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        Chapter 1

        The Vault of Corvidae

    

    Alt title: The Heir of Ravenclaw

-Gringotts Bank-

-Minister Fudge-

“Vault 742” The goblin says, setting the lamp down in front of the ancient house’s vault.

It took many years, but the paperwork is finally finished.

“Key please.” The goblin raises his hand.

“Ah, right.” I chuckle good naturedly to mask my forgetfulness. Searching my robes for the ancient key. “Ah, here we are.”

“Thank you.” The goblin says in that way many are taught to show some geniality.

Corvidae, the last branch of house Ravenclaw, died out in the last wizarding war. The member having absconded to America of all places before she was hunted down by death eaters for her muggle advocating stances. With her death ten years ago, all the treasures of house Corvidae naturally go to the wizarding council’s treasury. But, being a branch of the Great and Honorable Ancient House of Ravenclaw, meant that there was a slew of bureaucratic nonsense to parse through.

Wizards guarded their secrets and treasures jealously after all.

“Wrong key.” The goblin’s voice snaps him from his thoughts.

“Excuse me?” I ask the clearly mistaken goblin.

“Wrong. Key.” The sullen creature says once more, handing the key back to me.

“Preposterous.” I deny and pull out my wand to prove the creature wrong. “Just watch. Revelio Cinsero.”

My wand sparks to life with a purple sizzle as it seeks out and finds the key. Bathing the key in a purple light turned golden, the key shakes briefly as it comes to life. Unfolding two pairs of iridescent, veined wings that lift it into the air. Hovering for but a moment to test its own weight, flicking erratically from one side to the next like a jittering hummingbird before taking off. Flying past me before circling around and plunging itself into the vault door.

“As I said, right, key.” I proclaim smugly as I walk past the goblin and grab the key myself. “You’d think creatures such as yourself with your stern and industrious reputation would- AAAAAAGH!”

Before I can finish turning the lock, pain surges through me. Burning pain running from my hand up my arm as I recognize the transmogrify enchantment being forced upon me.

“Prohibere!” I quickly cast, pulling back my hand to reveal a bird’s claw in its place. “Ugh! Merlin’s hairy balls!” I turn to the goblin, enraged at this gross negligence. “You were supposed to disable the anti theft charms!”

“All queries and complaints should be directed to the bank manager.” The goblin says and starts to walk away. “Follow me please.”

“And there I was, my hand completely transmogrified!” I file my complaints to the head bank manager of Gringotts. “Had I not been most adept in my casting reflexes, I fear the changes made upon myself may very well have been permanent.”

“Next time, I would ensure you have proper permission from the vault’s owners.” The decrepit and wrinkled old goblin says measuredly. Staring down at me past its long, warted nose. “You should count yourself lucky; had you attempted to access the main family vault first, then we may have needed a new Minister.

“Of which my complaint would be most grievous!” “As those vaults belong to the treasury as well! Think of the social programs we could fund with-”

“Need I remind you, Minister, that as per the Goblin Adherence and Territorial Recognition Act of 1504, and the Anti-Confliction Economy Act of 1523, Gringotts is not beholden to the Ministry and its… politics. This is a place of private business. Nothing more.”

“Well there has to be a mistake here somewhere,” I press the matter. “All the paperwork on the Ministry’s end of things has been checked, double-checked, and triple-checked!”

“We here at Gringotts do not make… mistakes,” they say with a forced grin.

“Then explain this grievous failure of your security,” I demand.

“Gringotts’ anti-theft charms for Vault 742 have already been suspended in accordance for today’s survey of the vault’s rightful owner.” The goblin explains. “Otherwise, the poor minister would not be speaking with me today. The door is protected by its own family charms. Only accessible by the blood of its vault’s creators until none remain.”

“House Corvidae is dead. Its fellow branch houses, Onyxfeather and Moonbeak are as well,” I explain my point. “There is no blood of Ravenclaw left. The last living relative of Rowena died over ten years ago!” I argue. “There’s no one left! We checked!”

“Well then it should be obvious.” The old goblin leans forward and grins with sparkling beady eyes. “I shouldn’t have to be the one to tell you, Minister. If you checked, and the vault’s protective charms have yet to fade, it means you didn’t check well enough.”

“But the only way for that to be possible is if Cordelia Corvidae had a child, and she’s dead,” I scoff at the impossibility of the notion.

“That poor child,” The goblin says patronizingly, tutting their tongue at me like I’m an adolescent.

“You don’t seem to understand,” I stress my point. “Cordelia fled to America to escape the Death Eaters and you know who. She was only gone five months before she was found and slaughtered. Five months is not enough time for a woman to have conceived and birthed a livable child.”

Not unless you risk horribly mutating the child through the use of heavily forbidden transfiguration spells. But the knowledge of such things is more heavily guarded than even the three Unforgivable Curses.

“You sound confident in that,” The goblin grins. “Perhaps you have experience in the matter of giving birth?”

“I need not the experience to understand the process,” I roll my eyes. “The odds of such a child being viable are so astronomical, it’s not even worth considering.”

“I’d not be so sure of that,” The goblin says, losing their ominous grin. Only to replace it with a hardened scowl. “You’d be surprised to find what a woman is capable of when it comes to ensuring the survival of her offspring. Even in death.”

“You speak as though you would know,” I huff, mildly insulted at being spoken down to by a goblin of all things.

Looking up, I see the goblin tapping their name plate.

Mrs. Jabok Hardug

Ah… well then. It seems I must concede my knowledge may be a tad outmatched in this regard.

“I wish you luck in finding this missing heir of Corvidae, Minister,” The goblin grins menacingly. “But if that is all, then I’ll have to ask that you leave. Time is money, and you’ve much of mine already.”

