Luna’s Perfectly Normal Spell

Chapter 1

Harry sighed tiredly as he filed another completed document in the proper folder. He was
beginning to regret letting Hermione talk him into taking an internship at the Ministry. He
wanted to be an Auror and hoped he’d get a picture of what it was really like, but all they had
him doing so far was filing seemingly useless paperwork.

On the upside, he did get to deliver some good news for once. The case against the Malfoys was
finally finished, and many people affected by their cruelty were receiving a good bit of gold.
Harry and Hermione had forgone their share, but Ron would be happy.

As he was finishing up his tedious paperwork for the day, he spotted a familiar name and
smiled. Luna had been awarded her own settlement. Harry smiled to himself as he stacked
Luna’s folder on top of the pile and practically leapt from his chair. Grabbing his cloak off the
back, he swung it around his shoulders and made his way to the lift.

It was packed with Ministry workers eager to leave at the end of the day. A few of them still
stared at him like some kind of zoo animal, but most people had gotten used to his presence by
now. The lift took them down to the Atrium, where Harry joined the queue for the Floo. When it
was his turn, he stepped inside and Disapparated. An instant later, he appeared in a field of
waist-high grass surrounding a tall, rook-shaped house.

He only had a moment to recognize the back of Luna’s head, her long, golden mane shining in
the summer’s evening sunlight, before she shouted.
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Harry was blinded by a bright blue flash. He raised a hand to his face while rapidly blinking away
the floating blobs dancing in his vision.



“Bugger,” he grumbled.

“Oh, hello, Harry.”

“Hi, Luna,” he replied.

Uncovering his eyes, he looked towards the sound of her voice. Most of his vision had returned,
but it still took a few seconds for him to register that the sight in front of him wasn’t a
hallucination. Luna was watching him curiously, twirling a lock of hair repeatedly around her
finger, and not a stitch of clothes on her body. The tall grass hid her most intimate parts, but
Harry couldn’t help but glance down at her pert breasts and pale pink nipples.

“Luna, why are you naked?” he asked, forcing his eyes back up to her face.

“I was testing a new spell,” she said as if that was the most normal thing in the world. “Does it
seem odd that I’'m naked?”

“Er, yeah,” Harry said slowly, feeling almost like he was being asked a trick question.

“Oh fiddlesticks!”

Luna stomped her foot and crossed her arms under her breasts with a pout.

Harry admired the way her breasts jiggled before quickly catching himself and fixing a confused
look on his face.

“Sorry?” he said, not really sure what he was apologizing for.



“Oh, it’s not your fault, Harry,” she told him. “I was trying to create a spell that would make
people think | was normal, but | guess it didn’t work.”

“Luna, you don’t need to do that,” he said softly. “You're perfect just the way you are. If people
don’t like you, that’s their problem.

“Oh, | know,” Luna said. “But I’'m going to look for Mumble Hummer in Scotland tomorrow, and
people keep stopping to ask me silly questions. It’s really getting in the way of my research.”

“Er, right,” Harry nodded, silently reminding himself it was better not to ask too many questions.
“Well, just be careful playing around with new spells, okay?”

She met his eyes and smiled softly.

“l won’t make the same mistake my mother did, but thank you for caring, Harry.”

She stretched her arms wide and stepped forward to hug him. Harry hugged her awkwardly,
trying not to think too much about her naked body pressed against his. As he patted her back
gently, he remembered the file in his hand and the reason for his visit in the first place.

“l almost forgot,” he said, pulling back. “The Malfoy settlement came in. The money should be
in your vault tomorrow morning.”

“Oh, that’s lovely,” Luna smiled. “We should go tell Daddy. He'll be so happy to start printing the
Quibbler again.”

Turning toward the house, she skipped through the field while humming to herself. Harry
admired the way her tight little bum danced in front of him as he followed after her. She led him
straight into the house, where Xeno was brewing a dangerous concoction. Or making tea. It
wasn’t entirely clear which.



