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“N
ow

 you’re w
orried about h

ow
 dan

gerous th
is all is? E

very n
ote you’ve 

passed w
ould h

ave gotten
 you k

illed—
” 

“T
h

is is differen
t.” Sh

e took
 a deep breath

. “If th
is falls in

to th
e w

ron
g 

h
an

ds, gettin
g k

illed is th
e least of m

y con
cern

s.” 
H

is eyes flash
ed as h

e took
 a step closer. “W

h
at is th

is in
form

ation
 

th
at’s apparen

tly w
orth

 m
ore th

an
 your life, th

en
?” 

H
erm

ion
e blin

k
ed at h

im
. “W

ell, I can
’t very w

ell tell you th
at.” 

A
 m

uscle tw
itch

ed in
 h

is jaw
, an

d sh
e w

atch
ed h

is th
roat sw

allow
. 

“G
ran

ger, just an
 h

our ago you w
ere spillin

g all your m
ach

in
ation

s an
d 

th
eories, beggin

g for n
o secrets betw

een
 us—

” 
“B

eggin
g?” 

“—
an

d n
ow

 w
e’re back

 to it again
?” 

“M
alfoy, you’re in

 th
e D

ark
 L

ord’s in
n

er circle—
” 

H
is expression

 m
ade th

e w
ords die in

 h
er th

roat. 
“A

n
d?” H

is voice w
as low

 as h
e stepped closer, loom

in
g over h

er. 
“W

h
at of it?” 

Sh
e sw

allow
ed th

ick
ly. “A

n
d if th

ere’s on
e secret I h

ave to protect at all 
costs, th

is is it.” 
“W

e’ll both
 b

e dead if it gets to th
at poin

t, so I fail to see th
e differ-

en
ce.” 
“Is th

at all th
at m

atters to you?” Sh
e lifted h

er ch
in

, m
eetin

g h
is eyes. 

“Survivin
g at an

y cost to th
ose left beh

in
d?” 

H
e scoffed, but said n

oth
in

g. Sh
e could see h

is pupils bloom
in

g as h
e 

stared back
 at h

er, an
d h

er stom
ach

 flipped. 
“I h

ave to get h
er th

is in
form

ation
, D

raco,” sh
e said softly. “I’m

 n
ot 

ask
in

g you to agree w
ith

 m
e, but I am

 ask
in

g you to respect m
e on

 th
is. If 

your m
in

d is read—
” 

H
e h

uffed an
d turn

ed aw
ay. “T

h
at w

on
’t b

e a problem
.” 

Sh
e scow

led at h
is back

. “W
h

y? B
ecause you’re so ad

van
ced at O

cclu-
m

en
cy?” 

“Y
es,” h

e replied sim
ply. 

C
h
a
p
te

r
 18

 

3
4
9
 

“practicin
g” payin

g off, but sh
e did h

ave a m
om

en
t of guilt for th

e extra 
m

in
utes Susan

 h
ad to spen

d again
st G

oyle’s ch
est w

h
en

 h
e quick

ly fol-
low

ed D
raco’s lead. 

Sh
e crossed h

er legs in
 h

er little slip, tiltin
g h

er k
n

ees tow
ard D

raco’s 
w

aist. H
is left arm

 slipped over h
er h

ip, h
oldin

g h
er to h

im
 in

stead of 
clen

ch
in

g h
is fin

gers tigh
t aroun

d th
e arm

 of th
e ch

air. W
h

en
 sh

e sh
ifted 

in
 h

is lap, n
uzzlin

g in
to h

is n
eck

 an
d lettin

g h
er fin

gers play w
ith

 th
e h

air 
on

 th
e back

 of h
is h

ead, h
e didn

’t flin
ch

. Sh
e felt giddy w

ith
 success. T

h
eir 

tim
e togeth

er h
ad paid off, just lik

e sh
e’d predicted. 

H
e jostled h

er w
h

en
 h

e laugh
ed at som

eth
in

g Z
abin

i said, an
d sh

e 
turn

ed to th
e source, fin

din
g th

e Italian
 girl starin

g at h
er w

ith
 deep 

brow
n

 eyes. Sh
e w

as sittin
g gin

gerly in
 Z

abin
i’s lap, as th

ough
 h

e w
asn

’t 
n

early as com
fortably in

tim
ate w

ith
 h

er as h
e’d been

 w
ith

 th
e oth

ers. H
er-

m
ion

e felt exam
in

ed, flayed open
 b

y h
er gaze. T

h
e girl quick

ly turn
ed h

er 
eyes back

 to th
e tablecloth

, a sm
all sm

ile pullin
g at h

er full lips, alm
ost as 

if sh
e’d been

 caugh
t. H

erm
ion

e sw
allow

ed an
d push

ed h
er con

cern
s for 

th
e youn

g girl aside, focusin
g on

 w
h

at in
form

ation
 sh

e could gath
er. 

N
oth

in
g n

otew
orth

y caugh
t h

er ear in
 th

e table’s con
versation

 after 
th

e first h
alf h

our. B
ut th

en
 T

h
eo’s voice ran

g out above th
e oth

ers. 
“T

h
ere’s a O

n
e O

’C
lock

 G
un

 ton
igh

t,” h
e said, lazily tw

irlin
g h

is fork
 

in
 th

e air. 
A

 collective m
urm

ur of in
terest sw

ept th
rough

 th
e table. A

ll except 
D

raco, 
w

h
ose 

th
igh

s 
ten

sed 
ben

eath
 

h
ers. 

Sh
e 

dragged 
h

er 
fin

gers 
th

rough
 h

is h
air, rubbin

g circles in
 h

is scalp lik
e h

e’d don
e for h

er th
eir 

first n
igh

t h
ere. 

T
h

e ph
rase w

as fam
iliar, but sh

e couldn
’t place it. It seem

ed lik
e a m

il-
itary expression

. 
“I love din

n
er an

d a sh
ow

,” Flin
t said, an

d th
e table erupted in

to 
laugh

ter. 
D

raco’s h
an

d squeezed h
er h

ip —
 sh

iverin
g h

er sk
in

 pleasan
tly. Sh

e 
caugh

t h
erself, refocusin

g. Sh
e h

ad m
ore pressin

g con
cern

s, lik
e w

h
eth

er 
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th
is n

ew
 even

t w
ould cut in

to h
er tim

e to fin
d th

e straw
b

erry-blon
de. 

Feelin
g eyes on

 h
er, sh

e turn
ed to fin

d G
iulian

a B
ravieri starin

g at 
D

raco’s h
an

d on
 h

er h
ip w

ith
 gleeful curiosity. H

erm
ion

e frow
n

ed at h
er, 

tryin
g to deciph

er w
h

at th
e girl w

as th
in

k
in

g. H
er brow

n
 eyes flick

ered
 

up to h
ers, an

d just before th
e girl look

ed aw
ay to stare subm

issively dow
n

 
at th

e tablecloth
 again

, sh
e lifted h

er brow
 at H

erm
ion

e —
 a perfect arch

 
—

 an
d sen

t h
er a m

isch
ievous sm

irk
 —

 on
e born

 from
 years of practice, 

years of superiority an
d status. 

H
erm

ion
e felt h

er breath
 stutter in

 h
er ch

est. 
P

an
sy. 

C
ould it be? It w

as too m
uch

 of a coin
ciden

ce th
at th

is brok
en

 four-
teen

-year-old could con
jure a sm

ile lik
e th

at. 
H

erm
ion

e caugh
t h

erself starin
g, an

d closed th
e book

 on
 P

an
sy, sh

ov-
in

g it aw
ay. Sh

e turn
ed h

er eyes back
 to th

e table, an
d open

ed h
er ears 

again
. 

It w
as a rath

er un
even

tful even
in

g in
 th

e din
in

g room
, despite th

e 
h

ours th
ey sat th

ere talk
in

g an
d laugh

in
g. P

ucey w
as brin

gin
g up past 

m
em

ories of n
otable Q

uidditch
 gam

es at H
ogw

arts. Sh
e h

eard H
arry’s 

n
am

e several tim
es, an

d sh
e felt th

e pages of h
is book

 sh
iver an

d rattle 
un

til sh
e forced th

em
 to settle in

 h
er m

in
d. 

A
 ch

im
in

g, am
plified th

rough
out th

e din
in

g room
, cuttin

g off th
e 

m
usic playin

g an
d silen

cin
g th

e voices in
 surprise. H

erm
ion

e look
ed up, 

search
in

g for th
e source. T

h
e clock

 on
 th

e w
all read quarter till on

e. 
T

h
e boys ch

eered, grabbin
g th

eir drin
k

s an
d grippin

g th
eir girls close, 

rubbin
g th

eir h
an

ds togeth
er. 

D
raco peeled h

er off of h
im

, all ten
sion

 return
in

g to h
is body. Z

abin
i 

sh
ared a look

 w
ith

 G
iulian

a —
 P

an
sy. 

“W
h

at is it?” H
erm

ion
e w

h
ispered to D

raco. 
H

e sh
ook

 h
is h

ead at h
er in

 w
arn

in
g an

d follow
ed th

e oth
ers as th

ey 
descen

ded th
e spiral staircase in

to th
e G

reat H
all. Sh

e k
ept h

er eyes open
 

for th
e straw

b
erry-blon

de, search
in

g th
e crow

d of people as th
ey h

eaded 
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ilen
ce h

un
g in

 th
e room

, th
ick

 an
d h

eavy lik
e a cloak

. D
raco’s 

eyes flick
ered betw

een
 H

erm
ion

e’s eyes an
d h

er lips, as th
ough

 h
e 

couldn
’t believe th

e w
ords th

at h
ad em

erged from
 th

em
 over th

e 
past h

our. 
H

e’d been
 quiet as sh

e spilled h
er secrets, on

e after an
oth

er. T
h

e n
ote 

from
 th

e straw
b

erry-blon
de. C

h
arlotte. T

h
e grape betw

een
 C

h
o’s pain

ted 
lips, an

d w
h

at it m
ean

t. 
A

part from
 a sh

arp breath
 or tw

o, h
e’d don

e n
oth

in
g but stare as sh

e’d 
listed th

e facts an
d sh

ared h
er suspicion

s. B
ut n

ow
 th

at sh
e’d fin

ish
ed, h

is 
eyes on

 h
er felt even

 m
ore in

ten
se, an

d h
er sen

se of calm
 logic w

as slippin
g 

aw
ay from

 h
er. 

W
h

en
 sh

e could bear it n
o lon

ger, sh
e cleared h

er th
roat. L

oudly. H
e 

blin
k

ed, as if sn
appin

g out of a tran
ce. 

“W
ell?” 

H
e scratch

ed th
e back

 of h
is h

ead. “R
igh

t. T
h

at w
as…

a lot, G
ran

ger.” 
Sh

e glared at h
im

. “‘A
 lot?’ T

h
at’s all you h

ave to say?” D
raco open

ed 
h

is m
outh

, but settled on
 a sh

rug. “N
ever m

in
d,” sh

e h
uffed, crossin

g h
er 

arm
s. “A

re you goin
g to h

elp m
e or n

ot?” 
A

 pause as h
e frow

n
ed at h

er, m
in

d w
ork

in
g. “Y

ou w
an

t m
e to arran

ge 
a private audien

ce w
ith

 C
h

o C
h

an
g.” 

“Y
es.” 

“K
n

ow
in

g full w
ell w

h
at th

e risk
s are if you’re caugh

t.” 
“Y

es.” 
H

is scow
l deepen

ed. “A
n

d w
h

y can
’t you just pass h

er a bloody n
ote?” 

“It w
ouldn

’t fit. A
n

d it’s far too dan
gerous.” 

S 
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“D
oloh

ov,” h
e w

h
ispered, h

is eye tw
itch

in
g. 

H
erm

ion
e felt lik

e a buck
et of w

ater h
ad crash

ed dow
n

 on
 h

er. “O
h

.” 
Sh

e frow
n

ed, distracted from
 h

er purposes b
y h

is stran
ge question

. “Just 
th

reats. H
e m

ade it clear th
at h

e h
ad a special in

terest in
 m

e.” 
D

raco’s face w
as im

passive. T
h

ere w
as n

o n
eed to tell h

im
 about th

e 
sh

ow
ers, or h

is h
an

d betw
een

 h
er legs. C

ertain
 th

in
gs couldn

’t b
e erased. 

