." 


Draco
snorted. "Thank you for your support, George.  I'll be sure to tell
her it was your idea when I propose it." 


"What
you need is a woman like mum.  One who wants to take care of the house and
your family, but that wants the secondary position.  One who's willing to
take second string to you and to let you make the hard decisions." 


"I
thought I had that in Ginny." 


"You
did," George agreed. "Then she went wrong.  Is it something with
women?  Ginny, Tara, all of them around us have gone wrong at the first
touch of power." 


"Maybe
it's us," Draco said miserably.  "I introduced her to it." 


"No,
the big fluffy creatures did that.  Not you."  George patted him
on the hand.  "Want to grab the kids and go play on the beach?" 


"Sure. 
I could use a few hours away."  He looked up. "Xander went to a
monastery?" 


"He
got a letter of invitation by one of us.   I'm sure he'll be
fine.  It's not the Inquisition." 


"Good
point." 


***



Xander
looked at the nun answering the bell.  "I was invited up for a
chat?" he said, handing over his letter of invitation. 


"Of
course.  The monsignor will meet you in the garden.  This way
please," she said in accented english, leading him back to a beautiful
garden full of bushes, but not many flowers.  "Wait here." 


Xander
sat down on the bench near the center and looked at all the plants. 


"It's
soothing," a male, accented voice said.  Xander stood up as he approached. 
"Sit, my son, I don't need such courtesies.  We're all part of God's
family, from the plants to the both of us."  He sat beside Xander. 


Xander
looked into his blue eyes and got lost.  "How do you know me?" 


"I've
heard of you from some associates."  He patted Xander on the
knee.  "Relax, I've done many of the same things, if for a more holy
reason."  The younger man in front of him relaxed.  "I used
to attend your school, and I wish that you had been around to teach us
then.  I might not have ended up here." 


"Forgive
the question, but you're a priest, and you're here.  Why?" 


The
priest smiled.  "Because I was called.  The calling was so
strong that I crossed back into the muggle world and followed it.  Even
when they made me break that which was most important to me." 


"Your
wand?" Xander asked pitifully. 


"Yes,
my son, my wand.  It was a beautiful one as well." 


Xander
grinned. "I think we all see our wands as our personal beauty mark. 
I left mine back in my room." 


"That
was probably very wise.  So tell me about what's going on now?" 


"I
can, but it might not be complete." 


"I
was wondering why you were here in the middle of the week. Taking a short
vacation?" 


"I
quit.  The new Headmistress and I got into it again."  He
started to feel that helpless feeling again and tried to shake it off, but the
gentle touch to his hand calmed him.  "Wow." 


"I
know how it is when a friend betrays you, Alexander.  I've been there as
well. If one hadn't turned his back on me, I wouldn't be here now.  Tell
me?" 


"It's
pitiful and I hate being pitiful." 


"All
of us have our low moments.  Then you can tell me about the current year's
teams."  He smiled. "I would love to hear of them.  I hear
they're very good this year." 


Xander
started to smile again.  "My son plays chaser with one of the most
powerful teams in history.  There are professional people who don't want
to play against them...." 


****



Ginny
looked up at her hairdresser at the spa.  "I need something so I can
get my man back," she told her. 


"Well,
let's start with fixing this young woman's hair."  She fingered the
long red strands.  "Really, dear, you're not eighteen.  You
shouldn't dress like it anymore."  She measured it.  "How
about a bob?" 


"I
hated having those when I was younger, that's why I grew out princessly
hair." 


"Yes,
but it doesn't suit you at all.  Perhaps something shorter." 
She fixed it and Ginny didn't like it either by the look on her face. 
"Dearie, you can't keep it this long.  Trying to keep your youth
intact by having hair that doesn't suit you isn't for a woman of your
means.  Accept your age and wear it gracefully."  She remeasured
it.  "How about to here?  That's long enough to style any way
you want, but practical for a woman on the go and simple enough to evoke
memories of youth?" 


"That's
good," Ginny agreed. 


