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Sh
e let it w

ash
 over h

er, lik
e a cool bath

. 
O

n
ly on

e m
ask

ed D
eath

 E
ater sat perfectly still th

rough
out. Four row

s 
back

 on
 th

e left aisle. 
“G

en
tlem

en
, gen

tlem
en

,” B
agm

an
 croon

ed. H
e raised h

is h
an

ds to 
call for peace. “I’ve n

ot yet begun
 th

e biddin
g.” 

L
augh

ter. A
 h

ow
l from

 th
e top balcon

y. H
erm

ion
e look

ed up an
d 

foun
d th

e sh
adow

s in
 th

e top tier pacin
g, prow

lin
g out of th

eir ch
airs. T

h
e 

w
erew

olves w
ere in

vited. Separate an
d n

ot-so-equal. 
“D

on
’t you w

an
t to k

n
ow

 m
ore about M

iss G
ran

ger’s m
edical exam

?” 
B

agm
an

 san
g. A

n
d th

e th
eatre exploded again

. 
Sh

e could h
ear th

em
 lik

e a w
h

isper. T
alk

in
g about h

er virgin
ity. H

y-
poth

esizin
g about if sh

e’d used h
er m

outh
 before. 

T
h

e ligh
ts w

ere h
ot. 

Sh
e focused on

 th
e lon

e D
eath

 E
ater, still n

ot socializin
g. M

aybe h
e’d 

already bid on
 h

is L
ot, an

d n
ow

 w
as just en

joyin
g a n

igh
t at th

e th
eatre. 

L
udo read out h

er m
easurem

en
ts. T

h
ey cack

led w
h

en
 h

e suggested th
at 

sh
e’d do fin

e in
 th

e k
itch

en
, an

d w
h

ooped w
h

en
 h

e m
en

tion
ed h

er m
uscle 

m
ass w

ould b
e h

an
dy in

 th
e garden

s. T
h

ey crow
ed at th

e th
ough

t of h
er 

dustin
g th

eir m
an

ors. 
L

udo dan
ced aroun

d th
e truth

 of th
e m

atter, teasin
g th

em
, un

til fi-
n

ally: 
“A

n
d gen

tlem
en

...” H
is voice dropped low

. “In
 case you w

ere curious... 
It w

ill b
e an

 extra five th
ousan

d for th
is on

e.” 
T

h
un

der. T
h

e acoustics sh
iverin

g w
ith

 th
e applause an

d scream
in

g. 
T

h
e lon

ely D
eath

 E
ater did n

oth
in

g but cross h
is leg. 

“So, gen
tlem

en
... w

e start th
e biddin

g at fifteen
 th

ousan
d G

alleon
s.” 

Fifty w
an

ds sh
ot in

to th
e air, oran

ge spark
s callin

g L
udo’s atten

tion
. 

Sh
e sw

allow
ed an

d look
ed dow

n
 to fin

d D
oloh

ov raisin
g a lazy h

an
d. 

W
an

ds w
ere on

ly raised on
 th

e groun
d floor, sh

e realized. P
erh

aps 
th

ey’d sold spectator tick
ets for th

e balcon
ies. 

“L
et’s w

eed you out a bit, sh
all w

e?” L
udo quipped. “Sixteen

 th
ousan

d.” 
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A
 ch

uck
le from

 th
e corn

er of th
e room

, an
d H

erm
ion

e turn
ed to see 

D
oloh

ov grin
n

in
g at h

er. 
“Y

ou better m
ak

e th
is w

orth
 m

y m
on

ey, M
udblood.” 

Sh
e scow

led at h
im

, an
d turn

ed to see th
e plum

p m
ediw

itch
 frow

n
 an

d 
th

en
 turn

 aw
ay to scribble som

eth
in

g on
 a ch

art. T
h

e youn
ger on

e 
scratch

ed h
er face, h

idin
g th

e w
ay sh

e w
iped aw

ay a tear. 
H

erm
ion

e’s th
roat closed. Sh

e w
asn

’t sure w
h

at th
e spell m

ean
t, but 

sh
e could tak

e a guess. 
A

n
 extra 5,0

0
0

. Isn
’t th

at w
h

at P
an

sy said? 
“Suppressan

ts for th
is on

e, too.” 
T

h
e ball of ligh

t faded an
d van

ish
ed. T

h
e youn

g w
itch

 sigh
ed. 

“D
o you h

ave a problem
 w

ith
 th

at?” D
oloh

ov sn
eered at h

er. 
“N

o, sir.” 
“G

ive h
er tw

o doses.” 
T

h
e plum

p on
e turn

ed over h
er sh

oulder, but said n
oth

in
g. 

“T
w

o? Sir, th
at’s un

n
ecessary—

” 
“T

w
o,” h

e h
issed. 

H
erm

ion
e sat up, w

atch
in

g th
e plum

p w
itch

 pour on
e vial in

to an
-

oth
er, fillin

g to th
e brim

. Sh
e h

an
ded th

e youn
ger on

e th
e potion

. H
er-

m
ion

e sh
ook

 h
er h

ead n
o. 

“It’s a tem
porary suppressan

t,” th
e girl w

h
ispered. “Sh

ould on
ly last 

th
ree days—

” 
“D

on
’t talk

 to h
er. If th

ere’s a question
 or direction

, talk
 to m

e,” 
D

oloh
ov said dark

ly. 
T

h
e girl pressed h

er lips togeth
er an

d n
odded. 

Suppressan
t. Som

e k
in

d of in
h

ibitor for h
er m

agic? W
h

en
 h

ad th
at 

been
 developed? 

“Y
ou gon

n
a tak

e it, or do I n
eed to pry your jaw

 open
?” h

e ask
ed h

er. 
T

h
e youn

g w
itch

 squeezed h
er arm

 w
h

en
 sh

e h
an

ded it to h
er. H

erm
i-

on
e look

ed at h
er w

ith
 w

ide eyes. 
“T

h
ree days,” th

e girl said. 
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“W
h

at did I just tell you,” D
oloh

ov sn
arled. 

H
erm

ion
e look

ed to D
oloh

ov, large an
d in

 th
e on

ly doorw
ay, w

an
d 

draw
n

. T
h

e youn
g w

itch
 bit h

er lip. T
h

e older w
itch

 k
ept h

er back
 to th

e 
room

. 
T

h
ree days. A

n
d th

en
 w

h
at? 

H
erm

ion
e sw

allow
ed it. T

w
o large gulps. M

in
ty. 

A
s th

e girl took
 th

e bottle back
 from

 h
er, D

oloh
ov said, “A

n
d th

e 
oth

er. T
h

e spell.” T
h

e girl’s fin
gers sh

ook
. 

“For h
er?” T

h
e youn

g w
itch

 turn
ed over h

er sh
oulder to stare w

ide-
eyed at D

oloh
ov. 

H
e raised a brow

. “Sh
e’s a M

udblood, isn
’t sh

e?” 
“B

ut...” T
h

e girl look
ed at h

er. 
H

erm
ion

e w
atch

ed h
er struggle, un

able to ask
 w

h
at w

as h
appen

in
g as 

th
ey talk

ed about h
er. 

“Is th
ere a problem

?” 
“W

ouldn
’t th

at be... a h
uge w

aste, sir?” 
T

h
e older w

itch
 didn

’t turn
 aroun

d but con
tin

ued to w
rite on

 h
er 

ch
art. 
“U

n
der w

h
at circum

stan
ces could you see us n

eedin
g h

er to b
e fertile?” 

A
 h

eavy rock
 dropped in

 h
er stom

ach
. Sh

e look
ed dow

n
 at h

er h
an

ds. 
T

h
ey w

ere sterilizin
g all th

e M
uggleborn

s. 
“Sh

e’s supposed to b
e quite brigh

t. V
ery talen

ted. T
h

ose gen
es w

ould—
” 

“Sh
e’s dirty. P

erform
 th

e spell,” D
oloh

ov said w
ith

 fin
ality. 

A
 ch

urn
in

g in
 h

er stom
ach

. Sh
e didn

’t w
an

t ch
ildren

. N
ot lik

e th
is. 

N
ot w

ith
 on

e of th
em

. 
“I’d lik

e to speak
 to M

r. Y
axley about th

is. H
e is h

er H
older an

d I th
in

k
 

h
e—

” 
“A

re you disobeyin
g direct orders?” D

oloh
ov advan

ced. 
H

erm
ion

e closed h
er eyes. Sh

e didn
’t w

an
t to bear D

oloh
ov’s ch

ildren
. 

Sh
e sh

ould b
e glad h

e w
as on

 th
e sam

e page. B
ut to b

e sterilized w
as so 

perm
an

en
t. L

ik
e th

e future w
as set. L

ik
e th

ere w
as n

o w
ay to reverse 
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Sh
e look

ed up, rem
em

berin
g G

in
n

y’s lifted ch
in

. T
h

e th
eatre w

as full. 
B

alcon
y after balcon

y. M
ust h

ave been
 over a th

ousan
d people, an

d H
er-

m
ion

e despaired at th
e th

ough
t th

at V
oldem

ort h
ad th

is m
an

y follow
ers 

already. H
ow

 m
an

y of th
ese people h

ad been
 lyin

g in
 w

ait, bidin
g th

eir 
tim

e un
til th

e en
d of th

e w
ar? A

n
d n

ow
 h

ere th
ey w

ere. 
T

h
e n

oise con
tin

ued for ages. H
er eyes lan

ded on
 th

e m
ask

ed D
eath

 
E

aters on
 th

e groun
d level, fillin

g up th
e m

ajority of th
e fron

t row
s. Som

e 
of th

em
 on

 th
eir feet, scream

in
g an

d taun
tin

g an
d pun

ch
in

g th
eir fists in

 
th

e air. Som
e of th

em
 seated, w

h
isperin

g to each
 oth

er an
d poin

tin
g to 

th
e stage. 
Sh

e scan
n

ed th
e crow

d, look
in

g for B
ellatrix, for G

reyback
, for th

e 
D

ark
 L

ord h
im

self. Sh
e recogn

ized Y
axley in

 th
e fron

t, D
oloh

ov b
y h

is 
side. M

ulciber an
d N

ott Sr. Sh
e couldn

’t fin
d th

e blon
d lock

s of L
ucius 

M
alfoy, or th

e raven
 curls of B

ellatrix. 
“A

lrigh
t! A

lrigh
t!” B

agm
an

 laugh
ed, soun

din
g lik

e h
is old self again

. 
“I k

n
ow

 w
e’re excited. Som

e of us h
ave special toys to go h

om
e to...” 

H
erm

ion
e slid h

er eyes to L
udo as th

e m
en

 cack
led. H

e’d been
 seduced

 
b

y it all. In
fected. H

e m
et h

er eyes an
d quick

ly look
ed aw

ay. 
“O

ur fin
al L

ot of th
e even

in
g,” h

e an
n

oun
ced th

eatrically. H
e read off 

h
er appraisal n

otes. “H
erm

ion
e G

ran
ger.” H

issin
g. “M

udblood.” B
ooin

g. 
“‘G

olden
 G

irl.’“ Jeerin
g. “Frien

d to H
arry P

otter, G
ryffin

dor, an
d en

em
y 

of th
e D

ark
 L

ord.” 
T

h
ey w

ere on
 th

eir feet again
, scream

in
g. Sh

e h
eard th

e w
ords M

ud-
blood an

d B
itch

 an
d K

ill th
e slut. 

Strin
g h

er up! 
—

deserves th
is, th

e dirty—
 

Sh
ow

 us h
er quim

! 
H

ave a bit of fun
 w

ith
 h

er, you w
ill! 

M
ake an

 ex
am

ple out of h
er. 

B
en

d over, sw
eeth

eart! L
et’s take a

 look at ya! 
M

udblood w
h

ore. I’d love to break h
er in

. 
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debts. A
s th

e guards turn
ed G

in
n

y an
d forced h

er offstage, H
erm

ion
e 

w
on

dered if th
ere w

as som
eth

in
g sh

e’d m
issed. If th

ere w
as som

eth
in

g sh
e 

could h
ave don

e differen
tly. 

M
aybe th

ey sh
ouldn

’t h
ave ceased figh

tin
g in

 th
e courtyard on

ce H
a-

grid appeared w
ith

 H
arry’s body. Sh

ouldn
’t h

ave given
 V

oldem
ort an

 au-
dien

ce. Sh
ouldn

’t h
ave put all th

eir faith
 in

 H
arry. 

M
aybe sh

e sh
ouldn

’t h
ave follow

ed N
arcissa M

alfoy aroun
d th

e castle. 
Sh

e sh
ould h

ave stayed an
d tak

en
 cues from

 M
cG

on
agall. M

aybe th
ey 

w
ould h

ave been
 able to attack

 again
. 

T
h

ey escorted G
in

n
y tow

ard h
er, an

d as h
er bottom

 lip trem
bled be-

n
eath

 som
ebody’s dried blood, H

erm
ion

e decided h
er on

ly true m
istak

e 
h

ad been
 n

ot k
illin

g D
oloh

ov in
 th

e M
in

istry corridors. 
Sh

e sh
ould h

ave k
illed D

oloh
ov, an

d th
en

 Y
axley, an

d th
en

 tak
en

 
w

h
oever w

as still alive an
d escaped. Sh

e sh
ould h

ave let L
un

a die. It w
as 

probably for th
e best. 

Sh
e look

ed over G
in

n
y’s face for th

e last tim
e, an

d w
atch

ed h
er lips 

m
outh

, I w
ill fin

d you. 
H

erm
ion

e w
h

ispered back
, N

ot alon
e. 

