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Every year, I will add a new oneshot to this in celebration of the start of the Hogwarts school
year. Enjoy!

I'm either a Hufflepuff or a Ravenclaw — what about you?

Chapter 1: 2025: Why Percy Weasley Doesn't Like Lee Jordan

My own redesign of the uniforms (I drew it in 30 mins!), and AI-generated art of students actu‐
ally wearing those uniforms. I think they came out pretty good 😊

Lee Jordan was a first year Gryffindor. He was quiet and kept to himself, but wasn't par‐
ticularly cowardly or shy. He was, for the most part, completely unremarkable and en‐
tirely beneath notice.

Percy disliked him. No, that wasn't right; Percy was terrified of him.

The reason why Percy was terrified of him was because Percy's immediate younger
brothers seemed to like him. This in itself wasn't that noteworthy, as the twins made
friends easily and often, but they seemed to truly adore this boy. This quiet, unassum‐
ing, well-behaved boy.

It scared him almost as bad as Fred and George's own behavior, which recently had
been  borderline  impeccable.  Ever  since  their  arrival  in  Hogwarts  a  month  prior,  it
seemed they had been trying to be as polite, helpful, and good-natured as wixenly pos‐
sible.

The biggest issue they'd caused was when the Hat had called George up in the middle
of Fred's Sorting and proceeded to send them both to Gryffindor together (a first as far
as Percy knew) after ten minutes of talking to them, which arguably wasn't even their
fault. Besides that, they'd practically been angels.

Happy September 1st!

3



"I don't get it," Oliver Wood sighed as they walked down a corridor, "you're angry be‐
cause your brothers aren't causing trouble?"

"Yes! No! I don't know!" Percy growled. He went to put his head in his hands, but
found them already occupied with his schoolbooks (he really needed to get around to
fixing up his old bookbag). He settled for turning to glare at his fri– dormmate. "You
don't know them like I do, Wood. They're mischievous little agents of chaos and de‐
struction whose only goal in life is to make as big a mess as possible!"

Down a side corridor, behind Percy but where Oliver could clearly see, the subjects
of their little discussion were scrubbing the stone walls of the castle by hand. Oliver
knew without asking that they had not been told nor bribed to do this, as by now they
had managed to develop quite the reputation for doing things like cleaning the castle
or helping other students carry their books entirely out of the goodness of their hearts.

Oliver raised an eyebrow at Percy. "Don't you think you're being a little harsh, Perce?
They seem friendly enough to me." He pointed behind the other, making Percy turn
around.

The screech that Percy let out upon seeing what his brothers were doing was the
single most inhuman sound Oliver had ever heard. And he'd been there for the first
time Percy had failed a test, so that was saying something.

The twins cackled madly, running around the Great Hall and jumping from table to
table. Food was flying everywhere, with more being summoned every time it looked
like the assault was coming to an end. The twins were the only ones not covered in
mashed potatoes and treacle tart — not because of any charms they might have casted
for protection, mind you, as they were  barely  first years, but from the fact that they
kept using large platters to hit the edible missiles away from themselves and each oth‐
er.

Percy let his head thump on the table, not bothering to either clean himself off nor
to get up and leave the Great Hall. Years of experience taught him it was useless to try
to escape until the Twins were done with their nonsense. He knew their behavior was a
trap, he knew it!

A part of him was relieved, actually. Now he didn't have to constantly look over his
shoulder waiting for the other shoe to drop, now everyone wouldn't think he was in‐
sane for accusing them of misbehaviour, now...
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Now he had his brothers back.

"Look at them go, mate!" Oliver was staring at the chaos in joy, uncaring to the food
caught  in  his  hair  and  staining  his  clothes.  "You  weren't  kidding  about  them,  were
you?"

"I  told  you  so,  broomstick  brain."  He  muttered,  the  sound  muffled  by  his  arms,
which he'd folded under his head to protect against the hard wood of the table.

Unfortunately, he had no such protection from the Wood next to him, who insisted
on carrying on cheerful conversation while the Great Hall was destroyed around them.

"Hey, Perce, you know what they'd be perfect for?" Oliver asked with a grin, nudging
Percy.  Percy  stayed  silent.  Rather  than  continue  talking  anyways,  Oliver  decided  to
keep poking him over and over again, in hopes that their conversation wouldn't re‐
main so one-sided.

Finally,  Percy sighed, relenting to the annoying onslaught. "What would they be
perfect for, Wood?"

"Quidditch Beaters!" Oliver answered happily, clapping his hands in excitement. He
started looking around the table, head turning so fast it almost looked like a blur. "Have
you seen Charlie anywhere, mate? I have got to talk to him about getting them on the
team next year..."

The Great Hall was chaos.