The
hairdresser turned her away from the mirror.  She hated these women, the
ones who refused to grow up. She was obviously a matron now, she should use her
position to make herself comfortable, not wish for what she didn't have. 
Even if her present life sucked, she could afford to be here and that was at
least something. Maybe she needed to pick up one of those little boy toys that
you see now and again.  No wedding ring, so maybe she had just lost one. 
Well, she would help the woman look her age, and look fabulous doing it. 


***



Percy
looked up as someone stormed into the archives, running up his stairs.  He
put his feet down and readied himself for whatever the trouble was.  His
assistant burst in the door, nearly crying.  "What happened
now?" 


"The
Minister of Magic is dead," he sobbed.  He fell against his boss,
putting his head on his leg.  "His wife shot him during their divorce
proceedings.  She said she had been under the Imperious Curse on and off
through her marriage and the judge didn't listen to her so she shot him with
his own gun." 


Percy
patted him gently. "Is he dead?"  The boy looked up at him.
"Is he dead?  It's important." 


The
assistant nodded.  "He is, sir.  He was pronounced dead at the
scene and carried away to be made ready for his funeral." 


"Thank
you.  You stay here and guard the office while you calm down.  I'm
going to talk to my father."  He got free and went to find his
father, who was gathered around with the other Ministers.  "Father,
did you hear?"  Arthur grimaced but nodded. 
"Congratulations, it's yours." 


"What?"
Arthur shouted, drawing attention. 


One
of the other Ministers, Percy's own Arabelle, nodded.  "We voted last
month on who takes it next.  It went to you almost unanimously.  I
voted for Percy of course," she said with a smile. 


Arthur
shook his head.  "I don't want it." 


"Tough. 
You can't very well quit with the last one barely dead now can you?" Percy
told him. 


Arthur
glared at him.  "I brought you into this world and I can take you
out, Percy." 


Percy
smirked.  "Only mum can say that, father.  You didn't give birth
to me."  He clapped him on the back.  "Does anyone want to
offer a second suggestion?"  They all shook their heads. 
"Then I suggest my father start some damage control procedures now instead
of tomorrow."  He and Arabelle pushed Arthur up to the office. 
The secretary greeted him with a lot of crying and offers to move anything he
wanted moved, but they left him there to deal with it.  "I remember
being so stunned when I got my first Under-Minister," Percy told Arabelle
as he walked her back down to her department.  "Meet me for
lunch?" 


"Of
course, Percy."  She kissed him on the cheek and hurried inside. 


He
smiled all the way back to his office. 


***



Tara
looked up as she sent off the second letter of the day, this time with one of
the chicks who had been sniffling pitifully in the entryway.  Murphy or
Fawkes would know what to do to soothe that one.  She leaned back and
checked the school, finding a few new things.  A few more of the libraries
seals had been broken.  Someone was excited, something about building
plans.  She shrugged mentally, not knowing what that was about wasn't
going to bother her.  It was a beautiful day and her students would be
working outside in it later on. 


"Only
if you find yourself again," an amused male voice said from the doorway. 


Tara
jumped and stared, stunned dumb by the ghost in front of her. 
"How?  How?" 


He
smiled.  "I usually start my first day of any new job by walking in
the front door.  Later on I might teleport or use a hidden passageway, but
using the front door is best the first time," Dumbledore's ghost said
gently.  "Get out of my chair."  She moved and let him sit
down.  "Thank you."  He linked himself back into the spells
on the school and frowned at her, a grandfatherly look of disapproval. 
"Didn't I tell you to watch out for him?" 


"I
did!  He got huffy and snarky!  Then he quit.  I couldn't stop
him." 


"You
were pushy, cranky, and trying to deal with," Dumbledore corrected in that
same gentle tone of voice.  "Even Severus started to swear at you if
I heard right."  She hung her head.  "It will be fine,
Tara.  You can fix it.  Start with Severus this afternoon.  Xander
will have to wait until he gets back." 


"He
won't come back, I've sent letters to him." 


"He'll
have to come back to pack, now won't he?" Albus pointed out.  She
nodded.  "Find your husband and repair that relationship first. 
He can help you make Xander forgive you.  Xander will listen to him and Draco."



"I
messed up that relationship too," she said pitifully. 


"I
believe Professor Malfoy understands about sudden acquisitions of power, my
dear.  He'll forgive you as well I believe." 


"But
he's not supposed to be teaching," she protested. 