“Very well.” I take a breath and swallow my words before I say anything that could cause a potential strain on the relations between Gringotts and the Ministry. My word carries much weight after all. “It would seem I have a few diviners to speak to anyhow. I imagine my schedule is going to be quite filled.”

Filled with approving department audits and exit interviews, that is.

-3 months later, St. Louis, Missouri, 1991-

-Arimaeus “Maine” Smith-

“Get back here, you punk!” One of Darnell’s friends shouts as they chase me down the street.

“Not even if you paid me!” I scoff, kicking my skateboard faster and pop an ollie over the sidewalk. Cutting off into the road, grabbing the tailgate of a truck as it drives by.

“Fuck you!” The leader of the thugs shouts as I disappear from their sights.

“In your dreams!” I laugh at- “ugh!”

I’m cut off as the truck comes to a sudden stop. My skateboard flying off from under me and disappearing under the truck, my legs kicked out from under me and slamming me into its tailgate. No doubt busting my nose as I feel my upper lip grow wet, followed up by the smell of copper.

“Hey!” I hear through the ringing in my ears. “Fuck you doin kid!? You trying to get your ass run over!?”

Blinking the spots from my eyes, I look over to see the pot bellied black man staring down at me. Probably the driver of the truck, but I wasn’t paying attention to that. Instead, my main focus was whether I got far enough-

‘Nope!’ I recognize Darnell’s pissed off voice as I scramble to my feet and run. Cutting through the four laned road to get to the other side.

“Hey!” The man calls out as he tries to grab and stop me from running into traffic. “Kid! Don’t you- fuck!”

“Herr!” I narrowly dodge a truck while looking back at the three guys chasing me.

“Herrrrr!” Another truck flies towards me as I run, tripping me up.

I look up at the oncoming red pickup, bracing myself for the pain that's about to come. But its front tire pops before it reaches me, sending it careening towards the parked truck I just abandoned.

No one got hurt, but it sure as heck slowed Darnell down! Giving me enough time to get back up and duck into an alleyway between two apartment buildings across the street. Spitting a dumpster up against a chainlink fence meant to separate the blocks. Not that those ever really stopped anyone.

“Over here!” I spare a quick glance back to find the teens still hot on my tail.

“Fucking roaches.” I mutter to myself, keeping up my pace.

I climb onto the dumpster and jump over the fence. Sparring a look behind, I grimace as Darnell gets right behind me. Jumping onto the dumpster, I feel my heart pound as he takes a running leap.

Only for the dumpster lid in front of him to open, making him fall in before shutting back down with a loud clang.

“Hah!” I laugh back at the two lackeys following him, stopping to help him out of the dumpster. Flipping them the double bird as I jog backwards and disappear around the corner.

“You’re dead, Maine!” I hear one of them call before I slip into another back alley.

Squeezing through the upper, rusted fire escape door of the abandoned warehouse. I carefully slide the door back into place. Making as little noise as I can, careful not to alert any loiterers or homeless who might be squatting in the area. Stepping away from the death trap of a door and walking down the cat walk towards the grated stairs. I pull out the wallet I nabbed from Darnell and start fishing through his stuff.

“Damn, Darnell should start investing in a chain.” I grin to myself as I count the cash he had stashed in his wallet. Easily a crisp five hundred in cold hard bills. “Walking around with this in his pocket. Pfft, dumbass.”

I still lost my skateboard in the chase, so that sucks. No chance I’m ever getting that back. And that’s assuming it’s still in one piece.

“Eh, I’ll just get a new one.” I shrug, shoving the money back into my pocket as I reach the base of the stairs. Then slipping the wallet into my back pocket as I head for the couch he set up in the corner where the rain hits them the least.

“Neat wallet.” I flinch at the voice, followed by footsteps approaching me from behind.

“Shit.” I curse under my breath. I was hoping I was the only one here. Though, the fact that no one else was here should’ve been my first hint that-

“Watch your fucking mouth.” Jovahn says before smacking me up the back of my head.

“Jovahn!” I turn around quickly, keeping my hands in my pockets, protectively covering the cash I stole. “How’s it hanging, my guy?”

With a mane of dreads falling over his shoulders and shoulders broader than mine by two lengths. You’d never guess the snubbed nose beast of a guy in front of me was only sixteen. Standing a good head taller than me, Jovahn levels a mean glare down at me as he crosses his arms over his broad chest. Headphones hanging loosely around his neck, connected to his old Walkman clipped to his belt.

“Low and to the left.” He snarks, his head giving a quick jerk to the side. “Mind fessing up?”

“Fessing up? What’ve I got to fess up to?” I ask innocently.

“I’unno, maybe something to do with this rumor I heard. See, I’ve been told there’s a scrawny little white boy stirring up some shit down in the west end.” Jovahn says knowingly. “Fucking with Darnell and his boys. Stole his wallet even.”

Damn, that got around fast. Hasn’t even been three hours since I ditched the area. Must have been George, man’s always snitching on everyone to anyone who'll hear. Even if half the things he says are utter bullshit.

“So you just assumed it was me?” I chuckle nervously. “Wow! So just because the description vaguely matches me, it means I’m guilty?”

“Nah, the fact you’re here and hidin’ Darnell’s wallet in your back pocket makes you guilty.” He calls me out on my bullshit.

“Damnit.” I click my tongue. No use playing innocent now.

“Hand it over.” I sigh and pull the black fake leather wallet out of my pocket and hand it over. “Good, now get out of here. Hopefully Darnell won’t be too pissed to keep hounding you after I get this back to him.”

“But, what about my board?” I ask. “I lost it and I’ll need a new one! Besides, if he wanted his wallet that bad, he wouldn’t make it so easy to steal.”

