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B
ellatrix dism

oun
ted, an

d H
erm

ion
e scram

bled to th
e side, stum

blin
g 

in
to th

e w
all. H

er eyes darted to th
e bath

room
 w

ith
 th

e door th
at sh

e 
could barricade, but it w

as on
 th

e oth
er side of th

e bed. 
Sh

e h
eld h

er arm
 close to h

er ch
est an

d look
ed up to see D

raco in
 th

e 
cen

ter of th
e room

, w
atch

in
g h

is aun
t. H

e w
ore h

is trun
k

s an
d a vacan

t 
expression

. H
is eyes didn

’t search
 for h

er, h
e didn

’t m
ove tow

ard h
er. H

e 
just sm

irk
ed at h

is aun
t. 

“B
ella, you of all people k

n
ow

 th
e im

portan
ce of break

in
g in

 a toy. 
Y

ou’ll ruin
 m

y process.” 
H

erm
ion

e sw
allow

ed, h
er breath

 com
in

g in
 sh

arp gasps, dizzyin
g h

er. 
T

h
e w

oun
d…

 T
h

ere w
as som

eth
in

g w
ron

g w
ith

 h
er. 

B
ellatrix slid off th

e bed. “It’s for your ow
n

 good, D
raco. Sh

e’s poi-
son

ed th
e M

alfoy n
am

e en
ough

.” 
H

e stared back
 at h

er coolly. “T
h

e D
ark

 L
ord isn

’t fin
ish

ed w
ith

 h
er.” 

B
ellatrix pouted an

d w
h

ispered som
eth

in
g again

st D
raco’s ear. H

erm
i-

on
e felt lik

e sh
e couldn

’t h
ear n

orm
ally; m

aybe h
er blood w

as poun
din

g 
too loud. D

raco said som
eth

in
g in

 return
, an

d H
erm

ion
e w

atch
ed as B

el-
latrix’s palm

 slith
ered across h

is bare ch
est, draggin

g h
er n

ails over th
e 

sk
in

. Sh
e slipped past h

im
 an

d h
um

m
ed a h

appy little tun
e as sh

e dan
ced 

to th
e door. 

T
h

e room
 spun

, an
d H

erm
ion

e braced h
erself on

 th
e w

all. 
B

ellatrix said som
eth

in
g to h

im
 in

 th
e doorw

ay. Som
e m

um
bled m

el-
ody. B

ut H
erm

ion
e stared dow

n
 at h

er arm
, blood startin

g to bead. 
T

h
ere w

as a squiggle an
d a dash

. A
n

d sh
e w

ish
ed B

ellatrix h
ad th

ough
t 

of som
eth

in
g im

portan
t to carve. Sh

e h
ad to look

 at it forever n
ow

. Just 
lik

e th
e oth

er m
ark

s B
ella h

ad m
ade. 

T
h

e w
all beh

in
d h

er zoom
ed forw

ard, sm
ack

in
g h

er in
 th

e h
ead, h

er 
back

 solid again
st it. 

Sh
e look

ed up to tell B
ellatrix to com

e back
 an

d fin
ish

 it. It w
asn

’t fair 
to h

er to leave h
er w

ith
 just a squiggle. B

ut sh
e w

as sh
uttin

g th
e door be-

h
in

d h
er, an

d th
en

 D
raco’s bare sk

in
 w

as all aroun
d h

er. 
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h
e’d w

ritten
 m

ail to th
e auth

or. T
h

is didn
’t sh

ock
 h

er too greatly; sh
e’d 

foun
d h

is n
am

e in
 m

ore th
an

 a few
 of th

e fiction
 book

s sh
e’d ch

eck
 out 

of th
e library. B

ut th
is w

as... 
Sh

e w
as n

ow
 itch

in
g to read th

em
 again

. B
ut sh

e couldn
’t tak

e th
e red 

copies. T
h

ey w
ere too precious. Sh

e could break
 th

e spin
es an

d sm
udge th

e 
lacquered covers... 

Sh
e stepped back

, turn
in

g to th
e upper lan

din
g. Sh

e couldn
’t even

 see 
th

e back
 w

all of th
e library, but th

ere w
as a large sun

n
y w

in
dow

 to th
e 

righ
t, w

arm
in

g th
e en

tire room
. H

erm
ion

e clim
bed th

e six stairs an
d 

turn
ed aroun

d a stack
 to fin

d row
s an

d row
s of book

s. Sh
e gasped, loud in

 
th

e quiet h
um

. 
It m

ust h
ave been

 h
ours th

at sh
e brow

sed. M
ippy popped back

 w
ith

 a 
tray of tea, san

dw
ich

es, an
d biscuits. Sh

e con
jured a table an

d placed th
e 

tray dow
n

 in
 th

e m
iddle of th

e stack
s. 

“M
istress tells M

ippy to tell M
iss H

erm
ion

e to tak
e as m

uch
 book

s as 
M

iss w
an

ts.” 
M

ippy left. Sh
e h

ad on
ly pulled dow

n
 tw

o book
s, so sh

e set th
em

 on
 

th
e little table n

ext to th
e biscuits. H

erm
ion

e h
ad been

 tryin
g to lim

it h
er 

selection
s, afraid of im

posin
g, an

d despite w
h

at M
ippy said, sh

e assum
ed 

“as m
uch

 book
s as M

iss w
an

ts” w
as n

ot th
e proper th

in
g to do. Sh

e w
ould 

probably ask
 for a bed to be in

stalled in
 th

is corn
er if sh

e w
as really to tak

e 
as m

an
y as sh

e w
an

ted. 
Sh

e pluck
ed a straw

b
erry tart, n

ibblin
g on

 th
e en

d carefully, w
on

der-
in

g w
h

at M
adam

 P
in

ce w
ould th

in
k

 of servin
g tarts an

d biscuits an
d tea 

aroun
d th

e book
s. 

M
adam

 P
in

ce w
as probably dead. A

n
d H

erm
ion

e w
as livin

g in
 a sm

all 
fan

tasy. 
T

h
e scon

e sudden
ly tasted lik

e ash
. Sh

e placed it dow
n

 on
 a saucer. 

W
h

at w
as sh

e doin
g? Siftin

g th
rough

 priceless first edition
s an

d turn
-

in
g th

e pages of lon
g lost copies w

h
en

 h
er frien

ds an
d O

rder m
em

bers 
w

ere dead or dyin
g. H

erm
ion

e look
ed dow

n
 at h

er teacup. M
aybe th

ere 
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w
as som

eth
in

g in
 th

e tea after all. Som
e k

in
d of com

placen
cy drug. 

H
erm

ion
e turn

ed to th
e sh

elves, h
er source of com

fort an
d truth

, an
d 

dove in
, pullin

g dow
n

 dark
 tom

es th
at sh

e’d n
ever seen

 in
 h

er life –
 each

 
on

e h
um

m
in

g again
st h

er fin
gers, tryin

g to get h
er filth

y h
an

ds off of 
th

em
. 

Sh
e foun

d ch
apters on

 H
orcruxes in

 record tim
e. T

h
e first book

 sh
e 

grabbed w
as cited as a source in

 m
uch

 of h
er H

orcrux research
. Sh

e w
ish

ed 
sh

e could cross referen
ce w

ith
 th

e book
 fin

der, but sh
e didn

’t w
an

t a trail 
of H

orcrux research
 leadin

g back
 to h

er. Sh
e didn

’t k
n

ow
 exactly w

h
ere 

th
e M

alfoys stood. H
ow

 m
uch

 did th
ey k

n
ow

 about V
oldem

ort’s plan
s – 

h
is pow

er? 
A

n
d h

ow
 could sh

e fin
d out if N

agin
i w

as still alive? 
H

erm
ion

e h
ad just turn

ed to explore th
e back

 w
all w

h
en

 sh
e h

eard th
e 

doors to th
e library open

. N
arcissa m

ust b
e back

. Sh
e w

on
dered w

h
at tim

e 
it w

as. 
Sh

e resh
elved th

e th
ree dark

 book
s sh

e’d pulled dow
n

, m
em

orizin
g 

th
eir location

s, an
d w

en
t to h

er teacup, flippin
g back

 th
rough

 h
er w

iz-
ardin

g fiction
 book

s an
d peerin

g betw
een

 th
e book

sh
elves to th

e library 
doors. 

A
 pair of sh

oulders an
d a trim

 w
aist un

der a black
 jum

per, black
 trou-

sers an
d boots, an

d sh
ort blon

d lock
s th

at did n
ot belon

g to N
arcissa M

al-
foy. Sh

e slapped h
er h

an
d over h

er m
outh

, w
atch

in
g as D

raco h
um

m
ed 

som
eth

in
g to th

e book
 fin

der. 
Sh

e h
adn

’t seen
 h

im
 th

is close sin
ce th

e R
oom

 of R
equirem

en
t. Sin

ce 
th

e h
allw

ays after H
arry died. H

is h
air fell over h

is eyes as h
e w

aited for 
th

e book
 fin

der to glow
. A

 book
 on

 a sh
elf th

ree feet from
 h

er slow
ly 

pulled in
to th

e aisle, h
overin

g, w
aitin

g to b
e pluck

ed. H
erm

ion
e w

atch
ed 

betw
een

 th
e stack

s as D
raco turn

ed tow
ards th

e upper-lan
din

g, lon
g legs 

carryin
g h

im
 quick

ly in
 h

er direction
. 

Sh
e clutch

ed h
er book

s to h
er ch

est, w
aitin

g, breath
in

g. It w
as lik

e a 
car crash

. A
 flyin

g acciden
t w

aitin
g to h

appen
. Sh

e sh
ould say som

eth
in

g. 
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picture. T
h

ey just w
an

t to dip th
eir w

ick
s.” 

H
erm

ion
e felt lik

e m
aybe sh

e w
as m

issin
g som

e k
in

d of open
in

g h
ere. 

Som
e w

ay to sym
path

ize w
ith

 h
er, gain

 h
er trust, an

d th
en

 run
. B

efore 
H

erm
ion

e could th
in

k
 of a possibility, B

ellatrix poun
ced. Sh

e claw
ed at 

h
er scalp, pullin

g h
er h

air back
 in

to th
e pillow

, yan
k

in
g h

er ch
in

 to th
e 

ceilin
g. 

“B
ut you…

 still un
touch

ed. W
h

at an
 em

barrassm
en

t.” Som
eth

in
g w

et 
an

d w
arm

 on
 h

er –
 B

ella lick
in

g h
er face from

 jaw
 to tem

ple. “Y
ou don

’t 
taste expen

sive.” Sh
e cack

led. “D
o you th

in
k

 you’re safe, M
udblood?” 