He
laughed.  "Tara, I had my reasons for accepting him.  Having him
here has made things run much smoother.  Not only did we gain another
defender, and a future guardian, we gained an excellent teacher who will
manipulate for our benefit."  She nodded.  "Go see Severus,
it's almost time to change classes and this is his free period." 


"Yes,
Albus.  Thank you.  I wish I could hug you." 


"That
is only one of the many things I will miss about having a physical body. 
Go, now, young lady."  She nodded and left, leaving him alone. 
He wanted to hit his head on the desk.  Didn't that girl listen? He had
left two letters warning her to treat Xander delicately.  She was clearly
out of practice at dealing with fragile people.  He thought at his helpers
and smiled when they agreed.  One of them went to find the boy for
him.  Italy, how nice, and with a former student no less.  Yes, that
one would help him greatly as well.  That boy had always been gentle and
knowledgeable about human matters. 


***



Gryffindor
floated into the garden and smiled at his former Prefect.  "Would you
please tell him he has to come back soon?  He's being summoned
home."  He saw the sleeping man, obviously he had cried himself to
sleep again.  "While you're at it, can you check for more
taint?  He was possessed for over sixteen years and I think Snake left
some in there." 


"It
was useful I'm sure," the Monsignor told him.  "I'll check him
over before sending him back to his husband and then home."  He bowed
to the ghost.  "Please, wander about if it pleases you." 


"It
has to be better than the moping my house is doing because he's gone,"
Gryffindor sighed.  "How that boy got so much influence I'm not sure,
but the students like him." 


"He's
very likeable.  He cares about the students and they know this.  Otherwise
he wouldn't have continued to defend them after his first year at the
school."  Gryffindor winced.  "You saw?" 


"I
delved into his memories and they were too painful to finish watching.  I
only got back five years."  He shrugged.  "Snake saw them
all and apparently approved of him, even though he works for the light and
accepts those not wholly wizardly."  He faded out. "I'm going to
check out that new nun." 


"She's
another like me," he called gently.  "She will trap
you."  The ghost laughed and the priest smiled.  "Xander,
it's time to wake up now."  Xander looked up at him.  "You
heard?" 


"I
don't think I can go back." 


The
priest helped him sit up then gave him a short hug.  "You can because
you're strong.  Things have changed since you left I'm sure." 
He smiled. "Let me check you for more taint?" 


"I'm
fine, some of the hyena won't leave, ever.  Salazar took out the hunting
instincts but not the rest of it." 


"Then
we should fix that.  You can't be happy that way." 


"I
am.  It's useful to protect my family." 


The
priest smiled.  "I understand, but it will taint your soul if it's
not removed.  If it's done now, at least you have time to fix the
taint." 


"I,
um, don't believe in your ways, father." 


"I
know, my son, the same as I know you don't think of yourself as religious, but
you do believe in a higher power.  In this instance, the power will heal
you through its messengers, strange though they may be.  Salazar likes
you?" 


"He
said he finds me worthy. I guess he thinks I'm neat because I'm gryphon-born."



"Possibly,
or you could be very much like him in some ways.  You never
know."  He stood up.  "Come, take lunch with us and then
I'll look at this remaining taint.  You wouldn't be the first person I
pulled some from." 


"Hundredth?"



"Possibly,
though I lost count at five.  I decided it wasn't worth keeping count
anymore."  He led the boy inside, taking him to eat with them, and
talk with him some more.  A very odd, but strong young man.  One who
deserved all the happiness he could get.  He would like to meet his
husband too, he seemed nice. 


***



Draco
looked up as the sand next to him started to dig in itself.  "You
could show yourself, this is a wizarding village," he noted. 


The
ghost got firmer. "I don't like you, kid." 


Draco
looked at Gryffindor.  "The feeling's mutual.  Is there
news?" 


George
looked up from helping his children build a sand castle, and sighed. 
"More of them?" 


"More
what?" Maeve asked, smiling at the ghost.  He told stories too, which
was pretty cool in her book. 


"More
refugees from the school." 


Gryffindor
shook his head.  "Not this time.  I'll follow someone to a beach
this summer.  I'm here with good news.  The changes have
started.  You're to reappear at the school tonight if possible, or
tomorrow if not."  Draco got up and headed off, going after the
elusive beer so they could talk. 