Sh
e stepped closer to h

im
. H

e eyed h
er in

 acceptan
ce, an

d sh
e push

ed
 

on
, tryin

g again
 to get an

 an
sw

er to th
e on

ly question
 th

at m
attered. 

“W
h

y am
 I h

ere?” 
H

e blin
k

ed, look
in

g aw
ay from

 h
er quick

ly. H
is lips pressed togeth

er. 
“N

o m
ore secrets,” h

e m
um

bled. “B
ut an

yth
in

g but th
at.” 

R
ooted to th

e floor in
 fron

t of h
im

, sh
e felt th

e disappoin
tm

en
t tw

ist 
h

er stom
ach

. Sh
e th

ough
t again

 to th
e picture of h

er in
 h

is closet draw
ers. 

T
h

e possibility th
at sh

e w
as bein

g k
ept safe as a bargain

in
g ch

ip sh
ould 

th
e O

rder revive. 
N

arcissa’s action
s today could h

ave m
ultiple in

ten
tion

s…
 

W
e kept H

erm
ion

e G
ran

ger alive an
d un

h
arm

ed. 
Sh

e n
odded, filin

g th
is aw

ay. B
uryin

g h
er irration

al sadn
ess. “I n

eed to 
speak

 to C
h

o.” 
H

e frow
n

ed. “C
h

an
g?” 

Sh
e lifted a brow

 lik
e h

e did. “D
o you k

n
ow

 an
oth

er C
h

o?” 
H

e n
arrow

ed h
is eyes at h

er in
 an

n
oyan

ce. 
“A

t E
din

burgh
. C

an
 you arran

ge it?” sh
e ask

ed. 
H

e stared at h
er, tak

in
g in

 h
er face, h

er curls, h
er eyes. “P

erh
aps. W

h
y?” 

Sh
e pressed h

er lips togeth
er. N

o m
ore secrets. “I h

ave som
eth

in
g to tell 

you about th
e C

arrow
 G

irls an
d th

eir collars.”
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to th
e exits in

to th
e courtyard. 

H
er h

an
d reach

ed for h
er collar to adjust it, an

d sh
e caugh

t h
erself. 

“Sh
e h

as to use th
e loo,” D

raco an
n

oun
ced. “I’ll join

 you at th
e M

ills 
M

oun
t.” 

P
an

sy sn
apped h

er h
ead to th

em
, look

in
g out from

 G
iulian

a’s brow
n

 
eyes. H

erm
ion

e turn
ed up to D

raco as h
e steered th

em
 tow

ard th
e h

allw
ay. 

H
er m

outh
 open

ed to ask
—

 
“D

on
’t,” h

e h
issed. “Just trust m

e on
 th

is.” 
Sh

e felt h
er h

eart poun
din

g in
 h

er ears as D
raco led th

em
 aroun

d th
e 

crow
d, sudden

ly cuttin
g left to th

e fireplaces. 
“N

ot leavin
g already, M

alfoy?” a gravelly voice soun
ded from

 beh
in

d 
h

er. “I h
aven

’t even
 h

ad a ch
an

ce to say h
ello.” 

H
erm

ion
e’s ch

est rattled, h
air stan

din
g on

 en
d from

 th
e m

em
ory of 

eyes on
 h

er n
ak

ed body, a h
an

d betw
een

 h
er legs, a scratch

y voice w
h

is-
perin

g filth
y th

in
gs in

to h
er ear. D

raco h
eld h

er in
 a pun

ish
in

g grip as 
th

ey turn
ed to face A

n
ton

in
 D

oloh
ov, h

is black
 eyes focused on

 h
er. 

“D
oloh

ov,” D
raco greeted in

 a stilted voice. “B
ack

 from
 Italy so soon

?” 
“Just today.” H

is gaze sk
ated over h

er ch
est, h

er w
aist, h

er legs. “I’d 
h

eard you’d been
 lettin

g h
er out of h

er cage. H
ad to com

e see for m
yself.” 

T
h

ere w
as a poun

din
g in

 h
er blood, but sh

e focused on
 h

oldin
g h

er 
h

ead h
igh

, m
eetin

g h
is eyes. 

“A
n

d n
ow

 you’ve seen
,” D

raco replied curtly. “If you’ll excuse us—
” 

“N
ot sh

arin
g h

er eith
er, I’ve h

eard,” D
oloh

ov said, steppin
g so subtly 

to th
e left, block

in
g th

e n
arrow

 path
 aroun

d h
im

. “W
h

at a sh
am

e th
at 

is.” H
e took

 a sm
all step forw

ard, cock
in

g h
is h

ead. H
is eyes h

adn
’t left 

h
er on

ce. “W
ith

 m
e, you w

ould h
ave been

 th
e Q

ueen
 of E

din
burgh

, M
ud-

blood. T
h

e gran
dest prize, presen

ted an
d polish

ed. Y
ou w

ould h
ave h

ad
 

your fill of pure-blood cock
 every Friday un

til you w
ere overflow

in
g w

ith
 

it.” A
 ch

ill passed alon
g h

er sh
oulders, but sh

e didn
’t m

ove a m
uscle. D

raco 
sh

ifted, h
is sh

oulder passin
g in

to h
er sigh

tlin
e, puttin

g h
im

self in
 fron

t 
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of h
er. 

“Just to com
e h

om
e to your w

orth
less h

alf-blood prick
?” D

raco lilted, 
an

d sh
e could h

ear th
e n

asty sm
irk

 in
 h

is voice, so rem
in

iscen
t of th

eir 
sch

ool days. “I th
in

k
 sh

e got th
e better deal, A

n
ton

in
.” 

D
oloh

ov sn
eered an

d stepped in
to h

im
, n

ose-to-n
ose. “Y

our daddy’s 
n

ot h
ere, M

alfoy. I’d b
e very careful w

h
at you say to m

e.” 
“O

h
, I h

ave n
oth

in
g to say to you at all. W

e h
ave a bin

din
g agreem

en
t, 

A
n

ton
in

,” D
raco said low

ly. “N
ow

 k
in

dly step aw
ay from

 m
e an

d m
y L

ot. 
I’ll on

ly ask
 you on

ce.” 
“Y

ou’ve been
 k

eepin
g h

er lock
ed aw

ay for far too lon
g, M

alfoy. C
are-

ful,” h
e w

arn
ed. “O

r som
eon

e m
igh

t figure out h
ow

 to pick
 th

e lock
.” 

D
raco’s left arm

 w
as still tw

isted beh
in

d h
im

self, squeezin
g h

er w
rist 

so h
ard sh

e k
n

ew
 it w

ould bruise. H
e breath

ed a h
um

orless laugh
, an

d 
slapped D

oloh
ov’s upper arm

. 
“G

ood to see you, A
n

ton
in

. I’ll give m
y fath

er your regards.” 
W

ith
 a sh

arp tug, h
e pulled h

er aroun
d h

im
, passin

g D
oloh

ov on
 th

e 
righ

t w
ith

 a sh
ove to h

is sh
oulder. H

erm
ion

e didn
’t look

 back
, on

ly fo-
cused on

 puttin
g on

e foot in
 fron

t of th
e oth

er. 
T

h
ey m

oved in
to th

e ch
ill of th

e courtyard, an
d sh

e ch
an

ced a look
 to 

D
raco’s face —

 ston
y, im

passive. Sh
e realized th

ey w
ere follow

in
g th

e 
crow

d traipsin
g dow

n
 a w

in
din

g path
w

ay, w
eavin

g th
rough

 cen
turies-old 

buildin
gs. T

h
e resign

ation
 in

 h
is face grew

, an
d h

e k
ept glan

cin
g over h

is 
sh

oulder. D
raco w

as n
o lon

ger look
in

g for a quick
 exit. 

Sh
e felt a cold h

orror build in
 h

er ch
est as th

ey w
alk

ed in
to th

e crow
d 

gath
erin

g at th
e base of th

e h
ill. A

 courtyard look
in

g out over th
e h

orizon
 

of E
din

burgh
 filled w

ith
 black

 h
oods an

d girls sh
iverin

g in
 flim

sy slips. 
H

erm
ion

e took
 in

 th
e crow

d. T
h

ere w
as m

ore th
an

 just th
e revelers 

from
 th

e castle h
ere. Sh

e spied a h
an

dful of sh
adow

s on
 top of th

e h
ill, 

prow
lin

g w
ith

 can
in

e m
ovem

en
ts, h

ow
lin

g. A
t th

e edges of th
e crow

d, 
sm

ugglers an
d dealers from

 E
din

burgh
 stalk

ed, tryin
g to en

tice th
e 

frin
ges of th

e m
asses in

to buyin
g th

eir w
ares. 
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“I w
on

’t apologize for fin
din

g th
e ritual,” h

e said, look
in

g back
 at h

er. 
“B

ut I w
ill apologize for n

ot tellin
g you soon

er.” 
“I could h

ave h
elped you.” 

“I k
n

ow
.” 

“B
ut you didn

’t w
an

t m
e to,” sh

e surm
ised. 

“I didn
’t w

an
t you w

orryin
g about P

lan
 B

.” 
H

erm
ion

e sw
allow

ed. Sh
e w

on
dered w

h
at sh

e w
ould h

ave don
e. If sh

e 
h

ad h
ours an

d h
ours sittin

g n
ext to h

im
 in

 th
e library research

in
g an

cien
t 

spells, squirm
in

g at th
e th

ough
t of n

eedin
g to do it th

e “easy” w
ay…

 
W

ould sh
e h

ave just turn
ed to h

im
 at m

idn
igh

t an
d k

issed h
im

? 
W

ould h
e h

ave let h
er? 

Sh
e cleared h

er th
roat. “Y

ou treat m
e lik

e a ch
ild w

h
o n

eeds protec-
tion

,” sh
e said softly. “A

n
d I don

’t lik
e it. It m

ak
es m

e feel even
 m

ore 
useless th

an
 I already do.” 

H
is jaw

 clen
ch

ed. Sh
e con

tin
ued, fin

din
g a fire in

side of h
er th

at h
ad

 
been

 born
 at E

din
burgh

 as th
e can

n
on

s fired. 
“W

e can
 h

elp each
 oth

er. A
lready, I am

 assistin
g you w

ith
 an

y suspi-
cion

s of your beh
avior. I can

 h
elp w

ith
 oth

er th
in

gs if you just tell m
e w

h
at 

th
ey are.” Sh

e h
eld h

is eyes, an
d sh

e w
atch

ed th
em

 flash
 quick

ly before 
return

in
g to grey. “A

n
d I n

eed your h
elp as w

ell. B
ut first, I n

eed to k
n

ow
 

th
ere w

ill b
e n

o m
ore secrets betw

een
 us.” 

H
e w

as still. “N
o m

ore secrets,” h
e repeated, lik

e testin
g th

e w
ords in

 
h

is m
outh

. 
“N

o m
ore w

ak
in

g m
e at tw

o in
 th

e m
orn

in
g w

ith
 a ritual from

 th
e 

M
iddle A

ges. N
o m

ore stealin
g m

y h
air for P

olyjuice potion
s. N

o m
ore 

tuggin
g m

e aw
ay from

 E
din

burgh
 because th

ere’s a catastroph
e in

 th
e 

courtyard you forgot to in
form

 m
e of.” 

T
h

ere w
as pin

k
 on

 h
is ch

eek
s, an

d ten
sion

 in
 h

is arm
s. 

“N
o m

ore secrets,” h
e said, alm

ost darin
g h

er in
 h

is ton
e. H

e stepped 
in

to h
er, eyes dark

 an
d dan

gerous. “T
ell m

e w
h

at h
e did to you.” 