“Daddy, Harry stopped by to tell us that the Malfoy settlement is in,” Luna told him. “We’ll be
able to replace the printer now.”

HI

“Ah, wonderful!” Xeno beamed.

‘d almost given up hope!”

“The Ministry’s working, just slowly,” Harry smiled. “You know how it is.”

“Indeed,” Xeno frowned. “Part of the Rotfang Conspiracy, no doubt. Gingivitis takes time.”

“Daddy?” Luna interrupted, much to Harry’s relief. “Do you see anything odd about my outfit?”

Xeno peered at her closely, eyes squinted as Luna did a little pirouette and looked back at him
expectantly.

“Not that | can see, Pumpkin, but if you’re looking for ideas, you can never wear enough
radishes!”

Luna beamed and clapped her hands together happily.

“Yay! Maybe the spell did work after all,” she said.

“Maybe,” Harry smiled. “Sorry, but | need to get going. The Weasleys are waiting for me.”

“Bye, Harry,” Luna waved.

Making his way out of the house and shaking his head amusedly, he walked down the narrow
dirt road to The Burrow. The scent of a roast wafted through the air as he approached the back
door. Mrs. Weasley, standing at the counter, gave a start when he stepped inside.



“Harry! You gave me a fright,” she scolded him lightly, holding a hand to her chest.

“Sorry,” he smiled sheepishly.

“Why did you come through the Floo?” she asked, turning back to the counter.

“I' had to stop by the Lovegoods,” he told her. “The Malfoy settlement was finalized today.
Speaking of, is Ron home yet?”

“Oh, that’s lovely,” Mrs. Weasley smiled smugly. “Couldn’t have happened to a nicer family.
Ron’s in the living room with Hermione. They got home a couple of minutes ago.”

Harry smiled and gave her a quick kiss on the cheek before he slipped into the living room. Ron
and Hermione were sitting on the sofa, absorbed in their own worlds. Ron was flipping through
the latest copy of Witch Broom, while Hermione, predictably, had brought her work home with
her. On the other side of the coffee table, Ginny was lounging in an armchair sideways, legs
dangling over the arm, playing with her Pigmy Puff, Arnold.

In many ways, this felt like the summer break they should have had all along. It was just a pity it
had taken a war and endless heartache to bring them back here. Death Eaters had made a mess
of Grimmauld Place, and it needed months of expensive repairs to make it livable again, even
with magic. Hermione had gone to Australia to retrieve her parents, and though she didn’t talk
about it much, their relationship was obviously strained, so they’d both taken Molly up on her
offer to live at the Burrow until they could get settled.

Things were a little awkward at times. Ron and Hermione’s relationship had lasted all of a week
before they agreed to end it. It was for the best, in Harry’s opinion, but he was surprised it had
ended so smoothly. Other than a few awkward moments, they went right back to being friends
like nothing had happened.

And then there was his own relationship with Ginny. They hadn’t gotten back together. Harry
felt like a whole new person without the Horcrux, and he needed time to get to know himself



before he got involved in a serious relationship. Ginny was surprisingly accepting and
supportive. She still flirted on occasion, but she never pushed for him to make up his mind. She
was giving him the time and space he needed, for which he was immensely grateful.

Smiling, he walked up to Ron and tossed the folder at his chest.

“Oi!” he shouted indignantly.

“Ron!” Hermione yelled disapprovingly. “You said you finished all your work today.”

“I did!” he said indignantly. “And even if | didn’t, I’'m not finishing it now. It’ll just have to wait
for Monday. I’'m off the clock.”

“You’ll never get promoted with that attitude,” Hermione sniffed.

“It’s not work,” Harry interrupted before Ron could say something stupid. “Read it.”

Ron opened the folder, and his eyes raked over the words. Harry was wondering if he was really
reading it or just pretending to when his eyes reached the bottom and suddenly widened
comically.