G
in

n
y disappeared th

rough
 th

e back
stage door. 

“A
n

d n
ow

... our gran
d fin

ale.” 
It soun

ded lik
e L

udo B
agm

an
 w

as an
n

oun
cin

g th
e Seek

er en
terin

g th
e 

stadium
. P

erh
aps h

e h
ad? It could b

e if sh
e just closed h

er eyes. T
h

e th
eatre 

th
un

dered. 
Sh

e blin
k

ed, tryin
g to focus. Sh

e n
eeded to b

e presen
t. M

aybe on
ce th

is 
day w

as over, sh
e w

ould fall asleep w
ith

 h
er con

cussio
n

 an
d n

ever w
ak

e up. 
T

h
ey push

ed h
er forw

ard, escortin
g h

er on
stage. B

agm
an

 w
as yellin

g 
som

eth
in

g over th
e crow

d, but sh
e just squin

ted again
st th

e ligh
ts. Som

e-
on

e w
as operatin

g th
e th

eatre spotligh
t, an

d H
erm

ion
e alm

ost laugh
ed at 

th
at im

age. 
Sh

e look
ed dow

n
 at h

er feet as th
ey placed h

er on
 a red “X

” n
ext to 

B
agm

an
. H

er gold dress sh
im

m
ered. 
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an
yth

in
g about to h

appen
 to th

em
. 

“Y
es, sir. I am

.” 
H

er eyes sn
apped open

 to see th
e youn

g m
ediw

itch
 stan

din
g betw

een
 

h
erself an

d D
oloh

ov. T
h

e older w
om

an
 turn

ed, pressin
g h

er lips togeth
er. 

D
oloh

ov laugh
ed. A

n
d th

en
 quick

ly, “C
rucio.” 

H
erm

ion
e flin

ch
ed w

h
en

 th
e girl dropped. T

h
e room

 w
as too sm

all for 
h

er scream
s. 

“I’ll do it.” T
h

e oth
er w

om
an

 stepped forw
ard, pullin

g h
er w

an
d. 

D
oloh

ov released th
e oth

er girl, an
d sh

e pan
ted below

 H
erm

ion
e’s feet. 

T
h

e older w
itch

 stepped over h
er partn

er, stan
din

g in
 fron

t of H
erm

i-
on

e w
ith

 a firm
 expression

. “L
ie back

.” 
H

erm
ion

e didn
’t figh

t h
er. Sh

e n
eeded to save h

er en
ergy for battles 

th
at m

attered. Sh
e couldn

’t use w
an

dless m
agic for th

ree days. Sh
e 

couldn
’t ph

ysically best an
yon

e. A
n

d w
ith

out eith
er of th

ose option
s, sh

e 
couldn

’t outth
in

k
 th

em
 eith

er. 
Sh

e lean
ed back

, an
d w

atch
ed as th

e m
ediw

itch
 h

overed h
er w

an
d over 

H
erm

ion
e’s stom

ach
, placin

g a h
an

d on
 h

er w
aist to h

old h
er to th

e table. 
H

erm
ion

e sw
allow

ed. T
h

e w
an

d tw
isted over h

er left side, an
d a spell 

w
as m

uttered. 
Sh

e th
ough

t of sm
all fin

gers an
d toes. A

 boy w
ith

 sh
aggy brow

n
 h

air 
in

 h
er lap, poutin

g over a book
. 

Som
eth

in
g w

ren
ch

ed in
side of h

er. Severin
g h

er. H
er legs jerk

ed, 
th

roat click
in

g on
 a silen

t gasp of pain
. Sh

e stared at th
e ceilin

g as th
e 

older w
itch

 m
oved to h

er righ
t side. 

H
er fallopian

 tubes w
ere bein

g severed. 
T

h
e w

an
d tapped at h

er righ
t h

ip as th
e older w

itch
 lean

ed over h
er, 

ob
structin

g D
oloh

ov from
 view

. A
n

d sh
e th

ough
t sh

e could see a brigh
t 

bow
 balan

ced on
 tw

istin
g curls. 

T
h

e w
an

d tw
isted again

. A
 tear dripped out of h

er lash
es. 

A
n

d th
en

 th
e h

an
d on

 H
erm

ion
e’s stom

ach
 pin

ch
ed th

e flesh
 on

 h
er 

h
ip betw

een
 tw

o n
ails. 
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Sh
e jum

ped, legs spasm
in

g. If sh
e h

ad h
er voice sh

e w
ould h

ave yelped. 
H

erm
ion

e look
ed to th

e older w
itch

, con
fused. W

h
at w

as th
at for? 

T
h

e w
om

an
 pulled aw

ay, sm
ooth

in
g h

er h
an

d dow
n

 H
erm

ion
e’s 

stom
ach

 an
d turn

ed to D
oloh

ov. “It’s don
e.” 

B
ut th

ere w
as n

o in
tern

al cut. N
ot on

 th
e righ

t side. 
D

oloh
ov grin

n
ed, an

d th
e older w

om
an

 pulled th
e youn

g girl off th
e 

floor. D
oloh

ov h
eld H

erm
ion

e’s clean
 cloth

es out to h
er, bark

in
g at h

er 
to dress quick

ly. T
h

e m
ediw

itch
es m

ade n
otes on

 th
eir papers, k

eepin
g 

th
eir eyes dow

n
. 

H
erm

ion
e didn

’t even
 w

orry about D
oloh

ov’s eyes as sh
e redressed. Sh

e 
w

atch
ed th

e w
om

en
. 

Steppin
g in

 fron
t of a D

eath
 E

ater to give H
erm

ion
e G

ran
ger a ch

an
ce 

at a future. T
h

e older w
om

an
 m

et h
er eyes as D

oloh
ov h

auled h
er out th

e 
door. H

e w
h

ispered som
eth

in
g in

to h
er ear about m

ourn
in

g th
e m

utts 
th

ey w
ould h

ave h
ad. 

H
e return

ed h
er to th

e h
oldin

g room
, an

d H
erm

ion
e didn

’t even
 

flin
ch

 as h
is h

an
d passed over h

er back
side. H

er m
in

d w
as spin

n
in

g. T
h

e 
on

ly w
eapon

 sh
e h

ad left. 
“H

erm
ion

e!” 
T

h
e door clan

ged closed. A
n

d fifty girls cam
e to th

eir feet. E
ven

 P
an

sy 
look

ed on
 w

ith
 curiosity. 

G
in

n
y push

ed h
er w

ay forw
ard, h

oldin
g h

er, touch
in

g h
er, ask

in
g h

er 
question

s sh
e couldn

’t an
sw

er. 
“H

erm
ion

e?” G
in

n
y prom

pted w
h

en
 sh

e h
adn

’t spok
en

. 
Sh

e raised h
er fin

gers to h
er th

roat an
d sh

ook
 h

er h
ead. Sh

e w
atch

ed 
G

in
n

y’s eyes flatten
. W

atch
ed C

h
o frow

n
 at th

e groun
d. W

atch
ed a room

 
full of girls realize H

erm
ion

e G
ran

ger’s sw
otty voice h

ad been
 tak

en
 aw

ay. 
L

un
a stepped forw

ard. “A
re you h

urt, H
erm

ion
e?” 

Sh
e look

ed at th
e sm

all sm
ile on

 L
un

a’s lips. Sh
e sh

ook
 h

er h
ead n

o. 
Sh

e didn
’t n

eed th
em

 to k
n

ow
 an

y m
ore th

an
 th

at. 
H

ad h
alf of th

ese girls been
 sterilized? D

id th
e m

ediw
itch

es spare 
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face to look
 at H

erm
ion

e, an
d dried blood trailed dow

n
 from

 h
er tem

ple. 
H

er h
air w

ild. H
er eyes dead. T

h
ey’d left h

er bloody. L
ik

e a gladiator. 
Forced to en

tertain
. 

H
ad sh

e k
illed th

at guard? 
H

erm
ion

e w
atch

ed as G
in

n
y turn

ed back
 to th

e h
ow

lin
g crow

d, set-
tin

g h
er face again

st th
e h

arsh
 ligh

ts. 
“M

ulciber, w
e all k

n
ow

 you don
’t h

ave th
at k

in
d of gold!” B

agm
an

’s 
voice cut th

rough
 th

e poun
din

g in
 h

er ears. T
h

e D
eath

 E
aters laugh

ed. 
“O

n
ly serious bets h

ere, gen
tlem

en
!” 

G
in

n
y w

as bein
g auction

ed. T
h

en
 h

er. 
Sh

e’d m
issed it. Sh

e’d m
issed th

e en
tire A

uction
. Sh

e w
ouldn

’t k
n

ow
 

w
h

ere everyon
e en

ded up. W
h

ere L
un

a w
as sen

t, or R
on

 an
d N

eville. Sh
e’d 

h
ave to gath

er th
e in

form
ation

 as best sh
e could, an

d h
ope for a rebellion

. 
Sh

e turn
ed back

 to th
e stage as th

e gavel ban
ged. 

“Sold!” T
h

e audien
ce erupted. “G

in
evra W

easley, love of th
e late H

arry 
P

otter, sold to A
ron

 A
very for 28,550

 G
alleon

s!” 
H

er stom
ach

 h
eaved, an

d th
e guard at h

er righ
t propped h

er up. 
Such

 a lot of m
on

ey. A
n

 in
san

e am
oun

t. Sh
e w

on
dered if sh

e’d really 
fetch

 h
er appraised price—

33,0
0

0
 G

alleon
s. 

T
h

e n
oise from

 th
e crow

d deafen
ed h

er m
om

en
tarily, an

d th
en

 sh
e 

kn
ew

 h
er con

cussion
 w

asn
’t h

ealed. Sh
e w

atch
ed w

ith
 a spin

n
in

g h
ead as 

several guards m
arch

ed on
stage – n

on
e of th

em
 h

er guard –
 an

d secured
 

G
in

n
y’s w

rists. G
in

n
y k

ept h
er h

ead up, eyes h
igh

 on
 th

e balcon
y as M

ac-
n

air an
d A

very cam
e forw

ard. 
A

very’s sm
ug th

in
 lips sm

irk
ed at th

e crow
d. M

acn
air produced a scroll 

from
 h

is rob
es, an

d th
e yellin

g in
ten

sified as A
very took

 th
e offered quill. 

G
in

n
y jerk

ed h
er arm

, w
in

cin
g as A

very sign
ed h

is n
am

e on
 th

e scroll. 
T

h
e bran

d on
 th

eir forearm
s m

ust ch
an

ge to reflect ow
n

ersh
ip. 

A
very turn

ed to th
e crow

d, grin
n

in
g w

ide w
ith

 crook
ed teeth

. H
e 

slapped G
in

n
y’s back

side, an
d H

erm
ion

e w
atch

ed h
er teeth

 clen
ch

. 
H

er h
ead poun

ded as M
acn

air escorted A
very back

 offstage to settle h
is 
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in
 fron

t of h
im

. 
“G

ood w
ork

, M
alfoy.” 

Sh
e h

ad just en
ough

 tim
e to w

on
der if it w

as D
raco or L

ucius before 
Y

axley stun
n

ed h
er. 

>
 

H
er h

ead burst apart, an
d sh

e gasped n
oiselessly again

st th
e pain

. 
T

h
un

der rollin
g th

rough
 h

er, rattlin
g h

er h
ead. Sh

e blin
k

ed h
er eyes 

open
, an

d foun
d h

erself back
stage of th

e P
alace T

h
eatre again

, th
e stage 

ligh
ts burn

in
g in

to h
er irises. 

T
h

e soun
d of a gavel, an

d sh
e k

n
ew

 w
h

ere sh
e w

as. 
R

aucous yellin
g. C

h
eerin

g an
d jeerin

g. Sh
e blin

k
ed again

st th
e ligh

ts, 
feelin

g th
e poun

din
g in

 h
er foreh

ead, an
d focused o

n
 th

e figure in
 w

h
ite 

on
stage stan

din
g n

ext to L
udo B

agm
an

. 
R

ed h
air an

d freck
led sk

in
. G

in
n

y stuck
 h

er n
ose in

 th
e air, ign

orin
g 

th
e taun

tin
g. 

T
h

ere w
ere tw

o guards on
 eith

er side of H
erm

ion
e, h

oldin
g h

er up un
-

til sh
e stood on

 h
er ow

n
. Sh

e’d been
 R

en
n

ervated b
y on

e of th
em

. Sh
e 

turn
ed to look

 at th
e girls, but all sh

e foun
d w

as brok
en

 ch
air legs an

d 
dryin

g blood. 
A

n
d a blon

de w
ig an

d lock
et. A

 blue dress. 
T

w
istin

g to look
 aroun

d pulled at h
er sh

oulder, recen
tly reset. Sh

e 
foun

d a back
stage m

irror, crack
ed dow

n
 th

e m
iddle, an

d saw
 th

at th
ey 

h
ad ban

ish
ed th

e blood from
 h

er face. Sh
e couldn

’t tell if th
e con

cussion
 

h
ad been

 h
ealed. Sh

e w
as n

auseous an
d spin

n
in

g, but it m
igh

t h
ave been

 
th

e sym
ptom

 of a h
an

dful of oth
er th

in
gs. 

N
eith

er of th
e guards h

oldin
g h

er w
as th

e on
e sh

e’d seduced. Sh
e 

fain
tly rem

em
bered G

in
n

y pressin
g a ch

air leg in
to h

is w
in

dpipe. 
H

ad G
in

n
y... 