H
erm

ion
e’s eyes could on

ly see th
e h

eadboard, h
er lun

gs draggin
g in

 
air th

rough
 a crook

ed w
in

dpipe. 
“I don

’t w
an

t you gettin
g a big h

ead about th
is. Y

ou k
n

ow
 your place, 

don
’t you?” 

A
n

d th
en

 B
ella w

ren
ch

ed h
er left arm

 aw
ay from

 h
er body, push

in
g 

h
er w

rist in
to th

e m
attress so sh

e could read h
er scar properly. 

“D
on

’t you?!” sh
e screech

ed. 
“Y

es,” H
erm

ion
e w

h
eezed

, fin
gers scrabblin

g at h
er th

roat. 
“D

o you n
eed to b

e rem
in

ded?” 
“N

-n
o!” 

A
 cack

le. “O
h

h
…

 I th
in

k
 you do.” 

T
h

e edge of a blade caugh
t th

e m
oon

ligh
t, an

d H
erm

ion
e’s ch

est 
lock

ed in
 h

orror as th
e tip pressed again

st h
er sk

in
. 

H
erm

ion
e th

rash
ed w

ildly. B
ellatrix laugh

ed an
d m

oved on
e k

n
ee 

on
to h

er ch
est, th

e oth
er pressin

g h
er upper arm

 in
to th

e m
attress as h

er 
blade dug in

to h
er arm

. 
Sh

e couldn
’t breath

e. Sh
e scream

ed, k
n

ow
in

g n
o on

e w
ould h

ear h
er. 

N
o on

e—
 

“A
un

t B
ella,” said a calm

 voice. “W
h

at are you doin
g?” 

A
 w

ave of B
ellatrix’s h

an
d, an

d th
e can

dles lit in
 h

er bedroom
. Sh

e 
turn

ed over h
er sh

oulder an
d sm

iled. “D
raco, darlin

g. C
om

e to play?” 
H

erm
ion

e felt h
er pulse in

 th
e w

oun
d, h

er blood gath
erin

g. 
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“H
ello, darlin

g,” B
ellatrix h

um
m

ed. 
H

er h
eart stuttered in

 h
er ch

est, freezin
g h

er vein
s an

d tigh
ten

in
g h

er 
m

uscles. H
er legs th

rash
ed, k

ick
in

g to get aw
ay, but B

ellatrix cack
led an

d 
slith

ered over h
er. Sh

e sat on
 h

er h
ips, pin

n
in

g h
er elb

ow
s to th

e bed, 
grin

n
in

g dow
n

 at h
er. 

H
erm

ion
e’s th

roat caugh
t aroun

d th
e w

ord, “h
elp,” ch

ok
in

g in
 h

er 
ch

est. 
“A

h
, ah

, ah
!” B

ellatrix cluck
ed. “T

h
at w

on
’t do. It’s just us girls.” H

er 
n

ails cut in
to H

erm
ion

e’s arm
s un

til sh
e w

h
im

pered. “Such
 a pretty little 

prize you m
ak

e, M
udblood. A

n
d expen

sive, too.” 
O

n
e h

an
d grabbed h

er jaw
, bon

y fin
gers turn

in
g h

er face to look
 h

er 
over. H

erm
ion

e th
rash

ed, h
er free arm

 figh
tin

g to push
 an

d roll out from
 

un
der h

er. B
ellatrix’s h

an
d dipped dow

n
 an

d tigh
ten

ed, pressin
g h

eavy on
 

h
er th

roat. H
erm

ion
e scratch

ed at h
er, push

in
g up on

 th
e w

eigh
t again

st 
h

er n
eck

 as spots clouded h
er vision

. Sh
e con

cen
trated on

 h
er breath

, 
com

in
g in

 slow
, m

easured rattles. 
“So expen

sive, m
ak

es m
e w

on
der if your cun

t is golden
, too.” H

er h
ot 

breath
 h

it H
erm

ion
e’s face, th

e putrid sten
ch

 suffocatin
g h

er as m
uch

 as 
th

e grip on
 h

er th
roat. “N

ot th
at an

yon
e’s foun

d out yet, isn
’t th

at righ
t?” 

T
h

e m
ock

in
g lilt to h

er voice sh
ot straigh

t dow
n

 H
erm

ion
e’s spin

e. 
“D

o you w
an

t to k
n

ow
 w

h
y th

e D
ark

 L
ord values m

e, M
udblood? W

h
y 

I am
 perm

itted at h
is righ

t side after all th
ese years?” Sh

e sm
iled dow

n
 at 

h
er, h

er eyes glitterin
g black

. “B
ecause I don

’t let m
y cock

 get in
 th

e w
ay 

of w
h

at’s truly im
portan

t.” 
Sh

e cack
led, an

d H
erm

ion
e sh

uddered. B
ellatrix sw

iped on
e of H

erm
i-

on
e’s curls aw

ay as h
er face tw

isted, dark
 an

d petulan
t. “L

ik
e fath

er lik
e 

son
.” Sh

e scow
led dow

n
 at h

er, an
d H

erm
ion

e w
atch

ed h
er eyes burn

. B
el-

latrix sat tall sudden
ly, h

er h
an

d liftin
g from

 H
erm

ion
e’s th

roat. 
“T

h
at’s th

e problem
 w

ith
 m

en
,” sh

e h
issed. “N

o fuck
in

g loyalty. N
o 

sen
se of duty!” B

ella tw
irled h

er w
an

d in
 h

er fin
gers as sh

e look
ed over 

H
erm

ion
e’s h

ead at som
e far distan

t m
em

ory. “C
an

’t see th
e larger 
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A
n

n
oun

ce h
er presen

ce. M
aybe drop som

eth
in

g—
 

H
e turn

ed th
e corn

er, sw
ivelin

g tow
ard h

er, an
d sh

e saw
 th

e exact m
o-

m
en

t h
e registered h

er presen
ce. L

ik
e an

 electric sh
ock

, seizin
g all of h

is 
m

uscles. H
er ton

gue w
as dry as h

is m
outh

 open
ed in

 a silen
t gasp. H

e 
braced h

im
self on

 th
e book

case n
earest h

im
. 

A
n

d th
en

 very quick
ly it all w

en
t aw

ay. H
is m

outh
 closed, h

is sh
oulders 

dropped, an
d h

is eyes sh
ut off. H

e stared at h
er. 

Sh
e felt h

er ch
est beggin

g for air, th
e covers of th

e book
s pressin

g in
to 

h
er fin

gers. 
“Y

our m
oth

er brough
t m

e h
ere,” h

er voice breath
ed, barely audib

le. 
H

e took
 in

 h
er w

h
ite jum

per an
d den

im
s, th

en
 back

 to h
er eyes. 

“H
ave you fin

ish
ed w

ith
 all of your oth

er book
s?” h

e ask
ed, voice h

ol-
low

 an
d low

. H
e lifted a taun

tin
g brow

. 
Sh

e didn
’t k

n
ow

 w
h

at h
e m

ean
t for a m

om
en

t. Sh
e brough

t n
o posses-

sion
s w

ith
 h

er. C
learly h

e rem
em

bered th
is. 

“T
h

e book
s in

 your room
,” h

e clarified, sen
din

g h
er a look

 th
at sh

e 
recalled from

 H
ogw

arts w
h

en
ever h

e n
eeded to explain

 som
eth

in
g to 

C
rabbe or G

oyle. 
“N

-n
o.” T

h
at w

as all sh
e said, w

atch
in

g h
im

 scow
l at h

er. H
e sh

ifted, 
lik

e h
e w

as ready to run
. H

e m
oved sw

iftly to th
e cen

ter aisle, grabbed h
is 

book
 from

 th
e air, an

d pivoted aw
ay to th

e lan
din

g stairs. B
efore h

e dis-
appeared, sh

e burst out, “W
h

at am
 I expected to do?” 

H
e turn

ed aroun
d to face h

er. H
is fin

gers tw
itch

ed. “D
o?” 

“Y
es,” sh

e said tigh
tly, feelin

g a fam
iliar h

eadach
e beh

in
d h

er eye th
at 

on
ly D

raco M
alfoy could brin

g on
. “Sh

ould I... join
 th

e elves in
 th

e 
k

itch
en

? W
ork

 th
e groun

ds? O
r m

aybe assist your m
oth

er w
ith

... w
h

atever 
it is sh

e does?” 
Sh

e listed all th
e th

in
gs sh

e h
oped for. T

h
e th

in
gs th

at sh
e could stom

-
ach

 doin
g for th

e rest of h
er life. H

e con
tin

ued to stare at h
er, an

d sh
e 

w
on

dered if sh
e w

as supposed to suggest oth
er task

s sh
e could b

e doin
g. 

“Y
ou w

an
t h

om
ew

ork
, G

ran
ger?” 
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H
er ch

eek
s h

eated an
d sh

e n
arrow

ed h
er eyes at h

im
. “N

o,” sh
e 

sn
apped. 
“Y

ou w
an

t to pick
 up after th

e peacock
s? M

ak
e m

y m
eals?” 

Sh
e h

uffed. “N
o. I w

an
t to th

row
 th

e covers over m
y h

ead an
d preten

d
 

I’m
 n

ot livin
g th

is n
igh

tm
are, but—

” 
“G

reat,” h
e said. “D

o th
at.” A

n
d w

ith
out an

oth
er glan

ce at h
er, h

e 
sw

iveled an
d left. 

Sh
e w

atch
ed h

im
 tak

e th
e stairs in

 tw
o lon

g strides, cuttin
g sh

arply for 
th

e door, an
d yan

k
in

g it open
 before van

ish
in

g. 
O

f all th
e idiotic—

! H
erm

ion
e h

uffed. P
ickin

g up after th
e peacocks? 

R
eally? 

Sh
e took

 a deep breath
, com

in
g back

 to h
erself, com

in
g back

 to h
er 

situation
. It w

ouldn
’t do to rile h

erself up over such
 a sm

all an
n

oyan
ce. 

G
iven

 h
er circum

stan
ces, h

er first in
teraction

 w
ith

 h
er n

ew
 m

aster could 
h

ave been
 m

uch
 differen

t. Sh
e sh

ould coun
t h

erself luck
y. 