“Bloody hell!”

“Language!” Hermione scolded, swatting his arm.

“What is it?” Ginny asked curiously.

“Malfoy has to pay me ten thousand Galleons!”



Ginny and Hermione sat up quickly and leaned over his shoulders to read.

“Nice!” Ginny grinned.

“That’s a lot of money,” Hermione remarked.

“Luna got twenty-five,” Harry smirked.

“Ha!” Ron laughed. “Serves the gits right!”

“They didn’t just get fined, did they?” Ginny asked.

“No,” Harry said, shaking his head. “Lucius got life in Azkaban, and Draco and Narcissa got
supervised release for the next decade. Kingsley made it clear that if they so much as litter, they
get ten years in Azkaban.”

Ginny nodded, satisfied, though Ron looked disappointed, while Hermione was more
thoughtful.

“Should’ve gotten at least a few years each,” Ron grumbled.

Harry shrugged.

“They need the room in Azkaban for more dangerous criminals,” he pointed out. “Every crime
they committed is public now. No one’s going to trust them ever again. And at least you got to
punch Malfoy in the face.”

Ron smiled and stared off into the distance.



“Yeah, | did, didn’t I?”

Hermione rolled her eyes and went back to her work. Ginny, on the other hand, gave Ron a
supportive pat on the shoulder and returned to her chair. They sat in companionable silence,
each engrossed in their own little worlds, until the Floo flared to life a few minutes later and Mr.
Weasley stepped out.

“Evening, everyone,” he said happily.

They greeted him in kind as he slipped off his robe and hung it on the coat rack.

“Dinner’s ready!” Mrs. Weasley shouted from the kitchen.

“Ah, perfect timing,” Mr. Weasley grinned.

Dinner was relatively quiet, by Weasley standards. Everyone, except for Ginny, was tired from a
long day at work. Harry, Ron, and Hermione took turns complaining about the Ministry for a
while as Mr. Weasley nodded sympathetically.

“Unfortunately,” he told them, “the Ministry has always been slow to act, and corruption has
been a problem since its inception. I'm afraid there’s not much you can do about that. Maybe
one day, when you three are in charge, we can finally see some progress.”

None of them liked that answer, but they recognized the truth in it. They moved to more
pleasant subjects after that. Ron talked enthusiastically about all the things he planned to buy
with Malfoy’s money. A new broom, the finest robes; he even floated the idea of buying the
Chudley Cannons.

“l think the Cannons cost a bit more than that,” Mr. Weasley smiled.



“And if you’re going to buy a Quidditch team, why not buy one that actually wins?” Ginny asked
teasingly.
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“They would win under my ownership,” Ron boasted. “I'd get them the best brooms and the

best players. We'll be undefeated for a century!”

Fortunately, he was too busy staring off into space, lost in his fantasy, to see the smirks on Harry
and Hermione’s faces.

As dinner came to an end, they moved into the living room while Mr. Weasley enjoyed his
evening cup of coffee and Mrs. Weasley finished the washing up. Harry settled comfortably in
the middle of the sofa while Hermione and Ginny sat on either side of him. Ginny sat closer
than necessary and bumped his knee with a flirtatious little smile. Returning the smile, he
waited for Ron’s usual interruption.

For reasons Harry didn’t understand, Ron tolerated their flirting while they were dating, but
now that they weren't, it bothered him again.

But that interruption never came. Harry looked up and saw him flipping through Quidditch
Quarterly. His eyes glanced up occasionally. He definitely saw them, but gave no reaction. At
first, he put it down to Ron maturing. Maybe this was his subtle way of trying to push them back
together.

Then he thought better of it and remembered that spell Luna had caught him in. Something
about being seen as normal. It seemed like an outlandish thing, but then again, Luna was an
outlandish girl, and it had seemed to work on her father.