Sh
e turn

ed back
 to look

 at th
e dried blood on

 th
e black

 floors. G
in

n
y 

stood on
stage in

 h
er w

h
ite dress, splattered w

ith
 red. Sh

e turn
ed h

er spotlit 
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oth
ers? 
A

n
d w

h
at purpose did th

at serve if sh
e w

as just goin
g to b

e sold an
d 

raped? W
h

y w
ould th

e older w
itch

 save fifty percen
t of h

er ch
an

ces? 
A

 gaspin
g from

 th
e corn

er. Several of th
em

 turn
ed to see a youn

g girl 
n

o m
ore th

an
 fourteen

 startin
g to cry. Startin

g to h
yperven

tilate. P
en

el-
ope C

learw
ater cam

e to h
er side, an

d w
rapped h

er arm
s aroun

d h
er, de-

m
an

din
g th

at sh
e breath

e. 
“W

h
at…

 w
h

at are w
e—

 are w
e goin

g to do?” th
e girl cried. “Sh

e 
couldn

’t—
 Sh

e didn
’t get out.” 

H
erm

ion
e took

 a slow
 in

h
ale, look

in
g aw

ay. Sh
e foun

d Sally Faw
cett 

in
 th

e crow
d, silen

t tears stream
in

g dow
n

 h
er face. 

P
an

sy closed h
er eyes, lean

ed h
er h

ead back
 on

 th
e w

all, an
d took

 a 
deep breath

 in
. 

G
in

n
y spun

 aroun
d th

e room
. “H

ey. It’s—
 th

is isn
’t th

e en
d. W

e h
ave 

tim
e.” 

Som
eon

e else began
 to sn

iffle. A
 w

ail from
 th

e youn
g girl in

 P
en

elope’s 
arm

s. 
A

n
d H

erm
ion

e realized th
ey n

eeded to k
n

ow
. Sh

e n
eeded to tell th

em
. 

Sh
e look

ed aroun
d for som

eth
in

g sh
e could w

rite w
ith

. N
oth

in
g sh

arp 
to carve. N

oth
in

g lik
e ch

alk
. 

T
h

e on
ly th

in
g th

ey h
ad w

as fruit. 
Sh

e m
oved to th

e bask
et. A

 h
uge bow

l of grapes. It w
ould tak

e tim
e, 

but it w
ould do. 

Sh
e pulled th

e bow
l to th

e cen
ter of th

e room
, an

d started pluck
in

g 
th

em
 off th

e vin
e. 

Sh
e th

ough
t of th

e sm
all m

ediw
itch

’s scream
s. T

h
e w

ay sh
e’d stepped 

in
 fron

t of h
er before sh

e’d dropped to th
e floor. 

H
erm

ion
e spelled it as best as sh

e could. 
T

h
e plum

p w
om

an
’s eyes —

 cold an
d distan

t even
 as sh

e h
elped h

er. 
N

ot betrayin
g an

yth
in

g. H
er calculatin

g gaze w
h

en
 sh

e an
d D

oloh
ov left 

th
e room

. 
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L
un

a cam
e to h

er side, stan
din

g n
ext to h

er an
d w

atch
in

g. 
Sh

e saw
 m

ore feet com
e close to th

e grapes, w
aitin

g for h
er to b

e fin
-

ish
ed. 
T

h
e vin

e w
as alm

ost bare, an
d H

erm
ion

e th
ough

t of L
ydia B

axter, w
h

o 
sh

e’d n
ever m

et before today. Sh
e th

ough
t of P

arvati an
d th

e w
ay th

e 
dark

-h
aired girl w

ould copy h
er n

otes in
 C

h
arm

s class. 
Sh

e fin
ish

ed spellin
g. O

n
e grape left an

d sh
e gave it a fin

al period at 
th

e en
d. L

ik
e it w

as fact. 
Sh

e stood, starin
g dow

n
, lettin

g fifty girls sw
arm

 h
er to read w

h
at th

e 
G

olden
 G

irl h
ad to say to th

em
. 

N
ot alon

e.
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top of h
im

, slam
m

in
g th

e w
ood again

st h
im

. 
“Som

e k
in

d of... com
m

otion
. N

oth
in

g to w
orry about—

” 
A

ll fifty girls h
ad just figured out h

ow
 to get out of th

eir ch
airs. A

n
d 

th
ere w

ere on
ly seven

 guards. T
h

e soun
d of b

reak
in

g w
ood an

d splin
terin

g 
ch

air legs w
as everyw

h
ere. 

“Stay in
 your seats, gen

tlem
en

!” 
C

urses started flyin
g. H

erm
ion

e stood h
un

ch
in

g, th
e back

 of h
er ch

air 
stuck

 to h
er palm

s. Sh
e tw

isted an
d th

rew
 h

erself on
to th

e floor, feelin
g 

th
e ch

air break
 un

der h
er. A

 pop as h
er sh

oulder dislocated, an
d sh

e yelped 
w

ith
 n

o soun
d. Sh

e sat up, look
in

g for an
 exit, but blood dripped in

to h
er 

eyes from
 w

h
ere sh

e’d h
ead-butted th

e guard. 
R

un
n

in
g footsteps, th

un
derin

g from
 th

e stage, an
d th

e D
eath

 E
aters 

w
ere th

ere, castin
g stun

n
in

g spells an
d k

ick
in

g girls aside to beat th
rough

 
th

e crow
d. Sh

e recogn
ized D

oloh
ov’s boots. 

Sh
e w

obbled to h
er k

n
ees an

d craw
led back

, h
uggin

g th
e w

alls. Sh
e 

foun
d a few

 scared girls th
ere, but sh

e push
ed th

rough
, m

ovin
g aroun

d 
th

e scram
blin

g bodies. 
Sh

e h
eard M

acn
air scream

in
g orders, an

d Y
axley organ

izin
g th

e 
stun

n
ed bodies, yellin

g for th
em

 to get to h
er. 

A
 pair of arm

s from
 beh

in
d h

er, w
rappin

g aroun
d h

er w
aist, tuggin

g 
h

er back
. Sh

e k
ick

ed, an
d h

e dropped h
er, h

er elb
ow

 slam
m

in
g in

to th
e 

groun
d. A

rm
s aroun

d h
er again

, an
d sh

e w
asn

’t sure if th
ey w

ere th
e sam

e. 
Sh

e w
as pulled up, h

eld again
st a m

an
’s ch

est w
ith

 h
is arm

s w
rapped 

aroun
d h

er sh
oulders an

d w
oun

d again
st h

er h
ips. Sh

e scream
ed silen

tly, 
k

ick
in

g th
e air. H

e m
oved w

ith
 h

er, draggin
g h

er aw
ay. 

W
as h

e stealin
g h

er or brin
gin

g h
er back

? 
T

h
e air sm

elled of blood an
d pin

e. A
n

d sh
e w

on
dered w

h
ere th

e revo-
lution

aries w
ere. 

Sh
e w

as con
cussed, sh

e could tell. 
Sh

e h
eard Y

axley’s voice close b
y, an

d th
e m

an
 turn

ed w
ith

 h
er. 

Y
axley w

as blurry w
ith

 th
e blood in

 h
er eyes, but h

e h
eld h

is w
an

d out 
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guards on
 th

em
 an

d on
e w

as focused on
 h

er, on
e focused on

 P
an

sy. 
H

erm
ion

e straigh
ten

ed h
er spin

e lik
e P

an
sy h

ad, w
atch

in
g as h

is eyes 
dark

en
ed. L

udo read G
eorge W

easley’s catalog. 
“T

w
en

ty-years-old. P
ure-blood. So, if an

yon
e is look

in
g for a blood 

traitor to play w
ith

...” 
L

udo ch
uck

led an
d th

e crow
d h

issed. 
H

er guard k
n

elt dow
n

, preten
din

g to tie h
is sh

oe. Sh
e ch

eck
ed w

ith
 

P
an

sy, seein
g h

er pale-faced guard trailin
g fin

gers across h
er collarbon

e 
w

h
ile sh

e lick
ed h

er lips. H
e started peelin

g dow
n

 h
er sh

oulder strap. 
“Fin

e m
uscle m

ass, as you can
 see on

 your parch
m

en
ts. If you n

eed an
-

oth
er h

ouse elf, th
is m

igh
t b

e your luck
y day.” 

Fin
gers on

 h
er an

k
le, an

d sh
e w

as rem
in

ded of D
oloh

ov. T
h

e guard 
slid h

is h
an

d up h
er calf, push

in
g h

er k
n

ees furth
er apart. Sh

e bit h
er lip 

lik
e P

an
sy, an

d h
eard G

in
n

y strugglin
g n

ext to h
er, realizin

g w
h

at w
as 

h
appen

in
g to h

er. 
“L

et’s start th
e biddin

g at 2,0
0

0
 G

alleon
s.” 

Sh
e lean

ed h
er face dow

n
 tow

ards h
im

, an
d h

e h
ad h

is eyes on
 h

er lips 
w

h
en

 sh
e reeled h

er h
ead back

 an
d slam

m
ed h

er foreh
ead in

to h
is. 

H
e yelled an

d h
er h

ead spun
. Sh

e h
eard a crash

 from
 P

an
sy’s direction

, 
an

d a splin
terin

g from
 h

er righ
t w

h
ere G

in
n

y sat. 
Sh

e tried to open
 h

er eyes but h
er sk

ull ach
ed. A

 splin
terin

g from
 

som
ew

h
ere else, a scram

blin
g. G

run
tin

g an
d yellin

g. 
T

h
e distracted guards cursin

g an
d run

n
in

g aw
ay from

 th
e curtain

s. 
Sh

e open
ed h

er eyes an
d m

ade out several bodies, th
rash

in
g on

 th
e 

groun
d. G

in
n

y h
ad th

row
n

 h
erself, break

in
g h

er ch
air. T

h
e pieces of 

w
ood h

er h
an

ds stuck
 to w

ere firm
 in

 h
er fists, beatin

g again
st th

e dark
-

featured guard. 
Sh

e blin
k

ed slow
ly an

d look
ed over to fin

d P
an

sy raisin
g a splin

tered 
ch

air back
, an

d im
palin

g h
er guard in

 th
e stom

ach
 w

ith
 a silen

t scream
. 

P
en

elope C
learw

ater h
ad m

ost of h
er ch

air still put togeth
er, an

d sw
un

g 
it at th

e h
ead of a run

n
in

g guard, k
n

ock
in

g h
im

 back
 an

d clim
bin

g on
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n
 a day sh

e assum
ed w

as T
h

ursday, th
ey sh

ow
ered th

em
 

again
. Sh

e w
as tak

en
 first, alon

e. D
oloh

ov w
atch

ed h
er un

-
dress again

, w
atch

ed h
er un

der th
e spray. H

e scourgified h
er 

cloth
in

g an
d h

an
ded each

 item
 back

 to h
er, on

e at a tim
e. 

Startin
g w

ith
 h

er k
n

ick
ers. 

H
e sm

iled an
d ran

 h
is fin

gers across th
e cotton

 as sh
e stood in

 fron
t of 

h
im

, drippin
g in

 h
er tow

el. 
“C

h
erish

 th
ese m

om
en

ts, M
udblood,” h

e said. “Y
ou w

on
’t n

eed little 
k

n
ick

ers an
y lon

ger after tom
orrow

.” 
Sh

e gave h
im

 n
o reaction

. U
n

able to speak
, sh

e con
cen

trated on
 be-

com
in

g expression
less. Sh

e tugged th
e k

n
ick

ers on
 un

der th
e tow

el, an
d 

struggled th
e rest of th

e cloth
in

g on
 h

er still w
et body. 

W
h

en
 th

ey return
ed h

er an
d took

 five girls, th
en

 five m
ore, n

on
e of 

th
em

 com
plain

ed about th
e lack

 of privacy in
 th

e sh
ow

ers. So, sh
e as-

sum
ed it w

as a special circum
stan

ce for h
er. 

W
ord got aroun

d am
on

g th
e girls th

at th
e A

uction
 w

ould tak
e place 

th
at Friday n

igh
t. E

n
ough

 w
h

ispers h
ad been

 overh
eard to tak

e a solid 
guess. G

in
n

y began
 to pace aroun

d th
e room

, tryin
g to figure out as m

an
y 

details as sh
e could. H

erm
ion

e sat in
 th

e corn
er w

ith
 L

un
a w

h
ile th

e 
blon

de played w
ith

 h
er h

air, braidin
g it an

d un
braidin

g it absen
tm

in
d-

edly. 
“Sh

ould w
e try again

 to attack
?” G

in
n

y ask
ed th

e room
. “W

e don
’t 

h
ave m

agic, but w
e h

ave n
um

bers. In
stead of five again

st tw
o, w

e could b
e 

fifty again
st a h

an
dful.” 

T
h

ere w
as a th

ick
 silen

ce, an
d som

eon
e said, “A

fter w
h

at h
appen

ed... 

O
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w
ith

 P
arvati an

d L
ydia... I just—

” 
“I’d b

e m
ore afraid of livin

g th
an

 dyin
g, if I w

ere you,” P
an

sy said, 
starin

g at h
er n

ails. 
“A

re you volun
teerin

g w
ith

 m
e, P

ark
in

son
?” G

in
n

y ask
ed. 

P
an

sy sm
irk

ed. “I don
’t volun

teer.” 
G

in
n

y look
ed over at h

er. “H
erm

ion
e? W

h
at do you th

in
k

? T
h

ey h
a-

ven
’t upped th

e n
um

ber of guards. It’s still just D
oloh

ov an
d at least on

e 
m

ore. T
h

e n
ext tim

e th
ey com

e in
to th

e room
, w

e could... I don
’t k

n
ow

.” 
G

in
n

y let h
er arm

s drop to h
er side. 