B
ut w

h
at w

as th
e poin

t of buyin
g h

er if h
e h

ad n
o opin

ion
 on

 h
ow

 sh
e 

spen
t h

er days? W
ould n

o on
e tell h

er w
h

y sh
e w

as h
ere? E

ach
 M

alfoy h
ad 

a differen
t agen

da it seem
ed, an

d h
er m

in
d groan

ed un
der th

e pressure of 
th

ese riddles. 
A

bout h
alf an

 h
our of agitated w

an
derin

g later, N
arcissa cam

e to 
ch

eck
 on

 h
er, teased h

er ligh
tly for on

ly h
avin

g th
ree book

s, an
d offered 

to sh
ow

 H
erm

ion
e th

e w
ay back

 upstairs. 
Sh

e really sh
ould h

ave paid atten
tion

 to m
em

orize th
e path

. Sh
e w

as 
allow

ed to visit th
e library again

 on
 h

er ow
n

, but h
er stom

ach
 tw

isted at 
th

e idea of run
n

in
g in

to D
raco again

. 
N

arcissa told h
er sh

e w
ould h

ave th
e elves sen

d up din
n

er in
 a few

 
h

ours. T
h

ere w
as a question

 N
arcissa ask

ed, but sh
e didn

’t con
cen

trate on
 

it, in
stead, lettin

g h
er m

in
d drift over som

eth
in

g D
raco said. 

N
arcissa closed th

e door, an
d H

erm
ion

e look
ed to th

e book
sh

elves. 
Y

our books. 
Sh

e ran
 h

er fin
gers over th

e spin
es. 
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m
idaftern

oon
, w

h
en

 sh
e cam

e to escort h
er dow

n
stairs for lun

ch
, sh

e h
ad 

deduced th
at H

erm
ion

e’s sk
in

 w
as as sen

sitive as h
er m

uscles, an
d th

ere-
fore stopped loopin

g th
eir arm

s togeth
er. Sh

e cast C
ush

ion
in

g C
h

arm
s on

 
th

e w
in

gback
 ch

airs before th
ey sat to tak

e th
eir din

n
er. W

h
en

 N
arcissa 

ask
ed M

ippy to draw
 a room

 tem
perature bath

, H
erm

ion
e alm

ost sm
iled 

at h
er. 

It w
as as if sh

e h
ad a particularly n

asty sun
burn

 over every in
ch

 of h
er 

sk
in

, an
d an

y extra con
tact sen

t h
er sh

iverin
g. 

O
n

ce sh
e h

ad tow
eled off, sh

e pulled on
 th

e soft silk
 n

igh
tdress th

at 
N

arcissa h
ad left for h

er on
 th

e bed. Sh
e fell asleep th

at n
igh

t w
rapped in

 
silk

, w
ith

 a coolin
g ch

arm
 on

 h
er sh

eets. 

>
 

H
er con

sciousn
ess lifted from

 h
er dream

s in
 slow

 w
aves, a w

eigh
tless 

floatin
g back

 to th
e surface. E

very tim
e sh

e dipped back
 in

to dream
in

g, 
H

arry w
as th

ere. 
U

n
tw

in
in

g h
er w

ish
es an

d m
em

ories, H
erm

ion
e felt a prick

in
g across 

h
er sk

in
, h

er body draggin
g h

er back
 in

to h
er bed at M

alfoy M
an

or, 
w

h
ere H

arry w
as dead. H

er arm
s sh

ivered, an
d th

at fam
iliar sen

sation
 of 

eyes on
 h

er w
ash

ed over h
er. 

A
 tug at h

er h
air, a curl tw

istin
g softly aw

ay, tick
lin

g at h
er n

eck
. 

H
er lash

es fluttered, an
d sh

e open
ed h

er eyes to h
er dark

 bedroom
. Sh

e 
tilted h

er h
ead to th

e door, certain
 for a m

om
en

t th
at sh

e h
adn

’t been
 

alon
e. T

h
at fin

gers h
ad th

readed th
rough

 h
er h

air, a gaze steadily w
atch

-
in

g over h
er. 

M
aybe N

arcissa h
ad com

e to ch
eck

 on
 h

er. 
O

r m
aybe…

 
Sh

e blin
k

ed aw
ay h

er silly th
ough

ts, tw
istin

g h
er legs in

 th
e sh

eets, an
d 

turn
in

g over to h
er oth

er side to sn
uggle in

. 
A

 sh
adow

 in
 th

e dark
n

ess. A
n

d fin
gers tw

istin
g h

er curls. A
n

d eyes lik
e 

th
e devil look

in
g dow

n
 on

 h
er, restin

g beh
in

d h
er on

 th
e bed. 
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year, for reason
s of h

is ow
n

. H
e’s been

 usin
g a replacem

en
t, but durin

g th
e 

B
attle of H

ogw
arts, it fin

ally gave up on
 h

im
. C

rack
ed.” 

“O
h

,” w
as all sh

e could say. Sh
e stared at th

e curtain
s beh

in
d h

im
 as 

sh
e realized L

ucius M
alfoy h

ad follow
ed h

er dow
n

 a h
ill, lifted h

er in
to 

h
is arm

s, an
d carried h

er b
ack

 to h
er bedroom

. 
Sh

e w
on

dered if h
e’d run

, or if h
e’d just let h

er body w
rith

e an
d sizzle 

at th
e bottom

 of th
e h

ill. 
N

oth
in

g th
is fam

ily did m
ade an

y sen
se. 

Sh
e caugh

t D
raco’s eye. H

e’d been
 starin

g at h
er, sh

e realized. Sh
e w

as 
w

eak
, im

m
obile, an

d in
 bed before h

im
. H

e could do an
yth

in
g h

e w
an

ted 
to h

er. Sw
allow

in
g, sh

e tested h
er arm

 m
uscles, tryin

g to flex th
em

. B
arely 

respon
sive. 

T
h

e m
ovem

en
t caugh

t h
is eye an

d h
e look

ed aw
ay. “M

ippy,” h
e called 

out. T
h

e elf popped in
to th

e room
. “M

iss is aw
ak

e!” 
“Sh

e n
eeds food an

d w
ater,” D

raco stated, m
ovin

g tow
ard th

e door. 
H

er h
ead w

as too h
eavy to follow

 h
im

. “A
n

d an
oth

er m
uscle relaxin

g po-
tion

 in
 an

 h
our. P

lease ten
d to h

er.” 
T

h
e door closed, an

d sh
e stared at th

e spot in
 fron

t of th
e w

in
dow

s 
w

h
ere h

e’d stood as M
ippy boun

ced aroun
d h

er. 

>
 

N
arcissa h

elped h
er out of bed th

e n
ext day an

d assisted h
er w

ith
 stretch

-
in

g h
er tigh

t m
uscles. H

erm
ion

e pressed h
er lips togeth

er an
d let h

er, 
w

on
derin

g if sh
e k

n
ew

 w
h

at h
er son

 h
ad plan

n
ed for h

er. T
h

ey m
ade it 

dow
n

 th
e stairs for a stroll alon

g th
e M

an
or’s groun

d floor. 
Sh

e didn
’t see D

raco or L
ucius for th

e day. N
arcissa apologized for n

ot 
sh

ow
in

g h
er th

e boun
dary, offerin

g to tak
e h

er on
 a w

alk
, but H

erm
ion

e 
declin

ed. H
er m

uscles still ach
ed. A

n
d sh

e didn
’t n

eed a rem
in

der th
at sh

e 
w

as boun
d h

ere. 
N

arcissa w
as th

e m
ost ob

servan
t person

 H
erm

ion
e h

ad ever m
et. B

y 
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Y
our room

. 
Sh

e look
ed at th

e bedroom
 suite. A

t th
e deeply com

fortable bed. A
t 

th
e book

sh
elves. A

t th
e closet full of cloth

es exactly in
 h

er size. 
H

erm
ion

e felt foolish
 n

ow
 for th

in
k

in
g th

is room
 w

ould b
e tak

en
 

from
 h

er at som
e poin

t. For th
in

k
in

g som
eon

e else’s cloth
es just h

appen
ed 

to fit h
er n

icely. T
h

ere w
as so m

uch
 sh

e still didn
’t k

n
ow

, but at least sh
e’d 

solved on
e problem

. Sh
e m

oved to th
e bath

room
 an

d stared at th
e tub. 

H
er tub. 

Sh
e h

ad at least tw
o h

ours before N
arcissa said din

n
er w

ould arrive. 
H

erm
ion

e took
 off th

e jean
s, foldin

g th
em

 n
icely over th

e coun
ter, 

pulled off th
e jum

per, an
d brough

t a tow
el over to th

e edge of th
e tub. Sh

e 
started th

e taps. Sh
e turn

ed on
 th

e bubbles. 
A

n
d sh

e w
ash

ed it all aw
ay in

 h
er bath

tub, in
 h

er suite in
 M

alfoy 
M

an
or.
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reak
fast appeared th

e n
ext m

orn
in

g alon
g w

ith
 N

arcissa M
al-

foy. Sh
e escorted H

erm
ion

e out to th
e balcon

y w
h

ile R
em

m
y 

set up th
e break

fast tray an
d th

e tea service. Sh
e eyed th

e 
groun

ds, look
in

g for w
eak

n
esses as N

arcissa talk
ed. 

A
fter a lull, H

erm
ion

e th
ough

t sh
e’d tak

e a ch
an

ce. 
“I... I’m

 n
ot sure you can

 an
sw

er th
is request,” H

erm
ion

e started, “but 
I w

as w
on

derin
g about m

y frien
ds.” 

N
arcissa turn

ed to h
er. “Y

es?” 
“W

h
ere are th

ey?” Sh
e h

esitated before ask
in

g, “W
h

at state are th
ey 

in
?” H

erm
ion

e sat still as ston
e as N

arcissa M
alfoy lifted a brow

, open
ed h

er 
m

outh
, an

d stopped h
erself. “H

m
m

. Y
es, I see...” sh

e m
uttered. 

“I on
ly ask

 because I w
as un

con
scious for th

e A
uction

,” H
erm

ion
e said. 

“U
p un

til m
y... bid.” Sh

e look
ed dow

n
 at th

e w
ide law

n
. 

“Y
es, of course.” N

arcissa’s eyes slid over h
er. “N

aturally, you w
ould b

e 
curious. I w

ill do m
y best to get th

at in
form

ation
.” 

H
erm

ion
e sm

iled in
 th

an
k

s, an
d w

h
en

 h
er eyes return

ed to h
er cran

-
berry scon

e an
d tea, sh

e felt n
auseous w

ith
 guilt. 

W
h

at w
as G

in
n

y h
avin

g for break
fast today? W

h
en

 w
as th

e last tim
e 

L
un

a h
ad a cup of tea? 

W
h

ere w
as R

on
? 

Sh
e spen

t th
e rest of h

er Sun
day aftern

oon
 readin

g, look
in

g out th
e 

w
in

dow
, in

 th
e bath

tub. Just after R
em

m
y arrived w

ith
 h

er din
n

er tray, a 
k

n
ock

 rapped on
 h

er door. 
“C

om
e in

,” sh
e said, stan

din
g for N

arcissa lik
e h

er m
oth

er taugh
t h

er 

B
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Sh
e blin

k
ed, layin

g useless on
 th

e pillow
s. 