After a moment of thought, he decided to test his new theory. He needed to do something odd,
but also something he could play off as a joke in case he was wrong. The broom magazine Ron
was reading earlier was still sitting on the sofa, right next to Ginny’s hip. Slowly, Harry raised his
arm and draped it around her. His hand hovered near the magazine.



Ron looked up. His eyes flicked from Harry to Ginny, followed the position of his arm, and then
returned to the magazine in his lap. He gave no reaction. Neither did Ginny or Hermione.
Harry’s entire body tingled with a surge of excitement and curiosity.

He pushed it further by pulling Ginny close, until she was cuddled up against his side, and still,
no one reacted. On impulse, he raised his other arm and draped it over Hermione. She huffed at
being distracted from her work, but leaned up against him when he pulled her close. Harry sat
stiffly, waiting.

No one said a word.

“Hey, Ron,” Harry called.

Ron looked up at him curiously.

“Do you notice anything... odd?”

Ron squinted his eyes, stared at him closely, and shrugged his shoulders.

“No,” he said. “You look fine to me.”

Harry licked his dry lips, his heart pounding in his chest. Nervousness, fear, and excitement
warred within him as he draped his arm over Ginny’s shoulders and dropped his hand right on
top of her breast. It was just large enough to fill his hand, and he could feel her nipple against
his palm through her thin bra. This wasn’t the first time he’d felt it, and he reasoned that if
Ginny knew what was happening, she wouldn’t mind him doing it again. As it was, she hardly
reacted at all. Just a little quirk of the lips as she snuggled deeper into his side.

Yeah, she didn’t seem to mind at all.



“How about now?” Harry asked.

Ron looked at him curiously.

“Er, no,” he said. “You alright, mate?”

“Fine,” Harry smiled.

He shifted his arm over Hermione’s shoulder and rested his hand on her breast. It was slightly
larger and rounder than Ginny’s. He gave it a light squeeze. Still, no reaction. No outrage.

“Just... wondering if anything, you know, seems off,” he said.

Ron looked around as if he expected to find a Hippogriff sitting in the corner. After looking
around the entire living room, he turned back to Harry and shrugged.
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“Alright, just checking,” Harry said.

Ron went back to his magazine. Harry marveled at the effects of the spell Luna had created, all
while he continued shamelessly groping Hermione and Ginny.

“This is insane,” he muttered.

“What’s insane?” Hermione asked, looking up from her paperwork.

“Er, nothing,” he said.



She shrugged and turned back to her work, completely ignoring the fingers teasing her rapidly
hardening nipple through her shirt and bra.

Suddenly, Mr. and Mrs. Weasley appeared in the doorway. Harry froze, fearful, for a moment.
But neither of them acted as if anything was out of the ordinary. They smiled and took their
usual seats without comment. Casual, normal conversation flowed around him.

Feeling a bit more daring, Harry slipped his hand down the neck of Ginny’s shirt and crept his
fingers under the edge of her bra. The angle was awkward and uncomfortable, but the feeling of
her bare breast caused his arousal to surge. He quickly crossed his legs to hide his growing
erection, then uncrossed them a moment later when he remembered no one would care. And
they didn’t.

They didn’t care either when he did the same to Hermione. They didn’t care when he plunged
his hand into her bra and scooped her entire breast into his hand. Minutes passed, and no one
said anything while Harry continued his casual groping. Eventually, he removed his hands from
their shirts and wrapped his arms around their waists, caressing their hips and bums.

Everyone had noticed he’d become more affectionate since the Horcrux in his head was
destroyed. Hermione had remarked on it more than once. She thought that maybe it had
suppressed or counteracted his natural hormones in an attempt to make him feel more isolated.
The ladies of the house had encouraged him with constant hugs and light, reassuring touches.
Or, in Ginny’s case, the occasional flirting caress.

Now that he could do whatever he wanted, however, that desire for affection felt like an
addiction. He couldn’t bring himself to stop feeling their soft curves, no matter how morally
guestionable it was to take advantage of this new spell. He pulled Hermione and Ginny against
him, luxuriating in the comfort and excitement they brought him.