Sh
e blin

k
ed, h

er m
in

d crisscrossin
g in

 differen
t direction

s. “W
h

o?” 
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Sh
e brough

t h
er h

an
ds to h

er stom
ach

, th
e h

ospital gow
n

 scratch
y 

again
st h

er sk
in

. 
T

h
e terror th

at h
ad frozen

 h
er upon

 seein
g D

oloh
ov’s leer an

d th
e 

M
ediw

itch
’s w

an
d drain

ed from
 h

er vein
s un

til a slow
 drippin

g seren
ity 

surroun
ded h

er. 
O

n
ce m

ore, sh
e’d been

 saved. N
arcissa M

alfoy h
ad attack

ed on
e of th

e 
D

ark
 L

ord’s m
ost trusted follow

ers to protect h
er from

 bein
g sterilized. 

H
erm

ion
e braced h

erself on
 th

e back
 of h

er arm
ch

air. 
M

ippy popped in
to h

er room
 again

 w
ith

 w
ide eyes, carryin

g h
er dis-

carded cloth
in

g. “M
iss! I n

eeds your gow
n

!” 
Sh

e stripped, m
in

d too n
um

b to feel sh
am

e, an
d traded th

e gow
n

 for 
h

er garm
en

ts. M
ippy disappeared. 

Sh
e stood alon

e in
 h

er room
, breath

in
g in

 th
e silen

ce before begin
-

n
in

g to dress. A
s sh

e pulled up h
er trousers an

d clasped h
er bra, h

er m
in

d 
started to tum

ble. 
H

er door slam
m

ed open
, an

d sh
e gripped h

er jum
per to h

er ch
est. 

D
raco stepped in

, eyes sk
atin

g quick
ly across h

er sk
in

, before turn
in

g ab
-

ruptly to give h
er privacy. “A

re you alrigh
t?” 

Sh
e couldn

’t th
in

k
 of a suitable an

sw
er, so h

er m
in

d jum
ped elsew

h
ere. 

“It w
ill h

ave to b
e a very stron

g M
em

ory C
h

arm
,” sh

e said, voice trem
-

blin
g as sh

e pulled h
er jum

per over h
er h

ead. “R
eplacin

g th
e m

em
ory w

ith
 

som
eth

in
g differen

t en
tirely.” 

“M
oth

er h
as it un

der con
trol.” 

Sh
e n

odded quick
ly, tryin

g to focus. H
e ch

eck
ed to m

ak
e sure sh

e w
as 

en
tirely decen

t before steppin
g in

to th
e room

. 
“Y

ou’re alrigh
t?” h

e ask
ed again

. 
“W

h
y did sh

e do th
at? T

h
at w

as…
 beyon

d stupid, really.” 
H

e sw
allow

ed an
d m

et h
er eyes. “Sh

e cares about you.” 
A

 w
arm

th
 spread over h

er, from
 h

er ch
est outw

ards. Sh
e felt th

e full 
even

ts of th
e day return

 to h
er. It seem

ed h
e w

as doin
g th

e sam
e —

 h
is 

eyes over h
er sh

oulder, caugh
t on

 th
e glow

in
g w

h
ite ligh

t in
 a jar. 
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D
raco w

alk
ed h

er tow
ards th

e m
iddle to a cleared space. A

 pair of 
h

ooded figures sh
ifted in

 fron
t of h

er. H
erm

ion
e’s h

eart jum
ped in

 h
er 

th
roat. T

h
e straw

b
erry-blon

de stood at th
e fron

t of th
e crow

d, stan
din

g 
again

st th
e ledge overlook

in
g th

e city. 
Sh

e gasped breath
lessly, stun

n
ed in

to silen
ce. Soun

d disappeared in
 a 

vacuum
. 

T
h

e girl stood in
 a ragged slip, h

er h
an

ds m
agically boun

d in
 fron

t of 
h

er. H
er ch

in
 w

as lifted, an
d sh

e w
as m

urm
urin

g som
eth

in
g, lips m

ovin
g 

quick
ly. T

o h
er left, a boy w

ith
 th

e sam
e color of curls on

 top of h
is h

ead 
stood sh

ak
in

g. H
e couldn

’t h
ave been

 m
ore th

an
 fifteen

. 
H

erm
ion

e th
ough

t of th
e n

ote stuck
 betw

een
 h

er sk
in

 an
d th

e gold 
collar. H

ad th
e girl been

 caugh
t? D

id som
eon

e k
n

ow
 w

h
at sh

e w
as doin

g 
w

ith
 th

e collars? H
erm

ion
e spun

 aroun
d —

 w
as som

eon
e com

in
g for h

er 
as w

ell? —
 an

d felt h
erself jerk

ed back
w

ard b
y D

raco’s h
an

d, squeezin
g 

h
er tigh

tly in
 w

arn
in

g. 
A

m
ycus C

arrow
 stepped in

to view
, an

d th
e ch

eerin
g h

it h
er in

 full 
force. A

m
ycus sm

iled tooth
ily an

d am
plified h

is voice, greetin
g th

e 
crow

d. 
“T

o th
e D

ark
 L

ord’s pow
er,” h

e boom
ed. 

A
n

d th
e crow

d respon
ded, “M

ay h
e reign

 foreverm
ore.” 

“A
 traitor to th

e D
ark

 L
ord’s reign

 stan
ds before you,” A

m
ycus h

issed. 
“Sh

e an
d h

er broth
er —

 tw
o M

uggles”—
th

e m
asses sn

arled—
”fin

d
 

th
em

selves un
grateful for everyth

in
g w

e’ve given
 th

em
 h

ere, at th
e cen

ter 
of th

e D
ark

 L
ord’s pow

er.” 
T

h
e booin

g an
d spittin

g ran
g in

 h
er ears. D

raco stood beh
in

d h
er, a 

h
an

d still on
 h

er elb
ow

. 
H

erm
ion

e k
n

ew
 w

h
at w

as to com
e. T

h
e girl an

d h
er broth

er w
ere 

stan
din

g at a firin
g squad. T

h
ey w

ere to b
e executed, h

ere, in
 fron

t of 
th

em
 all. H

erm
ion

e search
ed th

e crow
d for som

eon
e, an

yon
e. H

er k
n

ees 
buck

led as sh
e tried to turn

 about, an
d D

raco’s h
an

d tigh
ten

ed on
 h

er 
again

. 
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H
er eyes lan

ded on
 C

h
arlotte, still passin

g drin
k

s aroun
d on

 a tray, 
sm

ilin
g tigh

tly. Sh
e w

atch
ed as C

h
arlotte glan

ced to th
e fron

t, a stab
 of 

sadn
ess in

 h
er eyes th

at couldn
’t b

e m
ask

ed quick
ly en

ough
. 

H
erm

ion
e look

ed back
 to th

e straw
b

erry-blon
de as C

h
arlotte gazed 

on
 h

er. T
h

e Scottish
 girl in

 th
e fron

t of th
e crow

d w
as starin

g directly at 
H

erm
ion

e, an
 in

ten
sity electrifyin

g th
e space betw

een
 th

em
. H

erm
ion

e 
felt h

er h
eart splin

terin
g at th

e edges. 
“T

h
is M

uggle filth
,” C

arrow
 con

tin
ued, “sh

ow
ed n

o appreciation
 for 

w
h

at w
e’ve given

 h
er. W

e allow
ed h

er an
d h

er broth
er in

to our w
orld. 

A
llow

ed th
em

 to serve us, as is th
eir righ

tful place. A
n

d h
ow

 does sh
e repay 

us?” Sh
e h

eld h
er breath

, w
atch

in
g th

e straw
b

erry-blon
de flick

er h
er gaze 

betw
een

 H
erm

ion
e an

d C
h

arlotte. 
“B

y attack
in

g on
e of h

er superiors!” A
m

ycus bellow
ed, h

is spittle fly-
in

g in
to th

e crow
d. “B

y forgettin
g h

er n
atural place. H

er broth
er —

 a 
filth

y groun
dskeeper”—

h
e paused for em

ph
asis, an

d th
e crow

d jeered—
”w

as ch
osen

 to serve on
e of our guests. A

n
d th

is M
uggle slut attack

ed th
e 

w
izard th

at w
ould h

ave graciously bestow
ed h

is atten
tion

 h
er broth

er!” 
H

erm
ion

e in
h

aled sh
arply. T

h
is girl’s sen

ten
cin

g h
ad n

oth
in

g to do 
w

ith
 G

in
n

y W
easley or assistin

g w
ith

 a plot to m
urder th

e D
ark

 L
ord. T

h
e 

girl settled h
er gaze on

 h
er again

, an
d H

erm
ion

e’s m
outh

 dried, h
eartbeat 

quick
en

in
g as h

er brain
 scram

bled for a plan
—

 
“C

h
am

pagn
e, M

aster M
alfoy?” 

C
h

arlotte stood in
 fron

t of h
er, block

in
g th

e girl an
d h

er broth
er 

from
 view

. H
erm

ion
e blin

k
ed at h

er, m
outh

 gapin
g open

. 
“N

o, C
h

arlotte,” D
raco clipped beh

in
d h

er. “T
h

an
k

 you.” 
C

h
arlotte turn

ed h
er eyes on

 H
erm

ion
e for th

e first tim
e th

at even
in

g. 
“P

oor dear,” sh
e said in

 a m
oth

erly ton
e so out of place w

ith
 h

er scarlet 
dress an

d cleavage. “Y
ou m

ust b
e freezin

g.” 
A

 h
an

d again
st H

erm
ion

e’s ch
eek

. 
“Sh

e’s practically an
 icicle.” C

h
arlotte’s h

an
d drifted dow

n
 h

er jaw
, 
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H
er lim

bs w
ere h

eavy. Sh
e felt cold an

d useless. P
ain

 prick
ed beh

in
d 

h
er eyelids. 

It w
ould all b

e over soon
. 

From
 th

e corn
er of h

er eye, th
e M

ediw
itch

 lifted h
er w

an
d, grim

 res-
ign

ation
 in

 h
er face as sh

e prepared to cast—
 

B
A

N
G

! 
H

erm
ion

e jolted, sprin
gin

g to h
er side an

d curlin
g aw

ay from
 th

e dan
-

ger. Sh
e felt a h

an
d on

 h
er w

aist, an
d sh

e jerk
ed. T

urn
in

g to see D
raco 

stan
din

g up again
st th

e table, n
eck

 cran
ed beh

in
d h

im
 —

 starin
g at N

ar-
cissa’s sm

ok
in

g w
an

d. 
W

ith
 a flourish

, th
e M

ediw
itch

es w
ere disarm

ed, terror in
 th

eir eyes. 
H

erm
ion

e sat up, look
in

g aroun
d D

raco’s sh
oulders. D

oloh
ov lay 

crum
pled again

st th
e opposite w

all, h
ead lollin

g to th
e side. 

“D
raco, dear,” N

arcissa h
um

m
ed, voice low

 an
d dark

. “C
ollect all 

th
ree w

an
ds.” N

arcissa’s eyes w
ere on

 fire, m
agic crack

lin
g from

 h
er sk

in
. 

In
 a flash

, D
raco w

as gon
e, follow

in
g th

e soun
ds of clatterin

g stick
s 

again
st ston

e. 
“H

erm
ion

e, please return
 to your room

,” sh
e said w

ith
 an

 air of cool 
auth

ority H
erm

ion
e h

ad n
ever h

eard from
 h

er. “Y
our exam

in
ation

 h
as 

con
cluded.” 

N
arcissa h

eld h
er w

an
d on

 D
oloh

ov’s un
con

scious form
, w

atch
in

g for 
m

ovem
en

t. D
raco return

ed to h
er side, look

in
g pale. 

H
erm

ion
e slid off th

e table on
to sh

ak
in

g legs. “W
h

at are you goin
g to 

do?” sh
e croak

ed. 
“A

 sim
ple M

em
ory C

h
arm

 on
 all th

ree sh
ould do th

e trick
,” N

arcissa 
said. “M

ippy!” 
T

h
e elf sn

apped in
to existen

ce. H
erm

ion
e jum

ped at th
e soun

d. 
“T

ak
e H

erm
ion

e to h
er room

 an
d th

en
 return

.” 
A

n
d before sh

e could ask
 an

oth
er question

, th
e elf took

 h
er w

rist, an
d 

sh
e w

as in
 h

er room
. M

ippy w
as gon

e again
 before H

erm
ion

e could form
 

w
ords. 
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Sh
e w

as goin
g to h

ave it ripped from
 h

er again
. T

h
is possibility. T

h
is 

sm
all ch

an
ce of a future. 

