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H
erm

ion
e for talk

in
g.” 

H
er m

outh
 w

en
t dry. H

erm
ion

e extricated h
er legs from

 un
dern

eath
 

h
im

, stan
din

g an
d sm

ooth
in

g dow
n

 h
er cloth

es. D
raco stood sw

iftly, 
straigh

ten
in

g h
is cloth

es as w
ell, an

d stepped sligh
tly in

 fron
t of h

er be-
fore gesturin

g for B
oppy to lead th

e w
ay. 

B
oppy w

run
g h

is h
an

ds. “M
aster says on

ly M
iss H

erm
ion

e.” 
Sh

e felt D
raco sim

m
erin

g in
 fron

t of h
er. H

e open
ed h

is m
outh

 to sn
ap 

at h
is elf, but sh

e placed h
er h

an
d on

 h
is elb

ow
. “It’s alrigh

t.” Sh
e m

oved 
aroun

d h
im

 an
d look

ed up in
to h

is eyes. “I’ll b
e back

 sh
ortly.” 

H
e sigh

ed an
 aggravated breath

, an
d h

is jaw
 slow

ly relaxed. H
erm

ion
e 

squeezed h
is arm

 an
d

 follow
ed B

oppy out th
e library doors. H

er m
in

d 
started spin

n
in

g about Sw
itzerlan

d, an
d N

arcissa, an
d w

h
y L

ucius w
ould 

first ask
 to see h

er after bein
g gon

e for alm
ost tw

o w
eek

s—
 

Sh
e blin

k
ed, tryin

g to suppress h
er th

ough
ts. It w

as h
arder th

an
 usual 

th
is tim

e. Sh
e’d been

 n
eglectin

g h
er O

cclum
en

cy practice lately, too dis-
tracted b

y D
raco an

d th
eir research

. 
T

h
e sm

all elf sh
uffled dow

n
 th

e h
allw

ay in
 fron

t of h
er, an

d H
erm

ion
e 

w
as surprised to see th

ey w
ere h

eaded to th
e k

itch
en

s. B
oppy led h

er dow
n

 
th

e sh
ort set of steps, an

d gestured for h
er to duck

 un
der th

e tin
y doorw

ay 
an

d in
to th

e k
itch

en
 before h

e popped aw
ay. 

L
ucius M

alfoy tow
ered over th

e elves ch
oppin

g vegetables at th
eir ta-

bles, h
is h

ead alm
ost scrapin

g th
e ceilin

g as h
e peered dow

n
 at a lon

g scroll 
of parch

m
en

t th
at look

ed lik
e a m

en
u for th

e w
eek

. R
em

m
y stood n

ext 
to h

im
 on

 a stool, w
aitin

g for in
struction

s or n
otes. H

e said n
oth

in
g as 

H
erm

ion
e paused aw

k
w

ardly in
 th

e doorw
ay. H

e w
as w

earin
g a th

in
-

rim
m

ed pair of glasses, an
d th

e sigh
t of th

em
 m

igh
t h

ave m
ade H

erm
ion

e 
giggle if sh

e w
asn

’t so n
ervous. 

“M
iss G

ran
ger,” h

e said, w
h

ippin
g th

e glasses off h
is n

ose. H
e studied 

h
er briefly, lettin

g h
is n

arrow
ed eyes drop to h

er bare legs. “I see you’re 
still h

avin
g trouble fully cloth

in
g yourself.” 

H
er ch

eek
s flush

ed. R
em

m
y jutted h

er ch
in

 up in
 approval. 

4
7
7
 

2
3
 

very step on
 th

e stairs dow
n

 to th
e laboratory ech

oed again
st th

e 
ston

es, m
ak

in
g it soun

d lik
e a dozen

 people w
ere at H

erm
ion

e’s 
h

eels as sh
e rush

ed dow
n

 th
e tw

istin
g staircase. 

In
stead, th

ere w
as just on

e. H
e m

oved slow
ly, but every tim

e sh
e 

paused to look
 back

 at h
im

, h
e w

as th
ree paces beh

in
d h

er, as if tied to a 
strin

g. H
is h

an
d slid across th

e w
all as h

e m
oved, h

is gaze alw
ays fixed at 

a poin
t over h

er h
ead. 

Sh
e began

 run
n

in
g on

ce h
e descen

ded, follow
in

g th
e m

em
orized route 

to th
e laboratory an

d sh
ovin

g open
 th

e door. T
h

ere w
as n

o tim
e to catch

 
h

er breath
 as sh

e ran
 to th

e sh
elves, slam

m
in

g jars on
to th

e lab ben
ch

 an
d 

tearin
g leaves from

 potted plan
ts. 

H
er m

in
d tum

bled w
ith

 th
e m

em
ory of decodin

g th
e previous lust po-

tion
. Sh

e n
eeded G

urdyroot, an
d W

iggen
tree T

w
igs, an

d —
 h

er eyes 
sn

apped up to th
e door. D

raco h
overed again

st th
e fram

e, every in
ch

 of 
h

im
 coiled an

d ten
se. 

T
h

e sk
in

 on
 th

e back
 of h

er n
eck

 prick
led. “H

ow
 do you feel, D

raco? 
W

h
at are your sym

ptom
s?” 

H
e w

as still, h
is h

an
ds buried in

 h
is pock

ets, h
is gaze lock

ed on
 on

e of 
th

e can
dles on

 th
e ston

e w
all. “M

y sym
ptom

s...” h
e repeated. 

H
erm

ion
e n

odded slow
ly, tak

in
g h

im
 in

. Sw
eat w

as beadin
g at h

is 
tem

ples —
 sh

e could see th
e perspiration

 on
 h

is black
 collared sh

irt. A
n

d 
alth

ough
 h

is eyes w
ere still vacan

t, sh
e didn

’t m
iss th

e clen
ch

 in
 h

is jaw
. 

Silen
ce. 

“A
lrigh

t. I’ll just get started, th
en

.” Squarin
g h

er sh
oulders, sh

e stepped 
up to th

e cauldron
, facin

g h
er first problem

. Sh
e n

eeded to ligh
t th

e fire—
 

E
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T
h

ere w
as a sh

uffle forw
ard before sh

e could ask
. Sh

e k
ept h

er eyes 
fixed on

 th
e cauldron

 as h
is lon

g, pale fin
gers placed h

is w
an

d delicately 
on

 th
e coun

ter. A
 sh

arp in
tak

e of breath
 —

 an
d th

en
 h

e m
oved aw

ay, 
steppin

g back
 to th

e doorfram
e. 

“T
h

an
k

s,” sh
e m

um
bled. T

h
e m

agic in
 h

is w
an

d th
rum

m
ed in

 h
er 

vein
s as sh

e quick
ly lit th

e fire, filled th
e cauldron

, an
d ch

arm
ed th

e elm
 

spoon
 to stir clock

w
ise. Sh

e set to w
ork

, sum
m

on
in

g tools an
d in

gredi-
en

ts, in
spectin

g th
e color an

d texture as th
e m

ixture bubbled. A
fter a few

 
m

in
utes, sh

e glan
ced up to fin

d h
im

 w
atch

in
g h

er, h
is eyes dark

 an
d

 
glassy. 

“D
raco”—

sh
e cleared

 h
er th

roat—
”I n

eed to k
n

ow
 w

h
at’s differen

t 
about th

is potion
. W

h
at’s it doin

g to you?” 
Sh

e began
 ch

oppin
g th

e W
iggen

tree T
w

igs to avoid h
oldin

g h
is eye. 

“O
verh

eatin
g, dizzin

ess…
” H

e trailed off. 
Sh

e darted a glan
ce th

rough
 h

er lash
es an

d foun
d h

im
 starin

g at h
er 

lips. Sh
e’d been

 bitin
g th

em
. 

“A
n

d arousal, ob
viously,” sh

e m
uttered, tossin

g in
 th

e W
iggen

tree 
T

w
igs. “In

ten
se arousal, as it’s been

 exacerbated b
y sk

in
 con

tact.” 
“It’s…

” 
Sh

e look
ed up w

h
en

 h
e didn

’t fin
ish

. “Y
es?” 

H
e sh

ifted, lean
in

g h
eavily on

 th
e doorfram

e. “It’s gettin
g w

orse th
e 

lon
ger it goes on

.” H
is eyes dragged over h

er body before closin
g tigh

tly. 
“I didn

’t see th
at w

ith
 th

e oth
er potion

s. B
efore.” 

H
erm

ion
e jerk

ed a n
od an

d cast h
er eyes dow

n
 on

 th
e potion

s in
gre-

dien
ts in

 fron
t of h

er. Sh
e n

eeded tw
en

ty m
in

utes to cobble togeth
er an

 
an

tidote. A
n

d sh
e could on

ly h
ope th

at it w
ork

ed properly. T
h

e B
ulbadox 

juice an
d daisy roots w

ere h
er best guesses to coun

teract th
e in

creasin
g in

-
ten

sity, but sh
e couldn

’t be sure w
ith

out a sam
ple. 

T
h

ere w
as n

oth
in

g to b
e don

e for it. Sh
e just h

ad to h
ope for th

e best. 
Sh

e flick
ed h

is w
an

d an
d con

jured a ch
air n

ear th
e doorw

ay. “T
ak

e a 
seat.” 
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Sh
e tigh

ten
ed h

er arm
s aroun

d h
is sh

oulders an
d n

odded. H
e pressed 

th
eir foreh

eads togeth
er an

d w
atch

ed h
er face as h

e n
udged on

e of h
er 

th
igh

s open
. 

A
 pop! from

 a foot aw
ay. 

A
s sh

e k
n

ew
 it w

ould. A
s it h

ad every day sin
ce h

er birth
day w

h
en

ever 
th

eir sn
oggin

g escalated. 
“M

aster is excusin
g B

oppy, but—
!” 

“G
o. A

w
ay,” D

raco gritted out, screw
in

g h
is eyes sh

ut. 
B

oppy gave a pitiful w
h

in
e. “B

ut—
but—

!” 
“B

oppy, I sw
ear to M

erlin
—

” 
H

erm
ion

e giggled. T
h

e expression
 on

 D
raco’s face w

as ach
in

gly fam
il-

iar. L
ik

e h
e’d been

 beaten
 to th

e Sn
itch

 or w
atch

ed C
rabbe steal h

is last 
treacle tart at din

n
er. 

Sh
e w

as beyon
d em

barrassm
en

t at th
is poin

t. T
w

o days ago, D
raco’s 

k
n

ee h
ad just slipped betw

een
 h

er th
igh

s w
h

en
 P

lum
b

 popped in
 w

ith
 tea 

service, tw
o h

ours early. Y
esterday, as sh

e’d sat on
 th

e table w
ith

 D
raco 

stan
din

g betw
een

 h
er legs, sh

e got as far as run
n

in
g h

er h
an

ds up un
der 

h
is sh

irt as h
e palm

ed h
er breasts over h

er top. B
ut just as h

e’d lean
ed h

er 
back

w
ards across th

e table, R
em

m
y appeared to list th

e din
n

er m
en

u for 
D

raco’s approval. 
“B

ut B
oppy com

es to say th
at M

aster L
ucius is h

om
e, an

d is w
an

tin
g a 

w
ord—

” 
D

raco’s eyes flew
 open

. T
h

e h
eat th

at h
ad been

 boilin
g in

side of h
er 

abruptly disappeared. 
H

is th
roat bobbed as h

e stared dow
n

 at h
er. “T

ell m
y fath

er I’ll b
e th

ere 
in

 th
irty m

in
utes—

” 
“N

ot w
ith

 M
aster D

raco! W
ith

 M
iss H

erm
ion

e!” 
T

h
ey both

 w
h

ipped th
eir h

eads to look
 at B

oppy, w
h

o w
as dan

cin
g 

from
 foot to foot an

xiously. D
raco pulled aw

ay. 
“R

egardin
g w

h
at?” 