“Tough shit, kid,” he says, pocketing the wallet. “Now go home. Stay low for a day or two, I’ll try and get Darnell off your back.”

“Don’t see why you’re even bothering,” I grumble. “He’s probably just going to use that dough to cash in more rocks from Howie.”

Assuming the local dealer isn’t dead. Heard he’s been missing for a few days, and Howie’s not the kind of guy you lose track of unless cars with lights start rolling by. And I haven’t heard of any cops sniffing around.

“So what if he is?” Jovahn shakes his head with a sneer. “It ain't none of your business.”

“That shit killed my cousin,” I sneer back. “Forgive me if I don’t exactly have sympathy for those using.”

“Maine, Joshua’s still alive,” Joey groans into his hand as he rubs it over his face, clearly exhausted and done with this topic.

“Like hell he is.” I look away, recalling the way my cousin lost himself, always… I don’t like thinking about it. I just don’t. “Joshua died last year, whatever’s left isn’t the cousin I knew.”

Better to mourn the man he was, than to hope he comes back. Hurts less when he’ll ultimately disappoint you over and over again.

“He’s still your blood,” Jovahn says, trying to sound sympathetic. But you can hear it in his voice that even he doesn't really believe what he’s saying. “You shouldn’t give up on him.”

“My blood would’ve gone to his own dad’s funeral.” I cross my arms and look away. Starting a long silence between the two of us as Joey can’t seem to think of anything to say.

“… Go home, Maine,” Jovahn eventually tells me after a heavy sigh. “Try to keep your nose clean for longer than a week this time?”

“Pfft, no promises.” I scoff, turning around and heading out.

“Hey!” He snags me by the arm as I walk past him. “If anyone asks, I knocked the shit out of you for this. Got it? And wash your face, you got dried blood on your upper lip.”

“Yeah, I get it,” I grumble and throw my hood up, shoving my hands into my pockets. Heading out the main door since I don’t need to worry about anyone catching me.

Smiling to myself as I still feel the five hundred bucks I pulled from the wallet.

Here we are, home sweet home on the north side. Where half the buildings are empty, being destroyed, or set to be destroyed. If the streets aren’t vacant, then they’re filled with people holding block parties. It ain’t all bad here; sure you’ll get mugged if you turn down the wrong alley, and I’m not the only thief you’ll run into. But most everyone knows each other on the street. Just mind your own, avoid being seen alone at night, lock your doors, and you’ll be good.

Walking up the cracked steps to my house, I stop by the old green mailbox and empty before it gets too full again.

“Let’s see here.” I sigh and look through the mail, walking up to the door of the old brick, two-story house. “Jury summons, overdue bill, overdue bill, school notice, bank notice, credit card offer, fancy letter for dad (probably a scam), magazine subscription, car payment, fancy letter to me, overdue... wait what?”

I go back to the faded brown letter, stamped with a red wax seal. The seal itself being some kind of stylized M with a line vertically through the middle. Pausing at the door, I put the rest of the mail under my armpit as I fish the key out of my pocket and rip the letter open with my teeth. The first line alone telling me it’s legit.

Dear Aerimaeus Archimedes Smith.

Yeah, no one knows my full name except maybe the schools. And even then, I’ve yet to get a teacher that hasn’t misspelled it at least once.

I continue reading as I enter my house. Locking the door behind me and tossing the rest of the mail on the table by the entrance.

It is with great hope and great joy that this letter finds you in good health and spirits. And it is with deepest apologies that contact had not been assumed sooner. In the wake of your mother’s, Cordelia Corvidae, tragic passing, many had believed her to be the last of her family as no mention of your birth had been made in her regards. As such, to rectify this unfortunate error in logistics, the British Ministry for-”

“Get the fuck out!” I flinch, nearly dropping the letter upon hearing my dad’s voice echo through the house, coming from the living room. The letter momentarily forgotten as my nerves go on edge. Fear of an intruder guiding me to sneak closer to where my dad’s voice is coming from. Hoping to get some confirmation on what’s going on.

Sneaking up to the living room, I find the door closed and my dad’s muffled voice barely coming through. Getting closer, I slowly and carefully turn the doorknob and peer inside. Finding my father, black hair and beard as messy as ever, standing in front of the box TV where the old floral wallpaper has almost completely peeled away and lost its color due to age and nicotine stains. Across from him, a tall man in a suit with combed back blonde hair.

“Marcus, this isn’t up to me.” The man dressed in a strange suit says. It’s clearly a formal suit, but it looks more… decorative than the suit a lawyer or politician would wear. Deep blue dress coat with red dress pants. “I’m just the messenger here.”

“You and your damned people stole my Cordelia.” Dad says with more emotion than I’ve ever heard. “I’m not about to let you steal what’s left of her!”

“With all due respect, Mr. Smith, it’s far beyond your say at this point either.” He says. “The paperwork’s been filled out and signed. You had your chance.”

“Like fucking hell it is!” Dad yells back like he only heard the first half and stopped listening. “He’s my son! You’re not taking him!”

“Did someone call CPS?” I ask myself. Already making a plan to ditch the house and stay at Jovahn’s for a few in case the cops come to take me away.

I mean, don’t get me wrong. My old man isn’t exactly… well I wouldn’t say he’s abusive. Normally. Just, sometimes it feels like I have to take care of him, instead of the other way around.

“If you have any complaints, take it up with the American Ministry’s Department of International Affairs, or the Department of No-Mag Relations. I’m… honestly not sure which at this point.” The man in the weird suit says. “Aerimaeus will be picked up tomorrow morning by a representative of the British Ministry. Be prepared to send him off with any necessities he may need.”

“Get the fuck out!” Dad says and grabs a bottle.

“Oh shit.” I back up from the door, recognizing when he’s in a mood.