“L
et’s see th

en
.” 

H
erm

ion
e felt th

e M
ediw

itch
’s w

an
d tap again

st h
er left h

ipbon
e. A

 
dim

 red ligh
t appeared from

 h
er w

an
d. Sh

e sw
itch

ed to H
erm

ion
e’s oth

er 
side, an

d w
ith

 a tap, a brigh
t green

 illum
in

ated th
e w

itch
’s face. 

A
 pause, lik

e sk
ippin

g a step on
 th

e stairs. Sh
e felt every eye in

 th
e room

 
on

 h
er w

aist. Sh
e didn

’t dare look
 to th

e M
alfoys. 

A
n

d th
en

 a sh
arp, “H

a!” crack
ed from

 D
oloh

ov’s th
roat. H

e ch
uck

led, 
an

d th
e room

 sh
ook

 w
ith

 it. “T
h

ree m
on

th
s w

ith
 a fertile slut an

d sh
e’s 

n
ot k

n
ock

ed up? Y
ou ch

eck
 to see if your boys sw

im
, M

alfoy? W
ith

 m
e, 

M
udblood, you’d h

ave triplets b
y n

ow
—

” 
“T

h
at’s en

ough
, A

n
ton

in
,” N

arcissa h
issed. “P

lease rem
em

ber your 
m

an
n

ers w
h

ile you’re in
 m

y h
ouse.” 

“Y
our h

ouse. T
h

e ‘lord of th
e m

an
or is gon

e, ain
’t h

e?” A
 stun

n
ed si-

len
ce before D

oloh
ov turn

ed back
 to th

e M
ediw

itch
. “G

o on
 th

en
.” 

H
erm

ion
e braced h

erself for th
e w

ren
ch

in
g pain

 sh
e’d felt th

e last 
tim

e h
er tubes h

ad been
 severed. Sh

e look
ed past th

e arm
 of th

e M
ediw

itch
 

tow
ard th

e ceilin
g an

d took
 a sh

udderin
g breath

, focusin
g on

 an
yth

in
g 

but th
e im

age of ch
ildren

 w
ith

 h
er curls an

d grey eyes—
 

“D
on

’t—
” A

 cleared th
roat. “Sh

e’s m
y property. D

on
’t I get a say 

h
ere?” 

H
erm

ion
e sw

allow
ed, blin

k
in

g rapidly. A
 th

ick
 silen

ce fell lik
e sn

ow
. 

“A
ll M

udbloods are sterilized.” A
 pause. “W

h
y, M

alfoy? Y
ou w

an
t 

pups?” 
“O

f course n
ot.” D

raco’s voice w
as clipped. “I w

ould just lik
e all proce-

dures cleared w
ith

 m
e—

” 
“B

y order of th
e D

ark L
ord, I am

 sterilizin
g th

e M
udblood in

 your 
possession

, M
alfoy.” 

H
erm

ion
e could see th

e fain
t green

 ligh
t over h

er h
ip fadin

g, w
in

k
in

g 
out of existen

ce. 
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stretch
in

g to h
er collar. “Y

ou’ll h
ave to ask

 M
aster M

alfoy n
icely for a 

W
arm

in
g C

h
arm

.” Sh
e scratch

ed th
e paper from

 un
der th

e m
etal, slip-

pin
g again

st H
erm

ion
e’s sk

in
 lik

e rough
 san

d. “I’m
 sure you could con

-
vin

ce h
im

.” 
C

h
arlotte w

in
k

ed at h
er, b

ut th
ere w

as som
eth

in
g fiery in

 it. A
 ten

sion
 

in
 h

er jaw
 th

at prom
ised blood. A

n
d th

en
 sh

e w
as gon

e, saun
terin

g 
th

rough
 th

e crow
d, on

e h
an

d fisted at h
er side. 

H
erm

ion
e felt th

e w
orld tiltin

g on
 its axis, an

d it took
 h

er several lon
g 

secon
ds to realize th

at D
raco w

as steadyin
g h

er low
er back

, push
in

g h
er 

uprigh
t. Sh

e barely registered th
e W

arm
in

g C
h

arm
 h

e cast over h
er. Sh

e 
stiffen

ed an
d look

ed back
 to th

e Scottish
 girl an

d h
er broth

er, ears rin
g-

in
g. A

m
ycus C

arrow
 w

as recoun
tin

g h
er sin

s, speak
in

g in
 rousin

g ton
es 

about M
uggle crim

es befittin
g M

uggle pun
ish

m
en

ts. T
h

e straw
b

erry-
blon

de turn
ed to h

er sob
bin

g broth
er, speak

in
g quick

ly, too low
 to over-

h
ear. H

e n
odded solem

n
ly, h

is sh
in

y eyes n
ever leavin

g h
is sister’s. 

T
h

ey w
ere M

uggles. T
h

ey h
ad n

o busin
ess gettin

g in
volved in

 an
y of 

th
is h

orror. A
n

d yet, th
is w

as th
e girl w

h
o’d grasped h

er h
an

d un
der th

e 
table w

ith
 glass diggin

g in
to h

er k
n

ees. A
 girl w

h
o h

ad risk
ed everyth

in
g 

to get G
in

n
y’s n

ote to h
er. Just lik

e sh
e’d risk

ed everyth
in

g to protect h
er 

little broth
er. 

A
 n

oise to h
er left. H

erm
ion

e glan
ced over to fin

d a Silver C
ollar girl 

w
ith

 silen
t tears trailin

g dow
n

 h
er ch

eek
s. 

A
 w

ild ch
eerin

g brough
t h

er atten
tion

 back
 to th

e fron
t. A

 can
n

on
 

w
h

eeled forw
ard. 

T
h

e O
n

e O
’C

lock
 G

un
. 

T
error gripped h

er as th
e old w

ar can
n

on
 spun

 slow
ly to face th

e tw
o 

siblin
gs. 

“N
o!” sh

e ch
ok

ed, but it w
as too loud everyw

h
ere —

 in
side h

er m
in

d 
an

d out. 
A

 pair of h
an

ds on
 h

er w
aist. A

 firm
 ch

est again
st h

er sh
oulder blades. 
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A
m

ycus called out th
at th

ey w
ould prove h

ow
 foolish

 it w
as for an

yon
e, 

let alon
e a pair of filth

y M
uggles, to resist th

e D
ark

 L
ord’s w

ill. T
h

ey 
w

ould tak
e th

e boy first, an
d let h

is sister w
atch

. 
H

erm
ion

e turn
ed, h

eavin
g for air. A

 h
ooded D

eath
 E

ater on
 h

er righ
t 

turn
ed to glare at h

er. T
h

e h
an

ds on
 h

er w
aist turn

ed h
er back

, forcin
g 

h
er to face ah

ead as th
ey aim

ed th
e can

n
on

. A
 sh

arp jaw
 pressed to h

er 
tem

ple. W
arm

 breath
 fan

n
in

g across h
er ch

eek
bon

es. 
“T

h
ere is a lak

e w
ith

 still w
aters,” h

e w
h

ispered. “A
 m

oun
tain

 ran
ge 

surroun
ds it. T

h
e w

aters are deep w
ith

 h
idden

 secrets, but th
e w

ater is 
still.” 

Sh
e blin

k
ed, legs sw

ayin
g, feelin

g h
er breath

in
g even

 out as sh
e let h

is 
w

ords w
ash

 over h
er. H

is h
an

ds slipped aroun
d h

er stom
ach

, pressin
g h

er 
close to h

im
. 

T
h

ey lit th
e can

n
on

. A
n

d scream
ed an

d stom
ped w

h
ile th

ey coun
ted 

dow
n

. 
“T

h
in

k
 of your m

in
d as a library. Sh

elves upon
 sh

elves of n
ovels an

d 
journ

als an
d biograph

ies,” th
e voice lulled. “Fin

d an
 em

pty sh
elf for th

is 
m

om
en

t.” 
A

n
 explosive boom

, rock
in

g th
e ston

es ben
eath

 h
er feet. H

erm
ion

e 
w

atch
ed w

ith
 a slack

 jaw
 as th

e spot w
h

ere th
e boy stood sm

ok
ed an

d 
crum

bled, h
is sister speck

led w
ith

 h
is blood. T

h
e can

n
on

 w
as reloaded. 

“A
n

 em
pty book

 in
 your h

an
ds. Its blan

k
 pages betw

een
 your fin

gers. 
W

rite th
is m

om
en

t in
to th

e book
. G

ive it a title.” 
T

h
e O

n
e O

’C
lock G

un
, h

er m
in

d supplied. 
“Fill th

e pages, an
d close th

e book
.” 

T
h

e can
n

on
 aim

ed at th
e straw

b
erry-blon

de. Sh
e sh

ed tears slow
ly, 

m
ixin

g w
ith

 h
er broth

er’s blood an
d drippin

g pin
k

 dow
n

 h
er n

eck
. 

“C
lose th

e book
, an

d push
 it in

to a corn
er. L

ose it w
ith

in
 th

e piles an
d 

piles of texts an
d n

ovels.” A
 book

’s pages fluttered sh
ut in

 h
er m

in
d. It 

lock
ed. A

n
d sh

e breath
ed deep, stretch

in
g to h

er tiptoes to push
 it on

to a 
sh

elf th
at w

as just too tall for h
er to reach

. Sh
e im

agin
ed a h

an
d w

ith
 lon

g 
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h
an

ds pulled aw
ay as H

erm
ion

e jerk
ed. It w

as just th
e M

ediw
itch

 beh
in

d 
h

er, tryin
g to h

elp h
er tie th

e laces of th
e gow

n
. 

“Sorry,” H
erm

ion
e w

h
ispered. 

Sh
e padded out to th

e table, th
in

k
in

g of cold black
 m

arble in
 th

e M
in

-
istry. 

D
oloh

ov’s eyes w
ere on

 h
er as sh

e slid up to th
e table. 

“L
ook

s lik
e you learn

ed h
ow

 to play n
ice after all, M

udblood.” 
“I’ll ask

 you n
ot to speak

 to m
y L

ot,” said D
raco coldly. “Y

ou m
ay ad-

dress m
e if you h

ave a direct order for h
er.” 

H
erm

ion
e lay back

, h
er m

in
d n

um
b. In

stead of a h
igh

 arch
ed ceilin

g 
w

ith
 ch

an
deliers, sh

e could on
ly see a low

 lam
p, black

 ceilin
gs. 

Sh
e breath

ed deep, pullin
g air in

to h
er em

pty lun
gs. A

 lake w
ith

 still 
w

aters. 
“W

h
at k

in
d of issues?” N

arcissa ask
ed. “W

h
at’s w

ron
g w

ith
 th

e oth
er 

L
ots?” 

T
h

e M
ediw

itch
es h

overed over h
er, silen

tly castin
g several scan

s. Sh
e 

w
atch

ed th
e fam

iliar V
irgin

ity D
etection

 scan
 w

ash
 over h

er, fin
din

g 
n

oth
in

g. 
“T

h
ey w

eren
’t properly sterilized,” D

oloh
ov said. 

A
n

d H
erm

ion
e felt th

e room
 sh

ak
e, quiverin

g before h
er eyes. 

A
 th

ick
 silen

ce as th
e M

ediw
itch

es tested h
er. 

T
h

e girls w
ere becom

in
g pregn

an
t. Sh

e w
asn

’t th
e on

ly on
e w

h
ose fer-

tility h
ad been

 spared. 
“T

h
is is un

n
ecessary th

en
,” N

arcissa said, voice sligh
tly risin

g. “I can
 

tell you th
at sh

e h
asn

’t bled sin
ce sh

e’s been
 h

ere.” 
H

erm
ion

e’s eyes sh
ut, an

d sh
e felt h

er th
roat close. 