G
in

n
y stared at h

er, h
opeful, excited. H

erm
ion

e stared back
. 

G
in

n
y h

ad private sh
ow

ers for five days n
ow

. Sh
e h

adn
’t w

atch
ed L

ydia 
B

axter bleed to death
 in

 fron
t of h

er. Sh
e h

adn
’t listen

ed to L
un

a’s 
scream

in
g. Sh

e h
adn

’t felt th
e h

eat of D
oloh

ov’s h
an

d betw
een

 h
er legs, 

h
adn

’t felt h
is foul breath

 as h
e talk

ed in
 slow

 w
h

ispers about w
h

at h
e 

w
an

ted to do to h
er body. 

G
in

n
y h

ad a voice. 
A

n
d it w

as brillian
t th

at sh
e still w

an
ted to use it. T

ruly. B
ut H

erm
ion

e 
w

as already h
avin

g trouble m
ak

in
g eye con

tact w
ith

 people. A
n

d sh
e k

n
ew

 
en

ough
 about sh

ock
, an

d subm
ission

, an
d torture to k

n
ow

 th
at sh

e w
as 

n
ot in

 th
e righ

t state of m
in

d to discuss th
is righ

t n
ow

. T
h

at people w
ould 

die, an
d it w

ould live on
 H

erm
ion

e’s soul lik
e a fun

gus. 
G

in
n

y w
as w

aitin
g for an

 an
sw

er. T
h

e en
tire room

 w
as. 

H
erm

ion
e still h

ad n
o voice. In

stead, sh
e sh

rugged. 
T

h
en

, w
atch

ed G
in

n
y blin

k
 at h

er. W
atch

ed several of th
e youn

ger 
girls look

 aw
ay, eyes w

et. W
atch

ed P
an

sy’s eyes n
arrow

 an
d P

en
elope 

C
learw

ater’s gaze drop. 
L

un
a took

 h
er h

an
d, laced th

eir fin
gers togeth

er an
d h

um
m

ed a sm
all 

son
g. 
“N

oth
in

g?” G
in

n
y scow

led. “Just”—
sh

e sh
rugged, an

 im
itation

 of 
h

er—
”Just n

oth
in

g?” Sh
e laugh

ed, a h
ollow

 soun
d. “M

erlin
, H

erm
ion

e! 
T

h
in

k
! G

ive an
 opin

ion
! Isn

’t th
at w

h
at you’re good at?” 

C
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H
erm

ion
e look

ed up an
d foun

d h
is pacin

g slow
in

g w
h

en
ever h

e 
crossed in

 fron
t of h

er, h
is eyes at th

e h
em

 of h
er dress every tim

e. 
“W

e h
ave seven

ty-seven
 L

ots for auction
 ton

igh
t,” L

udo an
n

oun
ced

 
m

agn
an

im
ously. T

h
e crow

d erupted. G
in

n
y pulled again

st th
e ch

air, 
h

an
ds stuck

 to it. H
er teeth

 bared an
d h

er sh
oulders tigh

t. 
“G

en
tlem

en
, w

e’ll brin
g each

 L
ot on

stage, on
e at a tim

e. I h
ave h

ere 
th

eir gradin
g, im

portan
t facts, an

d blood status. A
ll L

ots sold as is. T
h

e 
w

in
n

in
g bidders w

ill coordin
ate w

ith
 W

alden
 M

acn
air at th

e en
d to ar-

ran
ge paym

en
t.” 

H
erm

ion
e let th

e w
ords w

ash
 over h

er. Sh
e w

atch
ed P

an
sy’s dress rise 

h
igh

er, w
atch

ed h
er gaze drift over to on

e of th
e guards - a pale boy w

h
o 

H
erm

ion
e recogn

ized from
 H

ogw
arts. H

is eyes h
ad lan

ded on
 P

an
sy’s 

th
igh

s. P
an

sy sm
iled at h

im
. 

A
n

oth
er w

eak
 lin

k
. 

H
erm

ion
e took

 a deep breath
, an

d look
ed up at h

er guard. H
e m

et h
er 

eyes. Sh
e w

atch
ed h

is face as sh
e slouch

ed in
 h

er ch
air, open

ed h
er k

n
ees, 

an
d let P

an
sy P

ark
in

son
 teach

 h
er h

ow
 to survive. 

H
is eyes sk

im
m

ed dow
n

 h
er body as h

er dress slid up. 
“L

et’s start off th
e even

in
g righ

t,” L
udo crow

ed. “W
ith

 a W
easley.” 

T
h

e audien
ce scream

ed, an
d G

in
n

y th
rash

ed. 
“N

ot th
at W

easley!” L
udo teased. T

h
e crow

d cack
led. “N

ot th
at W

ea-
sley, eith

er!” T
h

ey h
issed. “L

et’s start off w
ith

 on
e of th

ose oth
er gin

gers.” 
H

e gestured to th
e oth

er side of th
e stage, an

d G
eorge w

as dragged out, 
h

an
ds stuck

 togeth
er beh

in
d h

is back
. H

e h
ad a black

 eye an
d a lim

p. It 
seem

ed th
at th

e H
ealers w

ere on
ly called for th

e girls. O
r m

aybe th
e dam

-
age w

as don
e today. 

L
udo B

agm
an

 laugh
ed an

d beck
on

ed G
eorge to h

is side, but H
erm

i-
on

e could see h
e w

as grey. H
e k

n
ew

 th
e W

easley tw
in

s. E
ven

 if th
ey h

ad 
th

eir disagreem
en

ts, h
e k

n
ew

 th
em

. 
T

h
e guard w

h
o favored H

erm
ion

e in
ch

ed closer to h
er. T

h
e tw

o w
h

o 
stood w

atch
in

g th
e first biddin

g w
ere join

ed b
y tw

o m
ore. O

n
ly th

ree 
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h
er h

eart th
un

der in
 tim

e w
ith

 th
e applause. 

O
n

e of th
e girls a few

 ch
airs aw

ay started to h
yperven

tilate. O
r at least 

th
at’s w

h
at it look

ed lik
e. Sh

e dipped h
er h

ead betw
een

 h
er k

n
ees, tears 

track
in

g dow
n

 h
er ch

eek
s, m

outh
 open

 w
ide. O

n
e of th

e guards w
en

t to 
ch

eck
 on

 h
er, w

ren
ch

in
g h

er up, an
d H

erm
ion

e n
oticed th

at all of th
e 

guards w
ere youn

g, eager boys. O
n

e or tw
o m

igh
t h

ave been
 at H

ogw
arts 

w
ith

 h
er, but m

ost look
ed in

 th
eir tw

en
ties. 

Sh
e glan

ced at P
an

sy again
. It w

as lik
e th

e dark
-h

aired girl h
ad n

ever 
tak

en
 h

er eyes off of h
er from

 th
e m

om
en

t sh
e sat dow

n
. P

an
sy’s eyes 

flipped to th
e broodin

g guard again
, an

d back
. 

W
h

at? W
h

at did sh
e w

an
t? 

Sh
e didn

’t recogn
ize h

im
. D

idn
’t k

n
ow

 h
ow

 sh
e could w

ork
 th

is. 
L

udo w
as begin

n
in

g som
e k

in
d of open

in
g rem

ark
s. T

h
ey soun

ded re-
h

earsed. Som
e propagan

da about th
e days to com

e. 
H

erm
ion

e look
ed at th

e guard. H
is gaze on

 h
er k

n
ees again

. 
Sh

e felt lik
e sh

e sh
ould h

ave been
 disgusted, but P

an
sy w

an
ted h

er to 
pay atten

tion
. T

o see som
eth

in
g else. 

T
w

o of th
e youn

g guards m
oved to th

e curtain
s, w

atch
in

g an
d listen

-
in

g to L
udo. 

T
h

ey w
eren

’t biddin
g. 

H
erm

ion
e look

ed to P
an

sy, m
in

d w
ork

in
g. 

T
h

ey w
ere n

ot in
itiated, an

d th
ey did n

ot h
ave th

e fun
ds to actually 

secure a L
ot. 

H
is eyes on

 h
er legs again

. 
A

n
d th

is on
e w

as greedy. 
P

an
sy lock

ed eyes w
ith

 h
er an

d slouch
ed dow

n
 in

 h
er ch

air, open
in

g 
h

er k
n

ees. H
erm

ion
e blin

k
ed w

h
en

 h
er dress rode up w

ith
 th

e m
ovem

en
t. 

P
an

sy stretch
ed h

er legs out, crossin
g th

em
 at th

e an
k

les, an
d straigh

ten
-

in
g h

er spin
e un

til h
er ch

est stood out, th
in

 slate dress pullin
g dow

n
. 

H
erm

ion
e felt lik

e sh
e w

as bein
g seduced. P

an
sy low

ered h
er lash

es at 
h

er, an
d th

en
 look

ed to th
e dark

 guard. 
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G
in

n
y’s eyes w

ere w
ide an

d on
 fire. Several girls sh

ifted an
d stared w

ith
 

rapt atten
tion

. 
“G

in
n

y—
” C

h
o started. 

“N
o! Sh

e’s alw
ays th

in
k

in
g. A

lw
ays w

ith
 th

e plan
 an

d alw
ays tw

o steps 
ah

ead of everyon
e else, plan

n
in

g adven
tures n

o on
e else is in

vited on
, an

d 
savin

g th
e w

orld w
h

en
ever H

arry ask
s, but n

ow
 H

arry’s dead an
d sh

e can
’t 

b
e both

ered to care?” G
in

n
y suck

ed in
 air, voice quiverin

g. H
erm

ion
e felt 

h
er ch

eek
s flush

 an
d tears sprin

g to h
er eyes. “Sh

e’s n
ot figh

tin
g!” 

“Sh
e did figh

t! Sh
e lost!” M

orten
sen

 yelled. 
“T

h
en

 sh
e figh

ts again
!” G

in
n

y sn
apped back

. “If sh
e doesn

’t—
” 

G
in

n
y turn

ed to face h
er, addressin

g h
er again

. “If you don
’t figh

t th
en

 
w

h
at th

e fuck
 are th

e rest of us supposed to do?!” Sh
e gestured to th

e room
 

of th
em

. H
erm

ion
e felt a buzzin

g in
 h

er ears. “K
in

gsley an
d M

cG
on

agall 
are gon

e. So, th
ere’s just you, H

erm
ion

e! If H
arry w

ere h
ere, h

e’d—
” 

H
er voice crack

ed, lik
e it h

ad been
 cut in

 h
alf. Sh

e m
oved h

er lips 
w

ordlessly, squeak
in

g. 
“If H

arry...” sh
e tried, break

in
g. G

in
n

y clapped a h
an

d over h
er 

m
outh

, eyes w
ide an

d w
aterin

g. 
L

un
a released H

erm
ion

e’s h
an

d, n
udgin

g h
er to m

ove, an
d H

erm
ion

e 
w

as up, crossin
g to G

in
n

y, pullin
g h

er in
to h

er arm
s, an

d h
oldin

g h
er as 

sh
e brok

e in
to pieces, voice ech

oin
g again

st th
e tiles in

 stran
ge pattern

s. 
Sh

e m
outh

ed w
ords again

st h
er ear, tellin

g h
er h

ow
 sorry sh

e w
as an

d 
h

ow
 m

uch
 sh

e w
an

ted th
in

gs to b
e differen

t. A
ll th

e clich
és th

at soun
ded 

aw
ful w

h
en

 said aloud, but w
h

en
 breath

ed in
to G

in
n

y’s fiery h
air, th

ey 
m

ade sen
se. Sh

e told G
in

n
y about D

oloh
ov, about h

is h
an

ds an
d h

is eyes 
an

d h
ow

 sh
e w

ish
ed sh

e h
ad k

illed h
im

 w
h

en
 sh

e h
ad th

e ch
an

ce. 
G

in
n

y quieted, an
d H

erm
ion

e pulled back
 to h

old h
er face betw

een
 

h
er fin

gers look
in

g in
to h

er eyes an
d breath

ed, W
e w

ill survive th
is. I w

ill 
fin

d you. 
G

in
n

y n
odded. 

H
erm

ion
e stepped aw

ay, feelin
g every eye on

 th
em

. Sh
e turn

ed in
 a 
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circle, m
eetin

g th
e stare of each

 girl, readin
g th

e fear an
d th

e exh
austion

. 
Sh

e en
ded on

 P
an

sy P
ark

in
son

, w
h

o h
eld h

er eyes. 
Sh

e couldn
’t speak

 for h
erself. C

ouldn
’t give voice to w

h
at sh

e w
an

ted 
to say to th

em
. Sh

e look
ed dow

n
, m

aybe sh
e could spell it again

. 
G

rapes again
. In

 a bow
l n

ear h
er feet. H

erm
ion

e reach
ed dow

n
, 

pluck
ed on

e from
 th

e vin
e, an

d look
ed directly in

to G
in

n
y’s red eyes an

d 
exten

ded it to h
er. 

N
ot alon

e. 
G

in
n

y n
odded, an

d took
 th

e grape from
 h

er fin
gers. 

Sh
e felt th

e room
 breath

e, drin
k

in
g in

 th
e peace. 

T
h

e door ban
ged open

. 
Sh

e spran
g aw

ay from
 G

in
n

y, grabbin
g m

ore grapes, lik
e it w

as h
er 

in
ten

tion
 for bein

g in
 th

e cen
ter of th

e room
. 

Sh
e listen

ed for D
oloh

ov’s h
eavy boots, but th

ey didn
’t com

e. Sh
e 

look
ed to th

e door. 
“W

ell, h
ello everyon

e.” A
 tall youn

g m
an

 sen
din

g th
em

 a dazzlin
g 

grin
. 