“Come on, really?” The man says, holding up a stick and… making the bottle float, before setting it down on the table next to him. “If this is the kind of behavior you’re exposing… no. I get it, but look, the order is from up high; this is out of my hands, Marcus. I know you don’t want to give him up but legally speaking you’ve been deemed unfit to raise him.”

“Unfit? Unfit!?” My dad yells. “What about all the other muggleborns!? Are their parents unfit, huh!? Or do you just target half-bloods with muggle parents!?”

“Yes,” he says simply. “It’s why they go to a boarding school. To learn control before they expose us and start another generation of witch hunts. And even then, they’re still afforded custody. But from the way you’re behaving, you might lose that!”

“You don’t get to say that.” My dad takes a breath, his face scrunching up as he levels an angry finger at the man. “You don’t know what I’ve been through, what I had to endure to keep him safe. The pain and utter anguish I put up with! And besides, he hasn’t even shown any signs. For all you know, he’s a muggle like his old man.”

‘The hell are they on about?’ I ask myself. ‘Muggle, half-blood? Is this some sort of racial profiling bullshit?’

“Marcus, he hasn’t shown any signs that you’ve seen,” the man counters, using the word again. Muggle, whatever it means. “What happens when he does? Are you going to be able to protect him when the American Ministry decides to fully step in? They take him, and obliviate you to keep him from exposing us.”

Just as he says that, I look down as a rat runs over my feet.

“The fuck?” I utter, a bit too loudly than intended.

“Hmm?” The man turns around and looks directly my way. I back up, watching as the rat stops at his feet, squeaks, and takes off.

As soon as it does, the man steps towards me and snatches the door open in a hurry. Revealing me even as I shrink back into the corner. Though his eyes scan the area as though he can’t see me. Shaking his head, he turns back to my father. “Where is your son, Marcus?”

“He’s out playing with his friends.” My dad dismisses. “Don’t worry about it.”

“Marcus…” He clicks his tongue, closing the door behind him. “You don’t know where he is. You just know he comes back at sunset.”

“You fucking read my mind,” my dad snaps. “I know you’re not allowed to do that without the ministry’s order!”

‘The hell is talking about?’ I think to myself, still a little confused. ‘Has he been day drinking again?’

“Well it’s not like you can prove it.” The man scoffs, playing into my dad’s drunken delusions. “And besides, you’re a terrible liar, Marcus. Besides, they’re already investigating you further.”

“They have no right!” Dad yells.

“You hid Cordelia’s son,” the man calmly states.

“I was protecting my son!” My dad defends. “And besides, the fuck does the British Ministry want with him?”

“I… I honestly don’t know.” He sheepishly seems to admit. Not that my father seems to believe him.

“I’m being honest,” the stranger cuts him off. “All I can say is that it reeks of something shady going on upstairs. No doubt bribery and blackmail are involved. Likely Cordelia’s, well, now Aerimeaus’s inheritance. They’ll likely want him to go to Hogwarts Academy to receive a full and proper education as well.”

“I don’t care if he’s the next king of Scotland,” Dad seethes. “You’re not taking him! No unless you want me to find my damned gun and put your protection spells to the test, then leave!”

“My business here is concluded, Marcus,” the man says, sounding fed up having dealt with my dad. Not that I blame him. “I’m not going to argue with you. I only told you all that I did because as a father myself, I felt you had a right to know. Get his things together before tomorrow; you’re already on thin ice with both the ministry for hiding him this long, and the American government from what I’ve heard from the investigators. It’s honestly a surprise they haven’t taken him from you yet.”

I step back and hide just beside the door. Expecting the guy in the suit to step out at any moment. Only for him to never come out of the dining room as I wait. Taking the chance, I peer back into the room, to see my dad at the table. Spending quality time with his best friend, Jack Daniels.

“Where is he?” I mutter to myself.

“Get in here,” Dad suddenly says. “I know you’re there.”

I slowly creep forward and step into the room. Cautiously peering through the door before stepping in, my footsteps muffled by the old green carpeting. Leaving the door behind me open as I walk in.

“What was all that?” I ask my dad as he plops down on his ratty old armchair.

“Don’t worry about it,” he grumbles. “Just forget whatever you saw.”

“Does it have anything to do with the letter in the mail?” I ask, not letting him just brush whatever the hell all of that was. “The one talking about the British Ministry saying they’ve tried to find me before. Is that why that man was here? Is that why they’re sending someone to come take me?”

“How do you know about that?” he says, turning a steely glare on me.

“So it’s true,” I scoff, pulling the half-read letter out of my pocket. “You didn’t think this was something I should know? That people are looking for me, that people have been looking for me? That I might have… I don't even know what I might have!”

I’m not sure how I’m supposed to take all this. Before this, my dad was an abusive deadbeat who always broke his promises. Sure he never wants to tell me about my mom. But I never thought he’d be actively hiding so much from me. I didn’t even know my mother was British!

“How did you get that!?” he yells, getting up and crossing the room, wrestling the parchment from my hand.

“I’m the one that sorts the mail!” I remind him as I try to protect the letter.

“Well it doesn’t matter, because you’re not going!” He says, picking me up and ripping the letter from my hands. Dropping me to the floor and shredding the letter.

I stare at him, distraught and angry. Upset that I didn’t even get to finish reading what was on it. Swallowing the part of me that wants to cry, I stand up to the man as the lights start to flicker in the old house.

“From what I heard, you don’t have a choice!” I shout back, angered that he’s fallen so far. Now the government is stepping in, and he doesn’t seem to care, not enough to take it seriously at least.

“Don’t raise your voice at me!” His brown eyes seem to almost burn red with anger as he yells back, his voice much louder than mine. “I am your father and you are my child! Not the other way around!”