“M
aster 

didn
’t 

say!” 
B

oppy 
squeak

ed. 
“M

aster 
says 

to 
fetch

 
M

iss 
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D
raco M

alfoy’s h
an

ds on
 h

er arse as h
e push

ed h
er back

 again
st th

e stack
s, 

k
issin

g h
er fiercely. 

B
ut today sh

e’d ch
osen

 th
e sh

orts again
. A

n
d th

e w
ay h

is eyes h
ad 

dropped to h
er legs w

h
en

 sh
e en

tered
 th

e library h
ad been

 w
orth

 it. B
ut 

n
ow

, as h
is fin

gers rubbed circles in
to h

er in
n

er th
igh

, h
is lips n

ippin
g 

again
st h

er th
roat, sh

e th
ough

t m
aybe sh

e w
as th

e on
e bein

g seduced. 
T

h
e productive parts of th

eir day seem
ed to b

e gettin
g sh

orter an
d 

sh
orter. “D

raco—
” 

H
is m

outh
 latch

ed on
to th

e dip below
 h

er jaw
 —

 h
is favorite spot. 

Sh
e’d been

 coverin
g th

e bruises every day, an
d it seem

ed h
e w

as m
ak

in
g it 

h
is m

ission
 to k

eep th
em

 th
ere. H

er eyes fluttered closed, an
d sh

e sigh
ed. 

T
h

e T
olbrette journ

al dropped to th
e floor w

ith
 a th

ud. 
D

raco’s ow
n

 book
 sn

apped sh
ut, an

d th
en

 h
is h

an
ds w

ere tw
istin

g h
er 

on
 th

e couch
, coaxin

g h
er to reclin

e again
st th

e arm
rest. H

is lips n
ever 

left h
er n

eck
 as th

e h
an

d
 betw

een
 h

er legs rose h
igh

er an
d h

igh
er, h

is 
oth

er palm
 run

n
in

g over h
er w

aist. 
H

e h
overed over h

er, catch
in

g h
er lips an

d k
issin

g h
er deeply as h

is 
fin

gers reach
ed th

e h
em

 of h
er sh

orts. Sh
e m

oan
ed low

 in
 h

er th
roat an

d 
w

rapped h
er arm

s aroun
d h

is sh
oulders. D

raco slipped h
is palm

 un
der h

er 
low

er back
, pressin

g h
er close. 

T
h

ey sh
ould b

e w
ork

in
g. Sh

e sh
ould in

sist th
at th

ey set som
e k

in
d of 

boun
daries, n

o sn
oggin

g before th
ree—

 
H

is fin
gers slipped to th

e h
em

lin
e of h

er sh
orts, an

d h
er m

in
d w

en
t 

blan
k

 as h
e played w

ith
 th

e m
aterial. L

ik
e h

e k
n

ew
 sh

e’d w
orn

 th
em

 to 
test h

im
. H

e teased th
e sk

in
 th

ere, rubbin
g slow

 circles an
d in

ch
in

g un
der 

th
e fabric. H

is ton
gue dove in

to h
er m

outh
, draggin

g sigh
s from

 h
er 

ch
est. 
H

e released h
er lips, an

d sh
e m

urm
ured h

is n
am

e, search
in

g for h
im

. 
W

h
en

 h
e w

ouldn
’t k

iss h
er again

, h
er eyes flick

ered open
, an

d sh
e saw

 h
im

 
starin

g dow
n

 at h
er. 

H
is fin

gers slid an
 in

ch
 un

der h
er sh

orts. “C
an

 I?” 
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T
h

e cauldron
 sim

m
ered in

to a bubblegum
 pin

k
. Sh

e ran
 th

rough
 th

e 
in

gredien
ts in

 h
er h

ead, tryin
g to accoun

t for th
e color. 

“W
h

en
 you m

ade th
is for P

an
sy, did you stir clock

w
ise eleven

 tim
es? 

O
r th

irteen
 tim

es coun
terclock

w
ise?” 

T
h

e texture even
ed out. T

h
e color sh

ifted in
to a pale b

ab
y pin

k
. So 

close n
ow

. Sh
e pick

ed up th
e G

urdyroot. 
“Y

ou can
’t use th

at.” 
H

er h
ead sn

apped up. T
h

e doorfram
e w

as supportin
g h

im
 n

ow
, h

is 
back

 flush
 again

st it, an
d h

is k
n

ees w
eak

 un
dern

eath
 h

im
. H

is eyes w
ere 

squeezed closed. 
“W

h
at?” 

“T
h

e G
urdyroot w

ill coun
teract th

e A
sh

w
in

der sh
ells, n

egatin
g—

n
e-

gatin
g th

e effects.” H
e took

 a sh
udderin

g breath
. “Y

ou n
eed to use w

illow
 

bark
.” 

H
er h

eart th
rash

ed in
 h

er ch
est un

til h
er ribs h

urt. W
illow

 bark
 h

ad to 
b

e added at room
 tem

perature, an
d its effects on

ly released properly if it 
w

as slow
ly, gradually brough

t to a boil. A
n

oth
er fifteen

 m
in

utes, at least. 
Steelin

g h
erself, sh

e ban
ish

ed th
e flam

es, sum
m

on
ed th

e w
illow

 bark
, an

d 
began

 crack
in

g it in
to fin

gern
ail-sized pieces. 

“I’m
 sorry,” sh

e said n
um

bly. “I sh
ould h

ave started w
ith

 th
e bark

. It’s 
goin

g to b
e a bit lon

ger. Y
ou—

you sh
ould sit.” 

Sh
e ch

an
ced a look

 up at h
im

 as h
e stiffly low

ered h
im

self in
to th

e 
ch

air sh
e’d con

jured. H
e w

as clam
m

y an
d flush

ed, a bead of sw
eat trick

-
lin

g dow
n

 h
is tem

ple. U
n

able to eith
er look

 at h
im

 or stan
d still, sh

e be-
gan

 clearin
g up h

er station
, dartin

g aroun
d th

e room
 an

d puttin
g th

in
gs 

aw
ay b

y h
an

d. 
Five excruciatin

g m
in

utes later, th
e potion

 w
as cool en

ough
. Sh

e sprin
-

k
led th

e w
illow

 bark
 in

to th
e cauldron

 an
d lit th

e flam
es, ch

ew
in

g th
e 

in
side of h

er ch
eek

 w
h

ile sh
e w

aited. 
H

e w
as quiet an

d still for th
e n

ext ten
 m

in
utes w

h
ile H

erm
ion

e 
w

ork
ed, adjustin

g th
e tem

perature as sh
e peered in

to th
e cauldron

. If sh
e 
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h
adn

’t seen
 h

is ch
est risin

g an
d fallin

g out of th
e corn

er of h
er eye, sh

e 
w

ould h
ave assum

ed h
e w

as cataton
ic. 

“H
ow

 are you feelin
g?” N

o respon
se. Sh

e w
iped h

er brow
, th

en
 w

aved 
aw

ay th
e sm

ok
e. “I can

 brew
 you som

eth
in

g for con
cen

tration
—

” 
“Stop talk

in
g,” h

e bit out. H
er eyes darted to h

im
. H

e stared at h
er 

dark
ly, sw

eat drippin
g from

 h
is tem

ples. “Y
our voice—

” 
H

e tore h
is gaze from

 h
er. Sh

e n
odded, poin

tedly ign
orin

g th
e w

ay h
e 

adjusted h
im

self in
 h

is trousers. Sh
e con

tin
ued easin

g th
e castor oil in

to 
th

e cauldron
, on

e teaspoon
 every ten

 stirs. 
“Stop bitin

g your lip,” h
is voice sn

arled. 
Sh

e jum
ped. “Sorry. I didn

’t realize…
” 

H
e dropped h

is h
ead in

to h
is h

an
ds an

d groan
ed. “H

ow
 m

uch
 lon

ger?” 
“N

ot lon
g.” 

H
e stum

bled out of th
e ch

air, stan
din

g to press h
is back

 again
st th

e 
cool ston

es. H
e tugged at h

is sh
irt, fan

n
in

g h
im

self w
ith

 th
e m

aterial, an
d 

h
is eyes slid over to h

er again
. 

H
er h

eartbeat fluttered as sh
e blin

k
ed aw

ay, doublin
g h

er efforts. Sh
e 

could feel h
im

 starin
g at h

er h
an

ds as sh
e w

ork
ed, m

ak
in

g h
er fin

gers 
sh

ak
e an

d th
e k

n
ife slippery in

 h
er grip. 

T
h

e cauldron
 bubbled in

to a deep blue as soon
 as sh

e added th
e crush

ed 
daisy roots, th

e con
sisten

cy exactly righ
t. Sh

e just n
eeded to w

ait five m
ore 

m
in

utes for it to sim
m

er. 
“Y

ou sh
ould Stun

 m
e.” 

H
er eyes jerk

ed up to see h
im

 closer to th
e table, still pressed again

st 
th

e w
all. H

is gaze w
as on

 h
er n

eck
 an

d ch
est. 

Sh
e sw

allow
ed, h

er th
roat th

ick
. “Just a little bit lon

ger.” 
“Stun

 m
e.” 

Sh
e focused back

 on
 th

e potion
, w

ipin
g h

er brow
 again

, tryin
g to ig-

n
ore th

e w
ay h

is eyes slid over h
er. “I don

’t th
in

k
 you sh

ould b
e un

con
-

scious in
 th

is state. P
uttin

g you in
to a stasis could—

” 
“T

h
en

 bin
d m

e,” h
e grow

led. 

5
0
5 

2
4
 

raco’s lips dropped k
isses again

st h
er n

eck
, h

is h
an

d tracin
g 

circles on
 h

er k
n

ee as h
er eyes read th

e sam
e sen

ten
ce for th

e 
sixth

 tim
e. 

Som
eth

in
g about Jerem

iah
 Jon

es an
d h

is broth
er. 

Sh
e sh

ould h
ave k

n
ow

n
 from

 th
e m

om
en

t th
at h

e join
ed h

er on
 th

e 
loveseat, in

n
ocen

tly flippin
g pages in

 a textbook
, th

at sh
e w

asn
’t goin

g to 
get an

y w
ork

 don
e th

is aftern
oon

. 
T

h
ey’d m

ade progress over th
e last th

ree days, iden
tifyin

g seven
 clus-

ters of ch
aracters an

d six an
cien

t run
ic lan

guages Jon
es h

ad borrow
ed 

from
. T

h
ey w

ere still look
in

g for th
e source of th

e seven
th

 cluster. 
B

ut usually after lun
ch

, D
raco w

ould decide h
e’d h

ad en
ough

 studyin
g. 

H
e suck

ed th
e soft sk

in
 below

 h
er jaw

, an
d h

er eyes fluttered sh
ut. 

“A
n

yth
in

g in
terestin

g, G
ran

ger?” h
e h

um
m

ed in
to h

er th
roat. 

“H
uh

?” H
er fin

gers curled in
to th

e cover of h
er book

. “U
m

, just th
at…

 
Jon

es’s broth
er disapproved of h

is view
s. B

ut th
ere’s n

oth
in

g about h
is 

travels, or w
h

ere else h
e m

igh
t h

ave—
” 

“W
h

at a sh
am

e.” H
is h

an
d slid up h

er th
igh

, w
arm

 again
st h

er sk
in

. 
H

erm
ion

e h
ad ch

osen
 to w

ear th
e sh

orts again
 today. Y

esterday sh
e’d 

w
orn

 on
e of th

e tigh
ter, low

er-cut tops in
 h

er n
ew

 w
ardrob

e, an
d it h

ad 
tak

en
 D

raco th
irty m

in
utes of “readin

g” before h
e’d ripped th

e book
 

from
 h

er h
an

ds an
d set h

er on
 th

e edge of th
e table, h

is h
ips slottin

g be-
tw

een
 h

er legs as h
is lips devoured h

er. 
T

h
e day before, h

e’d been
 fascin

ated w
ith

 th
e M

uggle den
im

s sh
e 

w
ore, but sh

e supposed th
at h

ad som
eth

in
g to do w

ith
 all th

e excuses sh
e’d 

foun
d to ben

d for book
s on

 bottom
 sh

elves. Sh
e’d foun

d h
erself w

ith
 

D
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table. 
“L

ater. W
e sh

ould w
ork

. Y
ou m

en
tion

ed th
at you’d foun

d som
eth

in
g 

on
 T

olbrette’s journ
al?” 