"We're
not ready yet," George said, going back to playing with the
children.  William had moved closer to the surf and he motioned him back.
"Now, you can't swim by yourself yet."  William came back to his
side and helped him pack the bucket they had brought with them to make another
tower. "We'll be back when Xander's ready, not before." 


"Unfortunately,
that's not good enough this time, young man.  He has a duty to perform and
has to be back." 


George
dropped the toy shovel. "Another attack?"  He saw the ghost's
eyes following a couple of beautiful young women and sighed. 
"They're called bikinis and they're about sixty years old from what I
understand." 


"Well. 
Times have changed.  If we wanted to wear that little, we wouldn't have
worn anything." 


George
looked at the bikini-clad women, smiling when he noticed them looking
back.  Then he looked at the ghost. "I've seen women wearing
less.  William, if you move away again, I'm going to ground you to the
room."  The little boy shifted back beside him.  "Maeve, no
cuddling Lucien."  She came scurrying back too, her new crab friend
in her hands.  "Put it down, you can't have it," he sighed. She
let it go, sniffling as it scurried away as quickly as possible. 
"Fawkes and Murphy would eat it, dear, you don't want that,
correct?"  Maeve gave him a pitiful look.  "You two just
got a new owl, what more do you want?" 


"Cuddly
things, like Unclie Harry?" Maeve asked.  Then she batted her big
brown eyes and smiled cutely. 


"We
take care of it," William agreed.  "Puppy?" he asked
Maeve.  She nodded happily. 


"Ask
your other father," George said with a grin of his own. 


"You're
mean to that boy," Gryffindor told him.  George looked at him. 
"Dogs and Gryphons get along very well.  The children would never get
to play with it." 


"We
get two," Maeve suggested proudly.  "One for daddy, one for
us." 


One
of the bikini-clad women walked over, smiling at them.  "You have
such adorable children.  Taking a vacation without their mother?" 


"Their
other father is visiting a friend at the local monastery," George told
her.  She giggled.  "I was explaining to our incorporeal friend
what you were wearing," he said, pointing at Gryffindor. 


"Oh,
hello, I hadn't seen you.  Who are you?" 


He
swept off his hat.  "Godric Gryffindor, founder of
Hogwarts."  She giggled again. "If I were still alive, I would
have done my very best to woo you until you fell at my feet and begged me to
stop." 


She
laughed.  "In this day and age, I could be the one
chasing."  She winked and looked down at George again. 
"How old are they?" 


"I'm
nearly four," William told her. 


"By
four more months, William," George added, smiling at his son. 
"And this is Maeve, she's six months younger." 


"They
are so adorable."  She patted them on the head.  "Have a
happy vacation.  Maybe I'll see you around town?" 


"Unfortunately,
they're being recalled to work.  The small tiff between his husband and
one of his best friends is now over with and he has to fill young minds with
visions of horrible creatures." 


"My
husband teaches demonology," George told her. 


"Oh! 
A religious school?" 


George
nodded for the obvious muggle.  "Yup.  Some days." 
She waved and jogged back to her friends.  "Were they witches?"
he whispered. 


"No,
but they're very nice and that never stopped me before."  He
purred.  "William, always try for the pretty ones, my boy." 


George
snorted, looking at his son.  "Try for someone who understands
you.  It will make you much happier.  Otherwise, you'll end up with
horrible girlfriend stories like your other father." 


"Oh,
I believe the other one is a witch," Gryffindor said in appreciation as
the witch walked up to them.  "Hello, my dear." 


"You're
Godric Gryffindor?" she asked in a heavy Turkish accent.  He
nodded.  "Why are you here?" 


"My
husband teaches at Hogwarts," George told her.  "We have to get
back." 


"Ah. 
That's wonderful news.  Is he one of *those* people?" 


George
smiled at her.  "As are my children."  She sniffed and
walked away.  "Bitch." 


"Bad
word," Maeve said, poking him on the arm.  "No say bad words,
Grandma soap mouth." 


"I
know, precious, she leaned how to do that on me."  He patted her on
the head.  "She accepts muggles but not us?" 