“Yeah? Well you could’ve fooled me!” I feel my throat go coarse from how loud I got at the end, trying my best to match his own.

I’m suddenly on the ground, hand to my cheek as it burns. And I can feel my nose start to bleed, the wound I got from the truck earlier reopening.

“I told you not to raise your voice to me.” He says while glaring, aiming a crooked finger at me as he starts to take deep breaths in an attempt to calm himself.

“…” I grit my teeth, refusing to let any sobs come through as I snarl at the man standing above me. “So much for being a better man.”

Just another broken promise. How long did this one last, two weeks? Not even a personal best.

“A-Aerim- I, I’m sorry,” he says softly, apologizing with that pathetic look he always gives when he does shit like this. “I… I just don’t… I can’t lose you too.”

“… I, hate, you.” I spit out before bolting to my feet and sprinting out the front door.

“Aerimaeus, Aerimaeus!” He calls out as I run around the house, hot on my tail until I climb atop a crate with an old tv on it and hop a fence into the neighbor’s yard. “Aerimaeus!”

I don’t look back as I run, I don’t even know where I’m running to. I just know I can’t stay with him when he gets worked up like this. It’s always the same. First he always gets mad, then he hits me, then he gets all sad and apologizes. Says how he’d never hurt me again. And I always believe him, because I want to believe him. That's on me.

“And that’s how I got here,” I tell Jovahn as he pokes a metal rod into the rusted, brown steel barrel, using it as a poker to keep the fire in it going.

I managed to get back to the warehouse, much to Jovahn’s annoyance. Though that quickly died out when he saw my face, the welt on my cheek and the dried blood on my lip.

It ain’t just Jovahn here, there’s quite a few other kids from around the area. Like Dee, Josh and Barny playing cards in the corner. That one girl, Slime she calls herself, practicing lyrics and making up rhymes for the younger kids that run around after dark. Then there’s Josie, who’s trying to fix an old TV and steal some cable. How do they plan on doing it? No clue. We’re about two blocks from the nearest house.

“Shit man, knew your dad was a deadbeat,” Fiona says as she leans forward. She’s Jovahn’s girlfriend, a tone darker than her boyfriend and sporting a hairstyle a decade out of style. Rail thin and dressed in a white tee and an oversized olive green coat that only serves to make her look smaller. Reaching down, she grabs a slice of torn cardboard and tosses it into the fire. “But now he’s got feds looking to put you in the system?”

“Worse than that.” I let out a huff as I relax back against the broken recliner. “They want to send me to some boarding school in the UK. Hogwater or something. Something to do with my mom’s family and some inheritance or some shit.”

“Hey, watch your mouth, you little shit. You don’t talk that way around my girl,” Jovahn says, pointing the rebar he’s been using as a fire stoker at me.

“Joey, you say worse shit on the daily.” Fiona gives a look and a slap on the knee. “Not like he ain’t heard worse anyway… hey, we got any hotdogs?”

“Dee should have some in his cooler,” Jovahn says, pointing to the guy in the corner playing skip-bo with a few others. Sitting on said cooler.

“I’mma get some,” she says, getting up from her spot beside Jovahn. “And lay off, kid’s been through enough.”

“I’m just trying to give the kid a decent role model.” He shrugs before popping out a pack of cigarettes, lighting one before going back to our conversation. “But seriously, I thought your mom got killed by a bunch of gangbangers just after you popped out. How’s it take ten years for any of that legal shit to come up?”

“I don’t know.” I sigh, staring into the bonfire. “I mean, this is the most I ever even heard of my mom while my dad’s sober.”

“… You said they want you to go to the UK?” Jovahn says. “Sounds like a tight deal… shit like that don’t come up often.”

“What, what do you mean?” I look up at him, confused. “Why? Think I should go, you can’t honestly say me that.”

“… Yeah…” He nods, staring into the fire as he goes quiet for a long while.

“Hey, uh, are you alright?” I ask, concerned with how quiet he’s being.

“Pfft, am I alright,” he shakes his head and scoffs, tossing the rebar onto the ground with a sharp clatter, earning everyone’s attention. “You got a golden ticket out of this shithole and here you are, sit’n by a barrel of burning trash to stay warm. Whining about how your dad’s keeping secrets.”

“Hey, if it means that much then-” I try to calm him down.

“Man, shut the fuck up,” he snaps, standing up. “You got a brain in that head of yours, I know that.”

“J-Joey-” I try to think of something to say, but I’m too caught off guard by the sudden outburst.

“Bitch, did I say you could talk?” He snaps back at me, stepping aside and casting his arms out. “What’ve you got here, huh? A deadbeat dad, a rundown house? Half a dozen motherfuckers who want you dead for the shit you pull?”

“Joey!” Fiona stomps back over.

“Stay out of this, Fi!” He turns to her. “I’ll talk with you in a sec.” Turning back to me. “You’re a pathetic little shit, you know that?”

“Joey, just tell him the truth!” Fiona snaps, grabbing his arm and forcing him to look her in the eye. “Knock it off with the macho man bullshit and just be straight with the kid.”

“What is she talking about?” I ask, the anticipation ready to kill me.

“…” Jovahn looks away from us, pulling his arm from Fiona’s grasp.

“Joey, you tell him or I will,” Fiona says with a threatening tone.

“Tell me what?” I ask again, growing more confused and scared by the second.

“… You can’t stay here,” Jovahn says quietly, not looking me in the eye.

“What?” I get up slowly from the chair, not understanding what he means. “You mean, here, as in the warehouse? Why would-”

“I mean the fucking city!” He snaps at me, turning to meet my eye.

“W-why would, why can’t-” I can’t even think of how I should ask what he means.