“N
ot later. N

ow
,” h

e said. H
er eyes slid to h

im
. “Y

ou can
 m

iss a day of 
research

. It’s your birth
day.” 

H
er m

outh
 open

ed an
d closed before sh

e settled on
 a sm

ile. “It is. 
T

h
an

k
 you.” 

H
e jerk

ed h
is h

ead tow
ard th

e exit. “G
o read. I’ll h

ave M
ippy brin

g 
lun

ch
 to your room

. Sh
e m

ade pum
pk

in
 soup for you.” 

R
each

in
g up on

 h
er toes, sh

e k
issed h

is ch
eek

 before h
e could stop h

er. 
Sh

e raced to h
er room

 w
ith

 th
e m

em
ory of th

e blush
 on

 h
is ch

eek
 w

h
ere 

h
er lips h

ad been
.

C
h
a
p
te

r
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H
erm

ion
e sh

ivered. “M
aybe four m

in
utes—

” H
er voice caugh

t w
h

en
 

sh
e turn

ed to address h
im

 again
. H

e’d gotten
 even

 closer. 
H

is expression
 dark

en
ed w

h
en

 th
eir eyes m

et, an
d a slow

, catlik
e grin

 
spread across h

is lips. H
e took

 a step closer to h
er, alm

ost at th
e table, an

d 
H

erm
ion

e’s eyes darted to h
is w

an
d —

 n
ow

 closer to h
is reach

 th
an

 h
ers. 

“M
aybe you w

an
t m

e to lose con
trol.” H

e tilted h
is h

ead at h
er. “M

aybe 
th

e little lion
ess w

an
ts to b

e h
un

ted dow
n

, ch
ased th

rough
 th

e M
an

or.” 
Sh

e stood frozen
, un

able to tear aw
ay from

 h
is obsidian

 eyes as h
e 

lean
ed forw

ard on
 h

is palm
s, sh

oulders curlin
g lik

e a predator. Sh
e w

illed 
h

er h
eart to slow

 its poun
din

g. 
“Y

ou certain
ly lik

e to tease.” T
h

e black
 fire in

 h
is eyes bloom

ed, ex-
pan

din
g an

d collapsin
g lik

e a supern
ova. “D

o you w
an

t m
e to break

, 
G

ran
ger?” H

e sm
irk

ed, th
e curve of h

is m
outh

 cold an
d cuttin

g. “I th
in

k
 

it’s m
y turn

 to play.” 
“D

raco—
” 

“G
o on

. R
un

. I’ll give you a h
ead start.” 

Sh
e didn

’t m
ove a m

uscle, even
 as h

er im
pulses scream

ed to do exactly 
w

h
at h

e’d told h
er an

d run
. Sh

e gave up n
o groun

d as h
e lean

ed closer, h
er 

blood poun
din

g so fran
tically sh

e could h
ear it rush

in
g in

 h
er ears. T

ak
in

g 
a deep breath

 an
d liftin

g h
er ch

in
, sh

e look
ed in

to h
is eyes. 

“T
h

is isn
’t you. I k

n
ow

 w
h

o you are, D
raco.” H

is eyes flick
ered, th

e 
black

 fire w
averin

g. “L
ook

 at m
e.” 

A
 h

eld breath
 —

 an
d th

e fire van
ish

ed. D
raco flin

ch
ed violen

tly, lik
e 

sh
e’d slapped h

im
. A

 gaspin
g breath

 crash
ed in

to h
is lun

gs, an
d h

e stum
-

bled back
w

ard un
til h

is back
 slam

m
ed in

to th
e ston

e. H
is eyes w

ere w
ide 

an
d h

orrified before h
e covered th

em
 w

ith
 h

is h
an

ds, sin
k

in
g to th

e 
groun

d an
d curlin

g in
 on

 h
im

self. 
“It’s ok

ay,” sh
e said, h

er voice sh
ak

y. “Y
ou’re ok

ay. T
h

ree m
in

utes. 
C

oun
t in

 your h
ead.” 

Sh
e sn

atch
ed h

is w
an

d an
d set a tim

er on
 it, h

er fin
gers clutch

in
g th

e 
h

an
dle tigh

tly as sh
e slow

ly back
ed to h

er side of th
e table. 
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D
raco breath

ed h
arsh

ly, eyes still closed, h
is breath

 rattlin
g on

 th
e ex-

h
ale. H

e w
as sh

iverin
g, h

is face ash
en

, an
d h

is collar dren
ch

ed w
ith

 sw
eat. 

A
fter a secon

d of debate, H
erm

ion
e in

ch
ed closer an

d cast a quick
 diag-

n
ostic over h

im
. O

ran
ge an

d m
aroon

 th
rough

out h
is ch

est, but a disturb-
in

g deep green
 across h

is h
ips an

d th
igh

s. B
righ

t spots of red fired th
rough

 
h

is brain
. P

om
frey w

ould h
ave already sen

t h
im

 to St. M
un

go’s based on
 

h
is tem

perature an
d h

ydration
 levels. 

Sh
e ch

eck
ed th

e tim
er on

 th
e w

an
d, tryin

g to focus am
idst th

e pan
ic 

in
 h

er ch
est. T

w
o m

ore m
in

utes. 
T

h
e potion

 w
as th

ick
en

in
g lik

e it sh
ould. T

h
e color dissolvin

g from
 

m
idn

igh
t blue to sk

y blue, w
h

ich
 w

ould th
en

 m
ove to a clear—

 
A

 vicious th
um

p soun
ded from

 h
er righ

t, an
d sh

e spun
 to fin

d D
raco 

crum
pled on

 th
e floor. 

H
er legs raced to h

im
 before sh

e could rem
em

ber—
 

Sh
e stum

bled back
, filled a vial w

ith
 th

e an
tidote, an

d ran
 to h

im
, 

prayin
g it w

as ready. 
H

is eyes w
ere flutterin

g un
der th

eir lids, h
is fin

gers tw
itch

in
g. Sh

e 
grabbed a h

an
dful of fabric from

 h
er dress an

d used it as a barrier betw
een

 
th

eir sk
in

 as sh
e pried open

 h
is jaw

 an
d poured th

e potion
 in

to h
is m

outh
. 

H
e cough

ed. It sprayed up an
d on

to h
er face. 

Sh
e scream

ed for an
oth

er vial, an
d th

e m
agic sh

ot th
rough

 h
er fin

gers. 
A

 secon
d later, a full vial w

as in
 h

er h
an

d. 
H

e w
as sh

ak
in

g, h
is eyes rollin

g back
 in

 h
is h

ead. 
“D

raco!” Sh
e k

n
eeled on

 h
is ch

est to k
eep h

im
 still, grabbed h

is jaw
, 

an
d poured th

e potion
 in

to h
is m

outh
, coverin

g h
is lips w

ith
 h

er palm
 to 

force h
im

 to sw
allow

. Sh
e w

atch
ed h

is th
roat bob

, h
is body sh

udderin
g 

ben
eath

 h
er. 

Sh
e look

ed up at th
e diagn

ostic spell still h
overin

g overh
ead. H

is tem
-

perature w
as droppin

g rapidly, return
in

g to n
orm

al. Sh
e h

adn
’t expected 

th
e potion

 to w
ork

 so quick
ly—

 
A

 m
oan

 from
 below

 h
er. A

n
d sh

e look
ed dow

n
 just as D

raco covered 
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curled again
st h

er sk
in

. Sh
e jum

ped, pullin
g back

, h
er m

in
d crash

in
g back

 
in

to its sk
ull. 

“Y
our m

oth
er h

as h
er spies out. W

e sh
ould…

 w
e sh

ouldn
’t be…

” sh
e 

stam
m

ered. 
“M

y fath
er’s spies, m

ore lik
e it.” 

D
raco look

ed dow
n

 on
 h

er. H
is eyes w

ere brigh
t —

 an
 excited grey 

in
stead of th

e possessed black
 pupils from

 th
e in

ciden
t last w

eek
 —

 an
d 

th
ey roved over h

er features, sk
atin

g across h
er jaw

, curvin
g across h

er 
ch

eek
s, dan

cin
g w

ith
 h

er ow
n

 eyes. 
“I—

 I m
ean

 to say, I’m
 glad th

at w
e…

” Sh
e gestured h

elplessly to th
eir 

bodies, curren
tly pressed up again

st each
 oth

er. “B
ut m

aybe w
e sh

ouldn
’t…

 
T

h
at’s n

ot to say, ‘n
ot ever,’ but—

” 
D

raco sm
iled. A

n
d th

e sigh
t of it took

 h
er breath

 aw
ay. H

e pulled h
is 

lip betw
een

 h
is teeth

, an
d sh

e felt h
is fin

gers sh
ift on

 h
er w

aist. H
e lean

ed 
in

to h
er ear an

d w
h

ispered, “Stop your babb
lin

g, G
ran

ger.” 
H

e left a k
iss th

ere th
at m

ade h
er eyes flutter, just before steppin

g back
. 

“D
on

’t you h
ave a book

 to read?” 
H

er eyelids sh
ot open

 to fin
d h

im
 sm

irk
in

g at h
er. “I sh

ouldn
’t,” sh

e 
m

uttered. “W
e h

ave research
 to do…

” 
H

e gave a lazy sh
rug. “D

id you read th
e title?” 

H
er eyes w

iden
ed, an

d h
er fin

gers itch
ed. “I did.” 

“H
m

m
.” 

Sh
e cleared h

er th
roat. “D

o you th
in

k
 it w

ill b
e an

yth
in

g lik
e th

e U
n

-
desirable series? D

id h
e say if th

ere w
ould b

e seven
 book

s again
?” Sh

e 
pulled aw

ay from
 th

e sh
elves an

d m
oved back

 th
rough

 th
e stack

s. “T
he 

H
all of P

roph
ecies. I w

on
der w

h
eth

er it’s goin
g to b

e focused on
 th

e M
in

-
istry. O

r if w
e’ll see an

y of th
e U

n
desirable ch

aracters again
—

” 
“G

ran
ger, just read th

e bloody book
.” 

Sh
e spun

 to h
im

. H
e lifted a brow

, grin
n

in
g at h

er as h
e follow

ed h
er 

dow
n

 th
e steps from

 th
e lan

din
g. Sh

e blush
ed an

d pick
ed up th

e m
an

u-
script w

ith
 gen

tle fin
gers. H

er eyes caugh
t on

 th
e book

s spread across th
e 
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before h
e grabbed h

er w
rist an

d dragged h
er to h

er feet to follow
 h

im
. H

e 
tugged h

er up to th
e lan

din
g, tw

istin
g betw

een
 th

e stack
s an

d w
eavin

g 
th

em
 to a sm

all alcove w
ith

 a w
in

dow
 seat overlook

in
g th

e pon
d. Sh

e h
ad 

h
alf a secon

d to en
joy th

e view
 before h

e pressed h
er again

st th
e sh

elves 
an

d devoured h
er again

. 
H

e m
uffled h

er squeak
 of surprise, h

is fin
gers on

 h
er w

aist an
d h

is body 
flush

 again
st h

ers. Sh
e grab

bed h
is elb

ow
s as h

e k
issed h

er slow
ly, deep an

d 
seductive k

isses th
at spun

 h
er m

in
d in

 circles. T
h

e h
an

ds at h
er w

aist w
ere 

un
der h

er sh
irt, rubbin

g h
er sides an

d ch
astely brush

in
g th

um
bs over h

er 
h

ipbon
es. Sh

e ran
 h

er h
an

ds dow
n

 h
is elb

ow
s, over h

is w
rists, an

d to h
is 

h
an

ds, givin
g h

im
 perm

ission
 to touch

 m
ore of h

er. 
H

is k
n

ee pressed forw
ard, slippin

g betw
een

 h
er th

igh
s. A

n
d th

e m
ost 

em
barrassin

g m
oan

 poured from
 h

er th
roat in

to h
is m

outh
. B

efore sh
e 

could pull aw
ay, h

e an
gled h

er h
ead back

 an
d k

issed h
er lik

e sh
e w

as th
e 

an
sw

er to h
is th

irst. 
H

is th
igh

 con
n

ected to h
er core just as h

is h
an

d reach
ed h

er bra. H
er 

h
ips rolled forw

ard an
d h

e groan
ed, pressin

g h
is h

arden
in

g len
gth

 again
st 

h
er h

ip. H
is fin

gers tigh
ten

ed in
 h

er h
air, an

d h
is th

um
b

 rolled h
er n

ip-
ple, squeezin

g h
er an

d flick
in

g at h
er an

d slippin
g th

e lace dow
n

 so h
e 

could feel h
er—

 
A

 pop! from
 righ

t n
ext to th

em
. H

erm
ion

e jerk
ed. 