As had been said before, food was flying everywhere; kids were torn between futile
attempts at escaping, hiding under the pitiful cover of the tables, and joining in on the
fun. The more time went on, the more students picked the latter.

The twins had begun singing as they danced along the tables, by now covered in
food almost as much as everyone else was, though it didn't dampen their spirits in the
slightest.

Snape and McGonagall were yelling and flailing about and generally trying to bring
back some semblance of order; Dumbledore, on the other hand, was too busy pretend‐
ing he wasn't laughing to help them.

Lee Jordan most certainly was laughing, and he most certainly wasn't hiding it, as it
was loud enough to be heard even over all the noise and hubbub around him. Percy de‐
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cided  his  dislike  for  the  other  was  entirely  justified,  and  so  made  a  mental  note  to
double-down on said dislike in any of their future interactions.

Meanwhile,  a  collective  understanding  was  settling  in  to  the  minds  of  everyone
present that Hogwarts was most probably not going to know a moment's peace for the
next seven years. All thanks to three seemingly quiet, unassuming, well-behaved boys.

Percy,  who  already  knew  this  fact,  was  reconsidering  the  idea  of  being
homeschooled. It would mean less schoolbooks to carry, at any rate.
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Chapter 2: 2026: Apologies, Dear Readers

Unfortunately, I forgot about this until the last minute and then got distracted by other things. I
have absolutely nothing to make a new chapter out of. As a consolation prize, here's some fic ideas
instead. Enjoy :)

When Lee Jordan realizes he has a crush on George Weasley, he feels like he's choosing
one of his best friends over the other. The guilt gets in the way of him revealing his feel‐
ings.

Luckily for him, Fred is a bit less oblivious to said feelings than his brother. In true
Weasley Twins fashion, he makes the most convoluted plan possible to get Lee and
George together.

"Angie, what do you think of pretending Georgie and I are trying to hook you up
with Lee so I can trick my dear brother into getting together with him instead?"

"I think it's the most ridiculous idea I've ever heard."

"So you're in?"

"Of course."

5 times a Weasley knew how to clean Harry's glasses better than he did, +1 time he
realized why.

AKA: Percy and Arthur are terrible at cleaning their own glasses.

Some  insecurities  about  their  ability  to  function  on  their  own  lead  the  Weasley
Twins to experiment with spending a little bit of time doing separate things each day.
Not a lot, they still prefer to be together than not, but a bit. It goes pretty well, for a
while.

Then George messes up in some way at something the two of them normally do eas‐
ily,  prompting some bullies to poke at the exact insecurities that started this whole
thing — maybe the twins are incapable of doing things right on their own, after all...
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The normally confident boy is reduced to sheepish silence, for once unable to hold
his head high and snap back with a barb of his own. Unable to shake it off with a grin
and not spare their words a second thought. How can he, without his brother there to
anchor him?

But he forgot one little thing: Fred may be his twin, but he's not his only brother.

AKA: Pompous Percy Weasley sees George being bullied and takes a bit of offense to
that fact. Bullying is against school rules, after all, and a Prefect such as him can't just
let that stand — especially when it's his little brother that's the victim.

(Note: Percy may be a bit of a prat, but he also canonly — made Ginny get Pepper-up
potion when she was sick, comforted and scolded his siblings with no hesitation nor
shame, and ran into the lake without thought when Ron nearly drowned, among many
other good sibling moments — no-one can say he's not a  protective  big brother, at the
very least)

What if Harry didn't get his ability to speak Parseltongue from old Moldy Shorts?
What if Lily was a Parselmouth? What if Harry finds out from Snape, of all people?

Teenaged Severus Snape finds a massive black dog injured in the forest, and bonds
with it against his better judgement. He and it meet up regularly, he shares his food and
his woes and his dreams with it, he pets it and smiles in a way he so rarely does.

Meanwhile, Sirius Black is trying desperately to figure out a way to keep Padfoot's
bizarre new friendship a secret from literally all parties involved, Marauders included.

Too bad Lily isn't one for secrets between friends.

An accident in the dungeons means that all the Slytherin's have to temporarily bunk
in the other Houses' dorms. It works in literally any generation.

Malfoy in Harry and Ron's room.

Snape having to stay with the Marauders.

Shenanigans, fighting, and bonding ensues.
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Each of the Marauders ends up in a different House. They become best friends any‐
ways.

They  even  make  a  secret  clubhouse  somewhere  in  Hogwarts  and  room  together
there. Their actual dormmates don't tell mostly because at least it gets the menaces as
far away from them as possible, and partially for immunity from their pranks (a more
and more valuable thing as time goes on).

Six-year-old Dudley Dursley has been begging for a little brother for as long as he
can remember. It's gotten to the point where his parents have gotten him a puppy, des‐
pite their dislike of animals, to make up for the fact that they can't get him one.