Night eventually fell, and Harry left briefly to change into his pajamas-a pair of flannel pants and
a worn T-shirt. While he was gone, Ginny had done the same, while Hermione had elected to
take a shower. When he returned downstairs, he found Ron playing a game of chess with Mr.



Weasley, and he could hear Mrs. Weasley in the kitchen. He peeked his head through the
doorway. She was standing at the sink, filling the kettle.

Seeing her alone in her loose night dress, he couldn’t resist the temptation to test the effects of
Luna’s spell even further. Harry walked up behind her and wrapped his arms around her waist.
She jolted and whipped her head around to look at him.

“Oh, Harry, dear, you startled me,” she said, smiling.

“Sorry,” he muttered.

Shaking her head affectionately, she whipped her wand and levitated the teapot onto the stove.
She made no mention of his unusual affections, so he took a deep breath and went for it. He
raised both hands and cupped her breasts. She wasn’t wearing a bra under her night dress. Her
breasts were larger, heavier, and softer than Ginny’s or Hermione’s. They were warm and pliant
under his fingers, and yet, her only reaction was a light hum.

“That feels nice, dear,” she murmured.

Harry pressed his rapidly hardening erection against her bum and blatantly groped her breasts
through the thin fabric of her night dress. He hefted and squeezed, his fingers searching until
they found the slight bump of her nipples. They swelled under the attention.

“Cream or sugar, dear?” she asked.

“Er, sugar,” Harry said.

Letting out a slow breath, he gave her breasts one last affectionate squeeze, and his hands fell

away as she moved to finish making the tea. Everything felt oddly, weirdly normal as he helped
her carry the cup back into the living room. Hermione and Ginny had returned while he was in

the kitchen, and Ron was noticeably absent. The girls were sitting on the couch.



Ginny leaned against the arm, wearing a pair of loose sweats and a tight T-shirt with a graphic
so worn he couldn’t even tell what it was supposed to be. Hermione sat in the middle in a pair
of shorts and a loose T-shirt he recognized as one of his. She’d borrowed it to sleep in while they
were on the run and never returned it. A book rested in her lap as she accepted her tea with a
smile, and he smirked at the cover. It was one of her romance novels, a magical one, he
suspected, given the image of a vampire on the cover.

Harry took a seat on her right as she tucked her legs under herself and got comfortable. The
position caused her shorts to ride up, exposing more of her long, muscular legs. Without
hesitation, he caressed the bare skin, something he’d wanted to do for a very long time. He'd
always thought she had great legs. His hand rose up close to the juncture between her legs. He
could feel the heat, beckoning to him, but her legs were pressed too tightly together for him to
slip his fingers between them.

Hermione was entirely unbothered with what he was doing, perhaps even enjoying it,
considering she leaned against him. Harry talked quietly with Mr. Weasley about a defensive
charm he’d heard about from a couple of Aurors until Ron returned a few minutes later, freshly
showered, and the conversation turned to Quidditch.

All the while, his hand caressed Hermione’s smooth thighs.

The night wore on, and as the clock neared 11 o’clock, Harry felt himself becoming more daring.
Knowing everyone would begin heading off to bed soon, he started pushing boundaries again,
wondering just how far he could go. He removed his hand from Hermione’s legs, wrapped it
around her waist, and slipped it under the waistband of her shorts. They were tight,
constrictive, but after a bit of wiggling, his hand landed on her bum. First over her knickers, then
under.

Merlin, she had a nice bum.

He didn’t linger there for long. After getting in a few nice squeezes, he pulled his hand out and
slipped up and under her shirt. She wasn’t wearing a bra. His palm was filled with her soft, bare



breast. Her shirt rode up on his arm, revealing her pale stomach. On impulse, Harry made his
most daring move of the night.

“Hey, Ron,” he called softly.