“R
em

m
y brough

t th
e scon

es.” 
D

raco’s body —
 w

h
ich

 h
ad been

 deliciously plian
t again

st h
er —

 
ten

sed. A
 frustrated sigh

 blew
 across h

er face. 
“I told you w

e didn
’t w

an
t an

y.” 
“R

em
m

y in
sists. R

em
m

y brin
gs an

yth
in

g else?” 
“N

o.” 
T

h
ere w

as a pause. H
erm

ion
e turn

ed h
er face to th

e righ
t, seein

g th
e 

roun
d, older elf stan

din
g th

ere w
ith

 h
er h

an
ds on

 h
er h

ips. 
“R

em
m

y ask
s again

 later.” A
n

d sh
e disappeared. 

H
erm

ion
e stared at th

e spot R
em

m
y h

ad stood un
til D

raco’s fin
gers 

C
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h
is h

an
d w

ith
 h

ers an
d h

eld h
er sk

in
 to h

is lips, k
issin

g an
d suck

in
g at h

er 
w

rist. H
is oth

er w
as on

 h
er k

n
ee, slidin

g up, up, up. 
R

elief w
ash

ed over h
er as sh

e ch
eck

ed th
e scan

, h
er arm

 yieldin
g to h

is 
dem

an
din

g m
outh

. T
h

e dark
 green

 h
ad replaced th

e an
gry oran

ge an
d 

red. B
ut sh

e couldn
’t tell if th

is w
as th

e an
tidote w

ork
in

g or th
e con

tact 
w

ith
 h

er sk
in

—
 

“H
erm

ion
e.” 

H
er eyes sn

apped dow
n

 to h
im

. H
e w

as k
issin

g h
er arm

, m
urm

urin
g 

h
er given

 n
am

e again
st h

er sk
in

. H
er jaw

 w
en

t slack
 w

ith
 th

e soun
d of th

e 
syllables from

 h
is lips. H

e w
as un

der th
e th

rall of th
e lust potion

 n
ow

. 
T

h
e h

an
d craw

lin
g un

der h
er dress reach

ed h
er h

ip, an
d h

e tugged h
er 

to straddle h
im

. H
e w

as still h
ard, tw

itch
in

g un
der h

er, h
is ton

gue lavin
g 

again
st h

er w
rist. 

Sh
e blin

k
ed, forcin

g h
erself to stay clin

ical as h
e groan

ed h
er n

am
e 

again
. It w

as soft an
d n

eedy. N
oth

in
g lik

e th
e desperation

 at th
e fireplaces. 

If sh
e could k

eep h
im

 sated w
ith

 th
is, m

aybe it w
ould give en

ough
 tim

e 
for th

e an
tidote to begin

 w
ork

in
g. 

If it w
ould ever begin

 w
ork

in
g. 

H
e pulled on

 h
er w

rist. H
er torso fell forw

ard on
to h

is w
ith

 a squeak
 

from
 h

er th
roat, an

d h
is lips w

ere on
 h

ers before sh
e could draw

 breath
. 

“I n
eed you,” h

e m
oan

ed, w
h

en
 h

e fin
ally brok

e aw
ay. 

Sh
e look

ed in
to h

is eyes. N
ot feverish

 an
ym

ore, but still w
ild. “I’m

 
h

ere,” sh
e w

h
ispered. 

Som
eth

in
g flick

ered beh
in

d th
e grey, an

d h
e k

issed h
er —

 slow
 an

d 
deep, h

is arm
s w

rappin
g aroun

d h
er w

aist, on
e h

an
d push

in
g h

er h
ips in

to 
h

is. H
e groun

d up again
st h

er, pressin
g h

im
self again

st h
er core. H

er eye-
lids fluttered closed, surren

derin
g as h

e dragged h
er dress up h

er back
, h

is 
h

an
ds roam

in
g h

er sk
in

. H
e n

eeded th
is, sh

e told h
erself, as h

is ton
gue 

tan
gled w

ith
 h

ers, as h
is fin

gers foun
d th

e clasp of h
er bra an

d open
ed it 

w
ith

 a quick
 tw

ist—
 

H
erm

ion
e’s eyes sh

ot open
, com

in
g back

 in
to h

er body. Sh
e tried to sit 
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up, to redirect h
is h

an
ds, but h

e w
as grippin

g h
er so tigh

tly th
at th

e m
ove-

m
en

t on
ly groun

d h
er h

ips on
to h

im
. 

“O
h

 fuck
.” H

is h
ead rolled back

, h
is jaw

 h
an

gin
g lax. “Just lik

e th
at.” 

Sh
e tried to reign

 in
 h

er breath
in

g as sh
e sh

ifted again
, tryin

g to m
ove 

h
er h

ips aw
ay. H

is h
an

ds sn
apped dow

n
 to h

er w
aist, slidin

g aroun
d to h

er 
m

ostly bare back
side an

d k
n

eadin
g th

e sk
in

. H
er breath

 h
itch

ed, an
d sh

e 
flush

ed, em
barrassed at th

e fire spreadin
g th

rough
 h

er. 
Sh

e fin
ally m

an
aged to sit up, pullin

g h
is h

an
ds from

 h
er h

ips as h
e 

started to th
rust up again

st h
er. B

ut h
e m

erely follow
ed h

er, slidin
g h

er 
in

to h
is lap an

d h
oldin

g h
er h

ips as h
is lips k

issed h
er clavicles. 

Sh
e sh

ivered an
d tilted h

er h
ead back

, look
in

g up at h
is diagn

ostic 
scan

. T
h

e dark
 green

 h
ad faded. A

 n
atural, earth

y green
 lik

e leaves in
 th

e 
autum

n
 covered h

is en
tire body. 

H
e w

as n
uzzlin

g again
st h

er breasts, k
issin

g th
em

 th
rough

 h
er dress. 

H
is h

an
ds w

ere strok
in

g h
er h

ips, teasin
g circles in

to h
er back

side w
ith

 
h

is lon
g fin

gers. 
Sh

e th
readed h

er h
an

ds in
 h

is h
air an

d tugged h
is h

ead back
 to look

 
in

to h
is eyes. 

D
ark

 lik
e slate. B

ut sh
e could see h

is irises. 
“H

ow
 do you feel?” 

T
h

e h
an

ds on
 h

er h
ips froze. 

H
is eyes blin

k
ed. C

learin
g in

to a cool grey. 
A

 gaspin
g breath

, an
d h

e w
as tearin

g aw
ay from

 h
er. 

“D
raco—

” 
H

e slid out from
 un

der h
er, craw

lin
g aw

ay, pan
tin

g an
d h

eavin
g. H

er-
m

ion
e scram

bled up, quick
ly claspin

g h
er bra an

d straigh
ten

in
g h

er dress. 
Sh

e turn
ed back

 in
 tim

e to see h
im

 vom
itin

g on
to th

e ston
es, h

is h
an

d
 

braced on
 th

e w
all. Sh

e started tow
ard h

im
, th

en
 froze. 

R
each

in
g for h

is w
an

d, sh
e ban

ish
ed th

e sick
 w

ith
out look

in
g. 

“Y
ou did so w

ell, D
raco.” Sh

e bit h
er lip. “It w

as…
 I don

’t blam
e you 

for an
y of th

is—
” 
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th
at crash

ed th
rough

 h
er. H

is ton
gue laved over th

e spot, an
d sh

e quiv-
ered, arm

s sh
ak

in
g an

d core th
rob

bin
g. 

H
is arm

 slipped low
er aroun

d h
er back

, draggin
g h

er forw
ard to th

e 
edge of th

e table an
d con

n
ectin

g th
eir h

ips. Sh
e sigh

ed an
d pulled h

is h
ead

 
back

 to h
er m

outh
. H

e obliged, m
ovin

g h
is lips over h

ers an
d draggin

g 
h

er un
der in

 a curren
t of ecstasy. Sh

e realized h
er breath

 w
as leavin

g h
er 

th
roat in

 a h
eady pattern

 of m
oan

in
g sigh

s. 
“T

h
an

k
 you,” sh

e m
urm

ured again
st h

is lips. “T
h

an
k

 you. I love it.” 
H

e squeezed h
er closer, breath

in
g h

arsh
ly in

 h
er ear. H

is h
an

d m
oved

 
to th

e back
 of h

er h
ead, fin

gers tw
istin

g in
 h

er h
air, an

d th
en

 h
e w

as tug-
gin

g, pullin
g h

er n
eck

 open
 to h

im
. H

is lips crash
ed again

st h
er th

roat, 
suck

in
g an

d bitin
g before th

ey slid dow
n

, suck
in

g on
 h

er collarbon
es. 

O
n

e of h
is h

an
ds slith

ered over h
er sh

irt, risin
g up h

igh
er an

d h
igh

er 
un

til h
is palm

 covered h
er breast. H

er th
igh

s tigh
ten

ed aroun
d h

is w
aist, 

an
d h

er back
 arch

ed, pressin
g h

er ch
est in

to h
is h

an
d. H

is teeth
 n

ipped 
h

er clavicle as sh
e m

oan
ed. H

is th
um

b
 passed over h

er n
ipple, an

d sh
e felt 

h
er w

h
ole body respon

d. 
A

 pop! from
 beh

in
d th

em
 m

ade h
er jolt. A

n
d a h

igh
-pitch

ed, bored 
voice said, “M

iss w
an

ts scon
es?” 

H
erm

ion
e slapped a h

an
d over h

er m
outh

. D
raco froze, h

is h
an

d still 
on

 h
er breast an

d h
is lips h

overin
g above h

er ch
est. 

T
h

ey tilted th
eir h

eads to fin
d R

em
m

y glarin
g at th

em
. 

H
erm

ion
e’s th

ough
ts w

ere em
pty except for m

ortification
. 

“N
o,” D

raco said, poin
t-blan

k
. 

R
em

m
y pouted h

er little lips togeth
er, n

arrow
ed h

er eyes, an
d said, 

“R
em

m
y m

aybe brin
gs scon

es. For later.” 
“T

h
at w

on
’t b

e—
” 

R
em

m
y disappeared w

ith
 a crack! 