“N
o. B

ut n
ow

 th
at you m

en
tion

 it, I’d appreciate m
y belts an

d scarves 
back

.” 
H

e n
arrow

ed h
is eyes at h

er an
d paced across th

e carpets on
ce before 

com
in

g back
 to th

e sam
e spot in

 fron
t of th

e w
in

dow
s, h

is lips tigh
t. 

“I sh
ould h

ave given
 you a tour of th

e perim
eter upon

 your arrival an
d

 
caution

ed you of th
e con

sequen
ces,” h

e said. “T
om

orrow
, w

h
en

 you can
 

w
alk

 again
, w

e’ll do th
at.” 

Sh
e gave a sh

arp laugh
, an

d h
er stom

ach
 m

uscles protested. “T
h

ere’s 
n

o n
eed to w

alk
 m

e. I’m
 a slave, n

ot a dog. I th
in

k
 I h

ave th
e idea n

ow
.” 

Sh
e h

issed th
rough

 h
er teeth

 as sh
e sh

ifted h
er legs, h

atin
g th

e w
ay sh

e lay 
pron

e before h
im

 lik
e a ragdoll. “W

h
y is th

is recovery w
orse th

an
 th

e C
ru-

ciatus C
urse?” 

“I believe th
e barrier w

as created w
ith

 C
ruciatus in

 m
in

d. Y
ou m

ay n
ot 

h
ave been

 subjected to C
ruciatus in

 extrem
e len

gth
s of tim

e.” H
is eyes 

drifted aw
ay from

 h
er, an

d sh
e h

ad
 th

e distin
ct im

pression
 th

at h
e h

ad 
suffered th

ese exact sym
ptom

s before. “C
rossin

g th
e barrier sh

ould sh
ock

 
th

e tattooed person
 an

d give th
em

 a ch
an

ce to w
ith

draw
 th

em
selves from

 
th

e perim
eter. Fath

er said you jum
ped th

rough
 th

e barrier, your en
tire 

body beyon
d it. Y

ou lan
ded an

d rolled dow
n

 th
e h

ill.” 
Sh

e sw
allow

ed. Y
es, th

at seem
ed righ

t. A
t least sh

e’d learn
ed som

e-
th

in
g. W

eak
n

esses in
 th

e w
ards w

ere irrelevan
t as lon

g as sh
e h

ad th
at tat-

too on
 h

er arm
. L

ucius h
ad been

 tellin
g th

e truth
. 

“B
y th

e tim
e h

e recovered you,” h
e con

tin
ued, “you’d been

 outside of 
th

e barrier for tw
o m

in
utes.” 

Sh
e frow

n
ed. “C

ertain
ly took

 h
im

 lon
g en

ough
.” 

H
is face turn

ed back
 to h

er, liftin
g a brow

. “L
ucius doesn

’t h
ave h

is 
w

an
d at th

e m
om

en
t. H

e’s h
avin

g it replaced.” 
Sh

e blin
k

ed at h
im

. T
h

is k
n

ow
ledge w

as startlin
g. T

h
e possibilities 

sw
irled in

 h
er m

in
d, an

d sh
e tried to fin

d th
e advan

tage. 
D

raco read h
er face easily. “T

h
e D

ark
 L

ord requested h
is w

an
d last 



Th
e
 a

u
c
tio

n
 

13
0
 

steam
. H

is oth
er h

an
d in

 h
is pock

et. D
ark

 trousers, but a cobalt blue 
jum

per. O
ut of un

iform
. 

Sh
e stared at h

is back
 as sh

e tested h
er m

uscles, curlin
g h

er toes an
d 

sh
iftin

g h
er arm

s. H
e w

as alm
ost as tall as R

on
 n

ow
. A

lw
ays taller th

an
 

H
arry. H

is sh
oulders h

ad broaden
ed w

ith
 m

aturity or w
ith

 m
uscle-train

-
in

g, sh
e didn

’t k
n

ow
, but even

 th
rough

 h
is jum

per sh
e could see th

e sh
ape 

of h
im

. D
raco’s cloth

es w
ere alw

ays perfectly fitted. P
rob

ably h
ad th

e 
jum

per h
an

dm
ade, just for h

im
. 

T
h

e th
um

b h
oldin

g on
to h

is saucer bore th
e Slyth

erin
 class rin

g th
at 

h
ad cut h

er lip th
e n

igh
t before. T

h
e em

erald ston
e w

in
k

ed at h
er, teasin

g 
h

er. H
er eyes dropped dow

n
, tak

in
g in

 h
is legs an

d back
side. P

erfectly tai-
lored th

ere as w
ell. H

e stood tall on
 both

 legs, n
ever on

e to lean
 on

 a h
ip 

un
less provided w

ith
 a w

all or a pillar to rest on
 purposefully. 

Sh
e used to w

atch
 P

an
sy’s h

an
ds drift to h

is h
ips, eith

er in
 class w

ith
 a 

quick
 pin

ch
 to h

is th
igh

, or in
 dark

 corridors past curfew
 w

h
ere H

erm
ion

e 
w

ould eith
er in

terrupt th
e couple an

d tak
e h

ouse poin
ts or w

alk
 aw

ay 
brisk

ly w
ith

 th
e im

age of green
-pain

ted fin
gern

ails slidin
g dow

n
 h

is back
 

to squeeze at h
im

. 
L

ik
e sum

m
on

in
g h

is eyes, h
e turn

ed to look
 at h

er just as h
er gaze 

m
oved to m

ore acceptable location
s. 

H
is eyes w

ere soft an
d distan

t. A
n

d th
en

 a flick
er. A

n
d th

en
 grey an

d 
absen

t. L
ik

e a reptilian
 blin

k
. 

H
e faced h

er fully, van
ish

ed th
e teacup an

d saucer, an
d slid h

is oth
er 

h
an

d in
to h

is pock
et. “C

an
 you m

ove?” 
“B

arely.” H
er voice w

as ragged, lik
e it h

ad been
 grin

ded dow
n

. P
erh

aps 
sh

e h
ad scream

ed. 
B

eh
in

d h
im

 sh
e could m

ak
e out th

e sun
 settin

g. Sh
e’d lost th

e en
tire 

day. H
e scow

led at h
er, an

d before sh
e could w

on
der w

h
y, h

e ask
ed, “W

ere 
you tryin

g to k
ill yourself?” 
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to. D
raco M

alfoy open
ed th

e door. 
H

er h
eart stuttered again

st h
er ribs as h

is eyes sk
ated across h

er face 
an

d sh
oulders. 

So m
uch

 taller th
an

 sh
e rem

em
bered h

im
. H

is sk
in

 w
as still pale an

d 
th

in
 lik

e sixth
 year, lik

e h
e’d still n

ot gotten
 a decen

t n
igh

t’s sleep. H
e 

w
ore black

. N
ot h

is D
eath

 E
ater un

iform
, but an

oth
er black

 jum
per. 

B
lack

 trousers an
d large boots. It w

as so sim
ilar to th

e outfit h
e w

ore in
 

th
e library, as if th

is w
as h

is off-duty un
iform

. 
H

is eyes roved over h
er room

, lan
din

g on
 th

in
gs sh

e’d disturbed. T
h

e 
pile of book

s at th
e base of h

er book
sh

elves, w
aitin

g to b
e resh

elved. T
h

e 
sh

oes sh
e’d w

orn
 yesterday on

 h
er w

alk
 w

ith
 N

arcissa, n
ow

 sittin
g n

ext to 
h

er arm
oire. T

h
e rum

pled
 w

ay sh
e’d left h

er bedsh
eets, even

 after tryin
g 

to m
ak

e th
e bed. 

H
erm

ion
e stood, h

an
d on

 th
e back

 of h
er w

in
gback

 ch
air, din

n
er 

h
alf-eaten

 on
 th

e en
d table. H

is eyes fin
ally lan

ded on
 h

er again
. Sh

e 
w

atch
ed th

e quick
est of flick

ers dow
n

 to h
er M

uggle den
im

s an
d sock

s, 
fast as a blin

k
. 

“M
oth

er says you h
ave question

s.” 
N

o. N
o, n

o, n
o, N

arcissa. T
h

is w
as n

ot w
h

at sh
e w

an
ted. 

Sh
e 

sw
allow

ed, 
an

d 
th

e 
first 

question
 

poured 
from

 
h

er 
w

ith
out 

th
ough

t. “W
h

ere is P
an

sy?” 
H

e look
ed about as surprised as sh

e felt. Sh
e w

ish
ed sh

e h
ad a plan

. 
Som

e w
ay to ask

 th
e righ

t question
s. 

H
e look

ed at th
e fire, slow

ly dw
in

dlin
g. “I gave P

ark
in

son
 to B

laise 
Z

abin
i. A

s a tok
en

 of th
an

k
s an

d loyalty. Sh
e is in

 Italy n
ow

, un
der h

is 
w

atch
.” 

H
is in

flection
s an

d dead eyes m
ean

t to suggest th
at B

laise w
as th

e on
e 

receivin
g a gift for h

is loyalty. B
ut m

aybe h
e didn

’t k
n

ow
 H

erm
ion

e h
ad 

w
itn

essed P
an

sy’s rescue. 
Sh

e n
odded. O

n
e off th

e list. 
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“G
in

n
y W

easley w
en

t to A
very?” 

H
is eyes return

ed to h
ers, an

d h
e n

odded. 
“A

n
d R

on
?” 

H
e stared at h

er, un
blin

k
in

g. “M
acn

air purch
ased h

im
. A

n
d sh

ortly 
after, th

e D
ark

 L
ord requested h

im
.” 

Sh
e took

 a slow
 breath

. “A
n

d is h
e alive?” 

“For n
ow

.” 
H

e w
atch

ed it lan
d on

 h
er, sh

iverin
g h

er sk
in

. Sh
e clen

ch
ed h

er jaw
 

an
d n

odded. Sh
e w

an
ted to ask

 m
ore, to feel out h

ow
 m

an
y of th

em
 h

ad
 

fallen
 in

 th
e courtyard. T

o m
aybe ask

 about N
agin

i in
 som

e w
ay. 

H
e began

, “If th
at’s all—

” 
“W

h
at about A

rth
ur an

d M
olly W

easley?” 
H

e blin
k

ed at h
er. “D

ead.” 
Sh

e suspected th
is. It didn

’t brin
g h

er peace, but at least sh
e could n

od, 
accept it, an

d deal w
ith

 it later. 
“N

eville?” 
H

e rolled h
is eyes in

 th
at very put-upon

 w
ay h

e used for effect w
h

en
 h

e 
w

as youn
ger. “D

o you w
an

t m
e to m

ak
e you a list, G

ran
ger?” 

“Y
es,” sh

e an
sw

ered im
m

ediately, disregardin
g h

is sarcasm
. “If you 

please.” 
H

e glared at h
er for a h

eartbeat, an
d th

en
 con

jured a scroll an
d quill. 