Ron looked up. Harry hooked the hem of Hermione’s shirt with his thumb and lifted it up,
flashing her bare tit to the entire room.

Ron smiled.

“Nice,” he said.

And then he went back to his magazine. Hermione was still exposed, her pale, pink nipple
hardening in the cool night air while Harry glanced around. No one was bothered in the
slightest. Even Hermione continued to read her novel without a word. Letting her shirt drop
back down, he cupped her breast and grinned.

Soon, Mr. and Mrs. Weasley left upstairs to go to bed, and the rest of them went upstairs not
long after. Harry stopped off in the bathroom to brush his teeth quickly, listening to Ron thunder
his way up the stairs. He was still in Fred and George’s old room on the second floor, just across
the hall from the room Ginny and Hermione shared.

He wasn’t sure why they still shared a room when Percy’s old room sat empty, but he never
cared enough to question it. Women were confusing, and the answer would probably only
confuse him more.

As he passed by their room, he noticed the door was slightly ajar. He heard laughter and paused
to see if he could hear what they were saying when the door suddenly opened. Ginny stopped
in her tracks and grabbed the doorframe to stop herself from running into him.

“Oh, hey,” she smiled. “Did you need something, Harry?”



“Well, | wouldn’t say no to a blowjob,” he replied before he could stop himself.

He froze, wondering if this was the moment that he finally pushed things too far and broke the
spell. But Ginny’s response was a flirtatious smile and a shrug.

“Sure,” she said.

Harry blinked, nonplussed, as she retreated back into the bedroom. Stopping at the dresser, she
grabbed a hair tie and pulled her hair back into a ponytail.

“You coming in?” she asked with a smirk.

Harry staggered into the room, wondering how the spell had made this happen. Was his request
so normal that she’d agree to anything he asked? He’d only made it a couple of steps when
Ginny grabbed him and pushed him onto the bed right next to Hermione. She smiled and
turned to pull out her novel while Ginny dropped to her knees on the hardwood floor and
reached for his waistband.

Even though they’d dated for months, they’d never gone beyond snogging and a bit of light
petting. But now, she didn’t hesitate to pull out his erection and wrap her tiny hand around it.
Harry hissed pleasurably and bucked his hips. Smiling up at him, Ginny leaned forward and
wrapped her lips around his tip. Her hot, wet tongue swirled around him, drawing a strained
groan from his lips.

Self-consciously, he glanced over at Hermione, but she was already back to reading her book
like nothing was out of the ordinary. Looking at her, he couldn’t help but wonder if she would
do what he asked as well.

“Hey, Hermione,” Harry said. “Mind taking your top off?”



“I'm reading,” she said dismissively.

Well, that answered that question. Honestly, it was a bit of a relief that she could still refuse. He
was going to let it lie, but Ginny pulled off of his cock and gave her an amused look.

“You need a shirt to read?” she asked.

Hermione looked at her and huffed. Setting her book down, she stripped off her shirt, leaving
her completely topless. Harry throbbed in Ginny’s hand as he gazed at her chest.

“Happy?” Hermione asked.

Without waiting for a response, she picked her book back up and continued reading. Harry
shared an amused glance with Ginny before she dipped back down and took him back into her
mouth. She bobbed up and down slowly, slathering his length with her tongue.

Harry had been hard all afternoon, and he knew it wouldn’t take long for her to bring him to the
edge. Resting his hand on the back of her head, he applied a light pressure, hoping Ginny would
take him deeper. She did, pushing herself down until he hit the back of her throat and caused
her to gag. Ginny pulled back abruptly, cleared her throat, and then dove back down.

Harry groaned and throbbed in her mouth. He closed his eyes, desperately trying to hold out as
long as he could, but there was no stopping it. With a grunt, he erupted. Ginny choked lightly,
but quickly sealed her lips around his shaft and sucked. Harry’s toes curled, and his eyes nearly
crossed as she sucked him dry like a straw. The feeling was almost too much, and his body
shuddered uncontrollably. When his climax finally started to taper off, he had to push her head
away before his brain exploded.