And the puppy is nice, he supposes. But it's not a brother, and he wants a brother. All
his friends have siblings, he should get one too!

Then five-year-old Harry Potter shows up on the doorstep, crying because a bad man
took his own parents away. A little cousin, Dudley thinks, is  a lot more like a little
brother than a puppy is.

(An AU where Dudley is a year older and Harry is orphaned at five rather than one.
This changes both quite a lot of things and not very many things all at once)

Someone starts pulling pranks with the Weasley Twins' MO, but doing things like
pranking McGonagall or setting something off in the middle of the Slytherin Common
Room, thus getting the Twins in way more trouble than they normally would be in.
They make sure to do it in ways that put the most suspicion on the Twins possible, like
targeting someone right after they have a fight with them, and when the Twins have
either no alibi at all or only a very weak one. As it turns out, a Slytherin victim of one of
their meaner pranks decided to show them just what messing with the House of  cun‐
ning really meant.

The Weasley Twins keep getting pranked. Over, and over, and  over  again. They go
through suspect after suspect, follow lead after lead, but can't figure out who's doing it.
The pranks continue, private and public, big and small.
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In the end, it turns out the culprit is a House Elf that the Twins helped out once, and
who thought this a great gift — a mystery, pranks, fun. What could be better for them?
Fred and George, however, never discover this.

Teenaged Marauders, Snape, Lily, and Regulus are shoved in a room and shown a
montage of basically what the next twenty years are going to look like.

Yelling, bonding, horror, and redemption follow.

The Marauders + Lily and Snape are cloned magically. The clones are in their late
teens,  with their adult  memories feeling more like pensive memories they watched
rather than things they actually experienced.

After having to survive on their own (?without wands or with cloned wands?) for a
time, they decide to use their various levels of genius, inside knowledge, and the fact
no-one knows they exist to their advantage as they hunt down Voldemort's horcruxes a
bit early.

Peter has a ton of proximity and tracking charms on him, something which part of
him wants to feel bitter about but mostly he accepts as a necessity. He's rather traumat‐
ized by the knowledge that when push came to shove, his older self chose himself over
his friends, in the worst way possible — he doesn't want to make that mistake again.

Lily and Snape eventually reconcile, forming a close platonic bond, but before that
they argue a lot. It's of friends betrayed, though, familiar and tinged with fondness des‐
pite the anger. His main argument is that he isn't a Death Eater because he himself nev‐
er took the Mark — this is twisted back on him to force him to play nice with Peter,
who technically did nothing wrong yet either. (Listen, I really don't like canon Snape,
but I like how he's used in fic; same with the Marauders, really. So this would be a Re‐
deemable AU).

Eventually they meet Harry. And their adult counterparts, for those who are still
alive, anyways.

They'd all use nicknames/new names after a while as they diverged more from their
adult selves,  mostly because it  got confusing whenever they were talking about said
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adult selves (especially those still alive). As well, just for funsies, Snape and Lily get an‐
imagus forms as well (a bat and a doe respectively).

As well, the clones are technically something other than human, so spells and such
meant to specifically affect or avoid humans react to them as magical creatures of some
sort instead — how this affects laws, like regarding Unforgivables, I'm uncertain.

—ALT/EXCERPT—

There was a small bat in the Headmaster's office. It seemed to be a friend of Fawkes',
coming and going regularly just to hang from his perch. Albus had of course been wor‐
ried at first, as he was not an idiot and understood that Animagi made excellent spies,
but spells meant to reveal humans and force humans back from their animal forms had
no affect on the bat. Just in case, he had used Legilimency on it, only picking up regu‐
lar bat-ish thoughts and no sense that anyone had sent it.

As Fawkes liked it — often cooing at it and trying to preen it — and it didn't cause any
trouble, Albus decided to let it stay as long as it wished. Indeed, he made a habit of look‐
ing up from his desk and smiling at the furry little thing.

* * *

The  small  bat  flew  across  the  canopy  of  the  Forbidden  Forest,  seeming  to  check
around itself to make sure it was not being watched before alighting in a small clear‐
ing. Upon landing, it shook itself into the form of a teenaged boy with long, greasy
black hair and a large, once-broken nose. The boy walked through the forest for some
time, before coming across a simple campsite.

"All this Occlumency is giving me headaches," he complained. "I forgot what a pain
building my shields was."

"Did Dumbledore say anything useful or did you just spend another day playing with
Fawkes?" This question was posed by a girl crouching by the campfire and throwing
leaves into it,  her eyes burning a brilliant green and her hair a similar color to the
flames.

"Nothing today," the boy admitted quietly. Anyone else would've gotten an earful
from him for saying he was  playing  with  anyone, but not her. Never her. He was still
trying to earn her forgiveness, after all.

— end of “Happy September 1st!” —
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