Jovahn’s the closest thing I have to a brother. He’s always looking out for me, keeping me safe from the worst of what’s out there. So… why would he… I don’t understand!

“You stole half a grand, Maine!” He shouts, causing Dee, Josh and Barny to stop their game altogether and get up. “Darnell’s out for your head! The fuck’d you think was gonna happen?”

“I-I still have it, I can give it back,” I offer. “It’s not like I can’t-”

“That ain’t enough. And it ain’t the point!” Jovahn shouts. “Damn it, Maine. You fucked him over too many times! Darnell’s done with your shit.”

“Do I look bulletproof?” He cuts me off. “I’ve covered enough for you, Maine. But you fucked around too much. I can’t go risking a feud with the guy looking to be the next Dorsey Brandon, when you pick the fucking fights!”

“H-he wouldn’t really kill me, hehe,” I chuckle nervously, genuinely scared at the thought.

Darnell’s always been a bit off his rocker. But I never figured… okay, I can totally see him killing someone. I just never thought it’d be me.

“I dunno, I’m not sure anymore with how he’s been actin up lately,” Jovahn confesses, letting his arms fall limply to his sides. “I can’t promise you anything, Maine. At this point, I just don’t know. I think this Britain stuff is your best bet. At least for now, until things calm down.”

“But…” I try to think of something, anything, to try and defend myself or reason the situation. But… I can’t think of anything. “I didn’t think it was that big of a deal,” I finally admit.

“I’ll hold you till the morning, Maine. Then I’m dropping you back off at your place,” he offers me. “But… I’m sorry.”

“… okay,” I softly agree, not knowing what else to say. Or what else to do.

-Aerimaeus “Maine” Smith-

Jovahn walks me up to my front door of my house. We already know the government’s here, given the unfamiliar baby blue Ford Escort parked in front.

“Take care, Maine,” Jovahn says, patting me on the back before turning back to his own car. “Make sure to write, okay?”

I grab his sleeve, not wanting him to leave just yet. But, I can’t seem to tell him that. Jovahn stops and looks back to me. Though I can’t bring myself to look back up to him.

“… Alright, I can stick around a bit.” He nods. “At least make sure Marcus ain’t too drunk off his ass. But I gotta go soon.”

“… Thank you,” I manage to say without cracking.

It doesn’t take long for us to hear my dad shouting as we get closer to the house. Jovahn, seeming to know what’s up, holds me back to place himself between me and the door.

“Mr. Smith, please calm yourself!” We hear a British man say as soon as Joey opens the door.

“You expect me to stay calm when you’re here to steal my kid!?” Dad yells back.

“Stay behind me,” Jovahn says as he cautiously walks through the main hall of the house.

“By law he’s being put into protective custody because your very own parenting-” The British man tries to explain.

“Don’t you fucking tell me how to raise my child!” Dad cuts him off as we stop just before the kitchen door.

“Mr. Smith.” The man tries to make my dad see reason. “The facts of the matter are that you are simply not well equipped to raise the boy.”

Jovahn pushes the door to the kitchen open, revealing shattered plates and discarded cutlery everywhere. And seeing how neither my dad or the British guy is injured, I can only assume my dad’s just drunk and throwing shit.

Credit to the Brit though; takes some serious balls to be in a kitchen with an angry drunk by yourself. And he don’t look anything more than exhausted, dealing with my dad’s tantrum.

“Like a fucking tornado blew through,” Jovahn mutters, looking around the room.

My dad is there, dressed in a crooked red flannel and ripped jeans, his face red and black hair messily hanging from his head, slick and greasy from sweat as he stands off against the man in a yellow blazer and grey dress pants, whose dirty blonde hair was combed neatly to the side, appearing as clean as my old man is unkempt.

My dad’s angered glare moves from the stranger to Jovahn standing in the doorway, which earns the man’s attention as well, turning to face us with more composure than my dad is showing.

“The fuck have I said about you being here?” Dad points an angry finger at Jovahn.

“I’m sorry, but I must ask that you leave,” the man in the yellow suit says. “This is… very private business.”

“No need to worry,” Jovahn says, raising his hands in mock surrender. “Just here to drop my little buddy Maine off, make sure he’s safe and sound.”

“And who is Maine?” The man asks with a raised brow.

Jovahn steps aside, looking back to me with something of a sad expression.

“Ah! Young master Aerimaeus Smith,” the man says as he looks up to my dad, losing his smile. “You told me you sent him away to live with relatives.” He then looks back down to me. “While I’m glad to see you in good health and I’d love to be able to explain more, I’m afraid we’re on a bit of a schedule and wasted too much already.”

“What part of you’re not taking him, don’t you posh pricks understand!?” My dad yells.

“Language, Mr. Smith,” the man looks back, sounding utterly offended at hearing my dad cuss with me nearby.

“That’s what I’ve been saying,” Jovahn scoffs.

“The only thing that’ll have any effect on this happening is if the boy is unwilling to go,” the man tells my dad.

“I-” I start to speak up.

“You’re not going!” Dad yells, stomping forward and pushing the man aside. “As your father-”

“Fat sack of shit like you wants to start acting like a father now?” Jovahn scoffs, stepping back between me and the angered drunk.

“Excuse me,” the man in the yellow suit steps in. “But before any of whatever this is continues, I have to ask: who exactly are you?”

“Jovahn,” he answers simply.

“And just what might be your relation to the boy?” The man asks.

“I’m the one looking out for him while this deadbeat drowns himself!” He says, gesturing to my red faced father.

“Keep talking like that and I’ll-” My dad starts to actually growl.

“Mr. Smith!” The man turns back to my dad. “From what I can tell, this boy here is a minor. Your hostility towards me is understandable but if you’re this hostile to a child you’re not even related to while in the presence of company, then I fear to know how you treat your own, especially behind closed doors.”

