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[bookmark: cutid1]~
*epic handwave of Brendon and Spencer are totally British now
**additional epic handwave of I'M actually not British, so there's that, and also I have no earthly idea what this is about or what happened here.  seriously.  no clue.  *hands*
~
"You are," Harry tells them wearily, "without a doubt the worst pair of Aurors in the history of the entire Auror corps."
Next to Spencer, Brendon stiffens in his chair.  Spencer nudges him with an elbow to remind him to keep his mouth shut, and Brendon subsides.
"Unfortunately," Harry continues, "you are also the most effective pair of Aurors in the history of the entire Auror corps."  He sighs.  "I don't actually know how to handle this situation."
Brendon is practically vibrating in his seat.  Apparently, keeping silent is too much for him, because he blurts out, "They were smuggling cursed artifacts!  In Hogwarts school trunks!  We stopped them!  What were we supposed to do?"
"You blew up half of King's Cross," Harry points out, incredulously.
"Only the magical half!  Nobody was hurt, and that was fixed within half an hour," Brendon protests.
"You also blew up thirty-seven school trunks, and one of the luggage cars on the Express is destroyed beyond repair!"
"Yeah!"  Brendon flaps his hands around.  "Imagine if we'd let them get all the way to Hogwarts!"
"You--"  Harry cuts himself off, exhales slowly and deliberately, and then mutters something like, somewhere, McGonagall is laughing at me and she doesn't even know why.  "Okay," he says, scrubbing a hand over his face.  "Why don't we start over?  Will someone--Spencer--please tell me what the hell happened out there today?"
Spencer winces.  He hates when he has to explain something that has no reasonable explanation beyond a helpless handwave and the word, "...Brendon?"
"Yes, sir," he manages.  "We were following a lead on the smuggling case--"
"--the smuggling case which I specifically assigned to Goldstein and Patil--" Harry interrupts pointedly.
Spencer clears his throat.  "Yes, sir," he says again.
"It's not like we went out looking for that lead," Brendon objects.  Spencer elbows him again, but it won't do any good.  Brendon is physically incapable of keeping his mouth shut in the face of injustice of any kind.  "Ryan is our friend, when he found out what Ledo was doing, who else was he going to tell about it?"
Harry pinches the bridge of his nose.  Spencer starts talking again, fast, before another shouting match erupts.
"As I was saying, sir, Mr. Ross told us what he'd heard about the smuggling operation, including the fact that it was based out of Ledo's Luggage.  At that point, we were already sitting at Fortescue's, off-duty and in plain clothes, and it seemed perfectly reasonable to go in and have a look around before we came back here to make a report.  Mr. Ross was, after all, only repeating secondhand information."
Harry nods.
"When we got inside the store, everything seemed perfectly normal.  Brendon made a point of poking through several model trunks on the pretense that he wanted to buy one, and frankly, we were getting ready to give up and leave the store when something exploded in the back room.  Ledo ran away instead of toward the explosion, so we knew that whatever it was, it was bad--"
"--and so, of course, you went charging straight into it yourselves, without backup--" Harry mutters.
"Have you even read the history books about you?" Brendon demands incredulously.  Spencer shoots him a horrified glance, but Harry just stares for a second and then snorts.
"It's different from this side of the fence," he allows wryly.  "Go ahead with your story."
"Well, the thing is, sir, Fortescue's is right next door, and we weren't certain what the explosion might be in the process of unleashing.  And of course we'd just been at Fortescue's ourselves, and there were--children..."
Spencer! Brendon had shouted.  The kids!  And then he was running straight into the back room, which was still glowing vaguely green with the light of dispelled magic, and started casting every counter and containment spell he knew.  Spencer hadn't really had to know much beyond 'Brendon's in there' to go charging right in after him.  That's basically always the way these stories start, if Spencer is going to be honest.
"Anyway, we contained the damage quickly enough, but that was when Brendon noticed that the trunk was a standard Hogwarts school trunk with the artifacts under a false bottom, and from there it was a short step to realizing that Ledo had been selling them that way, and Brendon pointed out that train was actually running today--"
Fuck!  The Express! had actually been all that Brendon said, and then he Apparated out of sight.  Spencer just managed to divine the rest from two years of working as Brendon's partner, but Harry didn't necessarily need to know that part.
"--and there really wasn't time to send for backup, sir, not if we wanted to prevent the train from leaving the station with all of those kids and all of the cursed trunks on board, which would have been a disaster given how unstable the spells actually turned out to be.  From our perspective, it actually made more sense to do it the way we did--we already knew what spells to expect, and where we were likely to find them, and even a moment's delay to get backup and explain the situation would have meant missing the train.  At that point, the likelihood of the spells exploding while the train was en route would have been incredibly high, and some of those spells were lethal, sir.  Even if they hadn't been, a significant enough explosion would have almost certainly thrown the train from the tracks--"
"That's enough."  Harry rubs vaguely at his forehead.  "The problem," he says slowly, "is that you have--once again--violated every rule on the books.  You rushed headlong into not one but two dangerous situations, without requesting backup or even reporting your whereabouts, on a day when you were not even on duty."  He sighs.  "You probably also saved at least a few dozen lives."
Even Brendon knows enough to keep his mouth shut at that.
"You're on disciplinary leave for a week," Harry finally decides.  "Paid, and I won't call it a suspension, but I want you out of the country and out of trouble for the entire thing.  I don't care where you go, just don't stay here."  He rubs at his forehead again, and cracks a tiny smile.  "I wonder how many times people wished they could tell me that, over the years?"
"I still wish I could tell you that today," says Minister Shacklebolt from the doorway of Harry's office.
Spencer and Brendon leap to their feet, standing straight and tall, eyes ahead.
"Relax," Harry advises them, amused.  "He's just here to mock me for getting myself saddled with the two of you.  He's not the first person to show up for that purpose."  He points at the door.  "Go.  Don't come back for a week, I'm serious."
Spencer glances at Brendon as they walk down to the Floo.  "Where d'you think you'll go?" he asks, trying to sound casual, like he doesn't really care.
Brendon looks surprised.  "I don't know.  Aren't we going to go together?"
Spencer pretends that idea doesn't make make him want to beam like an idiot.  "Yeah?"
"Well, of course," says Brendon, and bumps Spencer with his shoulder.  "Who else is going to chase in after me when I accidentally fall face-first into a big pile of Dark foreign wizards?  Or have to fight another rampaging dragon?"
"Brendon," Spencer says, starting to smile in spite of himself.  "That was a baby dragon.  There was no rampaging.  There was only a tiny bit of dragon."
"I still have the burn marks," Brendon says, with great dignity.  "So.  You're--we're going together, then, right?"
Spencer thinks of a week of paid vacation.  He thinks of warm sandy beaches, and long peaceful midday naps.  He looks over at Brendon, and revises that mental image to include crazy, stupid adventures and plenty of heart-stopping terror.
"Sounds good to me," he says, and it does.
~
END
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