H
erm

ion
e could breath

e again
, an

d let out a h
igh

-pitch
ed, n

ervous 
laugh

. B
ut D

raco didn
’t join

 in
. H

e pulled h
im

self back
, still pan

tin
g, h

is 
pupils black

 an
d in

ten
t. H

er stom
ach

 barely h
ad a m

om
en

t to flutter 
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m
ovin

g carefully over h
is, beggin

g h
im

 to let h
er con

tin
ue, to express h

er 
th

an
k

s, to express h
er affection

—
 

H
is lips pulled aw

ay. H
is h

an
ds lan

ded ligh
tly on

 h
er h

ips, sh
iftin

g h
er 

back
. H

is eyes h
ot an

d dark
 an

d search
in

g. 
Sh

e w
in

ced, rem
em

berin
g h

ow
 h

e n
eeded space, h

ow
 h

e n
eeded tim

e. 
“I’m

 sorry.” Sh
e pressed h

er eyes closed. “I’m
 sorry, I k

n
ow

 you don
’t 

w
an

t to, but I—
” 

H
is m

outh
 foun

d h
ers again

, h
arder, softer. Sh

e gasped, an
d h

is ton
gue 

w
as in

 h
er m

outh
 quick

ly, search
in

g an
d dan

cin
g an

d draggin
g surprised 

sigh
s from

 h
er lun

gs. 
T

h
e h

an
ds on

 h
er h

ips squeezed h
er close, fin

gertips diggin
g in

to h
er 

sides an
d pressin

g h
er to h

is fron
t. 

H
er arm

s w
rapped aroun

d h
is n

eck
, pressin

g h
er ch

est close to h
is an

d 
clin

gin
g to h

im
 as h

is breath
 turn

ed h
eavy again

st h
er m

outh
. 

O
n

e h
an

d slipped dow
n

, rubbin
g ligh

tly over h
er back

side. H
e m

oan
ed 

again
st h

er lips an
d sh

e gasped, eyes blin
k

in
g quick

ly to stare up at h
is 

dark
 gaze. 

“I’m
 sorry,” sh

e repeated. “W
e don

’t h
ave to. I don

’t w
an

t to push
 you—

” 
“Stop talk

in
g, G

ran
ger.” 

H
e spun

 th
em

, liftin
g h

er sw
iftly from

 h
er ribs an

d settin
g h

er on
 th

e 
edge of th

e table. Sh
e squeak

ed, an
d h

e sw
allow

ed th
e soun

d, w
rappin

g h
is 

arm
s aroun

d h
er back

 an
d curvin

g h
is spin

e to lean
 dow

n
 to k

iss h
er. 

H
er h

an
ds slid th

rough
 h

is h
air, th

readin
g h

er fin
gers an

d clutch
in

g 
h

is face close. H
is ton

gue slipped in
to h

er m
outh

, prob
in

g an
d tan

glin
g 

w
ith

 h
ers. W

h
en

 sh
e could

n
’t breath

e an
y lon

ger, sh
e pulled aw

ay, gaspin
g 

for air, an
d h

e sw
itch

ed to h
er n

eck
 faster th

an
 sh

e could offer it to h
im

. 
O

n
e of h

is h
an

ds slid dow
n

 h
er ribs, tracin

g h
er h

ip an
d sk

atin
g dow

n
 

h
er th

igh
. H

e gave a soft push
 to h

er k
n

ee, an
d sh

e im
m

ediately ob
eyed, 

open
in

g h
er legs an

d in
vitin

g h
im

 to step closer. H
is teeth

 scraped over 
h

er n
eck

, an
d sh

e squeezed
 h

er eyes closed w
ith

 th
e sh

arp stin
g of pleasure 
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H
e retch

ed again
. H

erm
ion

e turn
ed to stare at th

e cauldron
, h

er h
an

d 
pressin

g in
to h

er trem
blin

g lips as sh
e listen

ed to h
im

 h
eave. 

Sh
e ban

ish
ed th

e m
ess again

, an
d before sh

e could say an
yth

in
g, h

e 
called out, “M

ippy!” 
T

h
e elf popped in

to th
e laboratory. “M

aster D
raco!” 

“T
ak

e G
ran

ger to h
er room

.” 
Sh

e blin
k

ed at h
is back

. H
e still lean

ed again
st th

e w
all, facin

g aw
ay 

from
 h

er. 
M

ippy tottered over to h
er, an

d H
erm

ion
e drew

 back
 h

er h
an

d. “N
o. 

M
ippy. T

ak
e M

aster D
raco to h

is room
. H

e is un
w

ell. H
e n

eeds fluids an
d 

a quarter vial of th
is potion

 on
ce h

e can
 k

eep an
yth

in
g dow

n
—

” 
“I’m

 fin
e, M

ippy. I n
eed h

er out of h
ere.” 

“W
ell, I can

 w
alk

 on
 m

y ow
n

! W
h

ich
 is m

ore th
an

 I can
 say for h

im
!” 

M
ippy’s green

 eyes boun
ced betw

een
 th

e tw
o of th

em
 lik

e ten
n

is balls. 
“M

ippy is n
ot k

n
ow

in
g—

” 
“G

et h
er to h

er room
—

” 
“L

ook
 at h

is diagn
ostic scan

, M
ippy. H

e’s deh
ydrated an

d recoverin
g 

from
 a dan

gerous fever—
” 

“M
ippy th

in
k

s m
aybe w

e all go upstairs?” th
e elf squeak

ed. 
T

h
e door ban

ged open
, an

d N
arcissa M

alfoy flew
 in

to th
e room

. 
“T

h
ere you are.” Sh

e quick
ly h

alted, tak
in

g in
 th

e scen
e. “W

h
at h

ap-
pen

ed?” 
“D

raco is ill! H
e n

eeds fluids an
d rest—

” 
“I n

eed h
er out of h

ere. I n
eed to b

e aw
ay from

 h
er righ

t n
ow

—
” 

“M
ippy w

as called, M
ippy w

aits for m
issus to tell h

er w
h

at to—
” 

“L
ook

!” H
erm

ion
e gestured to th

e diagn
ostic. “H

e w
as poison

ed, an
d 

w
e m

an
aged to get h

im
 an

 an
tidote just in

 tim
e.” Sh

e took
 a rattlin

g 
breath

. “H
e O

ccluded h
im

self in
to a com

a, an
d h

is fever w
as life-th

reat-
en

in
g a few

 m
in

utes ago. H
e n

eeds rest an
d m

on
itorin

g an
d h

e n
eeds to 

listen
 to m

e.” 
Sh

e look
ed w

ildly betw
een

 N
arcissa an

d D
raco. 
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“M
oth

er—
” 

“H
ush

.” N
arcissa w

as pale, starin
g dow

n
 at H

erm
ion

e’s h
an

d. 
H

erm
ion

e look
ed dow

n
. D

raco’s w
an

d w
as still in

 h
er h

an
d. T

h
e h

aw
-

th
orn

 h
um

m
in

g. 
“D

id an
yon

e see you used a w
an

d th
is even

in
g, H

erm
ion

e?” 
Sh

e sh
ook

 h
er h

ead. “N
o. H

e dropped it, an
d I h

elped h
im

 th
rough

 th
e 

Floo—
” 

“T
h

e sam
e fireplace w

e arrived in
?” ask

ed N
arcissa. 

“Y
es, but…

” H
erm

ion
e’s eyes w

iden
ed, an

d h
er h

an
d slapped over h

er 
m

outh
. “T

h
e portraits,” sh

e w
h

ispered. “In
 th

e en
try h

all. I sum
m

on
ed 

th
e Floo pow

der in
 fron

t of th
em

.” 
H

erm
ion

e quick
ly dropped th

e w
an

d on
 th

e table, h
er h

eart poun
din

g 
w

ildly again
. H

ow
 could sh

e h
ave been

 so foolish
? 

“D
on

’t fret, H
erm

ion
e,” said N

arcissa quick
ly. “R

abastan
 an

d M
arcus 

are preoccupied. I en
coun

tered th
em

 w
h

en
 I w

as look
in

g for you tw
o.” Sh

e 
look

ed n
auseous at th

e m
em

ory. 
“B

ut B
ellatrix—

” 
“G

on
e as w

ell. L
ucius left to speak

 w
ith

 th
e D

ark
 L

ord, an
d m

y sister 
an

d h
er h

usban
d in

sisted on
 accom

pan
yin

g h
im

.” A
 sh

adow
 of fury passed 

over h
er face. 

D
raco took

 an
 un

steady step forw
ard. “M

oth
er, w

h
at—

” 
“M

ippy,” said N
arcissa, h

er voice deadly calm
, “tak

e D
raco upstairs. 

C
h

eck
 h

is vitals an
d begin

 an
y n

ecessary treatm
en

t. I’ll b
e th

ere sh
ortly.” 

M
ippy dropped th

e ear sh
e w

as tw
irlin

g an
d quick

ly tottered over to 
grab

 D
raco’s w

rist. H
is eyes caugh

t H
erm

ion
e’s just as th

ey van
ish

ed, an
d 

th
e an

guish
 in

 th
em

 h
it h

er lik
e a blow

 to th
e gut. 

N
arcissa m

oved quick
ly to th

e cauldron
, grabbin

g a vial. 
“W

h
at w

as h
e poison

ed w
ith

?” 
H

erm
ion

e dragged in
 air, steadyin

g h
erself. “A

 lust potion
.” 

N
arcissa’s eyes flick

ered back
 to h

er, scan
n

in
g over h

er rum
pled dress, 

sk
atin

g up to h
er w

ild h
air. 
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lan
din

g on
 th

e pages in
 h

er h
an

d. Scratch
in

g h
is jaw

 absen
tly, h

e turn
ed

 
to th

e sh
elves beh

in
d h

im
, search

in
g th

rough
 th

e book
s th

ere w
ith

 delib-
eration

. Sh
e couldn

’t b
e sure w

h
at w

as fascin
atin

g h
im

 so m
uch

, as H
er-

m
ion

e k
n

ew
 th

at section
 to con

tain
 in

form
ation

 on
 th

e dun
g beetle. 

“N
oth

in
g, really.” 

Sh
e blin

k
ed at h

im
, w

atch
in

g th
e back

 of h
is n

eck
 turn

 pin
k

. Sh
e 

m
oved to th

e table an
d slapped th

e m
an

uscript dow
n

. “It’s…
 It’s an

 un
-

publish
ed draft. It’s n

ot n
oth

in
g. H

ow
 did you get it? W

h
y is it…

 H
ow

 did 
you—

” 
H

e in
terrupted h

er stam
m

erin
g w

ith
 a sh

rug, still facin
g th

e dun
g bee-

tle book
s w

ith
 rapt in

terest. “I w
rote to G

ain
sw

orth
. T

old h
im

 you w
ere a 

fan
.” 
H

erm
ion

e m
oved tow

ard h
im

, beggin
g h

im
 to face h

er. “B
ut w

h
y 

w
ould h

e—
” 

D
raco turn

ed aw
ay, h

is ch
eek

s spotted pin
k

, an
d h

is eyes cast dow
n

 on
 

a book
 about dun

g beetle reproductive beh
aviors th

at h
e took

 over to 
th

eir Scourer research
 table. 

“I just…
 I told h

im
 you w

ere a fan
. A

sk
ed if h

e h
ad an

yth
in

g h
e could 

sign
 an

d sen
d for H

erm
ion

e G
ran

ger’s birth
day.” 

H
e flipped th

rough
 a few

 texts as sh
e stared at h

im
, h

er lips partin
g 

slow
ly. 

Sh
e h

adn
’t read th

e paper in
 days. R

ation
ally, sh

e k
n

ew
 it w

as Septem
-

ber, an
d th

at h
er birth

day w
as com

in
g up. T

oday w
as h

er birth
day. Sh

e 
h

ad forgotten
 it. B

ut D
raco h

adn
’t. 

“I did n
oth

in
g,” h

e w
as m

um
blin

g. “Just w
rote a letter really. Y

ou can
 

borrow
 m

y ow
l if you’d lik

e to sen
d a th

an
k

 you—
” 

H
erm

ion
e reach

ed for h
is sh

oulders, turn
ed h

im
 to h

er, an
d rose up on

 
h

er toes to press h
er lips to h

is. 
H

e’d rem
em

bered h
er birth

day. H
e’d k

n
ow

n
 h

er birth
day in

 th
e first 

place. 
H

er fin
gers stretch

ed
 to tan

gle in
 th

e h
air beh

in
d h

is ears, h
er lips 
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H
er fin

gertips squeezed th
e pages, itch

in
g to flip th

rough
. T

o devour th
e 

story an
d m

ak
e sure sh

e w
asn

’t im
agin

in
g th

e book
 in

 h
er h

an
ds. H

er 
m

in
d sw

am
 w

ith
 question

s. 
Suck

in
g in

 a sh
arp breath

, sh
e spun

 an
d raced for th

e door. R
un

n
in

g 
th

e few
 paces to D

raco’s room
, sh

e ban
ged on

 th
e door, poun

din
g bruises 

in
to h

er fist. N
o respon

se. 
Sh

e darted for th
e stairs, flyin

g dow
n

 to th
e library. T

h
row

in
g th

e 
doors open

, sh
e foun

d h
im

 stan
din

g over th
e lon

g table, lean
in

g on
to h

is 
fists an

d starin
g dow

n
 at on

e of th
e m

an
y book

s lyin
g in

 a h
eap. 