M
arcus Flin

t. H
e’d gotten

 h
is teeth

 fixed. 
“G

ran
ger,” h

e n
odded at h

er. “L
ovely to see you again

.” H
e let h

is eyes 
trail dow

n
 h

er torso, tiltin
g h

is h
ead as h

e took
 in

 h
er h

ips an
d legs. H

e 
look

ed dow
n

 at a piece of paper in
 h

is h
an

d, eyes run
n

in
g dow

n
 th

e page. 
H

e frow
n

ed. “A
h

. O
f course n

ot.” H
e look

ed up at h
er again

, sigh
in

g dra-
m

atically. “It w
ould h

ave been
 too good to b

e true.” A
 sm

ile. 
H

erm
ion

e stared at h
im

, m
ovin

g slow
ly back

 to h
er side of th

e room
. 

R
aisin

g h
is voice, h

e an
n

oun
ced, “L

et m
e see M

orten
sen

, Faw
cett, 

Jim
en

ez, an
d...” H

is brow
 lifted. “P

ark
in

son
.” 

T
w

o girls slow
ly stepped forw

ard. H
erm

ion
e eyed th

e open
 door, just 

m
ak

in
g out Y

axley’s boots beyon
d th

e fram
e. 

“For w
h

at?” P
an

sy sn
apped. 

Flin
t search

ed th
e room

 for h
er, fin

din
g h

er in
 h

er n
orm

al corn
er. H

e 
sm

irk
ed. “O

h
, h

ow
 th

e m
igh

ty h
ave fallen

...” h
e m

urm
ured. “I h

ave a n
ew
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T
h

ese guards w
ere n

ot D
eath

 E
aters. T

h
ey w

eren
’t w

earin
g th

e rob
es 

an
d m

ask
s, an

d th
e forearm

s sh
e could see did n

ot bear th
e D

ark
 M

ark
. 

A
spirin

g D
eath

 E
aters, m

aybe? Sh
e w

on
dered w

h
at w

ere th
e politics of 

V
oldem

ort’s in
n

er circle n
ow

 th
at th

e w
ar w

as w
on

. T
h

ose w
h

o did n
ot 

figh
t w

ere probably n
ot gran

ted status. 
Sh

e m
ade a m

en
tal list of D

eath
 E

aters sh
e last k

n
ew

 to b
e alive. Sh

e’d 
seen

 m
ost of th

em
 in

 th
e last w

eek
. 

H
erm

ion
e frow

n
ed. L

ucius M
alfoy h

ad n
ot com

e to collect h
is L

ots. 
W

as it possible h
e h

adn
’t captured an

y? O
r th

at h
e’d on

ly tak
en

 m
ales? 

T
h

ere w
as little doubt in

 h
er m

in
d th

at h
e w

as out in
 th

e crow
d to-

n
igh

t. V
oldem

ort too, probably. 
W

as D
raco? 

Sh
e look

ed to P
an

sy, still starin
g back

 at h
er. H

e probably w
as. H

e 
n

eeded to com
e claim

 h
er. 

L
udo B

agm
an

 cleared h
is th

roat, ch
eck

ed h
is tim

epiece, an
d m

oved to 
th

e edge of th
e curtain

. H
e seem

ed focused on
 ign

orin
g th

e presen
ce of 

th
e fifty of th

em
. T

h
e h

um
 of th

e crow
d sw

elled. 
H

erm
ion

e turn
ed to G

in
n

y, silen
ced an

d tied. Sh
e h

ad h
er k

n
ees 

pressed togeth
er tigh

tly, h
er eyes on

 th
e floor. It w

as lik
e sh

e w
as experi-

en
cin

g th
e full ran

ge of H
erm

ion
e’s sh

am
e, on

ly a few
 days after. T

h
e 

sh
am

e th
at h

ad k
illed th

e fire in
 h

er. 
L

udo B
agm

an
 stepped on

 stage an
d a ligh

t h
it h

im
, ign

itin
g h

is sm
ile 

an
d jaun

ty step. T
h

e th
eatre roared, an

d H
erm

ion
e jum

ped w
ith

 th
e pres-

sure of it. H
un

dreds. 
G

in
n

y flin
ch

ed n
ext to h

er. 
H

erm
ion

e’s eyes foun
d several props an

d costum
es tossed in

 th
e corn

er 
beh

in
d th

em
. A

 lon
g blon

de w
ig an

d lock
et. A

 blue scullery factory dress. 
T

h
ey sh

ould h
ave been

 gath
ered an

d h
un

g at th
e en

d of th
e perform

an
ce. 

W
h

at h
appen

ed to th
e actors? 

“W
elcom

e!” L
udo’s am

plified voice spun
 over th

e crow
d. “W

elcom
e. 

Fin
d your seats, gen

tlem
en

.” H
e stepped up to a podium

. H
erm

ion
e felt 
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H
erm

ion
e recogn

ized th
em

 as th
e n

otes th
e appraiser h

ad tak
en

. 
Sh

e w
an

ted to scream
. H

e could stop th
is. H

e could try. H
e w

asn
’t lik

e 
th

e rest of th
em

. 
B

ut people lik
e th

e appraiser, B
agm

an
, even

 th
e m

ediw
itch

es an
d 

Fren
ch

 girls... th
ey w

ere doin
g th

eir best, H
erm

ion
e con

cluded. T
oo pow

-
erless to figh

t, but again
st join

in
g. W

h
en

 con
tracted, th

ey ob
eyed. 

B
agm

an
 look

ed dow
n

 at on
e of th

e pages an
d turn

ed to M
acn

air. “Is 
th

is an
 error? T

h
is n

um
ber?” 

M
acn

air look
ed an

d sm
iled. “N

o error. P
otter’s P

rin
cess. If you th

in
k

 
th

at’s good, tak
e a look

 at th
e G

olden
 G

irl.” 
B

agm
an

 flipped to th
e n

ext page an
d sh

e w
atch

ed h
is face pale. H

e m
et 

h
er eyes in

stan
tly, lik

e h
e already k

n
ew

 h
er place in

 th
e room

. 
“W

e n
eed to tak

e our seats, M
r. B

agm
an

,” M
acn

air an
n

oun
ced, earn

-
in

g th
e atten

tion
 of th

e oth
er D

eath
 E

aters. H
e offered h

is h
an

d an
d L

udo 
took

 it. “T
h

e P
alace is yours.” 

T
h

e P
alace T

h
eatre in

 L
on

don
. H

er paren
ts h

ad tak
en

 h
er h

ere th
ree 

sum
m

ers ago. Sh
e’d sat in

 th
e fron

t row
 of th

e first balcon
y, en

tran
ced by 

th
e 19th

 cen
tury Fren

ch
 story sh

e’d read in
 H

ugo’s book
 years before, 

gaspin
g as th

e barricade rose, an
d sob

bin
g as each

 life w
as en

ded. 
H

erm
ion

e look
ed on

stage again
. Sh

e recogn
ized th

e set pieces n
ow

. It 
w

as eigh
t o’clock

 on
 a Friday n

igh
t. T

h
ere sh

ould h
ave been

 a sh
ow

. Sh
e 

sh
ivered to th

in
k

 th
at in

 on
e w

eek
, th

e D
eath

 E
aters h

ad in
filtrated M

ug-
gle L

on
don

. 
Sh

e m
et R

on
’s eyes across a stage set for revolution

, m
em

orizin
g th

e 
features sh

e could just m
ak

e out. P
erh

aps th
is w

as th
e last tim

e sh
e w

ould 
see h

im
. 

Y
axley an

d th
e oth

ers follow
ed M

acn
air out, slippin

g th
eir m

ask
s on

. 
D

oloh
ov m

ade sure to sw
eep b

y h
er, trailin

g h
is fin

gertips across on
e 

sh
oulder, dippin

g below
 h

er collarbon
e an

d across. 
W

h
en

 sh
e could brin

g h
er eyes off th

e floor sh
e look

ed up to see th
e 

h
eavy-brow

ed guard look
in

g at h
er ch

est. 
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potion
 to test out,” h

e an
n

oun
ced. H

e gazed aroun
d th

e room
, eyes lan

d-
in

g on
 H

erm
ion

e again
. “Som

eth
in

g th
at could b

e quite lucrative in
 th

is 
curren

t... m
ark

et. I n
eeded som

e test subjects. A
n

d h
ere you all are.” H

e 
grin

n
ed. 

H
erm

ion
e sh

uddered from
 h

er sh
oulders dow

n
 to h

er fin
gertips. 

“So th
ose four girls please lin

e up—
” 

“W
h

at k
in

d of potion
?” P

an
sy pried. Sh

e h
ad th

e m
ost h

istory w
ith

 
M

arcus Flin
t an

d it sh
ow

ed in
 th

e w
ay h

e glared back
 at h

er. 
Y

axley turn
ed th

e corn
er, stan

din
g in

 th
e doorw

ay an
d h

issed, “D
o it.” 

M
orten

sen
 join

ed th
e oth

er tw
o, P

an
sy driftin

g in
 lin

e last. Flin
t 

look
ed M

orten
sen

 up an
d dow

n
, an

d told h
er to leave th

e lin
e. H

e look
ed 

at th
e list an

d called out for a N
elson

, an
d w

h
en

 a pale, th
in

-faced girl 
w

obbled forw
ard, h

e dism
issed h

er before sh
e even

 got in
 lin

e. 
“Jim

en
ez step back

. L
et’s see San

dh
u?” A

 tall raven
-h

aired girl w
ith

 a 
th

in
 w

aist an
d lon

g legs stepped forw
ard. Flin

t appraised h
er an

d sm
irk

ed. 
H

e look
ed dow

n
 at th

e list again
, “L

et’s see, let’s see.” 
“W

h
at’s th

e list for?” P
an

sy repeated. 
Flin

t grin
n

ed at h
er. “I’m

 allow
ed to tak

e m
y pick

 of an
y of th

e L
ots 

on
 th

is list. T
h

e rest of th
em

 w
ould cost m

e 5,0
0

0
 galleon

s up fron
t.” 

H
erm

ion
e paled. H

e h
ad a list of th

e n
on

-virgin
s. So, w

h
atever th

is 
w

as, it w
as sexual. 

“L
ots?” G

in
n

y spok
e up. Flin

t’s eyes sw
iveled to h

er. 
“L

ots for sale. T
h

at’s w
h

at you are n
ow

.” 
A

 w
ave of silen

ce, crash
in

g lik
e w

ater in
 th

e bottom
 of a deep w

ell. 
T

h
e first tim

e an
yon

e h
ad m

en
tion

ed th
e A

uction
 to th

em
. C

on
-

firm
ed it. 

Flin
t look

ed G
in

n
y up an

d dow
n

, ch
eck

ed h
is list, an

d frow
n

ed. “R
e-

ally W
easley? D

on
’t tell m

e poor P
otter h

ad to die a virgin
.” H

e look
ed up 

at h
er. “C

ouldn
’t tak

e on
e for th

e team
?” 

E
ven

 w
ith

out m
agic, H

erm
ion

e felt th
e air aroun

d G
in

n
y crack

. 
G

in
n

y laun
ch

ed h
erself forw

ard w
ith

 a h
oller, latch

in
g on

 to Flin
t an

d 
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scratch
in

g at h
is face, reach

in
g for h

is th
roat. 

B
A

N
G

! 
G

in
n

y flew
 back

, body sm
ack

in
g in

to th
e dark

 tile w
all opposite th

e 
door, h

eld up b
y Y

axley’s w
an

d. 
Flin

t righ
ted h

im
self, grin

n
in

g. 
G

irls scurried aw
ay from

 G
in

n
y’s dan

glin
g body lik

e roach
es in

 th
e 

ligh
t. H

er legs k
ick

ed. 
“O

h
, I lik

e h
er.” Flin

t cooed. “Sh
e’s D

oloh
ov’s? I’m

 sure h
e w

ouldn
’t 

m
in

d if w
e played w

ith
 h

er for a bit—
” 

“T
h

e D
ark

 L
ord w

an
ts h

er in
tact,” Y

axley com
m

an
ded. 

H
erm

ion
e braced h

erself again
st th

e w
all, n

ext to L
un

a again
. T

h
e first 

tim
e an

yon
e h

ad m
en

tion
ed V

oldem
ort to th

em
. 

G
in

n
y ch

uck
led, a m

an
ic soun

d. “T
om

 m
isses m

e?” 
Y

axley rolled h
is eyes an

d h
eld h

er th
ere w

h
ile M

arcus Flin
t return

ed 
to h

is floor sh
ow

. 
“A

lrigh
t, w

h
o else.” Flin

t look
ed over th

e list again
, pacin

g th
e room

. 
H

e stopped. “P
en

elope C
learw

ater.” 
A

 sh
ufflin

g from
 a corn

er, an
d P

en
elope stepped forw

ard w
ith

 h
er ch

in
 

up. “H
uh

.” Flin
t sm

irk
ed. “I th

ough
t you’d n

ever give it up.” H
e w

alk
ed 

aroun
d h

er in
 a circle, an

d to h
er credit, P

en
elope didn

’t flin
ch

. “O
i, re-

m
em

ber w
h

en
 I in

vited you to th
e Y

ule B
all, an

d you ch
oose th

at P
on

cy 
W

easley in
stead?” 

H
er jaw

 tick
ed. 

“A
re you don

e yet?” Y
axley ask

ed. Flin
t’s eyes n

ever left P
en

elope’s. 
“Y

es. I’ll tak
e C

learw
ater, an

d brin
g P

ark
in

son
 for M

acn
air. H

e’ll 
probably prefer a pure-blood w

h
ore.” 