“Fuck you!” My dad yells at the man. “You don’t get to come in here, demanding shit of me and then call me a shit father!” He turns back to me. “Aerimaeus! I won’t say it again, get over here!”

I take a step to the side. Hiding behind Jovahn and keeping my distance.

“… I was afraid this would be the case.” The British man sighs. “No matter, that will be addressed in due time.”

He turns to me.

“Aerimaeus Archimedes Smith?” He asks with a disarming smile.

“Yeah?” I answer quietly.

“Secretary Hopesong, I’m here on behalf of the British Ministry to escort you.” He offers his hand in greeting. Only to awkwardly take it back when I don’t return it.

“Ministry?” Jovahn asks.

“Yes, well you see, Aerimaeus is a bit of a unique case.” He explains carefully. “The details are of course, rather private. I’m not at liberty to discuss them to those outside the boy’s immediate family.”

“This reeks of money being involved.” Jovahn says. To which the British fed has no response other than to look back at my father and then to me.

“Well, it’s best we not delay any further.” He says. “We are on a bit of a schedule.”

“Like hell you’re taking my son!” Dad roars and reaches for his gun, only to pat an empty holster. “If I didn’t lose my gun, you’d be dead right now!”

“You lost a gun?” Jovahn steps forward, snarling at my father. “With a kid in here!?”

I’m guessing that now would not be the best time to mention, I’m the one who took it. Not like I took for myself. I just got a little nervous when he’d drink and start waving it around.

“Oh dear, how utterly dreadful.” The British man clicks his tongue. “You can be no doubt assured that will be going in my report.”

“You piece of, argh!” Dad charges in, fist raised to assault the fed. But Jovahn is faster as he steps in and puts dad in a headlock. Being much bigger than him in the muscles, it’s no surprise that my dad starts folding like a lawn chair.

“You want your kid to see you get arrested?” Jovahn growls in his ear, throwing my dad back into a chair. “You want that?”

My dad goes to get up, but Jovahn puts a hand to his belt. Making my dad freeze, recognizing the threat of a gun Joey might be hiding.

“You’ve done enough.” Jovahn says, chest heaving through barely contained anger. “Don’t fuck your kid by making him have to watch his dad go down try’n to take on a fed.”

My dad doesn’t say anything. Just continues to glare at Jovahn through his greasy bangs.

“This is, right then.” The secretary says awkwardly. Nervously patting his pockets. “Um, I must confess this is a bit out of turn for me.”

“Take my advice, just go,” Jovahn says as he looks back. “I’ve known this piece of shit for five years; you ain’t getting him to see reason.”

“I’m inclined to believe you,” he says, keeping a wary eye on my father as he keeps a hand in his pocket. I’d assume he was keeping it on a hidden gun, but I don’t see an outline and his pants aren’t baggy enough to conceal a firearm like that. All I can see is a stick poking out of his pocket that he keeps brushing his thumb against. “Well then, I believe I will take-”

“Hold it,” Jovahn cuts him off. “Before you go, I wanna see some I.D. and make sure you’re not just some chomo with an elaborate scheme.”

“I… think I understand what you said,” he says as he reaches into his front dress pocket and pulls out a card for Jovahn to reach out and take. “I assure you, I am with the ministry. Though given the environment, I find myself failing to fault your caution.”

“Wordy bastard, aren’t ya?” Jovahn mutters as he reads the card over.

“I beg your pardon?” Hopesong asks.

“Your name’s really Alexander Hopesong?” Jovahn asks the man with a calculated glare.

“It’s Aloysius, and I’m named after my grandfather,” he claims before offering. “I have a ministry badge to further verify my identity, if that would calm any concerns.”

“Nah, I’ve seen weirder,” he says and hands the man back his I.D. “Just testing.”

One of the simplest tricks for rooting out plants: ask to see an I.D. and then get their name wrong. Works more often than you’d think.

“Very well, I wish you the best of luck with…” The man pauses for a moment, stuck at a loss for words. “Ah, well I wish you the best.” He then turns to me. “Well then, young master Smith, shall we be on our way?”

He walks past me, heading for the door. Urging me to follow him out of here.

“Hey, I hear about anything happening to my boy, Maine,” Jovahn says, putting a hand on my shoulder. And in the reflection of the glass liquor cabinet by the kitchen door, I can see him lifting his shirt to show off his gun hidden in his waistband. “And we’ll be having a few words.”

It’s not real, just meant for intimidation. Or at least that’s what he tells me.

“Right then, you can trust me when I say that we are most intent on keeping young Mr. Smith alive and well,” he says with a smile before looking back down to me. “Come along Mr. Smith.”

I look back to Jovahn, not wanting to leave him behind in all this. I got no problem leaving my dad, or this house, or even the city. But I’m worried for the guy who’s been looking out for me.

“Just send me a letter, and use some of that fancy inheritance to get a phone and call, alright?” Jovahn tells me, urging me to follow Aloysius as I’m escorted to the blue car.

“I feel it’s a bit late to ask,” Hopesong says as he opens the door for me. “But are you certain you have nothing you wish to take with you? It may be sometime before you get a chance to return.”

“I ain’t got nothing in there I can’t replace,” I tell him as I climb in.

“I see,” he says before looking back to the house as my dad comes running out, with Jovahn holding him back.

“Just ignore him,” I say and close the door behind me.

Hopsong takes my advice and gets into the front seat, making me blink in confusion as he climbs in from the left, where the steering wheel is.

“Why is the steering wheel on the left?” I just have to ask.

“Ah! I brought this car over from Britain,” he says as he puts the car in drive. “From what I understand, your cars here in the states have the wheel on the right? I can promise you, it’s as strange to me as this is to you.”