“M
orn

in
g,” h

e offered, before sh
e could open

 h
er m

outh
. “O

n
e of 

th
ese run

es appears on
 th

e cover of T
olbrette’s journ

al. D
id you n

otice th
at 

yet?” 
Sh

e clutch
ed th

e m
an

uscript betw
een

 h
er fin

gers, breath
in

g h
ard, an

d 
open

in
g an

d closin
g h

er m
outh

. 
“T

h
ere’s coffee th

ere,” h
e said, gesturin

g flippan
tly to th

e side table 
betw

een
 th

e couch
es. “I w

asn
’t sure if you w

an
ted to w

ork
 today or n

ot, so 
I told th

e elves to h
old th

e extra scon
es. W

e can
 call th

em
—

” 
“W

h
at is th

is?” sh
e in

terrupted. Sh
e h

eld th
e G

ain
sw

orth
 m

an
uscript 

out, sh
ak

in
g it at h

im
 lik

e it h
ad bitten

 h
er. 

H
e look

ed up at h
er for th

e first tim
e. H

is gaze traced h
er body before 
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“I’m
 fin

e,” H
erm

ion
e m

an
aged. “R

eally.” 
N

arcissa pressed h
er lips togeth

er an
d filled a vial. “W

h
o?” 

“R
abastan

 an
d Flin

t. T
h

ey drugged h
is drin

k
.” 

N
arcissa capped th

e vial, an
d H

erm
ion

e saw
 h

er fin
gers sh

ak
e on

ly 
on

ce. Sh
e sw

ept from
 th

e room
, an

d H
erm

ion
e follow

ed, rattlin
g in

struc-
tion

s as sh
e strain

ed to k
eep up. 

“H
e sh

ould b
e m

on
itored for at least tw

en
ty-four h

ours,” H
erm

ion
e 

w
h

eezed as th
ey strode th

rough
 th

e en
tran

ce h
all. “Flin

t said th
is w

as a 
n

ew
 batch

, som
eth

in
g stron

ger. I believe th
e an

tidote w
ork

ed, but th
ere 

m
igh

t b
e com

plication
s from

 prolon
ged exposure. H

e h
ad a fever of al-

m
ost th

irty-n
in

e degrees, an
d h

is h
ydration

 levels w
ere dan

gerously low
.” 

A
part from

 an
 occasion

al n
od or h

um
 of un

derstan
din

g, N
arcissa w

as 
silen

t. O
n

ce th
ey reach

ed D
raco’s bedroom

 door, sh
e spun

 to h
er. 

“H
erm

ion
e, th

an
k you. For everyth

in
g.” Sh

e placed a h
an

d on
 H

erm
i-

on
e’s elb

ow
. “I k

n
ow

 you’ve been
 th

rough
 a lot th

is even
in

g.” 
H

erm
ion

e open
ed h

er m
outh

 to say th
at sh

e w
as fin

e, th
at sh

e w
as on

ly 
con

cern
ed for D

raco—
 

“P
lease don

’t visit h
im

 ton
igh

t.” H
er voice w

as gen
tle, but firm

. “I 
don

’t th
in

k
 h

e can
 bear it.” 

H
erm

ion
e blin

k
ed at N

arcissa, th
en

 at th
e floor. H

er eyes slid to h
is 

door, h
er th

roat th
ick

 an
d vision

 blurrin
g. Sh

e took
 a breath

, an
d n

odded. 
N

arcissa took
 h

er h
an

ds. “A
n

d w
e w

ill k
eep th

is betw
een

 th
e th

ree of 
us.” Sh

e glan
ced dow

n
 th

e h
all, as if h

er h
usban

d could appear at an
y m

o-
m

en
t. “L

ucius n
eeds to focus on

 k
eepin

g D
raco out of Sw

itzerlan
d, an

d 
n

ot m
urderin

g R
abastan

 L
estran

ge.” N
arcissa’s lips tigh

ten
ed. “K

eep th
is 

betw
een

 us. A
n

d leave th
e portraits to m

e.” 
H

erm
ion

e n
odded again

, h
er eyes w

ide. W
ith

 a fin
al squeeze of h

er 
h

an
ds, N

arcissa rush
ed in

to D
raco’s room

, closin
g th

e door beh
in

d h
er. 

H
erm

ion
e stared at th

e em
erald eye for several lon

g m
om

en
ts before 

slow
ly turn

in
g an

d trudgin
g back

 to h
er room

. A
s sh

e k
ick

ed off h
er 

sh
oes, sh

e caugh
t sigh

t of h
erself in

 h
er lon

g m
irror. H

er h
air w

as m
ussed, 
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h
er lips bee-stun

g. Sh
e slipped off h

er dress, an
d foun

d a lovebite just above 
h

er breast. H
er ch

eek
s flush

ed. 
Sh

e ran
 h

er h
an

ds over h
er face, tryin

g to force th
e ten

sion
 of th

e even
-

in
g to m

elt from
 h

er sk
in

. A
ll th

in
gs con

sidered, th
e n

igh
t h

ad been
 a 

success. N
ot th

e least of w
h

ich
 w

as savin
g D

raco from
 doin

g som
eth

in
g 

h
e n

ever w
ould h

ave w
an

ted to. 
Sigh

in
g, sh

e began
 collectin

g h
er dirty cloth

es. Sh
e’d also survived din

-
n

er w
ith

 th
e L

estran
ges. H

er O
cclum

en
cy h

ad w
ork

ed. B
ellatrix h

ad seen
 

on
ly w

h
at sh

e w
an

ted h
er to see, an

d sh
e h

adn
’t crack

ed w
h

en
—

 
H

er h
an

ds seized, h
er sh

oes tum
blin

g to th
e carpets. T

h
e m

em
ory of a 

scream
 risin

g up from
 below

 h
er feet, rattlin

g h
er, cuttin

g th
rough

 h
er 

m
in

d, slicin
g h

er in
sides. R

on
 w

as still th
ere. Sh

e san
k

 to h
er k

n
ees, 

breath
in

g deeply un
til sh

e m
an

aged to slam
 h

im
 back

 in
side h

is book
. 

W
h

en
 th

e sh
elves in

 h
er m

in
d w

ere fin
ally still, H

erm
ion

e crossed to h
er 

bath
room

, turn
ed on

 th
e taps, an

d san
k

 in
to a w

arm
 bath

 un
til h

er m
us-

cles relaxed an
d h

er m
in

d w
as em

pty. 

>
 

T
h

e n
ext m

orn
in

g, H
erm

ion
e w

as in
 th

e library, buryin
g h

erself in
 re-

search
 to k

eep from
 fixatin

g on
 th

e fact th
at D

raco w
as n

ot at h
om

e. 
Sh

e’d tried h
is door w

h
en

 sh
e w

ok
e up, but h

e h
adn

’t an
sw

ered. T
h

e 
elves h

ad told h
er h

e w
as out, an

d so w
as N

arcissa. L
ucius still h

adn
’t re-

turn
ed from

 th
e previous even

in
g. 

H
erm

ion
e h

ad spen
t h

alf an
 h

our pan
ick

in
g about th

eir absen
ce, an

d
 

D
raco’s h

ealth
, un

til h
er guilt foun

d h
er. T

h
en

 sh
e’d trudged dow

n
 to th

e 
library, review

in
g all th

e reason
s it w

ould h
ave been

 foolish
 to try to res-

cue R
on

 last n
igh

t. 
Fifteen

 m
in

utes of m
editation

 later, an
d sh

e w
as ready. In

 a firm
 voice, 

sh
e ask

ed th
e catalog to pull dow

n
 all th

e book
s on

 Scourers. A
fter som

e 
debate, sh

e’d decided to k
eep th

em
 in

 th
e library, or else sh

e ran
 th

e risk
 

of som
eon

e fin
din

g out w
h

at sh
e w

as research
in

g. 
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dragged h
er arm

ch
air over to th

e w
in

dow
 so sh

e could w
atch

 for D
raco’s 

bedroom
 ligh

t. Som
eth

in
g tugged deep in

 h
er con

scien
ce, but sh

e brush
ed

 
it aside. H

is h
elp w

as in
valuable, an

d sh
e n

eeded h
im

 to b
e safe. Sh

e stayed 
up un

til th
ree in

 th
e m

orn
in

g, n
oddin

g off h
ere an

d th
ere before givin

g 
up h

er w
atch

, an
d tuck

in
g h

erself in
to bed. 

Sh
e w

ok
e up th

e n
ext day w

ell after n
oon

. H
er body w

as sore from
 h

er 
futile arm

ch
air vigil, an

d sh
e took

 a h
ot sh

ow
er before ch

an
gin

g in
to 

som
e com

fortable cloth
es. H

er break
fast tray w

as sittin
g on

 h
er coffee ta-

ble, m
agically still steam

in
g. Sh

e plopped dow
n

 in
to h

er ch
air an

d poured
 

h
er coffee. 

Sh
e w

as h
alfw

ay th
rough

 m
un

ch
in

g on
 h

er piece of toast w
h

en
 sh

e n
o-

ticed a th
ick

 pam
ph

let pok
in

g out from
 un

der th
e tray. H

erm
ion

e 
frow

n
ed an

d pulled it free. 

U
N

SP
E

A
K

A
B

L
E: 

T
H

E
 

H
A

L
L

 
O

F
 

P
R

O
P

H
E

C
IE

S 
B

O
O

K
 

O
N

E 
B

Y
 L

A
N

C
E

 G
A

IN
SW

O
R

T
H

 

Sh
e stood, gapin

g at th
e w

ords. H
er fin

gers drifted th
rough

 th
e pages, 

flippin
g th

rough
 w

h
at seem

ed to b
e a m

an
uscript. It w

as coverless, sim
ply 

boun
d w

ith
 a Stick

in
g C

h
arm

. 
T

urn
in

g over th
e first page, sh

e gasped. W
ritten

 in
 a m

essy blue in
k

 on
 

th
e secon

d page, sh
e foun

d a dedication
. 
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h
ad borrow

ed from
 every an

cien
t lan

guage of run
es in

 existen
ce. T

h
ey’d 

already iden
tified over a th

ousan
d un

ique ch
aracters. A

t th
is rate, it m

igh
t 

tak
e years to deciph

er. 
Sh

e bit back
 h

er disappoin
tm

en
t as sh

e dutifully pulled out h
er parch

-
m

en
t, m

ak
in

g a n
ote about th

e tran
slation

. It w
ould b

e so m
uch

 easier if 
th

ey h
ad a sh

ortcut. A
 k

ey of som
e sort. Sh

e let h
er m

in
d w

an
der to N

ott 
Sr. again

. 
Sh

e cleared h
er th

roat, th
e soun

d ech
oin

g in
 th

e silen
t room

. D
espite 

spen
din

g th
e last five days togeth

er, th
ey’d h

ardly spok
en

. “A
re you close 

w
ith

 T
h

eodore? It’s h
ard to tell h

ow
 m

uch
 of th

e teasin
g is real.” 

H
is eyes slid to h

er from
 over th

e journ
al h

e w
as readin

g. “N
ot really.” 

“Y
ou used to b

e close, yes?” 
H

e sn
apped th

e book
 closed, pressin

g h
is lips in

 a th
in

 lin
e. “W

h
at are 

you gettin
g at?” 