P
en

elope an
d P

an
sy w

ere m
arch

ed out. T
h

e door slam
m

ed an
d G

in
n

y’s 
body dropped from

 th
e w

all. 
T

w
o h

ours later, th
ey return

ed P
en

elope. Sh
e k

ept h
er eyes dow

n
, n

ot 
speak

in
g, an

d laid in
 th

e corn
er facin

g th
e w

all. 
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R
on

 w
as scream

in
g in

 silen
ce, an

d sh
e saw

 h
is lips form

 h
er n

am
e. 

Sh
e could just m

ak
e out tw

en
ty oth

er ch
airs, lin

ed up just lik
e th

eirs. 
N

eville sat slum
ped over in

 on
e. Sh

e th
ough

t sh
e could m

ak
e out O

liver 
W

ood in
 an

oth
er. 

H
erm

ion
e turn

ed to G
in

n
y, w

igglin
g to get h

er atten
tion

, but G
in

n
y 

w
as already starin

g across th
e stage, sm

ilin
g softly, ch

eek
s w

et w
ith

 slow
 

tears. 
T

h
e buzzin

g sh
e’d associated w

ith
 portk

ey travel ebbed an
d grew

, an
d

 
H

erm
ion

e realized sh
e w

as h
earin

g an
 audien

ce, just beyon
d th

e curtain
s. 

H
erm

ion
e w

h
ipped h

er h
ead aroun

d, tryin
g to tak

e in
 as m

uch
 as sh

e 
could. E

xits, h
idin

g places, w
eapon

s. 
T

h
ere w

ere about seven
ty prison

ers accordin
g to Y

axley’s coun
t yester-

day. T
h

ere w
ere fourteen

 D
eath

 E
aters on

 th
is side of th

e stage, an
d h

alf 
of th

em
 w

ere plan
n

in
g to bid. T

h
ey couldn

’t do th
at from

 back
 h

ere. 
Seven

 guards for fifty girls. P
ossibly sim

ilar ratios on
 th

e oth
er side. 

Sh
e look

ed up an
d foun

d P
an

sy starin
g directly at h

er, tw
en

ty feet 
aw

ay. H
er eyes abruptly flick

ed to on
e of th

e guards an
d th

en
 back

 to H
er-

m
ion

e. 
H

erm
ion

e 
look

ed 
an

d 
foun

d 
a 

dark
-featured 

tw
en

ty-som
eth

in
g 

blok
e. H

e w
as th

in
 w

ith
 dark

 brow
s th

at m
ade h

im
 look

 m
ore m

en
acin

g 
th

an
 h

is size suggested. A
s sh

e look
ed at h

im
, h

is eyes drifted to h
er th

igh
s. 

A
 ch

ill raced alon
g h

er sk
in

, an
d sh

e w
atch

ed as h
e blin

k
ed aw

ay. Sh
e 

look
ed back

 at P
an

sy, n
ot k

n
ow

in
g w

h
at sh

e w
an

ted. W
as sh

e w
arn

in
g 

h
er? B

efore sh
e could th

in
k

 on
 it, a m

an
 sw

ept in
 th

rough
 a door, M

acn
air 

trailin
g beh

in
d h

im
. L

udo B
agm

an
. H

is eyes traveled over th
e ch

airs, 
stoppin

g briefly over th
e faces h

e k
n

ew
. H

e look
ed dow

n
 at h

is sh
oes an

d 
fiddled w

ith
 th

e papers in
 h

is h
an

ds. 
“T

h
e D

eath
 E

aters th
an

k
 you for your services, M

r. B
agm

an
,” M

acn
air 

h
issed, clappin

g h
im

 on
 th

e sh
oulder. 

“Y
es, M

acn
air. I am

... glad to b
e of service.” H

e sh
uffled th

e papers, an
d
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h
en

 th
ey spun

 in
to th

eir destin
ation

, H
erm

ion
e h

ad tw
o 

secon
ds to let h

er eyes adjust to th
e dark

 before sh
e w

as 
forced on

to a ch
air, arm

s beh
in

d h
er. T

h
ey affixed h

er 
h

an
ds to th

e back
 of th

e ch
air w

ith
 a Stick

in
g C

h
arm

. 
B

ecause h
e’d tigh

ten
ed an

d sh
orten

ed h
er dress, sh

e struggled to press h
er 

k
n

ees togeth
er, th

e w
ooden

 seat pressed again
st h

er bare back
side. 

Y
axley m

oved aw
ay from

 h
er, speak

in
g w

ith
 th

e guards in
 low

 voices, 
an

d H
erm

ion
e look

ed aroun
d h

er to fin
d ch

airs w
ith

 restrain
ed L

ots lin
-

in
g th

e en
tire room

. 
N

ot a room
. Sh

e look
ed up to a tall ceilin

g, m
aybe th

ree stories h
igh

, 
dizzyin

g h
er. C

atw
alk

s an
d ropes, but also stran

ge th
in

gs h
an

gin
g from

 
pulleys. V

elvet curtain
s droppin

g dow
n

 from
 above. 

B
ack

stage, M
acn

air h
ad said. T

h
ey ren

ted out a th
eatre for th

is. 
N

o, of course n
ot. H

erm
ion

e sh
ook

 h
er h

ead. N
o on

e ren
ted an

yth
in

g. 
Sh

e look
ed to h

er righ
t an

d foun
d G

in
n

y sittin
g n

ext to h
er, starin

g 
dow

n
 at h

er k
n

ees. It look
ed as if D

oloh
ov h

ad th
e sam

e idea as Y
axley 

an
d h

ad sh
orten

ed an
d tigh

ten
ed G

in
n

y’s w
h

ite dress. G
in

n
y look

ed up 
at h

er, eyes w
et, an

d m
outh

ed, H
i. 

Sh
e look

ed aroun
d. O

n
e o

f th
e Sn

atch
ers w

as still restrain
in

g an
d si-

len
cin

g h
is m

an
y ch

arges. H
er eyes drifted tow

ard th
e source of ligh

t. T
h

e 
stage. T

h
ey’d decorated it. Sh

e squin
ted at th

e tall pieces, tryin
g to figure 

out w
h

at th
ey w

ere. 
M

ovem
en

t across th
e stage, an

d H
erm

ion
e foun

d h
erself starin

g in
to 

th
e oth

er w
in

g, directly at R
on

 W
easley, strugglin

g again
st h

is ch
air. 

Sh
e gasped, soun

dlessly. 

W
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Several girls tried to feed h
er, m

ak
e h

er drin
k

 w
ater, get h

er to talk
 

about it. Sh
e didn

’t m
ove. T

h
ey left a pile of grapes for h

er in
 h

opes sh
e 

w
ould eat w

h
en

 sh
e w

as ready. 
A

s H
erm

ion
e added a grape to P

en
elope’s pile, sh

e look
ed tow

ard th
e 

door, w
on

derin
g w

h
y P

an
sy h

adn
’t been

 return
ed. 

>
 

W
h

en
 sh

e w
ok

e on
 Friday m

orn
in

g, P
an

sy P
ark

in
son

 w
as sittin

g n
ext to 

h
er, starin

g dow
n

 at h
er face w

ith
 an

 open
 expression

, lik
e sh

e’d fallen
 

asleep w
ith

 h
er eyelids open

, w
atch

in
g h

er. H
er deep eyes blin

k
ed at seein

g 
H

erm
ion

e aw
ak

e, an
d th

e fam
iliar sn

eer an
d pout return

ed to h
er lips. 

H
erm

ion
e sat up slow

ly, h
eart beatin

g fast lik
e it did w

h
ile th

ey w
ere on

 
th

e run
, alw

ays look
in

g for en
em

ies. 
N

o on
e else w

as aw
ak

e except a few
 girls in

 th
e far corn

er w
h

o w
ere 

k
n

ow
n

 to stay aw
ak

e in
 m

isery. 
H

erm
ion

e look
ed back

 to P
an

sy, an
d th

e girl flick
ed h

er lim
p h

air 
over h

er sh
oulder in

 a w
ay th

at rem
in

ded H
erm

ion
e of C

h
arm

s class. 
Sh

e’d n
ever been

 th
is close to h

er. If sh
e con

cen
trated, sh

e could still sm
ell 

h
er perfum

e. Som
eth

in
g floral th

at used to stick
 to D

raco’s rob
es. 

P
an

sy lifted a still-perfect brow
 an

d look
ed out over th

e room
 of sleep-

in
g girls. 
“I used to en

vy you.” 
H

erm
ion

e w
aited. W

aited for th
e proof th

at som
eon

e else h
ad spok

en
. 

W
aited for h

er m
in

d to con
jure th

e m
ean

in
g beh

in
d

 th
e w

ords. 
“O

n
 th

e day I left for H
ogw

arts, m
y fath

er told m
e to con

cen
trate on

 
m

y studies because I w
asn

’t pretty en
ough

 to catch
 a h

usban
d. I th

ough
t 

it w
as a stran

ge th
in

g to say to an
 eleven

-year-old, but...” P
an

sy sw
allow

ed. 
H

erm
ion

e h
eld h

er breath
, w

atch
in

g P
an

sy’s perfect bow
 lips an

d dark
 

lash
es. “W

h
en

 h
e saw

 m
y m

ark
s at th

e en
d of th

ird year, h
e told m

e h
e 

expected m
e to b

e th
e top girl in

 m
y class b

y th
e en

d of fourth
, an

d I said, 
‘T

h
at’s im

possible. T
h

ere’s a M
udblood girl w

h
o can

’t b
e beat. B

ut don
’t 
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w
orry, D

addy. I can
 catch

 a h
usban

d
 just fin

e. I h
ave th

e M
alfoy boy 

w
rapped aroun

d m
y little fin

ger.’“ 
Sh

e brok
e in

to a laugh
. Som

eth
in

g low
 an

d self-deprecatin
g. Sh

e tilted 
h

er h
ead back

 again
st th

e w
all an

d stared at th
e ceilin

g, sh
ak

in
g h

er h
ead 

as if a toddler h
ad just said som

eth
in

g in
credibly sw

eet an
d in

credibly 
foolish

. 
H

erm
ion

e stared, un
able to speak

, un
able to m

ove. 
“A

n
d h

ere w
e are,” P

an
sy con

tin
ued, “at th

e en
d of days, w

aitin
g in

 a 
lin

e to b
e sold an

d raped an
d used. A

n
d still, I can

’t sleep w
ith

 en
vy of you. 

O
f w

h
at your life w

ill be.” 
P

an
sy’s h

ead rolled again
st th

e w
all to look

 at h
er again

. H
erm

ion
e 

stared w
ith

 w
ide eyes, w

ish
in

g m
ore th

an
 an

yth
in

g th
at sh

e could speak
, 

could ask
 h

er w
h

at sh
e m

ean
t. 

H
erm

ion
e w

atch
ed as P

an
sy’s eyes dripped over h

er face, slan
tin

g across 
H

erm
ion

e’s lips an
d ch

eek
s, roun

din
g at h

er tem
ples an

d tak
in

g in
 h

er 
w

ild h
air. P

an
sy’s lips parted, took

 a breath
 in

 to speak
 again

—
 

“W
h

at are you doin
g? G

et aw
ay from

 h
er!” 

G
in

n
y w

as aw
ak

e, tuggin
g at H

erm
ion

e’s sh
oulders to put h

erself be-
tw

een
 h

er an
d P

an
sy. 

P
an

sy rolled h
er eyes. “C

alm
 your tits, W

easley. W
e w

ere just h
avin

g 
som

e girl talk
.” H

er sn
eer w

as back
 in

 place. 
Sh

e drew
 h

erself up an
d paced back

 to th
e oth

er side of th
e room

, fac-
in

g th
e w

all. 
H

erm
ion

e w
atch

ed h
er un

til th
e door open

ed. 
A

 frail old m
an

 en
tered th

e room
. H

e rem
in

ded h
er of O

llivan
der. E

s-
pecially h

is eyes. H
is brow

s tw
itch

ed as h
e took

 in
 th

e room
 of girls. 

H
e cleared h

is th
roat an

d look
ed at h

is sh
oes, an

d th
en

 turn
ed back

 to 
Y

axley in
 th

e doorw
ay. “Is th

is all of th
em

, M
r. Y

axley?” 
“T

h
ere’s about tw

en
ty m

ales dow
n

 th
e h

all,” Y
axley replied. 

G
in

n
y sh

ifted n
ext to h

er, probably w
on

derin
g h

ow
 m

an
y of h

er 
broth

ers w
ere footsteps aw

ay. 
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P
an

sy stepped out from
 h

er spot beh
in

d a tall girl an
d pasted on

 a 
sm

irk
. “L

on
g tim

e, n
o see, W

alden
.” Sh

e strutted to th
e group. “Y

ou 
gon

n
a drop a few

 G
alleon

s on
 m

e ton
igh

t?” 
H

e look
ed h

er up an
d dow

n
 an

d said, “W
h

y w
ould I pay for som

eth
in

g 
I already got for free?” 

P
an

sy’s sm
ile fractured, still on

 h
er face, but brok

en
 n

ow
. 

P
an

sy an
d th

e four oth
er L

ots follow
ed M

acn
air’s in

struction
s an

d 
gripped h

is arm
. H

e produced th
e portk

ey an
d th

ey disappeared. 
M

ulciber en
tered th

e room
 n

ext. H
e called for h

is L
ots an

d th
ey disap-

peared. Sh
e recogn

ized a few
 Sn

atch
ers com

e in
 gleefully, grabbin

g up 
eigh

t or so girls before sw
irlin

g aw
ay. 