I don’t respond, having gotten my answer. I just turn around and watch as my house gets smaller and smaller, with my dad thrashing against Jovahn. As soon as I’m a block down, I watch Jovahn deck my old man right across the face, laying him out on the sidewalk.

“Heh.” I chuckle, already feeling a bit better as he struggles to get up.

“Right then,” Hopesong says. “Buckle your seatbelt, wouldn’t want you flying around back there.”

As soon as he says that, the car starts to lift off the ground.

-Lucius Malfoy-

“Disgraceful, utterly despicable,” Narcissa scoffs, pacing back and forth in front of the fireplace. “A half-blood, of all things? Next they’re going to say the heir to Gryffindor is a muggleborn! Or Merlin's beard, a squib is to inherit Slytherin!”

“Narcissa, please.” I roll my eyes as I look up from my readings on the study of Witchback Poisons. “I understand the circumstances are dreadfully contemptible, but please don’t propose such absurd hypotheticals.”

“A year ago, I would’ve thought a half-blood being an heir to one of the six most ancient and noble houses to be absurd,” she turns a baleful gaze onto me. “Yet here we are.”

“There is the heir of house Potter,” I remind her.

“Oh please, while it’s still unsavory, Lily Potter was at least a witch. A filthy mudblood, but a witch nonetheless.” Narcissa scoffs. “Not like this Aerimaeus boy’s parents. Ugh, Cordelia was always an odd one. But to bed a muggle? A squib would have been better, if only a little.”

“No… you’re right on that,” I concede to her ego.

“What does Minister Fudge have to say on the matter?” she stops to ask.

“The minister is practically beside himself with outrage,” I inform her. “I mean, third child to the Corvidae, twelfth in line, she was out of the country what? Four months, five? Awfully short time to produce a child. Awfully convenient for the child to be hidden away for so long. Not to mention all that paperwork to access the vaults now wasted.”

Not to mention all the projects the funds in those vaults would’ve financed. Not to mention the amount of greased hands that were awaiting a… let us say donation. Now the poor Minister has quite a few friends who are more than a little cross with him. Not that I have any issue with it. If anything, this just keeps the Minister more dependent on me and my future support.

“If only we could bring her back.” Narcissa sighs, staring off into the flames. “I’d love to know how she pulled it off.”

“I imagine many would,” I concur. “But that’s besides the point. There’s no doubt a great deal of those who’ll love nothing more than to get their hands on the boy for the influence he’s soon to hold.”

“Just another unintelligent imbecile soon to bloat our parliament.” Narcissa sighs once more. “What’s worse is that he’s an American. What would a foreigner know of our customs? A muggle raised foreigner at that? Soon he’ll be floating ideas of… integration, giving goblins the right to vote, freeing the elves or… or…”

“Narcissa, please, he’s but a boy.” I say.

“A boy that has no right holding the power he does!” She sneers, staring into the fire for a while longer before stomping off towards the liquor room. “I need a drink.”

“Yes, just keep it under three glasses.” I remind her of the apothecary's warning. “You remember what Madame Mag-”

“I know what she said!” Narcissa snaps at me before slamming the door behind her.

‘It’s cheaper to keep her than to leave her.’ I remind myself.

“You can come out now.” I raise my voice slightly and wait. Sure enough, I hear the soft pats of little feet on the hardwood floor as my child tilts their head out. Their long, gorgeous platinum blonde hair cascading down to curtain the doorway where they hide. Hair I am proud to claim she inherited from me.

“Father.” She says in a soft, yet dignified voice.

“Yes, my little Lyra?” I turn to my little girl. “Shouldn’t you be in bed by this hour?”

“Mother’s voice woke me.” She fibs, no doubt sneaking into the kitchen to find the house elf and make it serve her hot chocolate.

“Now, Lyra.” I chuckle at the little girl’s inexperience. “What have I said about lying?”

“To not be obvious.” She admits.

“Exactly.” I smile, glad to hear she at least remembers the lesson. “Now tell me, why was it obvious?”

“Because all the rooms have enchantments to keep conversations from being heard beyond them.” She grumbles.

“Right again, now come here.” I pat the side of my armchair. “I actually have a bit of an… assignment for you.”

The heir of Ravenclaw may be a half-blood. But he’s still to be the heir to a great and powerful house. More than that, he’s young, young and impressionable. And wholly separated from the Wizarding world. He’ll no doubt be scared and vulnerable, and looking for a… friend. A kind face to show him around.

Instances of Aerimaeus using magic unconsciously.

The tire popping.

The trashcan lid opening.

The auror from the American Ministry of Magic not seeing him.

The trashcan lighting on fire.

St. Louis Union Station was active in 91, but not as a train station. Instead it was a major event and market place. Still very much in use.

Aerimaeus would not think to mention that. He’s thinking there’s a train he needs to get on.

I was in St. Louis just a few days ago. I drove past a few guys roasting marshmallows and hotdogs over a fire.

The fire was coming out of a dumpster.

Here is where I originally explained how Aerimaeus came to be, the full circumstances behind his upbringing and what happened to his mom and dad. But a friend rightly pointed out that I should save that for the actual story and keep it closer to my chest until it comes up naturally.

Instead I’ll say that originally I was going to have Aerimaeus be picked up on the street after he took off and Jovahn drove him off to force him to leave St. Louis. Until I realized that wouldn’t make logistical sense for the Ministry and it wouldn’t fit Jovahn’s character as I’ve built him up.

More comments! I want them all! Every one of them! Especially speculation, I love speculative comments.

Fuel me my NOOBIANS!

Find me in my channel, newb’s-grotto, on the discord.

Link to the discord: discord .gg/DarkWolfShiro
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