Ginny sat on her heels with a smirk and wiped the corner of her mouth.

“Good?” she asked.



“Brilliant,” Harry panted.

Grinning, she turned to Hermione.

“Told you | could give a good blowjob,” she bragged.

Harry blinked, his mind working slowly to process the words.

“I never said you couldn’t,” Hermione said. “l just said that reading a few tips and tricks isn’t a
bad idea.”

Hermione and Ginny talked about blowjobs, he marveled.

“Did you need anything else, Harry?” Ginny asked. “It’s getting late, and | want to get some
Quidditch practice tomorrow before it gets too hot.”

“Er, no,” Harry said, tucking himself away, still wet with her saliva. “Thanks, Ginny.”

“Any time,” she winked.

Harry scurried down the hall to his room and closed the door with a sigh. The last few hours had
felt like a dream, one that continued in his subconscious as he crawled into bed and closed his
eyes.

The next morning, he woke with a bit of a panic attack. He kept wondering what would happen
when the spell wore off. Would they suddenly realize that the things he’d done weren’t normal
at all? It took him several minutes to work up the courage to leave his room, but he needn’t
have worried. At least, not yet, it seemed.



Everyone treated him normally at breakfast. He didn’t know if the spell was still working or not.
He felt too nervous to test it again. Once Mr. Weasley was off to work, Ron and Ginny went
outside to play Quidditch, and Hermione left to read her book, Harry made a quick excuse to
Mrs. Weasley and slipped out the back door. He jogged down the road to Luna’s house and
knocked rapidly on the door.

Luna opened it a moment later, wearing a smile and nothing else, but Harry hardly noticed.

“Can we talk?” he asked, slightly out of breath.

“Of course, Harry,” she said, opening the door wide.

She pranced into the living room, her cute little bum jiggling, and plopped down on the couch.

“Your spell worked,” Harry said, taking the armchair across from her and leaning forward,
elbows propped on his knees.

“l know,” Luna smiled. “It’'s wonderful, isn’t it?”

“Er, yeah,” he said dubiously. “But how long will it last. What are people going to think when it
wears off?”

“Oh, it’s not going to wear off, silly,” Luna giggled. “It wouldn’t be very useful if it did, would it?”

“So... | have to live the rest of my life like this?” Harry asked, the bottom of his stomach
dropping out.

“You don’t have to,” she told him. “l can make a counter spell if you really want.”



Harry felt a surge of relief, but a pit of worry still remained.

“Will people still think the things | did yesterday were normal if you do?” he asked hesitantly.

“Do you want them to?” Luna asked curiously. “I can do that, if you'd like.”

Harry sighed in relief, smiled, and sagged back in his seat.

“That would be great, Luna. Thank you.”

“You’re welcome, Harry,” she smiled. “I'll get to work on it as soon as | get back.”

Harry stilled.

“Get back?”

“Of course. | told you | was going to hunt for Mumble Hummers. They only migrate once a
decade. | can’t miss it.”

“How long are you going to be gone?” Harry asked a bit more aggressively than he intended to.

“A couple of weeks,” she told him.

“A couple of...” he trailed off and took a deep, calming breath. “Well, what am | supposed to do
until then?”

“Just enjoy being yourself,” Luna shrugged. “Now, if you’ll excuse me, | need to go pack.”



Harry stammered stupidly as she left and slumped down in his chair. He desperately wanted to
tell her that he needed the counterspell now. He didn’t think he could resist the temptation for
two whole weeks, but he just couldn’t bring himself to admit to his own weakness.

Sighing, he dropped his head into his hands.

Maybe it wouldn’t be so bad, he thought. Luna had said that everyone would still think his
behavior was normal even after she removed the spell. He could have a little fun and still keep
himself in check, right?