Sh
e’d stopped m

en
struatin

g w
h

en
 sh

e w
as on

 th
e run

 w
ith

 H
arry an

d 
R

on
. H

er body h
ad been

 too stressed, too un
derfed. E

ven
 n

ow
, w

ith
 th

e 
com

forts of M
alfoy M

an
or an

d on
e w

ork
in

g fallopian
 tube, sh

e h
adn

’t 
begun

 to bleed again
. 

H
er ch

est sh
ook

. 
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rem
orse. “B

ut your m
oth

er tells m
e you’re early risers h

ere at th
e M

an
or.” 

H
e sm

iled at h
er an

d D
raco. “T

h
an

k
 you for your h

ospitality, N
arcissa,” 

h
e said w

ith
 a w

in
k

. 
N

arcissa stepped forw
ard. “O

f course, A
n

ton
in

.” A
 th

in
 sm

ile pasted 
on

 h
er face. “A

n
d I’d prefer if you called m

e M
rs. M

alfoy.” 
H

erm
ion

e’s eyes turn
ed dow

n
 to th

e ston
e floor. H

er sk
in

 w
as cold, 

an
d h

er breath
 w

as sh
allow

. 
“W

h
at’s th

is about?” D
raco ask

ed. H
e crossed h

is arm
s over h

is ch
est, 

sh
iftin

g in
 fron

t of h
er. 

“Y
axley an

d I h
ave been

 task
ed to ch

eck
 in

 on
 th

e L
ots. T

h
ere’ve been

 
a few

 issues, an
d th

e D
ark

 L
ord h

as ask
ed us to follow

 up.” H
is voice 

scratch
ed dow

n
 h

er spin
e. 

O
n

e of th
e M

ediw
itch

es con
jured an

 exam
in

ation
 table. T

h
e oth

er ap-
proach

ed h
er w

ith
 a h

ospital gow
n

 an
d silen

tly gestured tow
ard a con

jured 
privacy stall. T

h
ey’d been

 silen
ced. 

D
raco gripped h

er upper arm
 before sh

e could step aw
ay from

 h
im

. “Is 
th

is really n
ecessary?” 

“T
h

e D
ark

 L
ord w

ish
es us to b

e th
orough

, M
alfoy.” 

H
erm

ion
e stared at h

er sh
oes as sh

e follow
ed th

e w
itch

 to th
e privacy 

curtain
s. B

efore sh
e could disappear beh

in
d th

em
, D

oloh
ov said, “N

o n
eed 

for all th
at, is th

ere? N
oth

in
g I h

aven
’t seen

 before.” 
H

er sk
in

 sh
ivered an

d h
er m

outh
 tried to sw

allow
. H

er eyes un
focused, 

rem
em

berin
g th

e sh
ow

ers at th
e M

in
istry. Sh

e th
ough

t sh
e’d closed th

at 
book

 w
eek

s ago, but it fluttered open
 at h

er feet. Sh
e sum

m
on

ed h
er 

m
agic an

d focus to slam
 it closed. 

It w
as silen

t in
 th

e draw
in

g room
. Sh

e disappeared beh
in

d th
e curtain

 
an

d listen
ed to N

arcissa start polite but stilted con
versation

. H
er h

an
ds 

tugged h
er jum

per up. H
er fin

gers un
button

ed h
er trousers. A

n
d in

 a dis-
tan

t m
em

ory, sh
e h

eard th
e ech

o of w
ater again

st tile. Sh
e felt h

is black
 

eyes on
 h

er n
ak

ed body. 
A

 pair of h
an

ds reach
ed for h

er back
, an

d sh
e jum

ped, gaspin
g. T

h
e 
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fin
gers h

elpin
g h

er reach
 th

e top. 
A

 can
n

on
 w

as lit. 
T

h
ere w

as a girl cryin
g. 

A
 crow

d ch
eered an

d coun
ted th

e secon
ds. 

T
h

e girl tilted h
er h

ead back
 to th

e sk
y an

d scream
ed. 

Sh
e disappeared in

 a spray of sm
ok

e an
d blood an

d rage. 
H

an
ds aroun

d H
erm

ion
e’s w

aist, pullin
g h

er close. A
 sh

arp jaw
 cuttin

g 
in

to h
er tem

ple. H
an

ds leadin
g h

er back
w

ard, tuggin
g h

er past th
e 

scream
in

g fan
atics an

d w
erew

olves an
d oth

er m
on

sters. P
ullin

g h
er to 

clim
b a cobbleston

e h
ill, m

ovin
g in

to a courtyard, in
to a h

all. 
Sh

e foun
d h

erself steppin
g th

rough
 a fireplace an

d in
to a bedroom

 
w

ith
 green

 curtain
s an

d n
eatly organ

ized trin
k

ets. Sh
e turn

ed aroun
d, 

book
sh

elves sw
ayin

g an
d buck

lin
g, an

d D
raco M

alfoy stood before h
er in

 
h

is bedroom
. 

H
is h

an
ds cam

e to rest on
 h

er jaw
, exam

in
in

g h
er eyes. 

“L
ook

 at m
e.” 

Sh
e blin

k
ed, an

d th
ey crash

ed to th
e groun

d. Free. 
H

er sen
ses w

ere overw
h

elm
ed. Sh

ivers over h
er sk

in
, gaspin

g breath
s 

from
 h

er ch
est, a flood of tears dow

n
 h

er ch
eek

s. Sh
e sob

bed, h
er h

an
ds 

clutch
in

g h
is elb

ow
s, k

eepin
g h

im
 close. A

n
d w

ith
out k

n
ow

in
g h

ow
, sh

e 
pressed again

st h
is ch

est, h
er foreh

ead push
in

g in
to h

is stern
um

. H
er cries 

sh
ook

 h
er body. H

e en
closed h

is arm
s aroun

d h
er back

. 
A

 h
ole in

 h
er stom

ach
 th

e sh
ape of a can

n
on

ball. Filled w
ith

 grief an
d 

rage an
d despair. 

D
raco didn

’t say a w
ord, sim

ply h
oldin

g h
er. Sh

e pulled back
 w

h
en

 
sh

e’d fin
ally exh

austed h
erself, steppin

g aw
ay from

 h
im

. Sh
e k

n
ew

 sh
e w

as 
red an

d sw
ollen

 an
d w

et. B
ut h

e look
ed dow

n
 at h

er w
ith

 a raw
 passion

 
th

at sh
e couldn

’t feel vuln
erable. “T

h
ey’re goin

g to pay for w
h

at th
ey 

did,” sh
e vow

ed, h
er voice h

ollow
 an

d m
issh

apen
. 

H
is grey eyes stared dow

n
 at h

er. H
e m

oved a curl beh
in

d h
er ear. A

n
d 

h
e n

odded.
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ak
in

g on
 Saturday m

orn
in

g w
as lik

e pullin
g h

erself 
from

 a th
ick

 bram
ble th

at h
ad settled over h

er in
 th

e 
n

igh
t. 

Figh
tin

g 
h

er 
w

ay 
back

 
to 

con
sciousn

ess, 
sh

e 
struggled again

st ach
in

g m
uscles an

d a poun
din

g beh
in

d
 

h
er left eye. 

Sh
e turn

ed on
 h

er side an
d w

illed h
er body out of bed. B

ut sh
e couldn

’t 
m

ove. 
A

n
d th

en
 sh

e rem
em

bered. 
T

h
e O

cclum
en

cy. 
T

h
e O

n
e O

’C
lock

 G
un

. 
T

h
e straw

b
erry-blon

de’s scream
. 

D
oloh

ov’s eyes. 
A

n
d D

raco’s voice in
 h

er ear, steadyin
g h

er, guidin
g h

er th
rough

 th
e 

n
igh

t’s h
orrors. 

H
e’d let h

er sob
, let h

er lean
 on

 h
im

, h
oldin

g h
er close. A

n
d th

en
 h

e’d 
n

odded. A
greein

g w
ith

 h
er? A

greein
g to h

elp h
er? 

H
e’d called for an

 elf to tak
e h

er back
 to h

er room
 w

ith
 a D

ream
less 

Sleep P
otion

, an
d h

er m
in

d h
ad sh

ut dow
n

 th
e m

om
en

t h
er body slid in

 
betw

een
 th

e sh
eets. 

H
er eyes fluttered open

 as h
er m

in
d sputtered to life, rem

em
berin

g all 
th

e th
in

gs sh
e n

eeded to b
e doin

g. B
ut such

 stron
g O

cclum
en

cy h
ad tak

en
 

a toll on
 h

er body an
d m

in
d. In

 spite of h
er in

ten
tion

s, sh
e foun

d h
erself 

driftin
g back

 out to sea. 

>
 

W
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“M
y fam

ily is in
 jeopardy, G

ran
ger—

” 
“A

n
d you’re blam

in
g m

e for th
at—

?” 
“Som

etim
es I h

ave to act w
ith

out your approval to do w
h

at’s best for 
m

y fam
ily! A

ll four of us!” 
H

er lips open
ed in

 a silen
t gasp. 

H
is eyes w

iden
ed as h

e seem
ed to realize w

h
at h

e’d just said. H
is jaw

 
sn

apped sh
ut, h

orror daw
n

in
g over h

is features. B
efore sh

e could press h
im

 
furth

er, h
e turn

ed on
 h

is h
eel, dash

in
g for th

e door. 
H

erm
ion

e gaped at th
e em

pty doorw
ay for several lon

g m
om

en
ts be-

fore sittin
g dow

n
 on

 th
e corn

er of h
er bed. Sh

e stared at th
e flutterin

g 
ligh

t in
 a jar on

 h
er n

igh
tstan

d, listen
in

g to th
e ech

o in
 h

er ears of h
im

 
callin

g h
er fam

ily. 

>
 

A
t seven

, D
raco k

n
ock

ed on
 h

er bedroom
 door. 

“T
h

ey’ve arrived.” H
is voice w

as flat. A
n

d h
is eyes w

ere cold. 
Sh

e h
ad been

 dressed for h
ours, un

able to sleep. It seem
ed th

e sam
e for 

h
im

. B
oth

 of th
em

 resign
ed to w

h
atever fate aw

aited th
em

. 
P

ullin
g h

er bedroom
 door closed beh

in
d h

er, sh
e follow

ed h
im

 dow
n

 
th

e stairs an
d to th

e draw
in

g room
. 

A
lw

ays th
e draw

in
g room

. 
A

s h
e push

ed open
 th

e door, h
e took

 h
er elb

ow
 in

 a firm
 grip, tuggin

g 
h

er th
rough

 th
e th

resh
old

 beh
in

d h
im

. 
Sh

e cataloged th
e room

 quick
ly. N

arcissa. T
w

o w
om

en
 in

 M
ediw

itch
 

rob
es sh

e didn
’t recogn

ize. A
n

d turn
in

g to greet th
em

, a sm
ug leer on

 h
is 

face, w
as D

oloh
ov. 

H
er feet stum

bled, an
d h

er stom
ach

 tigh
ten

ed before sh
e cast h

er gaze 
dow

n
 to th

e floor. 
D

raco’s steps slow
ed, but h

e gave aw
ay n

o oth
er reaction

. 
“D

oloh
ov,” h

e greeted. 
“A

pologies for bein
g so early, M

alfoy,” D
oloh

ov said w
ith

out a h
in

t of 
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starin
g dow

n
 at th

e blood drippin
g from

 th
e slice over h

er h
eart. H

is w
an

d 
raised, an

d h
e m

uttered a spell to sew
 th

e sk
in

 back
 togeth

er. H
is eyes 

didn
’t leave h

er ch
est as sh

e felt th
e cut h

eal. 
H

is frow
n

 drew
 h

er eyes dow
n

. Just below
 h

is h
an

d, a th
in

 w
h

ite scar 
crossed h

er h
eart. 

“M
agical w

oun
d,” sh

e w
h

ispered, tem
porarily distracted. “T

h
e scar 

w
ill rem

ain
.” 

W
h

en
 sh

e glan
ced back

 at h
im

, h
is lips w

ere pressed togeth
er, dis-

pleased. H
e look

ed aw
ay from

 h
er sk

in
, an

d sh
e rem

em
bered h

er an
ger. 

“W
h

at if it didn
’t w

ork
,” sh

e ask
ed, voice th

in
. 