Sh
e bit h

er lip an
d sh

ook
 h

er h
ead. “N

oth
in

g. Just…
 w

on
derin

g about 
th

e In
itiation

 tom
orrow

 even
in

g.” 
Sh

e look
ed dow

n
 at h

er n
otes again

, feelin
g D

raco’s h
ot eyes on

 h
er. 

N
ow

 w
as n

ot th
e tim

e. 

>
 

H
e didn

’t com
e to th

e library on
 Friday. H

e’d told h
er as th

ey w
ere turn

-
in

g in
 th

e n
igh

t before th
at h

e w
ould n

eed to prepare for th
e In

itiation
. 

“W
h

at does it en
tail?” sh

e’d ask
ed, h

er h
an

d on
 h

er door k
n

ob
 as h

e 
h

overed in
 th

e h
allw

ay. 
H

is jaw
 h

ad clen
ch

ed. A
n

d h
e’d told h

er in
 sparse detail about a cere-

m
on

y th
at all th

e D
ark

 L
ord’s servan

ts atten
ded. T

h
ere w

as typically a 
party afterw

ard, follow
ed b

y h
ours of debauch

ery an
d destruction

. 
Sh

e spen
t all day Friday w

ritin
g out th

e code, buryin
g h

erself in
 w

ork
 

to forget. Sh
e an

d D
raco h

ad n
ow

 tran
slated fifty-four un

ique ch
aracters 

w
ith

in
 Jerem

iah
 Jon

es’s journ
al. Still at least a th

ousan
d to go. 

W
h

en
 th

e clock
 ch

im
ed ten

, H
erm

ion
e return

ed to h
er room

 an
d 
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O
n

e of th
e Scourers, Jerem

iah
 Jon

es, h
ad w

ritten
 h

is en
tire journ

al in
 

th
at code sh

e’d foun
d scattered in

 oth
er journ

als, am
idst torn

-out pages. 
T

h
ey appeared to b

e lik
e a cross betw

een
 run

es or h
ieroglyph

ics, but th
e 

sh
eer variety of ch

aracters w
as lik

e n
oth

in
g H

erm
ion

e h
ad seen

 before. 
Sh

e’d set Jerem
iah

 Jon
es’s journ

al aside w
eek

s ago, focusin
g on

 th
e oth

er 
journ

als in
stead, as th

ey at least con
tain

ed en
tries in

 E
n

glish
. B

ut sh
e’d 

carefully com
bed th

rough
 th

e last of th
em

, an
d w

as still n
o w

iser about 
th

e m
agic leadin

g to th
e tattoos. 

So sh
e reopen

ed Jon
es’s journ

al an
d studied th

e stran
ge sh

apes an
d

 
lin

es. H
er fin

gers traced th
e rem

n
an

ts of a ch
un

k
 of torn

-out pages at th
e 

cen
ter of its spin

e, feelin
g th

e loss in
 h

er bon
es. It w

as lik
e tryin

g to tran
s-

late R
ussian

 to E
n

glish
 usin

g a diction
ary w

ritten
 in

 M
an

darin
. If on

ly 
sh

e could crack
 th

e ciph
er, sh

e could tran
slate th

e fragm
en

ts of code in
 

th
e Scourers’ journ

als. A
n

d som
eth

in
g told h

er th
at th

is journ
al w

as k
ey. 

Sh
e w

as so deeply en
tren

ch
ed in

 h
er study of th

e stran
ge run

es th
at sh

e 
didn

’t h
ear th

e library doors open
. A

 th
roat cleared n

ear h
er table an

d sh
e 

jolted, n
early upen

din
g h

er in
k

pot over th
e cen

turies-old texts. 
D

raco stood several feet aw
ay, h

is h
an

ds beh
in

d h
is back

. Sh
e jum

ped
 

up from
 h

er ch
air to m

eet h
im

, fin
gers curlin

g in
to fists to k

eep from
 

reach
in

g out. 
“H

ow
—

h
ow

 are you?” 
H

e w
as pale, h

is eyes rim
m

ed w
ith

 dark
 circles an

d h
is jaw

 tigh
t. 

“M
arcus Flin

t w
on

’t b
e both

erin
g us again

.” 
Sh

e felt a ch
ill crest over h

er sk
in

. “W
h

y? W
h

at h
appen

ed?” 
H

e rolled h
is sh

oulders, an
d sh

e listen
ed to h

is bon
es pop. 

“H
e en

joys bein
g alive.” H

e took
 a deep breath

, look
in

g at a poin
t over 

h
er ear. “I told h

im
 th

e n
ext tim

e h
e so m

uch
 look

s at m
e th

e w
ron

g w
ay, 

I’ll go straigh
t to th

e D
ark

 L
ord an

d in
form

 h
im

 th
at h

e an
d R

abastan
 

are still dealin
g th

e potion
 at E

din
burgh

.” 
H

erm
ion

e gasped. “T
h

ey’ve—
?” 

“Y
es. Sin

ce th
e begin

n
in

g. T
h

e idiot th
ough

t I didn
’t k

n
ow

. T
h

en
 h

e 
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tried to in
sist I w

ouldn
’t betray m

y un
cle’s broth

er.” H
e sn

eered. “H
e is 

ban
n

ed from
 E

din
burgh

 for th
e n

ext m
on

th
.” 

“B
an

n
ed? O

n
 w

h
ose orders?” 

D
raco look

ed at h
er, h

is eyes a deep, sw
irlin

g grey. “M
in

e. M
arcus h

as 
forgotten

 h
is place sin

ce th
e fall of P

otter. I’ll en
deavor to rem

in
d h

im
 of 

it.” H
e stood tall, arrogan

t an
d cold. It rem

in
ded h

er of H
ogw

arts. 
Sh

e sh
ook

 aw
ay h

er m
em

ories an
d w

run
g h

er h
an

ds togeth
er. “I tak

e 
it your tem

perature is n
orm

al th
is m

orn
in

g? D
id you run

 an
y diagn

os-
tics?” 

T
h

e look
 h

e gave h
er told h

er th
at ask

in
g about h

is h
ealth

 w
as futile. 

H
is eye tw

itch
ed, an

d h
e took

 a deep breath
. “W

e n
eed to en

d our 
‘practicin

g.’“ 
Sh

e h
eard h

er h
eartbeat in

 th
e silen

ce. Sh
e’d suspected th

in
gs w

ould go 
th

is w
ay. 

“I un
derstan

d h
ow

 you feel,” sh
e said slow

ly, “but I don
’t th

in
k

 return
-

in
g to stiffn

ess an
d visible discom

fort is a good idea.” 
“T

h
e practice session

s are a distraction
. For both

 of us.” H
e cleared h

is 
th

roat. “I let m
y guard dow

n
 aroun

d M
arcus last n

igh
t. I could h

ave seri-
ously h

arm
ed you—

” 
“L

ast n
igh

t w
asn

’t your fault,” sh
e rush

ed out, steppin
g closer to h

im
. 

“Y
ou did everyth

in
g w

ith
in

 your pow
er—

” 
“G

ran
ger—

” 
“—

an
d you stopped yourself! Y

ou h
ad rem

ark
able con

trol over your 
m

in
d, despite w

h
at it cost you, an

d—
an

d I just w
an

t you to k
n

ow
 th

at you 
don

’t h
ave to avoid m

e, or stop th
e progress th

at w
e m

ade, because I trust 
you, D

raco. I truly do. A
n

d even
 if—

” 
“G

ran
ger.” Sh

e paused h
er fran

tic pacin
g an

d m
et h

is eyes. H
e said qui-

etly, voice raw
 w

ith
 exh

austion
, “T

h
is is m

e tuggin
g m

y ear.” 
Sh

e blin
k

ed at h
im

. T
ug your ear, or som

eth
in

g. If h
e felt un

com
fort-

able, or if sh
e w

as ask
in

g too m
uch

. A
n

d sh
e’d prom

ised sh
e w

ould stop. 
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m
atch

ed th
ose of an

cien
t A

rabic run
es, but oth

ers w
ere distin

ct. T
h

ey’d 
also iden

tified m
atch

es w
ith

 an
cien

t E
gyptian

, Sum
erian

, San
sk

rit, an
d 

A
ram

aic run
es. 

T
h

ey con
tin

ued m
uch

 lik
e th

is for th
e n

ext several days. W
ith

 L
ucius 

an
d N

arcissa gon
e, th

ere w
as n

oth
in

g to in
terrupt th

em
. H

erm
ion

e didn
’t 

k
n

ow
 w

h
at part of h

er argum
en

t h
ad con

vin
ced h

im
 to h

elp h
er, but sh

e 
didn

’t dare question
 it, too con

ten
t to h

ave h
is com

pan
y an

d h
elp. 

Sh
e learn

ed th
at th

ey w
ork

ed w
ell togeth

er, just as sh
e’d expected. It 

w
as n

oth
in

g lik
e w

ork
in

g on
 a project w

ith
 R

on
 an

d H
arry. N

o n
eed to 

n
ag h

im
 or cross-ch

eck
 h

is w
ork

. D
raco w

as usually at h
is brigh

test in
 th

e 
m

orn
in

gs, so h
e w

ould scribble furious n
otes un

til n
oon

, lettin
g h

is tea 
go cold w

h
ile h

e devoured
 th

e textbook
s an

d journ
als. H

erm
ion

e h
it h

er 
stride in

 th
e aftern

oon
s just as h

e settled in
to a ch

air an
d flipped idly, star-

in
g off an

d th
in

k
in

g. 
M

ore often
 th

an
 n

ot, sh
e w

ould look
 up to h

im
 w

ith
 an

 idea or a ques-
tion

, an
d fin

d th
at h

e w
ould already b

e w
atch

in
g h

er —
 starin

g at h
er 

fin
ger trailin

g over a page, gazin
g at h

er m
outh

 as sh
e suck

ed on
 th

e en
d 

of a quill, w
atch

in
g as sh

e stood an
d stretch

ed. T
h

at w
as an

oth
er differ-

en
ce from

 h
er oth

er study partn
ers. H

ow
 atten

tive h
e w

as. 
Sh

e ran
 over to h

im
 on

e aftern
oon

 w
h

en
 sh

e th
ough

t sh
e’d n

arrow
ed 

on
e of th

e sym
bols dow

n
 to a Sum

erian
 run

e for captivity. H
er h

air fell 
over h

is sh
oulder as sh

e lean
ed over h

im
, poin

tin
g to th

e run
e to com

pare. 
D

raco stood an
d m

oved aw
ay un

der th
e guise of reach

in
g for oth

er 
book

s, an
d sh

e realized w
ith

 a w
ave of em

barrassm
en

t th
at h

er breasts h
ad 

been
 brush

in
g h

is sh
oulder, h

er arm
 pressed again

st h
is. H

is ch
eek

s w
ere 

spotted pin
k

 w
h

en
 h

e cam
e back

 to h
er, an

d sh
e suspected h

ers w
ith

 th
e 

sam
e. 

Sh
e w

as tuck
ed in

to th
e couch

 on
 T

h
ursday even

in
g, flippin

g th
rough

 
a text on

 an
cien

t L
atin

, look
in

g for an
y sym

bols in
 th

e pages th
at look

ed 
lik

e th
e on

es in
 Jerem

iah
 Jon

es’s journ
al. A

bout a quarter th
rough

, sh
e 

foun
d a m

atch
. Sh

e sigh
ed, rubbin

g h
er tem

ples. It seem
ed th

e Scourers 
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flush
ed, em

barrassed from
 h

is in
ten

se gaze. T
h

e silen
ce stretch

ed as sh
e 

w
aited, h

opin
g, prayin

g—
 

A
n

d h
e abruptly turn

ed b
ack

 to th
e table. Flippin

g open
 th

e n
earest 

book
 w

ith
 a lazy gesture, h

e cleared h
is th

roat. “W
h

at’s th
e problem

, 
th

en
?” 