Sh
e w

atch
ed h

im
 perform

 a very com
plex spell to sen

d h
is th

ough
ts di-

rectly on
to th

e page – th
e spell th

at h
ad in

spired th
e Q

uick
-Q

uotes Q
uill. 

It required a train
ed m

in
d w

h
ose th

ough
ts could b

e directed an
d reduced 

to on
ly on

e th
in

g, in
stead of th

e extran
eous th

ough
ts on

e’s brain
 floats to 

th
em

. Sh
e’d on

ly seen
 Sn

ape use it before. 
Sh

e studied h
im

 w
h

ile h
is eyes con

cen
trated on

 th
e page—

exh
austed, 

w
ith

 dark
 circles an

d dry sk
in

. T
h

e an
gles of h

is jaw
 an

d ch
in

 cut th
rough

 
h

is ch
eek

s an
d n

eck
, sh

arpen
in

g h
im

 lik
e a blade. T

h
e lips sh

e’d m
em

o-
rized w

ere dry an
d crack

ed, but pulled in
to th

e con
tem

plative pout sh
e’d 

seen
 in

 class. H
e still h

eld h
is sh

oulders back
, arrogan

ce an
d good posture 
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>
 

“W
h

at h
appen

ed?” A
 pan

ick
ed voice burst in

to h
er m

in
d, w

ak
in

g h
er. 

Sh
e sw

ayed, rock
in

g, w
alk

in
g. 

Still in
 h

er fath
er’s arm

s. 
H

er eyelids fough
t again

st th
e paste th

at closed th
em

 togeth
er. 

“Fath
er! W

h
at h

appen
ed?!” 

“Y
our M

udblood decided to tak
e a w

alk
, D

raco.” T
h

e voice rum
bled

 
from

 th
e furn

ace again
st h

er ear. A
 low

 vibration
, lullin

g h
er back

. “P
er-

h
aps you sh

ould explain
 to h

er—
” 

Sh
e drifted out to sea again

. 

>
 

A
 h

edge m
aze, several stories h

igh
. A

 rabbit in
 fron

t of h
er, h

oppin
g aw

ay, 
look

in
g back

 at h
er w

ith
 H

arry’s em
erald green

 eyes. 
H

e disappeared aroun
d th

e corn
er h

edge, an
d w

h
en

 sh
e follow

ed, h
e 

w
as gon

e. 

>
 

H
er body ach

ed. Sh
e felt every lim

b spark
 to life, but th

ey on
ly tw

itch
ed 

w
h

en
 sh

e tried to m
ove th

em
. 

H
er eyes sn

apped open
, an

d sh
e stared at th

e can
opy of h

er bed, th
e 

cream
 curtain

s draped so elegan
tly. 

It w
as lik

e sh
e’d been

 im
m

ob
ilized. H

er m
uscles w

ere w
eigh

ed dow
n

, 
an

d even
 h

er eyelash
es w

ork
ed too h

ard. 
Sh

e could see th
e low

 sun
ligh

t from
 h

er w
in

dow
s boun

cin
g again

st th
e 

ceilin
g. 

T
urn

in
g h

er n
eck

 in
 a slow

 rotation
, sh

e foun
d a figure stan

din
g 

again
st h

er w
in

dow
s, starin

g at th
e groun

ds. D
raco. H

e h
eld a cup an

d 
saucer in

 on
e h

an
d –

 tea gon
e cold, sh

e could guess, w
ith

 th
e lack

 of risin
g 
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h
arm

ed, M
iss G

ran
ger.” 

Sh
e blin

k
ed at h

im
. H

e w
as n

ervous—
sh

e w
as certain

 of it. A
n

d w
h

at 
else could b

e th
e cause but th

e th
ough

t of h
er escapin

g? 
A

 breeze rustled th
e tree bran

ch
es above th

em
, an

d sun
ligh

t freck
led 

h
is face, reflectin

g off h
is eyes. 

T
h

e birds h
ad stopped sin

gin
g. 

It w
as w

orth
 a try. 

If sh
e w

as w
ron

g, sh
e’d b

e w
ith

 L
un

a again
. H

arry. D
raco couldn

’t stop 
h

er th
is tim

e. 
W

ith
 an

 agility sh
e’d learn

ed from
 a year on

 th
e run

, H
erm

ion
e spun

 
on

 h
er h

eel an
d leapt out of th

e lan
e, in

to th
e field. 

A
 spark

 of fire in
 h

er arm
, burn

in
g, crack

lin
g, sizzlin

g up h
er n

erve 
en

din
gs. Sh

e crum
pled to th

e soft grass as th
e fire spread in

to h
er en

tire 
body, fryin

g h
er from

 th
e in

side. A
n

 ech
o of a yell beh

in
d h

er as th
e pain

 
surroun

ded h
er m

in
d an

d plun
ged h

er in
to a spin

n
in

g dark
n

ess. 

>
 

R
ock

in
g. Sw

ayin
g. L

ik
e h

er fath
er used to do w

h
en

 sh
e in

jured h
erself. 

W
rapped in

 a blan
k

et, pressed again
st h

is ch
est. 

H
er m

in
d floated up, th

ough
ts attach

in
g to m

em
ories. 

Sh
e’d been

 outside. Sh
e’d been

 ben
eath

 a can
opy of bran

ch
es. 

Sh
e’d w

an
ted to follow

 a rabbit dow
n

, dow
n

, un
til sh

e foun
d h

er h
a-

ven
. L

ucius M
alfoy h

ad stopped h
er. 

H
er eyes fluttered. A

n
d sh

e rem
em

bered th
e pain

. H
er body quak

ed, 
an

d h
er fath

er’s arm
s pulled h

er closer. 
N

o, n
ot h

er fath
er. 

Som
eon

e h
eld h

er to th
eir ch

est, w
alk

in
g, sw

ayin
g, rock

in
g h

er back
 

to sleep. H
er sk

in
 h

urt. 
Footsteps ech

oin
g off m

arble. 
Sh

e fell back
 in

to th
e black

n
ess, lik

e blin
k

in
g. 
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slith
erin

g th
rough

 all th
e crack

s in
 h

is facade. 
H

er m
in

d w
arred w

ith
 itself, on

e h
alf pityin

g h
im

 an
d look

in
g for a 

w
ay to com

fort h
im

, an
d th

e oth
er w

on
derin

g if h
is fatigue w

ould give 
h

er an
 advan

tage. 
T

h
e quill disappeared. H

e grabbed th
e scroll from

 th
e air an

d h
eld it 

out to h
er. A

n
d it all cam

e back
 to h

er. H
e w

as h
an

din
g h

er a list of h
er 

frien
ds’ fates. 

N
eville w

en
t to th

e C
arrow

s. C
h

o C
h

an
g an

d Seam
us Fin

n
igan

 to 
M

ulciber. O
liver W

ood to th
e N

otts. R
on

 an
d A

n
gelin

a Joh
n

son
 to M

ac-
n

air. 
H

er eyes sk
ipped over th

e page, feelin
g th

ere w
as som

eth
in

g m
issin

g. 
Sh

e look
ed up at h

im
. “L

un
a L

ovegood isn
’t on

 th
is list.” 

H
e stood frozen

, n
o expression

 crossin
g h

is face. 
“L

ovegood is dead.” 
H

erm
ion

e felt h
er h

eartbeat in
 h

er fin
gertips. A

 pair of pale blue eyes 
beh

in
d h

er lids every tim
e sh

e blin
k

ed. B
lood-soak

ed teeth
 sm

ilin
g at h

er, 
tellin

g h
er to m

ak
e th

e sacrifice. 
Sh

e sw
allow

ed. “H
ow

?” H
er voice crack

ed. 
D

raco look
ed over h

er sh
oulder, out th

e w
in

dow
 beh

in
d h

er at th
e 

sun
set. “Sh

e jum
ped from

 th
e roof of M

acn
air’s estate. T

h
ey foun

d h
er 

body yesterday m
orn

in
g.” 

H
er m

in
d tum

bled an
d sw

irled. 
M

acn
air. Sh

e w
en

t to M
acn

air. 
L

un
a w

as dead. 
Sh

e sh
ould h

ave let h
er die in

 th
e M

in
istry. 

R
em

em
ber? H

e said it w
ould be better th

is w
ay. 

Sh
e look

ed back
 to D

raco. H
is eyes w

ere distan
t, starin

g out h
er w

in
-

dow
 to th

e pon
d. 

“Sh
e jum

ped because you told h
er to,” H

erm
ion

e h
issed. 

H
e turn

ed back
 to h

er, h
is gaze cold. H

e didn
’t den

y it. 
“Y

ou told h
er th

at if th
ere w

as an
 A

uction
, sh

e sh
ould

 k
ill h

erself,” sh
e 
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sn
arled. “K

ill h
erself in

stead of figh
t.” 

H
is lips pressed togeth

er. “Y
ou seem

 to forget th
at L

ovegood w
as a 

R
aven

claw
, n

ot a reck
less G

ryffin
dor.” H

is eyes w
ith

ered h
er. “Sh

e 
couldn

’t b
e talk

ed in
to an

yth
in

g th
at didn

’t m
ak

e absolute sen
se to h

er.” 
“A

bsolute sen
se?” H

erm
ion

e repeated, feelin
g tears of grief th

reaten
in

g 
to sprin

g. “So sh
ould I tak

e m
yself to th

e tallest tow
er in

 M
alfoy M

an
or as 

w
ell? M

aybe tw
ist m

y sh
eets in

to a n
oose? O

r I could alw
ays refuse to eat. 

R
efuse food an

d w
ater un

til I w
ith

er aw
ay—

” 
H

e stepped tow
ard h

er. “I dare you to try.” H
e sn

eered at h
er. “If you’re 

really so m
iserable in

 your private suite, in
 your M

uggle den
im

s an
d jum

p-
ers, w

ith
 your m

eals delivered th
ree tim

es a day—
” 

“O
h

, th
an

k you, M
alfoy. For rescuin

g m
e—

” 
“T

h
en

 b
e m

y fuck
in

g guest, G
ran

ger.” H
e stepped in

to h
er again

, an
d 

sh
e felt th

e back
 of th

e tall ch
air pressin

g in
to h

er spin
e. “I h

ave it on
 good 

auth
ority th

at M
acn

air didn
’t brutalize L

ovegood before sh
e jum

ped. B
et-

ter tak
e your ch

an
ces n

ow
 before your circum

stan
ces ch

an
ge—

” 
H

er h
an

d w
as up, poised to strik

e before sh
e stopped h

erself. H
ittin

g 
h

im
 w

ould b
e th

e m
ost ill-advised action

 sh
e could

 possibly tak
e in

 h
er 

situation
. H

is eyes glittered, scan
n

in
g from

 h
er h

an
d to h

er face, sizzlin
g 

in
to h

er eyes an
d droppin

g dow
n

 over h
er lips before slidin

g back
. 