"The
human mind is often odd that way," Godric agreed as he sat on the
sand.  "Show me what you're doing?  I was very good with
building plans." 


"Is
that why the school has so many unusable rooms?" George asked. 


"No,
that was Ravenclaw.  She wanted there to be many small rooms where the
students could sit and think or read.  Your older son is very
impressive.  They've sorted out eight of Snake's libraries already and
gotten them stored." 


"Wonderful
news.  I'm sure we won't be seeing Iggy this summer then." 


The
ghost laughed.  "I'm sure you will.  He'll have his head in his
wife's lap and his face in a book." 


"Probably,"
Draco agreed as he rejoined them. "Are we heading back tonight?" 


"Tomorrow. 
That way Simone can play today."  He looked up at the sun, then at
his stepson. "Why aren't you watching her?" 


"I
suggested that and she told me to come sit on the beach with you." 
He sipped at his beer. 


"I
have some?" William asked. 


"No,"
George told him.  "No beer, you're too young." 


"We
drank lots of beer in my day." 


"You
also had a lot of alcoholics," George pointed out.  "There's a
history of it in Xander's family so he doesn't hardly drink."  He
glanced around and saw the women talking to a police officer. 
"Draco, trouble." 


"Not
hardly," Draco told him. "Unless they've got it in for gays, you're
not gryphon-born and it shows." 


"The
kids are and there was a burning in Rome last year." 


Draco
sighed.  "I'll protect the children. My wand is on me." 


"So's
mine."  George reached for it as the officer walked up to them. 
"Did you need something?" he asked pleasantly. 


"Just
wanting to know something."  He smiled at the children. "The
women over there said that you're doing illegal things on the beach. Are
you?"  He looked Draco.  "That bottle would be one of
them." 


"I'll
be done in another sip, it's hot out here," he noted, taking that last
swallow.  "Sorry about that.  I couldn't have one for
months."  He handed off the bottle.  "For recycling,"
he said with a faint smile. 


The
officer shook his head. "Sir, are these your children?" 


"They're
mine and my husband's," George told him.  "They're either
objecting to that or the fact that Xander teaches at Hogwarts." 


"I
understand.  Thank you, sir."  He stood up.  "How is
Ignatius, Mr. Weasley?" 


"I
use my full name," George said with a smile. "Harris-Weasley. 
And he's fine."  He looked at Draco.  "Wasn't he?" 


"Happily
finding hidden libraries in the school," Draco agreed. "Are you one
of us?" 


"No,
sir, but my cousin is and she beat me until I saw sense.  Have a nice day
and no more open containers on the beach please."  He tipped his hat
and left. 


"Well,
that was a nice change," Draco noted.  "No raving crowd of
people trying to thrash us soundly." 


The
officer looked at him. "Had much trouble with that?" 


"Not
here.  At home there's been a few moments of panic and the like,"
George told him. 


"I'm
sorry to hear that.  You would think Britain is much more
tolerant."  He nodded and continued to walk away. He said something
to the women and the witch started to rant something.  Her friend said something
and the cop responded, so she said something to her friend.  Apparently
something like George had noted because the witch screamed 'I can't believe you
said something like that, you're not like them' and stormed off. 


"Another
fine day in the life," George sighed, upending the bucket. 
"Kids, why don't we go shower off the sand and have lunch?" 


"Okay,"
they said, gathering up their toys.  William had to dig a little bit to
find Maeve's doll for her, but it was eventually found and shaken off. 
The whole family, and the ghost, tromped back to the inn.  The desk
manager slipped George a note when he checked for messages. 


"What's
that?" Draco asked, craning his neck as they walked up the stairs. 


"A
note about how the inn doesn't discriminate and that they're looking out for
any trouble."  George crumpled it up.  "It sucks that they
have to." 


"Why
they 'cum?" Maeve asked. 


"Huh?"
Draco asked. 


She
gave him her most attentive look.  "'Cums suck, why they 'cum?" 


"Oh,
vacuums," Draco said, shaking his head.  "No, it's not that sort
of suck, dear."  He let George open the door and followed him
inside.  His minor bout of shopping had been brought up here like he had
requested.  Very nice service, he'd have to remember this place. 
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