H
er h

eart leaped. Sh
e blin

k
ed at th

e floor, figh
tin

g th
e urge to cry, or 

laugh
, or both

. Slow
ly, sh

e cam
e to stan

d at th
e table n

ext to h
im

, reach
-

in
g for Jon

es’s journ
al. “W

e sh
ould start h

ere.” 
Several h

ours later, sh
e w

as w
atch

in
g h

im
 read an

 old journ
al w

ith
 a 

quill bit betw
een

 h
is lips, h

is eyes scrun
ch

ed in
 disdain

. T
h

e elves h
ad 

brough
t th

e tea service w
ith

 a fresh
 pot of coffee for h

er, an
d sh

e w
as n

ib-
blin

g on
 a biscuit as sh

e w
atch

ed h
im

 read. 
Sh

e w
as w

ork
in

g on
 listin

g every ch
aracter of th

e foreign
 alph

abet, 
w

ritin
g th

em
 out on

 h
er scroll as sh

e h
appen

ed upon
 th

em
. Sh

e w
as up to 

tw
en

ty-n
in

e. W
h

en
 M

ippy cam
e to force D

raco to eat din
n

er, H
erm

ion
e 

agreed readily, in
sistin

g h
e stop for th

e even
in

g. 
“I’ll…

 I’ll b
e h

ere tom
orrow

 as w
ell,” sh

e said, turn
in

g over h
er sh

oul-
der as sh

e paused in
 th

e library doorw
ay. “If you’d lik

e to k
eep w

ork
in

g 
w

ith
 m

e.” 
H

is th
roat bobbed, an

d h
e look

ed aw
ay. “P

ossibly. I’ll h
ave to see.” 

Sh
e n

odded an
d retired to h

er room
, spen

din
g th

e rest of h
er n

igh
t 

O
ccludin

g an
d sayin

g th
an

k
s for D

raco’s assistan
ce w

h
ile it h

ad lasted. 
T

h
e n

ext m
orn

in
g, sh

e w
as just settlin

g in
to a Scourer journ

al w
h

en
 

th
e library doors burst open

. D
raco flew

 in
, h

is h
air still w

et from
 a 

sh
ow

er. 
H

er m
outh

 fell open
. 

“I w
as th

in
k

in
g th

is m
orn

in
g,” h

e said, pacin
g back

 an
d forth

 as sh
e 

tried n
ot to stare. “W

h
at if it’s n

ot a G
erm

an
ic root? W

h
at if it’s A

rabic?” 
H

e disappeared in
to th

e stack
s as sh

e blin
k

ed after h
im

, before return
in

g 
w

ith
 a book

 of A
rabic run

es. 
It turn

ed out th
at D

raco w
as partially righ

t. Som
e of th

e ch
aracters 
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“I see.” Sh
e turn

ed h
er gaze on

 h
er sh

oes, feelin
g h

er ribs con
tract in

 
tow

ards h
er h

eart. “N
o, of course. T

h
at’s your righ

t.” H
er eyes slid up to 

h
im

 again
. “B

ut you sh
ould k

n
ow

 th
at I’m

 n
ot tuggin

g m
in

e. M
y ear, th

at 
is.” H

e sw
allow

ed, an
d h

is jaw
 tigh

ten
ed. H

is eyes drifted over h
er jaw

 an
d 

lips before draggin
g aw

ay. N
oddin

g at h
er in

 goodbye, h
e turn

ed on
 h

is 
h

eel. 
H

er stom
ach

 tw
isted. If h

e left…
 if h

e w
alk

ed aw
ay n

ow
, free to avoid 

h
er an

d w
allow

 in
 self-loath

in
g, sh

e’d h
ave to w

ork
 tw

ice as h
ard to w

in
 

h
im

 back
. A

n
d a partn

ersh
ip w

ith
 h

im
 w

as w
h

at th
e O

rder n
eeded. 

It just h
appen

ed to b
e w

h
at h

er h
eart w

an
ted as w

ell. 
“W

as your fath
er successful?” sh

e called out. “In
 speak

in
g w

ith
 V

olde-
m

ort about Sw
itzerlan

d?” 
H

e froze, th
en

 turn
ed slow

ly, look
in

g h
er over. Sigh

in
g, h

e ran
 a h

an
d 

th
rough

 h
is h

air. “For n
ow

. M
oth

er received an
 ow

l th
is m

orn
in

g. Fath
er 

h
as con

vin
ced h

im
 th

at politics sh
ouldn

’t b
e th

e top priority, given
 th

e 
curren

t state of th
e coun

try.” 
Sh

e n
odded, som

eth
in

g k
n

otted un
ravelin

g in
side of h

er ch
est. “A

n
d 

w
h

ere is h
e n

ow
?” 

“W
ork

in
g on

 a n
ew

 strategy for th
e D

ark
 L

ord’s approval.” H
e h

esi-
tated. “M

y aun
t’s n

ot h
appy. M

oth
er h

as gon
e to stay w

ith
 h

er for a few
 

days.” 
“W

h
at?” H

erm
ion

e blurted out. “W
h

y?” 
D

raco sh
rugged. “T

o k
eep h

er distracted.” 
“I see.” 
H

e glan
ced at th

e door, an
d sh

e k
n

ew
 sh

e h
ad a h

an
dful of secon

ds 
before h

e disappeared. 
“W

ait—
” Sh

e m
oved back

 to th
e table, sh

ufflin
g papers an

d organ
iz-

in
g book

s. “I’m
 look

in
g in

to som
eth

in
g th

at I w
ould love a bit of h

elp 
w

ith
. It’s…

 a lot of w
ork

, an
d I could use a—

a partn
er.” 

Sh
e look

ed up to h
im

 again
, an

d h
is eyes flash

ed. T
h

ere w
as a th

ick
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silen
ce. 

“If you’re n
ot too busy,” sh

e w
h

ispered, th
e w

ords floatin
g across th

e 
distan

ce to h
im

. 
H

e stared at th
e book

s, tiltin
g h

is h
ead to read a sidew

ays title. C
lose 

en
ough

 to sh
ow

 in
terest, but too far to b

e h
ook

ed. Sh
e coun

ted h
er h

eart-
beats in

 th
e m

om
en

ts th
at follow

ed, th
e brutal silen

ce overw
h

elm
in

g. If 
h

e w
alk

ed aw
ay—

 
“W

h
at are you w

ork
in

g on
?” 

A
 breeze of relief sw

ept th
rough

 h
er vein

s. Sh
e sm

iled n
ervously at h

im
 

an
d began

 to explain
 th

e Scourers. Slow
 en

ough
 to n

ot overw
h

elm
 h

im
, 

but quick
 en

ough
 to k

eep h
is in

terest. H
er ch

est poun
ded faster as h

e 
m

oved tow
ard th

e table, listen
in

g in
ten

tly. Sh
e in

ch
ed forw

ard as w
ell, 

still rattlin
g facts an

d h
istory. 

“A
n

d w
h

en
 did you first learn

 about th
em

?” h
e sudden

ly ask
ed, turn

-
in

g to look
 at h

er. 
“U

m
—

 th
e n

igh
t w

ith
 th

e Span
ish

 M
in

ister.” H
e frow

n
ed at h

er, 
w

atch
in

g h
er lips form

 th
e w

ords. “N
ott Sr. m

en
tion

ed th
em

.” 
H

is eyes dropped to th
e in

k
 on

 h
er arm

 before h
e turn

ed again
, step-

pin
g resolutely up to th

e table. H
e pick

ed up th
e closest book

, flippin
g 

th
rough

 a few
 pages. 

“So you are research
in

g h
ow

 to escape. A
n

d you w
an

t m
y assistan

ce 
w

ith
 th

at.” H
e let th

e spin
e sn

ap closed, tuck
ed h

is h
an

d in
 h

is pock
et, 

an
d turn

ed to look
 at h

er coolly. 
H

er brow
s k

n
itted togeth

er, an
d sh

e sw
allow

ed. “H
ow

 to get aroun
d 

th
e boun

dary lin
es, yes, but—

” 
“W

h
at do you th

in
k

 h
appen

s to m
e if m

y L
ot run

s aw
ay? T

o m
y par-

en
ts?” H

e lean
ed back

 on
 th

e table, feet crossed at th
e an

k
les. 

H
er jaw

 click
ed closed. “It’s n

ot just m
e, D

raco. I’m
 w

ork
in

g to free all 
of us. T

h
is is so m

uch
 bigger th

an
 an

y on
e person

—
” 

“So you’re goin
g to tak

e off —
 w

ith
out a w

an
d —

 an
d m

eet up w
ith

 
‘th

e gan
g,’ w

h
erever th

ey are —
 to attem

pt to destroy th
e m

ost pow
erful 
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w
izard of our tim

e, succeedin
g w

h
ere H

arry P
otter failed.” H

e crossed h
is 

arm
s over h

is ch
est. “A

n
d you’d lik

e m
y h

elp in
 open

in
g your sh

ack
les. 

M
e. A

 D
eath

 E
ater.” 

Sh
e glow

ered at h
im

. “I k
n

ow
 your fam

ily h
ates V

oldem
ort.” 

H
e stared at h

er lazily. “D
islike doesn

’t m
ean

 w
e’re w

illin
g to get our-

selves k
illed in

 a poin
tless attem

pt to overth
row

 h
im

.” 
“T

h
e poin

t is,” sh
e said calm

ly, as if sh
e h

adn
’t h

eard h
im

, “I k
n

ow
 

w
h

y I’m
 h

ere, D
raco.” 

H
is ribs ceased m

ovin
g, h

is eyes lock
ed on

 h
ers. 

Sh
e took

 a deep, steadyin
g breath

. “I’m
 w

ell aw
are th

at I’m
... in

suran
ce 

for th
e M

alfoy fam
ily. A

 bargain
in

g ch
ip, if you w

ill.” Sh
e lifted h

er ch
in

. 
“I don

’t h
old it again

st you. It w
as a clever decision

, an
d you’ve treated m

e 
far better th

an
 I could h

ave ever im
agin

ed. B
ut don

’t act lik
e it’s foolish

 
to try to defeat V

oldem
ort w

h
en

 it’s a possibility th
at you an

d your fam
ily 

prepared for.” 
H

e blin
k

ed, search
in

g h
er face. H

is eyes slow
ly n

arrow
ed. “I suppose 

you h
ave it all figured out, th

en
.” 

Sh
e ign

ored th
e bait. “O

f course I can
’t say w

h
en

 it w
ill h

appen
. B

ut 
th

is regim
e isn

’t goin
g to last. N

oth
in

g lik
e it ever h

as in
 h

istory.” Sh
e 

took
 a cautious step forw

ard. “I k
n

ow
 w

h
y you’ve protected m

e. W
h

y 
you’ve h

elped m
e. A

n
d alth

ough
 I’ll tell an

yon
e w

h
o w

ill listen
, I can

’t 
prom

ise it w
ill b

e en
ough

.” 
H

e sim
ply stared at h

er, h
is lips sligh

tly parted. 
“It m

ay n
ot b

e good en
ough

 in
 th

e eyes of a w
ar tribun

al.” Sh
e took

 a 
sh

udderin
g breath

. “B
ut h

elp m
e do th

is, an
d w

h
en

 V
oldem

ort falls an
d 

th
e O

rder trium
ph

s, I’ll m
ak

e sure th
ey k

n
ow

 you an
d your paren

ts w
ere 

th
e reason

 w
h

y.” 
A

 pause. T
h

en
 h

e sn
apped to h

is full h
eigh

t. “H
ow

 m
agn

an
im

ous of 
you, G

ran
ger,” h

e sn
eered. “N

ow
 if you’ll excuse m

e—
” 

“P
lease.” Sh

e bit h
er lip, h

oldin
g h

is gaze. “I’m
 ask

in
g you to h

elp m
e.” 

T
h

e air betw
een

 th
em

 crack
led. Sh

e refused to back
 dow

n
 even

 as sh
e 