“A
re you stupid en

ough
 to do it, G

ran
ger?” H

is eyes flash
ed at h

er, 
som

eth
in

g w
arm

 an
d darin

g. 
H

er fin
gers curled slow

ly, an
d sh

e dropped h
er arm

. Sh
e glared at h

is 
sm

ug face, h
is eyes drippin

g over h
er an

d h
is lips pullin

g a slow
 grin

. 
Sh

e tore h
er gaze from

 h
is lips an

d said, “A
n

d w
ill m

y circum
stan

ces 
ch

an
ge?” 

Sh
e w

atch
ed h

is eyes freeze over, lik
e a glaze in

 a k
iln

, som
eth

in
g 

opaque. A
 sm

irk
 th

at didn
’t reach

 h
is expression

less eyes. 
“P

lay your cards righ
t, G

ran
ger…

” 
A

n
d th

en
 h

is fin
gers drifted m

ock
in

gly across h
er ribs. 

Sh
e jerk

ed an
d slith

ered aw
ay from

 h
im

. “G
et out.” 
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tellin
g h

er to run
 an

d tum
ble dow

n
. 

A
 differen

t, dark
er im

pulse tellin
g h

er to run
 as w

ell. 
Sh

e stepped forw
ard. 

“I w
ould stop th

ere, M
iss G

ran
ger.” 

Sh
e spun

. L
ucius M

alfoy –
 im

peccably dressed for th
e h

our in
 th

e 
m

orn
in

g –
 stood w

ith
 h

is h
an

ds clasped beh
in

d h
is back

, starin
g at h

er 
w

ith
 grey eyes. 

H
ad h

e A
pparated to h

er? Sh
e h

adn
’t h

eard h
im

 approach
 in

 th
e n

ar-
row

 lan
e. W

as sh
e past th

e A
pparition

 lin
e? 

Sh
e rem

em
bered h

erself, quick
ly closin

g th
e rob

e an
d pullin

g it tigh
t 

to cover h
er m

odest n
igh

tcloth
es. N

o sash
 to tie it closed. 

“W
h

y?” sh
e ask

ed. “W
h

at’s beyon
d th

is?” 
“N

oth
in

g m
uch

 of an
yth

in
g, really.” H

e stepped forw
ard, an

d sh
e w

as 
rem

in
ded of th

e w
ay h

er aun
t w

ould try to corn
er on

e of h
er playful cats. 

“T
h

e groun
ds exten

d an
oth

er few
 acres, but it’s m

ostly fields.” 
“I lik

e fields.” Sh
e w

on
dered if sh

e’d pay for th
e in

solen
ce in

 h
er ton

e. 
T

h
e corn

er of h
is m

outh
 tw

itch
ed, lik

e h
is son

’s w
h

en
ever h

e h
id a 

sm
ile in

 class. “Y
es, don

’t w
e all,” h

e h
um

m
ed in

 a con
descen

din
g grow

l. 
“B

ut I’m
 afraid you’ve reach

ed th
e lin

e you can
n

ot cross, M
iss G

ran
ger.” 

Sh
e stared back

 at h
im

, exam
in

in
g h

im
. H

e lean
ed forw

ard on
 h

is toes, 
ready to poun

ce. Sh
e w

ouldn
’t n

otice it if sh
e didn

’t already k
n

ow
 th

at 
M

alfoys lean
 back

 on
 th

eir h
eels, w

aitin
g for th

e w
orld to com

e to th
em

. 
H

is h
an

ds beh
in

d h
is back

 –
 perh

aps h
is w

an
d betw

een
 h

is fin
gers. Fol-

low
in

g h
er. 

L
ucius M

alfoy didn
’t w

an
t h

er crossin
g th

is lin
e. 

H
er sk

in
 prick

ed. P
erh

aps th
e w

eak
n

ess w
as h

ere. 
“I assure you, th

ere’s n
oth

in
g but plain

s of grass,” h
e said, readin

g h
er 

distrust. “A
 few

 excellen
t spots for Q

uidditch
”—

h
e n

odded over h
er 

sh
oulder—

”if such
 a th

in
g in

terests you.” H
e frow

n
ed at h

er w
h

en
 sh

e 
didn

’t m
ove an

d sigh
ed. “T

h
e M

an
or groun

ds stop h
ere for th

e purposes 
of th

at in
k

 on
 your arm

. If you cross th
e lin

e, you w
ill b

e grievously 



Th
e
 a

u
c
tio

n
 

12
6
 

last th
in

g on
 h

er m
in

d w
h

en
 ch

oosin
g th

e location
s sh

e’d dragged H
arry 

an
d R

on
 for th

e last year. A
n

d yet, th
ese groun

ds w
ere clearly m

ade to b
e 

seen
. A

dm
ired. It alm

ost felt m
ock

in
g, given

 h
er circum

stan
ces. Sh

e im
-

agin
ed th

is field w
as quite useful for garden

 parties an
d large reception

s. 
D

id th
e M

alfoys even
 h

ave fam
ily frien

ds an
ym

ore? O
r w

ere th
ey just 

all D
eath

 E
aters. W

h
o did N

arcissa M
alfoy en

tertain
? 

Sh
e reach

ed th
e edge of th

e roun
ded h

edges, facin
g a path

w
ay cuttin

g 
dow

n
 a dark

 lan
e lin

ed w
ith

 trees w
ith

 delicate bran
ch

es, lean
in

g over to 
touch

 each
 oth

er. A
 sparrow

 san
g to h

er ch
ildren

. 
It w

as idyllic. T
oo idyllic. D

istractin
gly so. P

erh
aps th

e w
eak

n
ess w

as 
som

ew
h

ere dow
n

 th
is lan

e. It exten
ded forever, disappearin

g in
to m

orn
-

in
g m

ist an
d th

e sh
adow

s of th
e trees. 

Sh
e stepped th

rough
, feelin

g m
uch

 lik
e A

lice in
 h

er look
in

g glass, 
w

aitin
g for an

oth
er w

orld to m
orph

 before h
er eyes. N

oth
in

g. N
o tin

gle 
on

 h
er arm

. Sh
e con

tin
ued h

er w
alk

, eager to fin
d th

e en
d of th

e M
alfoy 

property. 
Som

eth
in

g th
e birds san

g ech
oed in

 h
er h

ead, a k
in

d of m
elody th

at 
soun

ded fam
iliar. A

 few
 n

otes th
at strun

g togeth
er an

d rem
in

ded h
er of a 

son
g h

er m
oth

er used to sin
g in

 th
e m

orn
in

gs. Sh
e w

on
dered if M

on
ica 

W
ilk

in
s rem

em
bered th

at son
g. If som

e m
orn

in
gs sh

e w
ok

e up h
um

m
in

g 
it, tryin

g to place a m
elody sh

e’d lon
g forgotten

. 
Sh

e’d n
ever been

 so th
an

k
ful for h

er foresigh
t th

an
 h

er ch
oice to 

O
bliviate h

er m
oth

er an
d fath

er. If sh
e h

ad to add h
er paren

ts to h
er 

grow
in

g list of w
orries in

 th
is n

ew
 w

orld, it w
ould b

e un
bearable. 

H
erm

ion
e stretch

ed h
er arm

s out w
ide, fin

gertips barely grazin
g th

e 
leaves on

 several un
ruly h

edges on
 eith

er side. P
erh

aps H
ix w

as sh
irk

in
g 

h
is duties. H

er rob
e open

ed in
 th

e w
in

d, air rush
in

g to m
eet h

er w
arm

 
sk

in
. Sh

e th
rew

 h
er h

ead back
 an

d stared at th
e splatch

es of sk
y th

rough
 

th
e tree bran

ch
es. 

T
h

e lan
e en

ded. It open
ed w

ide in
to an

oth
er field. 

H
erm

ion
e stopped, starin

g at th
e slopin

g h
ill, a ch

ildish
 im

pulse 
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A
 low

 ch
uck

le as sh
e turn

ed to face th
e w

in
dow

s, dism
issin

g h
im

, 
sm

ooth
in

g out th
e w

rin
k

led scroll h
eld tigh

t in
 h

er left h
an

d. 
“T

h
e D

ark
 L

ord requests an
 audien

ce w
ith

 you th
is even

in
g.” 

A
 ch

ill trick
led dow

n
 h

er spin
e, lik

e ice w
ater dum

ped over h
er h

ead. 
“T

ell h
im

 I declin
e. B

ut th
an

k
s.” Sh

e spok
e to th

e w
in

dow
s so h

e 
w

ouldn
’t see th

e w
ay h

er eye tw
itch

ed. 
Sh

e h
eard a sh

ort breath
 of a laugh

, an
d th

en
, “I’ll expect you dow

n
-

stairs in
 h

alf an
 h

our.” 
H

e didn
’t m

ak
e a soun

d as h
e crossed th

e carpets, an
d it w

asn
’t un

til 
th

e door click
ed th

at sh
e even

 k
n

ew
 h

e left. 
H

alf an
 h

our. T
h

at’s all sh
e h

ad. 
Sh

e m
em

orized th
e scroll of h

er frien
ds’ n

am
es as th

e sun
 set on

 th
e 

M
an

or. 
H

ow
 does on

e prepare for an
 audien

ce w
ith

 th
e D

ark
 L

ord? 
H

er question
 w

as an
sw

ered tw
en

ty-five m
in

utes after D
raco left w

h
en

 
M

ippy k
n

ock
ed on

 h
er door. 

“M
aster D

raco says you is to w
ear th

is.” 
M

ippy h
eld a scrap of black

 silk
 over h

er outstretch
ed arm

s. It look
ed 

lik
e a n

égligée. L
ace across th

e bottom
 an

d top, sh
ort an

d low
 w

ith
 th

in
 

straps. 
W

h
en

 H
erm

ion
e pulled th

e silk
 from

 th
e elf’s fin

gers, M
ippy tw

irled 
h

er ear an
d w

aited b
y th

e door. 
“T

h
an

k
 you, M

ippy.” Sh
e didn

’t recogn
ize th

e soun
d of h

er ow
n

 voice. 
T

h
e elf stayed in

 th
e doorw

ay, sh
iftin

g from
 foot to foot. “M

ippy is to 
stay un

til M
iss is ch

an
ged. T

h
en

 w
e is to go dow

n
stairs.” 

A
n

d just w
h

en
 H

erm
ion

e th
ough

t sh
e could get aw

ay w
ith

 bein
g ob-

stin
ate. 