D
oloh

ov an
d Y

axley cam
e in

 last. D
oloh

ov called for h
is L

ots, an
d 

L
un

a an
d G

in
n

y left h
er side. 

W
h

en
 it w

as just h
er an

d Y
axley left in

 th
e room

, sh
e w

an
dered over to 

h
im

 w
ith

out bein
g sum

m
on

ed. It w
as clearly a type of Stock

h
olm

 Syn
-

drom
e, but sh

e w
as certain

 Y
axley w

ouldn
’t h

urt h
er. H

e h
adn

’t sh
ow

n
 th

e 
sligh

test bit of sexual in
terest in

 h
er, goin

g so far as to k
eep D

oloh
ov from

 
m

olestin
g h

er furth
er. 

H
e grin

n
ed at h

er an
d pulled h

is w
an

d. H
erm

ion
e blin

k
ed, feelin

g lik
e 

sh
e’d just w

alk
ed in

to a trap. 
“B

it of a costum
e ch

an
ge, love,” h

e said, sm
irk

in
g. “T

urn
s out, you’ll 

b
e top prize ton

igh
t. B

est for last.” 
H

is w
an

d tapped h
er sh

oulder strap, an
d sh

e w
atch

ed as th
e dress pulled 

closer to h
er sk

in
, curvin

g at h
er h

ips an
d roun

din
g h

er breasts. N
o un

-
dergarm

en
ts in

 th
e w

ay. 
H

e sm
iled an

d flick
ed h

is w
an

d again
, an

d sh
e w

atch
ed as th

e fabric 
sh

im
m

ered gold. 
“G

olden
 G

irl, in
deed,” h

e said. 
A

n
d th

en
 grabbed h

er arm
 an

d w
h

isk
ed h

er off.
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follow
ed h

er, voicin
g aloud th

e th
in

gs th
ey w

an
ted to do. L

ik
e th

ey h
ad 

ch
oices still. 
T

h
ere w

ere n
o w

in
dow

s, so it w
as h

ard to tell w
h

en
 th

e day began
 to 

in
ch

 tow
ard even

in
g, but h

ours later, W
alden

 M
acn

air w
alk

ed in
to th

e 
room

, several oth
er D

eath
 E

aters w
aitin

g in
 th

e doorw
ay beh

in
d h

im
. 

H
erm

ion
e w

atch
ed P

an
sy tuck

 h
erself beh

in
d an

oth
er girl, spin

e curv-
in

g to becom
e sm

aller. 
M

acn
air look

ed aroun
d th

e room
 w

ith
 a careful in

ten
sity. H

is eyes 
stopped on

 H
erm

ion
e an

d G
in

n
y, sm

irk
in

g. 
“L

adies,” h
e an

n
oun

ced, an
d H

erm
ion

e w
on

dered if it w
as to b

e th
e 

last tim
e sh

e w
ould b

e addressed w
ith

 such
 form

ality. “W
e’ll begin

 tran
s-

portin
g you n

ow
. Y

our H
older w

ill b
e in

 ch
arge of you w

h
ile you travel b

y 
portk

ey. A
n

yon
e w

h
o tries to figh

t or run
 or disob

ey orders durin
g th

is 
process w

ill b
e k

illed prom
ptly.” 

H
e said th

is last part directly to h
er. 

“O
n

ce you are secured back
stage, you w

ill follow
 in

struction
s from

 th
e 

h
an

dlers. D
isob

edien
ce w

ill result in
 pun

ish
m

en
t. For exam

ple—
” 

Q
uick

 as ligh
tn

in
g, h

is w
an

d turn
ed on

 h
er. A

 scream
in

g pain
 rock

-
eted th

rough
 h

er blood, boilin
g an

d coursin
g th

rough
 h

er m
uscles, sh

ak
-

in
g h

er n
erves an

d pullin
g h

er ligam
en

ts apart on
e by on

e. 
A

n
d th

en
 it w

as gon
e. A

n
d G

in
n

y’s h
an

ds w
ere on

 h
er sh

oulders, h
old-

in
g h

er, scream
in

g for h
er. 

Sh
e stared up at th

e black
 tile ceilin

g, breath
in

g h
ard. Sh

e’d been
 C

ru-
cio’d before, but th

is w
as stron

g. L
ik

e a con
cen

trated force of ligh
tn

in
g 

sizzlin
g h

er. It took
 h

er a few
 m

in
utes to sit up. 

B
y th

e tim
e sh

e focused h
er eyes again

, M
acn

air w
as fin

ish
in

g h
is 

speech
, an

d ask
in

g for h
is L

ots to join
 h

im
. H

e search
ed th

e room
 as four 

girls stepped forw
ard. T

h
e tw

o in
 w

h
ite w

ere scared, but th
e tw

o in
 grey 

w
ere sh

ak
in

g. 
H

e’d already raped th
em

. B
efore brin

gin
g th

em
 h

ere. L
ik

e P
arvati. 

“P
ark

in
son

,” h
e h

issed. “C
om

e w
ith

 m
e, too.” 
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“W
ell,” th

e m
an

 replied, tak
in

g h
is glasses off to clean

 th
em

, brow
s 

n
arrow

in
g at h

is fin
gers. “T

h
e best w

ay is in
dividually, but I fear w

e’ll run
 

out of tim
e. P

roceedin
gs start at eigh

t?” H
e push

ed h
is glasses back

 on
 h

is 
n

ose, an
d H

erm
ion

e realized h
e refused to m

ak
e eye con

tact w
ith

 an
y of 

th
em

. R
efused to ack

n
ow

ledge th
em

. 
“E

igh
t sh

arp.” 
H

e n
odded. “T

h
en

 let’s get th
e w

om
en

 clean
ed up w

h
ile I start apprais-

als on
 th

e m
en

. W
e m

igh
t n

eed to do groups.” H
e stared at h

is sh
oes an

d 
sw

ept out. 
Y

axley turn
ed to h

er. “M
udblood. Y

ou’re up.” 
T

h
ere w

ere probably tw
en

ty M
uggle-born

 girls in
 th

e room
, but still 

everyon
e un

derstood h
e w

as addressin
g H

erm
ion

e. Sh
e stood, w

obblin
g 

to th
e door, an

d follow
ed h

im
 to th

e sh
ow

ers. H
e didn

’t stay in
 th

e room
 

lik
e D

oloh
ov did. D

idn
’t w

atch
 h

er un
dress. Sh

e supposed if h
e w

an
ted 

h
er, h

e w
ouldn

’t b
e sellin

g h
er. 

Sh
e stood un

der th
e w

ater, en
joyin

g w
h

at w
as probably to b

e h
er last 

m
om

en
ts of privacy an

d relative safety in
 h

er life. 
Sh

e w
on

dered if R
on

 w
as dow

n
 th

e h
all som

ew
h

ere. O
r if h

e’d fough
t 

th
em

. If h
e’d th

row
n

 h
im

self in
to th

e fire lik
e a true G

ryffin
dor an

d at-
tem

pted to sm
oth

er th
e flam

es from
 w

ith
in

. 
W

h
at w

ould H
arry say, if h

e could see h
er n

ow
? 

Y
axley ban

ged on
 th

e door after tw
o m

in
utes, an

d sh
e quick

ly ran
 th

e 
sh

am
poo th

rough
 h

er h
air, w

ash
ed betw

een
 h

er legs, an
d tow

eled off. T
h

e 
door open

ed as soon
 as sh

e covered h
erself, an

d Y
axley an

d a secon
d D

eath
 

E
ater lead in

 five girls for th
eir sh

ow
ers. Sh

e reach
ed for h

er cloth
es on

 
th

e floor, an
d Y

axley stopped h
er. 

“A
h

,” h
e ch

ided. H
e van

ish
ed h

er garm
en

ts an
d h

eld
 a rob

e out to h
er. 

Sh
e took

 it carefully, draped it over h
erself, an

d let th
e tow

el drop on
ce 

sh
e w

as covered. T
h

e five girls stood again
st th

e w
all, w

aitin
g patien

tly. A
s 

if th
is w

as routin
e n

ow
. 

H
e van

ish
ed th

e tow
el an

d grabbed h
er elb

ow
, leadin

g h
er out of th

e 
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room
. D

oloh
ov w

as stan
din

g guard outside th
e sh

ow
ers an

d sen
t h

er a 
w

in
k

. 
“M

ak
e sure th

ey tak
e all of it, C

orban
. I lik

e ‘em
 bare.” 

“Y
eah

, yeah
,” Y

axley griped. 
H

e turn
ed h

er aw
ay from

 th
e usual path

 back
 to th

e h
oldin

g room
, 

an
d brough

t h
er dow

n
 a n

ew
 h

allw
ay. O

n
e D

eath
 E

ater stood guardin
g 

th
e door. A

 youn
g on

e H
erm

ion
e recogn

ized from
 H

ogw
arts. M

aybe h
e’d 

been
 Slyth

erin
’s Seek

er before D
raco. 

H
e open

ed th
e door for Y

axley, an
d H

erm
ion

e foun
d

 th
ree w

itch
es in

 
brigh

t blue rob
es h

overin
g aroun

d th
ree padded tables an

d th
ree ch

airs. 
O

n
e of th

em
 w

ith
 brigh

t oran
ge h

air gasped w
h

en
 sh

e saw
 H

erm
ion

e, 
brin

gin
g h

er fin
gers to h

er lips. H
erm

ion
e didn

’t recogn
ize h

er. 
“Is th

ere a problem
?” Y

axley h
issed. 

T
h

e girl respon
ded in

 a Fren
ch

 accen
t, “N

o, m
on

sieur.” T
h

e oth
er tw

o 
look

ed dow
n

, on
e of th

em
 w

rin
gin

g h
er h

an
ds. 

“D
o n

ot com
m

un
icate w

ith
 h

er.” H
e yan

k
ed a curtain

 aroun
d

 th
e ta-

ble an
d ch

air, stan
din

g on
 th

e outside of it. 
T

h
e girls started speak

in
g low

ly in
 Fren

ch
, eyes w

ide an
d jum

pin
g to 

h
er. H

erm
ion

e just stared back
. 

“Y
ou better b

e discussin
g curlin

g iron
s,” Y

axley bellow
ed. 

T
h

e girls quieted an
d in

dicated th
at H

erm
ion

e sh
ould sit on

 th
e first 

table. T
h

e oran
ge-h

aired girl touch
ed H

erm
ion

e’s sh
oulder an

d gestured
 

for h
er to rem

ove th
e rob

e. 
H

erm
ion

e frow
n

ed an
d sh

rugged. W
h

y th
e h

ell n
ot. T

h
ey peeled th

e 
rob

e from
 h

er, an
d im

m
ediately started pressin

g lotion
 in

to h
er sk

in
. Sh

e 
ten

sed un
der th

eir h
an

ds. O
n

e of th
em

 lifted h
er arm

 above h
er h

ead an
d 

pressed th
eir w

an
d to h

er arm
pit. H

erm
ion

e tw
itch

ed as th
e sk

in
 w

en
t 

n
um

b
, look

in
g dow

n
 an

xiously. T
h

e w
itch

 m
uttered an

oth
er spell an

d 
H

erm
ion

e w
atch

ed th
e h

air burn
 aw

ay, sizzlin
g dow

n
 to th

e roots un
der 

th
e sk

in
. 

In
ven

tive. Sh
e’d h

eard L
aven

der talk
in

g about th
is process, but sh

e 
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T
h

e old m
an

 pulled h
er m

edical form
. H

e sh
ook

 h
is h

ead sligh
tly, 

clen
ch

in
g h

is jaw
, an

d H
erm

ion
e saw

 h
im

 m
ak

e a m
ark

 in
 th

e top righ
t 

corn
er of h

is n
otes page: V

 
H

e copied dow
n

 h
er m

easurem
en

ts, did som
e calculation

s, an
d said in

 
a h

ollow
 voice, “Startin

g bid for M
iss G

ran
ger sh

ould b
e n

o low
er th

an
 

7,50
0

 G
alleon

s based on
 your gradin

g system
.” H

e pulled h
is glasses from

 
h

is face. “B
ut I’ve h

eard sh
e an

d M
iss W

easley w
ill b

e startin
g at 10

,0
0

0
 

regardless.” 
H

erm
ion

e blin
k

ed. M
ore G

alleon
s th

an
 sh

e’d seen
 in

 h
er life. 

“A
pologies,” h

e con
tin

ued, squin
tin

g at h
is n

um
bers again

. “W
ith

 th
e 

virgin
ity, th

ey w
ill b

e startin
g at 15,0

0
0

.” 
P

an
sy ch

uck
led an

d crossed h
er arm

s over h
er grey dress. 

“A
n

d w
h

at’s your estim
ation

?” Y
axley ask

ed, Sick
les in

 h
is eyes. 

“E
stim

atin
g 33,0

0
0

 G
alleon

s.” 
H

erm
ion

e felt lik
e sh

e w
as sw

allow
in

g san
d. E

ven
 P

an
sy, w

h
o w

as used 
to th

at k
in

d of m
on

ey, w
en

t still. 
T

h
at w

as th
e yearly salary for th

e U
n

dersecretary to th
e M

in
ister. 

T
h

e four-year tuition
 for on

e of th
e prestigious un

iversities th
at sh

e 
con

sidered applyin
g to after th

e w
ar en

ded. 
Sh

e realized sh
e w

ould n
ot b

e k
illed. N

o on
e w

ould be idiotic en
ough

 
to buy h

er an
d th

en
 k

ill h
er off. N

o, it w
ould b

e a slow
 death

 for h
er. 