H
e stepped back

 from
 h

er an
d ran

 h
is h

an
d th

rough
 h

is h
air. “T

h
en

 
I’d th

in
k

 of som
eth

in
g else. A

 differen
t spell.” 

Sh
e w

on
dered at w

h
at poin

t h
e w

ould h
ave com

e to h
er room

, h
eld h

er 
dow

n
 on

 th
e bed, an

d pen
etrated h

er. 
M

in
utes before th

e “visitors” arrived? O
r perh

aps h
e’d rath

er let th
em

 
all die in

stead. 
“A

n
d if you couldn

’t fin
d an

oth
er spell? W

h
en

 w
ould you h

ave con
-

sulted m
e an

d m
y opin

ion
 on

 th
e m

atter?” 
H

e blin
k

ed at h
er before look

in
g aw

ay to h
er book

sh
elves. “I w

as h
op-

in
g I could fin

d som
eth

in
g lik

e a glam
or. Som

eth
in

g cast to deceive th
e 

D
etection

 Spell.” H
e sw

allow
ed th

ick
ly. “I w

as h
opin

g—
” 

“Y
ou w

ere h
opin

g I’d n
ever h

ave to k
n

ow
,” sh

e fin
ish

ed for h
im

. H
er 

sk
in

 buzzed w
ith

 an
ger. “T

o cast a spell an
d brush

 it un
der th

e rug.” 
H

is lips pressed togeth
er tigh

tly. “D
o you n

ot un
derstan

d th
at w

e could 
b

e un
der in

vestigation
? B

y order of th
e D

ark
 L

ord, you are bein
g ex

am
-

in
ed tom

orrow
 m

orn
in

g, an
d w

e h
ave n

o idea w
h

y—
” 

“I un
derstan

d perfectly, th
an

k
 you,” sh

e spat. “I also un
derstan

d th
at 

you h
ad tw

elve h
ours in

 w
h

ich
 you could h

ave told m
e w

h
at w

as goin
g 

on
”—

h
e took

 a breath
 to in

terrupt—
”to in

form
 m

e of th
e problem

 so 
th

at w
e m

igh
t b

e able to com
e up w

ith
 a solution

 togeth
er, but in

stead 
you ch

ose to surprise m
e—

” 
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W
h

en
 sh

e could fin
ally sit up in

 bed, th
e clock

 n
ext to bed read four in

 
th

e aftern
oon

. 
H

erm
ion

e groan
ed. Sh

e couldn
’t afford to lose an

y m
ore tim

e. Sh
e 

n
eeded to build up h

er O
cclum

en
cy en

duran
ce. Sh

e n
eeded to set an

 alarm
 

from
 n

ow
 on

. Sh
e n

eeded th
e elves to splash

 h
er w

ith
 pails of cold w

ater if 
sh

e didn
’t m

ove before n
in

e. 
D

raggin
g h

er legs from
 th

e covers, sh
e sat on

 th
e edge of h

er bed un
til 

sh
e could pull h

erself in
to th

e bath
room

. W
h

en
 sh

e return
ed from

 a cold 
sh

ow
er, th

ere w
as a pain

 relief potion
 on

 h
er n

igh
tstan

d. Sh
e sen

t a prayer 
of th

an
k

s to th
e elves an

d dow
n

ed th
e con

ten
ts. 

O
n

ce h
er h

ead w
as clear again

, H
erm

ion
e focused h

er th
ough

ts, clos-
in

g th
e book

s in
 h

er m
in

d th
at h

eld th
e h

orrors of th
e O

n
e O

’C
lock

 G
un

 
an

d th
e grief for th

e n
am

eless Scottish
 girl an

d h
er broth

er. 
A

 fresh
 m

em
ory fluttered to th

e surface. A
rm

s h
oldin

g h
er close, lon

g 
fin

gers tracin
g th

e sh
ell of h

er ear. G
rey eyes lock

ed on
 h

ers as h
e’d n

od-
ded. D

raco. H
e’d h

elped h
er last n

igh
t. A

n
d m

aybe h
e’d h

elp h
er again

. H
er 

h
eart th

um
ped w

ith
 th

e possibilities. 
Sh

e th
rew

 on
 a jum

per an
d den

im
s an

d h
eaded dow

n
 th

e h
all to 

D
raco’s door. A

 few
 k

n
ock

s an
d several lon

g m
in

utes of w
aitin

g —
 an

d 
n

oth
in

g. Sh
e w

asn
’t surprised to fin

d h
im

 absen
t, as h

e w
as rarely w

h
ere 

sh
e n

eeded h
im

 to be. 
H

is study w
as em

pty. T
h

e draw
in

g room
 w

as em
pty. 

B
ut w

h
en

 sh
e h

urried dow
n

 th
e stairs an

d push
ed open

 th
e doors to th

e 
library, th

e sigh
t stopped h

er in
 h

er track
s. T

exts w
ere strew

n
 across th

e 
ch

airs, th
e floor, th

e sm
all en

d tables. A
 dozen

 book
s h

overed in
 fron

t of 
th

eir sh
elves, w

aitin
g to b

e pluck
ed b

y w
h

oever h
ad called upon

 th
em

 
from

 th
e book

 fin
der. 

H
erm

ion
e’s lips parted at th

e soun
d of pages turn

in
g quick

ly from
 deep 

in
 th

e stack
s. A

n
d th

en
—

 “Still n
ot h

un
gry.” 

Sh
e blin

k
ed. Sh

e peered beh
in

d h
er sh

oulder to see if M
ippy or N

arcissa 



Th
e
 a

u
c
tio

n
 

3
6
0
 

w
ere stan

din
g th

ere w
ith

 a tray. A
s sh

e turn
ed back

 to th
e stack

s, D
raco 

pok
ed h

is h
ead from

 aroun
d a sh

elf, glarin
g. W

h
en

 h
e saw

 it w
as h

er, h
is 

frow
n

 van
ish

ed, an
d h

e sn
apped h

is book
 sh

ut. H
e pulled a quill from

 be-
h

in
d h

is ear —
 a h

abit from
 sch

ool —
 an

d tw
isted it betw

een
 h

is fin
gers. 

“G
ran

ger,” h
e said. “I th

ough
t you w

ere M
oth

er.” 
H

is eyes w
h

ipped aroun
d th

e room
, as if just tak

in
g in

 th
e disarray 

sh
e’d w

alk
ed in

to. Sh
e h

eld h
er breath

 as sh
e studied h

im
, w

atch
in

g th
e 

flush
 creep up h

is n
eck

. H
e dropped th

e arm
 h

oldin
g th

e book
 an

d tilted 
it so sligh

tly beh
in

d h
im

, an
d h

er eyes follow
ed th

e m
ovem

en
t. 

“W
h

at are you research
in

g?” 
“Just look

in
g for a solution

 to a problem
,” h

e clipped. H
e sw

allow
ed 

an
d ran

 a h
an

d th
rough

 h
is h

air. 
Sh

e n
odded slow

ly, un
deterred. Sh

e m
oved a few

 steps closer. “I w
an

ted 
to th

an
k

 you for your k
in

dn
ess last n

igh
t.” 

H
e stared at h

er stiffly as sh
e gazed up at h

im
. H

is eyes differen
t from

 
th

e w
arm

 on
es th

at h
ad lock

ed on
 h

ers last n
igh

t, in
 h

is bedroom
. 

“Y
ou’re w

elcom
e.” 

Sh
e w

aited for m
ore, but n

oth
in

g cam
e. “A

n
d I w

an
ted to—

” 
“G

ran
ger, I’m

 in
 th

e m
iddle of som

eth
in

g. C
an

 th
is w

ait?” 
Sh

e startled at th
e bite in

 h
is ton

e. T
h

ere w
as a ten

sion
 in

 h
is posture, 

a squarin
g of h

is sh
oulders th

at sh
e recogn

ized from
 Q

uidditch
 m

atch
es. 

D
eterm

in
ation

. 
Sudden

ly sh
e felt very silly. T

h
an

k
in

g h
im

 for tak
in

g care of h
er w

h
ile 

sh
e cried. T

h
in

k
in

g som
eth

in
g h

ad sh
ifted. H

er eyes prick
led, an

d sh
e 

sn
apped h

er m
outh

 sh
ut. 

H
is eyes in

stan
tly soften

ed. “H
ow

 are you feelin
g?” 

“Fin
e,” sh

e replied, w
atch

in
g h

is sh
oulders release. T

h
e burn

in
g be-

h
in

d h
er eyes faded in

to a slow
 th

rob
. “E

xh
austed.” Sh

e stood surroun
ded

 
b

y all of h
is book

s an
d n

otes an
d m

essy piles. “Is th
is ‘problem

’ an
yth

in
g 

I could h
elp w

ith
?” 

Sh
e in

ch
ed tow

ard th
e table filled w

ith
 n

otes, eyein
g an

 open
 book

 on
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w
ith

 th
e scon

ces lit an
d th

e fireplace back
 to roarin

g. Sh
e w

on
dered if sh

e 
sh

ould feel differen
t. 

“I apologize for th
e sudden

n
ess,” h

e said, sh
iftin

g h
is w

eigh
t. “I w

as 
on

ly n
otified yesterday aftern

oon
. A

n
d th

e spell required m
y fath

er, an
d 

I w
asn

’t even
 sure if I could—

” 
“I w

an
t to see your research

.” Sh
e tore h

er eyes from
 th

e ball of ligh
t 

an
d look

ed up to h
im

. “I w
an

t to read up on
 th

e spell.” 
H

e n
odded, eyes distan

t but directed at th
e jar. “O

f course. T
om

orrow
, 

after th
ey—

” 
Sh

e scow
led. “N

ow
. I’m

 aw
ak

e. Y
ou’re aw

ak
e.” Sh

e stum
bled out of 

bed, th
e lon

g silk
 n

igh
tdress tw

istin
g aroun

d h
er legs in

 an
 aw

k
w

ard con
-

striction
. U

n
ravelin

g it brough
t h

er close to h
im

. 
H

e glan
ced quick

ly dow
n

 to th
e cut on

 h
er ch

est an
d th

en
 at h

er face. 
“Y

ou sh
ould get your rest.” 

“G
ive m

e th
e book

,” sh
e dem

an
ded. 

H
e w

as alw
ays k

eepin
g in

form
ation

 from
 h

er, especially if it pertain
ed 

to h
er directly. Irritation

 sh
arpen

ed an
d bubbled in

 h
er ch

est. 
E

xten
din

g th
e book

 to h
er, h

e w
atch

ed as sh
e grabbed it an

d flipped 
to th

e m
ark

ed pages. 
It w

as still in
 G

erm
an

. 
“T

ran
slation

 Spell, please,” sh
e sn

apped. 
H

is w
an

d tapped th
e pages, sh

iftin
g th

e letters in
to E

n
glish

. 
Sh

e took
 deep breath

s, focusin
g on

 th
e w

ords as th
ey arran

ged th
em

-
selves. It w

as don
e. T

h
ere w

as n
oth

in
g sh

e could do to ch
an

ge w
h

at h
ad 

h
appen

ed or h
ow

 it h
ad h

appen
ed. Sh

e just n
eeded th

e specifics. 
It w

as a journ
al. A

 w
izard’s en

try from
 th

e 120
0

s, detailin
g a ritual to 

save h
is daugh

ter’s “purity” from
 evil spirits. 

T
w

o can
dles. T

w
o paren

ts. T
h

e m
oth

er clean
ses, th

e fath
er bleeds h

er. 
Sh

e slam
m

ed th
e book

 closed, ch
eek

s b
urn

in
g in

 an
ger an

d em
barrass-

m
en

t. Sh
e pivoted to D

raco, ready to release h
er pen

t up rage. 
A

 w
arm

 h
an

d dropped on
 h

er sh
oulder. Sh

e look
ed up an

d foun
d h

im
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H
e h

eld th
e jar in

 on
e h

an
d, pulled h

is w
an

d in
 th

e oth
er, an

d cast th
e 

V
irgin

ity D
etection

 spell. T
h

e scan
 h

um
m

ed over h
er h

ead an
d toes, scan

-
n

in
g tow

ards cen
ter. W

h
en

 th
e m

agic reach
ed h

er abdom
en

, th
e four of 

th
em

 w
atch

ed w
ith

 bated breath
. 