H
erm

ion
e m

arch
ed in

to th
e bath

room
, sh

uck
ed h

er jean
s, ripped h

er 
jum

per off, an
d slid th

e silk
 over h

erself. It w
as as sh

ort as h
er gold sh

ift 
dress, if n

ot sh
orter. So, sh

e w
as h

is w
h

ore. T
h

e m
irror reflected th

e scow
l 

an
d n

arrow
ed eyes of a sex slave. H

er eyes caugh
t on

 a fluffy rob
e h

an
gin

g 
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from
 a h

ook
, an

d sh
e con

sidered floun
cin

g dow
n

stairs com
pletely cov-

ered. O
r perh

aps n
ot goin

g at all. M
ak

e h
im

 com
e back

 an
d drag h

er. 
“M

iss!” T
h

e elf w
as k

n
ock

in
g, h

er voice plain
tive. 

H
erm

ion
e frow

n
ed. W

ould M
ippy b

e pun
ish

ed? Sim
ply because sh

e 
tried to delay th

e in
evitable. 

Sh
e took

 on
e last glan

ce in
 th

e m
irror to m

ak
e sure sh

e w
as covered, 

an
d th

en
 follow

ed M
ippy out of th

e room
, fum

in
g, dow

n
 th

e stairs an
d 

in
to th

e M
alfoy en

tryw
ay. 

D
raco w

aited at th
e fireplaces for h

er. H
is eyes took

 in
 h

er attire as sh
e 

descen
ded—

a quick
 glan

ce at h
er bare legs, an

d th
en

 back
 to h

er face. 
P

erh
aps h

e did w
an

t h
er. P

erh
aps som

eth
in

g about h
er h

ad attracted 
h

im
. 

H
e pulled at h

is sleeves, con
cen

tratin
g on

 th
e cuffs, an

d said, “Y
ou’ll 

n
eed to rem

ove your bra.” 
C

lin
ical. L

ik
e a doctor w

ould. 
Sh

e felt th
e blush

 rise in
 h

er ch
eek

s. H
er teeth

 parted to bite back
, but 

sh
e saw

 h
e w

as in
 h

is D
eath

 E
ater rob

es. A
n

d just as h
e h

ad ch
an

ged in
to 

h
is un

iform
—

h
is costum

e—
it seem

ed sh
e m

ust as w
ell. 

Sh
e reach

ed beh
in

d h
erself an

d struggled to un
clasp an

d rem
ove th

e 
bra un

der th
e silk

. H
e con

cen
trated on

 th
e ston

es below
 h

is feet as sh
e 

h
an

ded it to M
ippy. 

T
h

e elf disappeared, an
d th

en
 it w

as just th
em

 again
. B

ut in
stead of 

feelin
g exposed, sh

e felt ign
ored. 

H
e m

oved to th
e fron

t doors, n
ot w

aitin
g for h

er to follow
. Sh

e 
trudged beh

in
d h

im
 lik

e a petulan
t ch

ild, dow
n

 th
e steps, in

to th
e brisk

 
air, an

d dow
n

 th
e ston

e path
 as th

e cold prick
ed h

er sk
in

, pullin
g h

er 
breasts in

to peak
s. Sh

e glared at th
e back

 of h
im

, covered in
 th

ick
 rob

es 
w

h
ile sh

e w
as forced in

to a scrap of silk
. H

oldin
g on

to th
at irritation

, 
h

oldin
g on

to th
e cold so sh

e w
ouldn

’t th
in

k
 about w

h
at w

as goin
g to 

h
appen

 n
ext. 

H
e stood at th

e gates w
h

ile sh
e caugh

t up, an
d th

en
 said, “Y

our left 
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If sh
e h

appen
ed upon

 D
raco sh

e w
ould give h

im
 a piece of h

er m
in

d, th
at 

w
as certain

. Sh
e clam

bered dow
n

 th
e m

arble stairs an
d out in

to th
e ch

illy 
m

orn
in

g air, breath
in

g in
 th

e freedom
. 

T
h

e oth
er side of th

e M
an

or w
as th

e un
explored lan

d. Stayin
g close to 

th
e w

alls, sh
e w

alk
ed th

e edges, tak
in

g in
 th

e m
orn

in
g fog. R

oun
din

g th
e 

corn
er, th

e gazebo rose from
 th

e m
ists, sun

ligh
t boun

cin
g off its elegan

t 
roof, castin

g pattern
ed sh

adow
s on

 th
e grass before it. T

h
e w

aters sh
uffled

 
on

 th
e lak

e, trem
blin

g as th
e fow

l lan
ded an

d bobbed. 
A

 w
arm

in
g ch

arm
 w

ould b
e h

elpful about n
ow

. H
erm

ion
e frow

n
ed, 

h
opin

g th
at sh

e’d acclim
ate to bein

g n
on

-m
agical soon

. T
h

en
 sh

e’d re-
m

em
ber to put on

 a jum
per th

e n
ext tim

e sh
e w

en
t for an

 an
gry m

orn
in

g 
stroll. 

T
h

e law
n

s spread out for acres, an
d sh

e con
sidered h

ow
 far th

e property 
w

en
t. P

erh
aps th

ey h
ad even

 m
ore th

an
 th

is, but th
e M

an
or’s groun

ds 
stopped at a certain

 poin
t. Sh

e look
ed dow

n
 at h

er arm
, w

on
derin

g at w
h

at 
poin

t th
e estate w

ould bar h
er exit. T

h
e tw

o letters in
k

ed in
to h

er sk
in

 
caugh

t th
e m

orn
in

g ligh
t, a h

in
t of gold sh

ow
n

 th
rough

, just over th
e top 

of th
e w

h
ite letterin

g B
ellatrix h

ad given
 h

er. 
Sh

e peered back
 at th

e w
in

dow
s, ch

eck
in

g th
e th

ird floor for h
er room

 
an

d fin
din

g th
e door to th

e balcon
y th

row
n

 w
ide. Sh

e coun
ted. Sh

e w
as 

th
e secon

d balcon
y in

 on
 th

e righ
t, facin

g n
orth

east accordin
g to th

e ris-
in

g sun
. H

an
dy details, if sh

e could ever fin
d som

eon
e w

h
o could use 

th
em

. 
A

 sh
ort w

alk
 th

rough
 th

e coun
tryside. T

h
at’s w

h
at it could h

ave been
, 

in
 an

oth
er life. Sh

e faced th
e sun

rise, n
ow

 dapplin
g th

e trees alon
g th

e 
edges of th

e law
n

, an
d began

 to w
an

der. 
C

uttin
g across th

e grass lik
e a lon

e sailboat on
 a lak

e, sh
e h

eaded 
n

orth
east. F

in
d th

e ch
in

ks in
 th

e arm
or. T

h
ere w

as a fain
t h

um
 of th

e 
groun

ds w
ak

in
g, birds stretch

in
g th

eir voices w
ide, th

e h
edges bow

in
g to 

th
e sk

y. 
It w

as startlin
g to b

e surroun
ded b

y beauty again
. Scen

ery h
ad been

 th
e 
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th
e distan

ce. 
I’ll get out, sh

e told h
erself. T

h
ere w

as alw
ays a w

eak
n

ess som
ew

h
ere. A

 
pressure poin

t sh
e could exploit. 

P
ullin

g open
 th

e balcon
y doors, in

ten
t to peer aroun

d th
e sides of th

e 
M

an
or an

d below
, sh

e m
oved to step out, but som

eth
in

g stopped h
er. 

Sh
e look

ed dow
n

 at h
er feet, plan

ted close to th
e doorw

ay. Sh
e couldn

’t 
lift th

em
. Sh

e stepped back
w

ards just fin
e. A

 barrier spell of sorts. 
Sh

e’d been
 able to sit on

 th
e balcon

y yesterday, h
avin

g tea w
ith

 N
ar-

cissa in
 th

e m
orn

in
g. W

h
at h

ad ch
an

ged? 
A

 ch
ill from

 th
e m

orn
in

g breeze w
oun

d its w
ay aroun

d h
er sk

in
. 

L
un

a. 
Sh

e stared at th
e h

orizon
 as th

e sun
’s h

alf-circle rose over th
e trees. 

So sh
ould I take m

yself to th
e tallest tow

er in
 M

alfoy M
an

or as w
ell? 

Sh
e’d goaded h

im
. A

n
d w

h
ile th

ey w
ere gon

e last n
igh

t, h
e h

ad w
ards 

set. C
uriously, sh

e reach
ed h

er h
an

d out. T
h

e w
ards stopped h

er before h
er 

fin
gers could cross th

e doo
rw

ay. H
er ch

eek
s h

eated. H
ow

 dare h
e. H

e w
as 

carvin
g aw

ay h
er option

s, n
arrow

in
g th

e w
alls of h

er pretty little cage. 
H

erm
ion

e spun
, th

ough
ts crash

in
g aroun

d h
er m

in
d lik

e w
aves in

 a 
storm

. Sh
e ran

 for th
e curtain

s h
an

gin
g from

 th
e can

opy an
d tugged th

em
 

in
to k

n
ots, but a n

oose w
ouldn

’t h
old. T

h
e fireplace burn

ed low
, an

d sh
e 

stom
ped over to test an

oth
er th

eory. 
L

ik
e w

arm
 w

ater as sh
e plun

ged h
er h

an
d in

to th
e flam

es. 
Sh

e th
rew

 open
 th

e w
ardrobe, an

d foun
d th

at all of h
er belts an

d sash
es 

h
ad been

 rem
oved. 

I dare you to try, h
e’d said. R

em
in

din
g h

er th
at h

er life w
asn

’t h
ers to 

tak
e an

ym
ore. 

B
rush

in
g aw

ay h
er tears, sh

e stared at th
e sun

rise, an
d th

en
 sh

oved h
er 

feet in
to boots, tossed open

 th
e bedroom

 door, an
d th

en
 took

 off in
 h

er 
rob

e. 
Sh

e m
arch

ed dow
n

 th
e h

all, w
on

derin
g if an

yon
e slept in

 th
ese room

s. 
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arm
.” 

Sh
e h

eld it out to h
im

, an
d h

e w
rapped h

is fin
gers aroun

d h
is sign

ature. 
T

h
ey w

alk
ed th

rough
 th

e gates, an
d sh

e felt a burst of h
eat th

rough
 h

er 
arm

. A
n

d th
en

 it w
as over. 

T
h

ey w
alk

ed to th
e top of a h

ill, h
is h

an
d still on

 h
er arm

, an
d th

en
 h

e 
A

pparated th
em

. 
T

h
e gates of H

ogsm
eade popped in

to view
 first. A

 ch
illin

g cold craw
led 

th
rough

 h
er th

roat, claw
in

g across h
er ribs an

d seizin
g h

er m
uscles. 

D
em

en
tors. 