M
aybe years. 
Sh

e w
on

dered h
ow

 D
oloh

ov th
ough

t h
e could afford th

is. 
T

h
e old m

an
 duplicated h

is n
otes w

ith
 a tap of h

is w
an

d an
d h

an
ded

 
th

e copies to Y
axley. Y

axley grin
n

ed, eyes spark
lin

g, an
d escorted th

e tw
o 

of th
em

 out an
d back

 to th
e h

oldin
g room

. 
Sh

e spen
t th

e rest of th
e day sittin

g n
ear G

in
n

y an
d L

un
a. T

h
e en

ergy 
of th

e room
 w

as lik
e a cold breeze, startin

g at on
e en

d an
d rollin

g over 
th

em
 in

dividually, forcin
g th

em
 to tuck

 in
to each

 oth
er. A

t som
e poin

t, 
on

e of th
e girls started dream

in
g aloud about w

h
at sh

e w
an

ted to do after 
H

ogw
arts. H

erm
ion

e th
ough

t sh
e w

as m
aybe a fifth

 year. Several oth
ers 
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th
e scale you’ve provided m

e w
ith

, startin
g bid sh

ould b
e 4

,0
0

0
 G

alle-
on

s”—
h

e m
ark

ed th
is on

 h
is page—

”an
d you can

 expect biddin
g to esca-

late to 12,0
0

0
, based on

 h
er ph

ysical appearan
ce an

d blood status. Sh
e w

as 
n

ot sterilized, so sh
e m

igh
t b

e seen
 as valuable for certain

 fam
ilies.” 

H
erm

ion
e pressed h

er lips togeth
er, breath

in
g slow

. P
an

sy, on
 th

e 
oth

er h
an

d, turn
ed to Y

axley an
d said, “N

ot b
ad, Y

ax,” w
ith

 a sly sm
ile. 

“W
e can

 bum
p th

at startin
g bid up, th

ough
, can

’t w
e? T

rust m
e,” sh

e said, 
lean

in
g tow

ard h
im

 con
spiratorially. “I’m

 w
orth

 at least as m
uch

 as on
e 

of th
e virgin

s. M
uch

 m
ore useful.” Sh

e w
in

k
ed. 

Y
axley glared at h

er an
d th

reaten
ed to silen

ce h
er as w

ell. 
H

erm
ion

e frow
n

ed, w
atch

in
g P

an
sy sm

ile an
d flirt. D

efen
se m

ech
a-

n
ism

. 
Sh

e’d probably been
 raped last n

igh
t. O

r tortured, or both
. A

n
d n

ow
, 

in
stead of sittin

g quietly in
 a corn

er lik
e P

en
elope C

learw
ater, P

an
sy P

ar-
k

in
son

 w
as w

eapon
izin

g h
erself. H

er body. H
er w

it. H
er ch

arm
. A

ll so sh
e 

w
ouldn

’t break
 dow

n
. 

H
erm

ion
e didn

’t k
n

ow
 h

ow
 to do th

at. A
n

d sh
e w

asn
’t sure sh

e w
an

ted 
to learn

. 
“N

ext,” th
e old m

an
 said. 

H
erm

ion
e stepped forw

ard, an
d th

e m
easurin

g tape w
oun

d aroun
d h

er. 
“N

am
e.” 

“H
erm

ion
e G

ran
ger,” Y

axley replied for h
er. 

T
h

e older m
an

 sn
apped h

is eyes up to h
er, tak

in
g h

er in
. H

e blin
k

ed 
several tim

es before return
in

g to h
is paper. 

“B
lood status: M

uggle-born
,” h

e said. 
“M

udblood is th
e term

 n
ow

,” Y
axley corrected, an

d th
e older m

an
 

n
odded. 

“A
ge?” 

“Seven
teen

,” Y
axley replied, an

d sh
e turn

ed to correct h
im

. 
“E

igh
teen

. Sh
e’s eigh

teen
,” P

an
sy said. 

H
erm

ion
e blin

k
ed dow

n
 at th

e tape circlin
g h

er ch
est. 
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h
erself h

ad n
ever n

eeded it. Sh
e w

ould h
ave lik

ed it on
 th

e road w
ith

 
H

arry an
d R

on
 th

ough
. 

T
h

e m
em

ory pulled at som
eth

in
g in

 h
er, an

d sh
e look

ed straigh
t 

ah
ead at th

e closed curtain
, w

atch
in

g as th
e colors blurred. 

T
h

e repeated th
e process un

der h
er oth

er arm
. T

h
en

 rem
oved h

air 
from

 th
e tops of h

er forearm
s. H

erm
ion

e frow
n

ed, h
er rem

ain
in

g van
ity 

spik
in

g. Sh
e didn

’t con
sider h

erself h
airy. 

W
h

en
 on

e girl started on
 h

er legs, th
e door open

ed beh
in

d th
e curtain

. 
Y

axley led in
 on

e of th
e captured girls, fresh

 from
 h

er sh
ow

er. O
n

e of th
e 

L
ots. 

H
erm

ion
e sn

orted soun
dlessly. T

h
e L

ots. W
ell don

e, gen
tlem

en
. 

T
h

e sen
sation

 of h
er en

tire leg bein
g n

um
bed for th

e h
air rem

oval h
ad 

h
er feelin

g a bit w
eigh

tless, lik
e h

er lim
bs did belon

g to h
er. Sh

e sw
un

g 
h

er legs, n
ot feelin

g th
e air sw

ish
 b

y. T
h

e girl rubbed lotion
 on

to h
er h

air-
less sk

in
, an

d H
erm

ion
e couldn

’t h
elp but feel lik

e sh
e w

as bein
g prepared 

for slaugh
ter. 

T
h

e sk
in

 of h
er un

derarm
 started prick

in
g back

 to life. O
n

e of th
e 

Fren
ch

 girls started in
 on

 th
e n

ew
 L

ot w
h

ile th
e oth

er on
e cast a h

air-
dryin

g ch
arm

 on
 H

erm
ion

e’s w
et h

air. T
h

e girl’s eyes bugged out of h
er 

h
ead at th

e sh
eer volum

e of H
erm

ion
e’s dried, frizzy h

air, an
d H

erm
ion

e 
couldn

’t h
elp but laugh

. 
T

h
e h

air girl ch
arm

ed h
er w

an
d to blow

 h
ot air, tryin

g to tam
e dow

n
 

H
erm

ion
e’s curls, fixin

g h
er m

istak
e. 

A
 th

ird L
ot w

as brough
t in

, an
d th

en
 on

ly th
e Fren

ch
 girl m

essin
g 

w
ith

 h
er h

air stayed w
ith

 h
er. Sh

e k
ept frow

n
in

g an
d h

uffin
g, an

d H
er-

m
ion

e sm
iled at h

er k
n

ees. H
er h

airless k
n

ees. 
I like ‘em

 bare. 
T

h
ey’d b

e tak
in

g th
e h

air from
 betw

een
 h

er legs n
ext. 

H
erm

ion
e pick

ed at h
er ch

ipped n
ails w

h
ile th

e girl fough
t h

er h
air, 

tryin
g to rem

em
ber th

e w
ay sh

e’d gotten
 ready for th

e Y
ule B

all. Sh
e’d 

bough
t th

at sw
eet-sm

ellin
g potion

 an
d spen

t h
ours on

 h
er h

air. Sh
e’d 
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been
 about to jum

p in
 th

e sh
ow

er to w
ash

 it all aw
ay w

h
en

 L
aven

der an
d

 
P

arvati h
ad com

e back
 to th

e dorm
itory an

d squealed at th
e sigh

t of h
er, 

tellin
g h

er sh
e look

ed stun
n

in
g. 

T
h

ey w
ere both

 dead n
ow

. 
T

h
e Fren

ch
 girl h

ad h
er lay back

, open
 h

er legs, an
d rem

ain
 still w

h
ile 

sh
e rem

oved th
e h

air from
 h

er sex. 

>
 

T
h

ey w
ere return

ed in
 sm

all dresses an
d M

ary Jan
e sh

oes. H
alf of th

em
 in

 
w

h
ite, h

alf in
 grey. Sh

e could guess w
h

at th
e w

h
ite m

ean
t. 

T
h

e girls w
h

o could still speak
 started in

form
in

g th
e rest of th

e room
 

w
h

at w
as h

appen
in

g. A
bout an

 h
our later, D

oloh
ov an

d th
e youn

g D
eath

 
E

ater started tak
in

g a few
 at a tim

e to a separate room
. T

h
e A

ppraisal, on
e 

of th
e return

in
g girls said. 

“It’s 5,0
0

0
 galleon

s m
ore if you’re a virgin

,” M
orten

sen
 m

urm
ured

 
from

 th
e corn

er, in
 a grey dress. “P

ark
in

son
 w

as righ
t.” 

P
an

sy look
ed stun

n
in

g in
 h

er slate grey dress w
h

en
 th

ey return
ed h

er. 
H

air th
ick

 an
d sh

arp. Sh
e m

igh
t h

ave even
 con

n
ed th

em
 in

to sw
ipin

g 
m

ascara on
 h

er eyes. Sh
e stood in

 h
er corn

er, arm
s crossed, lips pressed

 
togeth

er. A
s cool an

d collected as ever—
an

d it m
ade H

erm
ion

e w
on

der 
w

h
at it w

as th
ey did to h

er. W
h

at th
ey k

ept h
er for. Sh

e w
ish

ed sh
e could 

ask
 h

er, but even
 if sh

e h
ad a voice sh

e didn
’t th

in
k

 sh
e’d h

ave th
e courage 

to. T
h

ey took
 G

in
n

y an
d L

un
a togeth

er, w
h

ich
 sh

e th
ough

t w
as a m

is-
tak

e, but sh
e w

asn
’t about to protest. D

oloh
ov led th

em
 aw

ay w
ith

 tw
o 

oth
er girls, an

d return
ed th

em
 fifteen

 m
in

utes later. G
in

n
y look

ed a little 
green

. 
L

un
a plopped dow

n
 beside h

er an
d said, “W

e saw
 N

eville.” H
erm

ion
e 

sn
apped h

er h
ead to h

er, w
aitin

g for m
ore. L

un
a just sm

iled an
d said, 

“T
h

ey aren
’t feedin

g or bath
in

g th
em

 m
uch

.” 
“G

ran
ger an

d P
ark

in
son

,” Y
axley called from

 th
e doorw

ay. “L
et’s go.” 

C
h
a
p
te

r
 4

 

4
7
 

Sh
e stood. T

h
ese pairin

gs... N
ot ideal for th

em
. W

h
en

 P
an

sy m
et h

er at 
th

e door, H
erm

ion
e fin

ally caugh
t a glan

ce at th
e tattoo on

 h
er arm

, n
ow

 
w

ith
out h

er sch
ool cloth

es in
 th

e w
ay. 

C
. Y

ax
ley 

Just lik
e h

ers. 
Y

axley w
as tak

in
g h

is L
ots to b

e appraised. Sh
e w

on
dered again

 h
ow

 
P

an
sy h

ad gotten
 h

ere. W
as sh

e h
eld in

 th
e sam

e location
 H

erm
ion

e w
as 

before bein
g dropped off at th

e M
in

istry? H
ad sh

e been
 captured at th

e 
B

attle of H
ogw

arts? O
r later? 

Y
axley took

 th
em

 dow
n

 th
e corridor an

d in
to a com

pletely n
ew

 room
 

w
h

ere th
e older m

an
 w

ith
 k

in
d eyes sat at a desk

, piles of paperw
ork

 
aroun

d h
im

. 
“W

h
o’s n

ext,” h
e h

um
m

ed, voice tired an
d th

in
. 

Y
axley push

ed P
an

sy forw
ard. Sh

e stood tall. A
 m

easurin
g tape floated 

up an
d began

 tak
in

g h
er h

eigh
t w

h
ile an

 en
ch

an
ted quill w

ork
ed beside 

it. It n
udged h

er to raise h
er arm

s, m
easurin

g h
er w

aist, h
ips, ch

est. 
“N

am
e,” h

e said. 
“P

an
sy P

ark
in

son
,” sh

e stated proudly. 
H

e look
ed up quick

ly, th
en

 look
ed aw

ay, pressin
g h

is lips togeth
er. 

“B
lood status: pure-blood,” h

e m
uttered. “A

ge?” 
“Seven

teen
.” 

H
e w

rote th
at dow

n
, an

d took
 th

e m
easurem

en
t page from

 th
e air, 

copyin
g dow

n
 th

at in
form

ation
 as w

ell. H
e sh

uffled th
rough

 a pile an
d

 
foun

d an
oth

er parch
m

en
t, frow

n
in

g dow
n

 at it. “A
n

yth
in

g in
 your m

ed-
ical h

istory w
e sh

ould k
n

ow
 about?” 

P
an

sy scoffed. “W
ill it really m

atter if I brok
e m

y leg w
h

en
 I w

as n
in

e?” 
H

e grim
aced dow

n
 at th

e page. “N
o, I guess n

ot.” H
e review

ed w
h

at 
seem

ed to b
e th

e m
edical page th

e m
ediw

itch
es h

ad scribbled up for each
 

of th
em

 a few
 days before. H

e dragged h
is eyes back

 to P
an

sy, an
d peered 

at h
er over h

is spectacles, m
ak

in
g n

ote of h
er eye, h

air, an
d sk

in
 color. 

H
e sigh

ed, rubbed th
e bridge of h

is n
ose, an

d said, “A
lrigh

t, based on
 