A
n

d n
oth

in
g. T

h
e scan

 stopped. 
Sh

e didn
’t k

n
ow

 w
h

at w
as supposed to h

appen
 if sh

e w
asn

’t a virgin
. 

Sh
e h

adn
’t seen

 it. 
N

o on
e m

oved. Sh
e h

eard D
raco sw

allow
. 

“D
id it w

ork
?” sh

e w
h

ispered. 
A

 pause. A
n

d th
en

: “It seem
s so,” N

arcissa breath
ed in

to h
er h

air. 
L

ucius pulled h
is w

an
d, cast th

e ch
arm

 again
, an

d w
atch

ed as th
e sam

e 
results h

appen
ed. 

A
 buzz from

 D
raco’s w

an
d. “2:10

,” h
e said. 

L
ucius stood abruptly from

 th
e bed, look

in
g dow

n
 at h

er, an
d th

en
 up 

to D
raco. “Y

ou w
on

’t b
e able to con

tact m
e if th

ere’s an
 issue.” 

T
h

e ligh
t from

 th
e glass jar in

 D
raco’s palm

 cast eerie sh
adow

s across 
L

ucius’s face, an
d sh

e w
atch

ed h
is th

roat m
ove an

d h
is lips part in

 un
spo-

k
en

 w
ords. “Y

ou’ll h
ear from

 m
e soon

.” H
e turn

ed an
d exited th

rough
 th

e 
fireplace w

ith
out a back

w
ard glan

ce. 
W

ith
 a w

ave, N
arcissa lit th

e scon
ces low

. Sh
e slid off th

e bed an
d gath

-
ered th

e ritual can
dles. “I apologize for all th

is fuss, H
erm

ion
e, dear,” sh

e 
said, still n

ot look
in

g at h
er. “G

et som
e rest. W

e’ll talk
 in

 th
e m

orn
in

g.” 
Sh

e sen
t D

raco a stern
 look

 before leavin
g, th

e door click
in

g softly. 
H

erm
ion

e took
 a few

 breath
s before sh

e jolted uprigh
t. Sh

e sat in
 a bed 

in
 a w

h
ite gow

n
, blood from

 h
er ch

est drippin
g on

 th
e sh

eets, an
d stared 

at D
raco M

alfoy, w
h

o h
eld h

er virgin
ity in

 h
is h

an
ds. 

T
h

e relief on
 h

is face dissipated, an
d h

e paled as look
ed at h

er. H
e 

placed th
e jar delicately on

 h
er bedside table. 

“T
h

is sh
ould stay h

ere.” H
e sw

allow
ed. “It w

ould…
 it can

 catch
 quite a 

price on
 th

e B
lack

 M
ark

et, so it’s best to k
eep it h

idden
 in

 your room
.” 

Sh
e blin

k
ed at th

e ligh
t, still th

e brigh
test source in

 th
e room

, even
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th
e edge. D

raco w
as th

ere in
 th

e blin
k

 of an
 eye, slam

m
in

g it closed. Sh
e 

m
an

aged to catch
 a glim

pse of run
es an

d G
erm

an
ic tran

slation
s scribbled 

on
 parch

m
en

t before h
e sw

iftly stepped in
 fron

t of h
er. 

H
er eyes flick

ered up to h
im

, so close sh
e h

ad to tilt h
er h

ead back
. 

T
h

ey’d been
 th

is close th
e n

igh
t before, w

h
en

 h
e’d folded h

is arm
s aroun

d
 

h
er as sh

e sob
bed. H

e’d push
ed a curl over h

er ear an
d stared in

to h
er w

a-
terin

g eyes lik
e h

e’d been
 en

tran
ced. 

Sh
e push

ed th
e m

em
ories aw

ay. “I am
 pretty good at research

, if you’ll 
recall.” Sh

e sm
iled, h

opin
g h

e couldn
’t resist th

e ch
an

ce to tease h
er. T

o 
let h

er in
. 

In
stead h

e jerk
ed h

is h
ead. “N

o. I’m
 alm

ost th
ere.” H

e sw
allow

ed 
tigh

tly. “T
h

an
k

 you, th
ough

.” 
Sh

e blin
k

ed quick
ly, n

oddin
g h

er disappoin
tm

en
t at h

er sh
oes. M

aybe 
w

h
en

 h
e w

as don
e w

ith
 h

is “problem
,” th

ey could fin
ally talk

. Sh
e lifted 

h
er ch

in
, took

 a deep breath
, an

d said, “I fin
d th

at in
 m

ost cases, th
e an

-
sw

er is righ
t in

 fron
t of you.” 

H
is lips parted on

 a silen
t in

h
ale, as if h

er flippan
t rem

ark
 h

ad dis-
turbed h

im
. P

in
k

 spots h
igh

 on
 h

is ch
eek

s as h
is eyes roved over h

er before 
return

in
g to h

er gaze. 
“T

h
an

k
 you, G

ran
ger. I’ll k

eep an
 eye out for th

at,” h
e m

urm
ured. 

N
oddin

g on
e last tim

e, sh
e excused h

erself, h
eadin

g to th
e doorw

ay. 
A

s sh
e turn

ed to close th
e library doors, sh

e caugh
t a glim

pse of h
im

 sit-
tin

g at th
e table, begin

n
in

g to organ
ize w

h
atever h

e w
as research

in
g. Sh

e 
w

as rem
in

ded of sixth
 year w

h
en

 h
e w

ould sulk
 in

 corn
ers an

d h
un

ch
 over 

book
s in

 th
e library, look

in
g pale an

d th
in

. 
Sh

e ate din
n

er alon
e in

 h
er bedroom

, porin
g over a h

eavy book
 on

 th
e 

h
istory of South

 A
m

erica th
at con

tain
ed a referen

ce to m
agical slavery 

som
ew

h
ere.  

Sh
e m

ade it th
ree ch

apters before an
 overw

h
elm

in
g exh

austion
 push

ed
 

at h
er eyelids, beck

on
in

g h
er to sleep. 
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“G
ran

ger, w
ak

e up.” 
H

er eyes sn
apped open

, h
er body joltin

g w
ith

 th
e presen

ce of som
eon

e 
else in

 h
er room

. It w
as pitch

 black
. 

A
 can

dle flam
ed n

ext to h
er, revealin

g N
arcissa lean

in
g over h

er bed-
side table, sh

ak
in

g out a m
atch

. 
“It’s alrigh

t, dear,” sh
e w

h
ispered, but th

ere w
as a quiver to h

er voice. 
Sh

e pulled back
 th

e coverlet, refusin
g to m

ak
e eye con

tact. “It’s alrigh
t,” 

sh
e said —

 m
ore to h

erself. 
“W

h
at—

” H
erm

ion
e fell silen

t, lips partin
g at th

e sigh
t of D

raco com
-

in
g aroun

d th
e oth

er side of h
er bed w

ith
 an

oth
er can

dle. H
is fin

gers fum
-

bled a m
atch

 out of a box, droppin
g it n

ext to th
e can

dle w
ith

out ligh
tin

g 
it. “W

h
at’s h

appen
ed?” sh

e ask
ed. 

“C
om

e.” N
arcissa peeled back

 th
e sh

eets over h
er legs, reach

in
g for 

h
er. “C

om
e w

ith
 m

e.” 
H

erm
ion

e scram
bled out of bed, h

eart poun
din

g in
 h

er ears. N
arcissa 

led h
er in

to th
e bath

room
 suite as D

raco m
oved to th

e fireplace, w
an

d 
tracin

g a spell over th
e flam

es. 
O

pen
in

g th
e Floo. 

N
arcissa sh

ut th
e door beh

in
d th

em
, an

d H
erm

ion
e blin

k
ed, tak

in
g 

in
 th

e elegan
t N

arcissa M
alfoy in

 h
er dressin

g gow
n

, san
s m

ak
eup, san

s 
tailored rob

es. A
 w

h
ite silk

 n
igh

tgow
n

 h
an

gin
g lim

ply from
 h

er elb
ow

, 
an

d a pale expression
 to m

atch
. 

“R
em

ove your n
igh

tcloth
es,” N

arcissa w
h

ispered. 
H

erm
ion

e sw
allow

ed, m
in

d beggin
g for an

sw
ers. B

ut som
eth

in
g told 

h
er to ob

ey. “A
re w

e goin
g som

ew
h

ere?” sh
e squeak

ed. H
er fin

gers m
oved 

quick
ly over h

er button
s, cold an

d quiverin
g. 

“N
o, dear. T

h
ere’s…

 som
eon

e is—
” 

Sh
e w

atch
ed N

arcissa struggle for w
ords. H

erm
ion

e’s eyes w
en

t w
ide 
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H
er lim

ited G
erm

an
 caugh

t w
ords lik

e “devil” an
d “protection

.” 
Sh

e jerk
ed h

er h
ead over to w

h
ere D

raco stood in
 th

e corn
er, an

d h
er 

dizzy m
in

d im
agin

ed sh
e could see th

e w
h

ites of h
is eyes reflectin

g th
e 

dark
n

ess back
 at h

er. 
A

 sh
arp pull from

 h
er belly, lik

e th
e w

orst k
in

d of m
en

strual cram
ps. 

Sh
e gasped, jerk

in
g. N

arcissa h
eld h

er dow
n

, an
d L

ucius raised h
is voice as 

h
e con

tin
ued ch

an
tin

g. 
It felt lik

e h
er in

testin
es w

ere figh
tin

g to tw
ist in

 opposin
g direction

s. 
Sh

e squirm
ed, tryin

g to stretch
 h

er body in
to position

s th
at w

ould allevi-
ate th

e cram
pin

g, but it w
as lik

e a w
ren

ch
in

g low
 in

 h
er stom

ach
. 

Sh
e groan

ed, an
d sh

e h
eard th

e floor creak
 n

ear th
e w

in
dow

s. 
A

 tigh
t pop, as if som

eth
in

g in
side of h

er dislocated. Sh
e scrun

ch
ed h

er 
eyes sh

ut in
 pain

, block
in

g out th
e dark

n
ess. 

A
n

d a w
ash

 of peace. L
ik

e a C
alm

in
g D

raugh
t. L

ik
e sun

ligh
t. H

er 
stom

ach
 relaxed. 

Sh
e open

ed h
er eyes, prayin

g th
at it w

ork
ed, an

d foun
d L

ucius M
alfoy’s 

face borin
g over h

er in
 th

e can
dleligh

t. 
N

o. N
ot can

dleligh
t. A

 ball th
e size of h

er fist h
overed over h

er stom
-

ach
. Just lik

e th
e spell th

e M
ediw

itch
es cast m

on
th

s ago, burn
in

g so w
h

ite 
it look

ed blue. 
It cast sh

adow
s across th

e pitch
-black

 room
, spark

in
g w

arm
th

 in
 L

u-
cius’s grey eyes. 

N
arcissa’s fin

gers th
readed

 th
rough

 h
er h

air gen
tly as every pair of eyes 

stared at th
e ball of en

ergy, sym
bolizin

g w
h

at h
adn

’t yet been
 tak

en
 from

 
h

er. Sh
e w

atch
ed th

e ligh
t fluctuate lik

e fairy w
in

gs h
eld it afloat. 

A
 glass jar push

ed in
to view

, scoopin
g un

der slow
ly, capturin

g th
e orb

, 
an

d closin
g a lid over top. Sh

e look
ed up to see D

raco screw
in

g th
e lid on

, 
w

atch
in

g th
e ligh

t breath
e. H

is eyes dan
ced w

ith
 its glow

, an
d sh

e 
w

atch
ed h

is lips part in
 w

on
der. 

V
ictorious. 

Sh
e tried to rem

em
ber if sh

e’d ever seen
 h

im
 catch

 th
e Sn

itch
. 
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“T
h

ere’s n
o n

eed to w
orry, dear,” N

arcissa w
h

ispered in
to h

er ear. 
L

ucius struck
 th

e m
atch

. A
n

d th
e flam

es h
issed out in

 th
e fireplace. 

T
h

e on
ly ligh

t in
 th

e room
 w

as from
 th

e tw
o can

dles, castin
g sh

adow
s 

again
st th

eir ch
eek

bon
es an

d ch
in

s. 
N

arcissa crossed h
er legs an

d guided H
erm

ion
e to lay w

ith
 h

er h
ead in

 
h

er lap. Sh
e stared at th

e can
opy as h

er m
in

d raced. 
W

h
o w

as com
in

g? W
h

at w
ere th

ey look
in

g for? W
h

y n
ow

? 
A

n
d th

en
 all th

ough
ts of possibilities sw

ept from
 h

er m
in

d as L
ucius 

M
alfoy clim

bed in
to h

er bed. 
Sh

e jerk
ed h

er legs, alm
ost k

ick
in

g h
im

 as h
is lon

g lim
bs craw

led lik
e 

a pan
th

er to sit beside h
er. N

arcissa grabbed at h
er arm

s to calm
 h

er, to 
h

old h
er still. 

“W
h

at does th
is spell en

tail?” sh
e repeated, h

er voice crack
in

g in
 h

er 
dry th

roat. 
L

ucius’s calm
 features sh

arpen
ed in

to a sm
irk

. “N
ow

, n
ow

. D
on

’t fret, 
M

iss G
ran

ger. Just lie back
 an

d th
in

k
 of E

n
glan

d.” 
“L

ucius,” N
arcissa w

arn
ed. 

H
erm

ion
e felt h

er h
eartbeat strain

 ben
eath

 N
arcissa’s fin

gers, poun
d-

in
g to get out of h

er. A
n

d before sh
e could ask

 an
oth

er question
, L

ucius 
w

as pullin
g a k

n
ife from

 h
is rob

es, h
is im

passive m
ask

 on
 on

ce m
ore. Sh

e 
gaped at th

e glin
t of th

e blade as h
e pressed on

e lon
g h

an
d firm

ly again
st 

h
er collarbon

e. T
h

e k
n

ife drew
 a quick

, sh
allow

 slice again
st h

er h
eart, 

too quick
 for h

er to w
in

ce. Sh
e w

atch
ed w

ith
 w

ide eyes as L
ucius’s lips 

form
ed a silen

t prayer, w
isps of G

erm
an

 brush
in

g across h
er foreh

ead. 
Sh

e look
ed at D

raco, bath
ed in

 m
oon

ligh
t n

ear th
e w

in
dow

s, w
atch

-
in

g w
ith

 h
is h

an
d clapped over h

is m
outh

. T
h

eir eyes m
et. 

A
n

d th
e can

dles w
en

t out. 
Sh

e felt th
e dark

n
ess lik

e a cold plun
ge in

to w
ater. If sh

e didn
’t h

ave 
th

e pressure of N
arcissa’s fin

gers on
 h

er w
rists, sh

e’d h
ave sh

riek
ed. 

L
ucius’s cool ton

es dripped an
cien

t w
ords across h

er face. Sh
e felt h

im
 

sh
ift back

, h
overin

g over h
er stom

ach
 an

d ch
an

tin
g. 
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w
ith

 risin
g terror, h

er breath
 com

in
g quick

. V
oldem

ort? 
“W

e’re h
avin

g visitors first th
in

g in
 th

e m
orn

in
g,” N

arcissa fin
ally 

m
an

aged. “I don
’t k

n
ow

 w
h

y. W
e w

ere told th
ey n

eed to do a m
edical 

exam
in

ation
.” 

H
erm

ion
e pulled th

e open
ed sh

irt off h
er sh

oulders w
ith

 sh
ak

in
g fin

-
gers, fear overridin

g h
er m

odesty as N
arcissa bun

ch
ed up th

e w
h

ite silk
 

an
d tossed it over h

er n
eck

. 
“A

lrigh
t,” sh

e rasped. C
h

ills burstin
g alon

g h
er sk

in
 as th

e silk
 slipped 

over h
er. T

oo lon
g. P

robably N
arcissa’s. “A

n
d w

h
at are w

e doin
g?” 

“T
h

ere’s an
 old spell. Som

eth
in

g th
at th

ey used to use on
 th

eir daugh
-

ters…
 A

 ritual.” 
H

erm
ion

e stood frozen
 in

 terror as sh
e let N

arcissa’s h
an

ds pull th
e 

gow
n

 dow
n

 h
er legs. Fin

gers push
 h

er h
air to th

e side. A
 cool ch

ain
 draped 

over h
er sh

oulders as N
arcissa placed a crystal n

eck
lace over h

er. 
“W

h
at k

in
d of ritual?” Sh

e didn
’t recogn

ize th
e soun

d of h
er ow

n
 

voice. T
h

e crystal h
um

m
ed again

st h
er sk

in
. M

agical. 
N

arcissa’s cool blue eyes m
et h

ers. T
h

ey pierced h
er, studyin

g h
er. 

“T
h

ey w
ill b

e able to see th
at your virgin

ity is in
tact,” sh

e said quietly. 
“So, w

e’re goin
g to tak

e it.” 
H

erm
ion

e’s sk
in

 tin
gled, feelin

g th
e w

eigh
t of th

e silk
 gow

n
 on

 h
er 

sh
oulders. W

aitin
g for th

e w
ords to m

ak
e sen

se to h
er. 

A
 rattlin

g k
n

ock
 at th

e bath
room

 door. “1:59,” D
raco’s clipped ton

e 
ran

g out. H
er body jerk

ed, an
d N

arcissa gripped h
er arm

s to guide h
er out. 

D
raco stood aside to let th

em
 pass, h

is eyes firm
ly plan

ted on
 th

e m
an

-
tle clock

 above th
e fireplace. N

arcissa guided h
er to th

e bed, push
in

g h
er 

to sit. 
H

er m
in

d caugh
t up to h

er circum
stan

ces as N
arcissa k

n
elt before h

er, 
produced a bow

l of w
ater, dipped h

er fin
gers, an

d brush
ed h

er fin
gertips 

over H
erm

ion
e’s eyes an

d lips. 
T

h
ere w

as a ritual. 
A

 ritual to trick
 th

e virgin
ity spell. T

h
e on

e th
ey’d cast on

 h
er to decide 
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h
er startin

g price at th
e A

uction
. 

N
arcissa w

h
ispered som

eth
in

g in
to th

e w
ater bow

l —
 som

eth
in

g in
 

G
erm

an
 —

 before brin
gin

g it to h
er lips an

d sw
allow

in
g h

alf. Sh
e look

ed 
to D

raco. H
e stood rooted to th

e carpets, m
uscles m

ovin
g in

 h
is jaw

. 
T

h
is is w

h
at h

e’d been
 research

in
g. Fin

din
g th

is ritual. H
e h

adn
’t let 

h
er h

elp h
im

. 
T

h
e sm

all ch
im

e from
 th

e m
an

tle clock
, an

d h
e turn

ed to th
em

. “It’s 
tim

e.” 
H

e faced h
er, h

is grey eyes dead in
 th

e m
oon

ligh
t. N

arcissa push
ed th

e 
bow

l to h
er, brin

gin
g it to H

erm
ion

e’s lips. H
erm

ion
e dran

k
 th

e rest of 
th

e w
ater, w

atch
in

g D
raco over th

e rim
. H

e stared h
er dow

n
 as sh

e sw
al-

low
ed. 
H

e k
n

ew
 last n

igh
t th

at th
ey w

ere com
in

g. H
e k

n
ew

 th
ey’d fin

d h
er 

un
touch

ed, an
d h

e’d ran
sack

ed th
e library for a solution

 to h
is problem

. 
H

erm
ion

e’s breath
 h

itch
ed at th

e realization
 th

at h
e’d sk

ipped over 
th

e easiest on
e. 

N
arcissa placed th

e bow
l on

 th
e n

igh
tstan

d an
d craw

led on
to th

e bed, 
h

er lon
g lim

bs gracefully foldin
g un

der h
erself. Sh

e guided H
erm

ion
e to 

sit in
 fron

t of h
er, both

 facin
g th

e fireplace. D
raco paced to th

e en
d of th

e 
bed, h

an
d again

st th
e bedpost, w

atch
in

g th
e clock

. 
Sh

e open
ed h

er m
outh

 to break
 th

e silen
ce, to ask

 about th
e spell, an

d 
question

 th
e research

, but th
e w

ords died in
 h

er th
roat as th

e fireplace 
burn

ed green
, an

d L
ucius M

alfoy stepped th
rough

. 
A

n
d h

er h
eart th

um
ped in

 h
er ch

est. 
L

ucius glan
ced at h

er, dressed in
 w

h
ite silk

, w
aitin

g for h
im

 on
 a bed. 

D
raco stepped forw

ard, pullin
g a book

 from
 h

is robes an
d flippin

g it 
open

. 
“From

 th
e G

erm
an

ic. I’ve ch
eck

ed th
e tran

slation
. It’s accurate.” H

e 
m

et h
is fath

er at th
e fireplace. “I’ve outlin

ed th
e steps. T

h
e can

dle, th
e 

blood, th
e in

can
tation

—
” 

L
ucius M

alfoy raised a h
an

d, h
altin

g h
is son

. H
e took

 th
e book

 from
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h
im

 an
d peered dow

n
, turn

in
g th

e pages. T
h

e air aroun
d D

raco seem
ed to 

buzz w
ith

 a dark
, tw

istin
g en

ergy as h
e w

aited for perm
ission

 to speak
 

again
. 

A
 page turn

ed, an
d L

ucius paused, h
is brow

 arch
ed. H

erm
ion

e w
atch

ed 
h

is eyes m
ove quick

ly over th
e sam

e passage un
til th

ey lifted to h
er. 

T
h

e book
 sn

apped sh
ut. L

ucius assessed h
er an

d said, “A
n

d if it doesn
’t 

w
ork

?” 
“It w

ill.” D
raco’s m

outh
 w

as in
 a h

ard lin
e. 

“A
n

d if it doesn
’t?” 

“T
h

en
 I’ll th

in
k

 of som
eth

in
g else.” 

B
ut L

ucius w
as starin

g at her. Sh
e blin

k
ed at h

im
, feelin

g th
e question

 
un

der h
er sk

in
. 

If th
is doesn

’t w
ork, w

ill you do th
is th

e easy w
ay? 

Sh
e sw

allow
ed, an

d tilted h
er h

ead in
to th

e tin
iest of n

ods. 
L

ucius’s eyes return
ed to th

e text, brow
sin

g th
e w

ords lazily, casually, 
lik

e on
e m

igh
t w

in
dow

 sh
op at D

iagon
 A

lley. H
e w

as supposed to b
e in

 
R

om
an

ia. H
e w

as on
ly perm

itted em
ergen

cy Floo calls. T
h

ey’d brough
t 

h
im

 in
 for an

 illicit dark
 ritual, an

d h
e h

ad th
e n

erve to act as if th
ey h

ad 
all th

e tim
e in

 th
e w

orld. 
A

s if all of th
eir lives w

eren
’t at stak

e. 
D

raco’s fin
gers tw

itch
ed. N

arcissa’s breath
 stirred h

er h
air. 

L
ucius closed th

e book
 an

d h
an

ded it back
 to D

raco. H
e look

ed at th
e 

m
an

tle clock
 an

d turn
ed to h

er. “R
eady.” 

“L
et m

e see th
e book

,” H
erm

ion
e said, voice too loud for th

e quiet 
room

. “L
et m

e read it first—
” 

“T
h

ere’s n
o tim

e, M
iss G

ran
ger,” L

ucius said, an
d sh

e could h
ear th

e 
sn

eer in
 h

is voice as h
e crossed to th

e un
lit can

dle b
y h

er bed. 
“W

h
at does it do?” Sh

e turn
ed h

er n
eck

 to look
 up at N

arcissa, w
h

o w
as 

pressin
g h

er lips togeth
er an

d fixin
g a disappoin

ted glare across th
e room

. 
H

erm
ion

e sw
iveled in

 th
e direction

 of h
er gaze to fin

d D
raco n

ear th
e 

w
in

dow
s, w

atch
in

g silen
tly. 