Sh
e look

ed up, an
d foun

d th
ousan

ds. 
Sh

e could just m
ak

e out th
e m

oon
 past th

em
, but th

ey occluded th
e 

ligh
t, castin

g th
e groun

ds in
 dark

n
ess. 

D
raco h

eld h
er elbow

, grippin
g pain

fully as on
e D

em
en

tor sw
ept 

dow
n

, droppin
g lik

e a w
eigh

t over h
er. 

“Stay still,” D
raco dem

an
ded. 

T
h

e D
em

en
tor sw

allow
ed th

e air aroun
d h

er, suck
in

g at h
er essen

ce. It 
turn

ed to D
raco, reach

in
g a bon

y h
an

d out for h
im

. 
H

e stared up in
to its h

ood, im
m

ovable. 
W

ith
 on

e last tug at h
er soul, th

e D
em

en
tor w

afted aw
ay, join

in
g its 

com
pan

ion
s. D

raco guided h
er forw

ard, an
d sh

e guessed th
e D

em
en

tors 
h

ad cleared th
em

. 
A

 dozen
 of th

em
 h

overed as th
ey w

alk
ed th

rough
 th

e gates an
d turn

ed 
on

to th
e H

ogw
arts groun

ds. 
T

h
e Forbidden

 Forest h
ad grow

n
 outw

ards, creepin
g tow

ards th
e castle 

as if th
e m

agic h
oldin

g it back
 h

ad died w
h

en
 th

ey lost. T
h

e grass w
as dry 

an
d som

e places w
ere still burn

in
g. It w

asn
’t un

til th
ey passed th

e fires th
at 

H
erm

ion
e recogn

ized th
e sm

ell. 
B

urn
in

g bodies. 
T

h
e corpses w

ere un
recogn

izable, an
d sh

e th
an

k
ed M

erlin
 for th

at. Sh
e 

sh
ook

 th
e im

age loose from
 h

er h
ead, th

e sm
ell stick

in
g to h

er lik
e 

sm
ok

e. 
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D
eath

 E
aters in

 pairs of tw
o w

alk
ed broad circles aroun

d th
e forest 

edge, som
e of th

em
 n

oddin
g to D

raco. H
e k

ept h
is eyes straigh

t forw
ard, 

h
an

d w
rapped aroun

d h
er arm

. 
A

s th
ey w

alk
ed th

e groun
ds, closer an

d closer to th
e castle, sh

e felt h
er 

pulse spin
n

in
g, push

in
g back

 an
y h

appy m
em

ories sh
e h

ad of th
e differen

t 
lan

dm
ark

s. 
A

 pair of tw
o h

ooded rob
es stood at th

e en
try steps. Sh

e turn
ed h

er eyes 
dow

n
. 

T
h

e soun
d of lips puck

erin
g. K

issin
g n

oises, an
d it took

 a m
om

en
t to 

realize th
ey w

ere directed at h
er. 

“N
ice legs, M

udblood.” 
Sh

e didn
’t look

 up. So, th
at’s all sh

e w
as n

ow
. A

 pair of legs. 
T

h
e doors to th

e E
n

tran
ce H

all peeled open
, an

d D
raco pulled h

er in
-

side beh
in

d h
im

. 
T

h
ey m

arch
ed in

to th
e G

reat H
all, an

d sh
e w

as th
an

k
ful th

at it look
ed 

n
oth

in
g lik

e it did in
 h

er h
appiest m

em
ories. 

It seem
ed lik

e V
oldem

ort h
ad torn

 apart every piece of th
e castle th

at 
w

ould in
terest h

im
, an

d redeposited it h
ere. 

T
h

e rem
ain

s of th
e basilisk

 sw
ept in

 a broad circle aroun
d th

e w
alls, 

servin
g as seatin

g for th
e D

eath
 E

aters in
 atten

dan
ce. N

agin
i h

issed at h
er 

an
k

les as th
ey passed, an

d H
erm

ion
e tried n

ot to let h
er m

in
d lin

ger on
 

h
ow

 to k
ill h

er. 
L

ord V
oldem

ort h
im

self sat in
 a th

ron
e of bon

es, carefully collected 
an

d m
agick

ed in
to structure. H

e tw
irled th

e E
lder W

an
d betw

een
 h

is fin
-

gers, red eyes glitterin
g at h

er an
d D

raco’s approach
 lik

e rubies. 
D

raco w
alk

ed h
er to a spot on

 th
e floor dark

 w
ith

 dried blood an
d 

dropped to h
is k

n
ee, draggin

g h
er dow

n
 w

ith
 h

im
. H

e bow
ed h

is h
ead, 

but H
erm

ion
e defian

tly stared th
e D

ark
 L

ord in
 th

e eye, th
e dark

n
ess 

draw
in

g h
er in

. Sh
e could feel th

e stain
 of it on

 th
e ston

es, an
d sh

e push
ed

 
back

, refusin
g to bow

 to h
im

. 
“H

erm
ion

e G
ran

ger.” T
h

e soun
d of h

er n
am

e slidin
g over h

is ton
gue 

12
3
 

9
 

o, G
eorge w

as on
 th

e run
. 

It m
ust h

ave been
 durin

g th
e A

uction
 itself. H

e w
as on

stage w
ith

 
L

udo w
h

en
 th

e girls began
 to figh

t. A
t least th

ey’d w
on

 som
e-

th
in

g durin
g th

at m
om

en
t. 

Sh
e sat in

 h
er w

in
gback

 ch
air, w

atch
in

g th
e sun

 rise th
rough

 h
er w

in
-

dow
s. It w

as h
er th

ird m
orn

in
g in

 M
alfoy M

an
or, th

ough
 sh

e h
adn

’t slept 
th

e n
igh

t before, con
ten

t to stare at th
e w

alls w
h

ile h
er brain

 m
en

ded 
itself. 

Several tim
es sh

e th
ough

t sh
e sh

ould call for an
 elf to grab

 h
er a potion

, 
but th

e h
eadach

e k
ept h

er focused. Sh
e w

ouldn
’t b

e com
placen

t in
 w

h
at-

ever th
ey’d plan

n
ed for h

er. 
H

er ch
eek

 th
rob

bed, a bluish
 bruise blossom

in
g over h

er th
e corn

er of 
h

er m
outh

 w
h

ere sh
e’d bled. Sh

e could h
ave sw

orn
 sh

e’d felt th
e outlin

e 
of a gem

ston
e again

st h
er ch

eek
 last n

igh
t, but it w

as n
ow

h
ere to b

e foun
d 

th
is m

orn
in

g. P
erh

aps h
e’d on

ly struck
 h

er face to save h
is ow

n
. Surely on

e 
of th

em
 n

eeded to b
e pun

ish
ed for h

er sm
art m

outh
. Sh

e pressed h
er lips 

togeth
er, h

arden
in

g to th
e m

em
ory of h

is h
ealin

g h
an

ds at th
e gates last 

n
igh

t. 
If h

e th
ough

t H
erm

ion
e G

ran
ger w

as goin
g to go quietly, sh

e h
ad a 

surprise for h
im

. 
T

h
e sun

ligh
t popped over a tree, th

e first rays in
trudin

g upon
 h

er space, 
ligh

tin
g up h

er w
alls. Sh

e stood, w
rappin

g h
er rob

e tigh
tly aroun

d h
erself 

an
d m

oved to th
e w

in
dow

, w
atch

in
g th

e groun
ds ligh

t up. 
T

h
ere w

ere n
o gates on

 th
is side of th

e estate, just large h
edges an

d
 

pon
ds. A

n
d w

ith
 th

e dayligh
t, sh

e could fin
ally m

ak
e out th

e garden
s in

 

S 
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give. T
h

e sm
all sh

ift in
 pow

er buzzed th
rough

 h
er. 

Sh
e slipped aw

ay from
 h

im
, m

ovin
g tow

ard th
e M

an
or, an

d tossed over 
h

er sh
oulder, “A

n
ticipation

 is th
e sw

eetest torture, isn
’t it?” 

M
arch

in
g aw

ay dow
n

 th
e ston

e path
, sh

iverin
g in

 h
er n

égligée, sh
e al-

m
ost sm

iled.
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sh
ivered h

er sk
in

. “W
elcom

e to m
y castle.” H

e ch
uck

led. 
Sh

e breath
ed deep, th

e rottin
g air th

ick
 in

 h
er th

roat. W
h

en
 sh

e gave 
n

o greetin
g, h

e con
tin

ued. 
“Y

ou fetch
ed quite a price at th

e sale. T
h

e... A
uction

. Y
es, th

at w
as it. 

B
ut I see n

ow
 you are n

o great beauty.” 
H

erm
ion

e n
early sn

eered. O
f all th

e th
in

gs sh
e th

ough
t L

ord V
olde-

m
ort w

ould h
ave to say to h

er, in
sultin

g h
er look

s n
ever m

ade th
e list. 

“A
n

d still m
y follow

ers jock
eyed for you.” H

e titled h
is pale h

airless 
h

ead at h
er. “H

ow
 gran

d it m
ust b

e to h
ave befrien

ded H
arry P

otter.” 
A

 deep rum
blin

g ch
uck

le ch
orused th

rough
 th

e room
. T

h
e D

eath
 E

at-
ers ch

ortled. 
“Stan

d,” h
e com

m
an

ded, an
d th

en
 D

raco w
as draggin

g h
er to h

er feet. 
“Y

oun
g M

alfoy.” 
“M

y L
ord.” 

“Y
ou gave up quite a lot to ob

tain
 h

er.” 
“Y

es, m
y L

ord.” 
“W

h
y?” 

“W
e w

ere adversaries at sch
ool,” D

raco said, eyes still dow
n

cast. “Sh
e 

n
ever quite learn

ed h
er place. A

n
d also”—

h
e lifted h

is eyes to L
ord V

olde-
m

ort, a sm
all sm

irk
 pullin

g at h
is lips—

”I’m
 alw

ays draw
n

 tow
ard th

e 
m

ost valuable possession
s.” 

T
h

e D
ark

 L
ord grin

n
ed. “A

n
d is sh

e everyth
in

g you paid for an
d m

ore? 
I h

eard sh
e w

as un
touch

ed. I assum
e you’ve tak

en
 h

er.” 
“N

ot yet, m
y L

ord.” 
T

h
e D

eath
 E

aters sh
ifted, w

h
isperin

g. Sh
e felt a dozen

 eyes turn
 on

 h
er. 

L
ord V

oldem
ort’s brow

 lifted. “A
n

d w
h

y is th
at?” 

Sh
e look

ed to D
raco. W

h
y w

as th
at? 

H
e glan

ced at h
er, h

is eyes slid over h
er n

eck
, dow

n
 to h

er breasts. 
“A

n
ticipation

 is th
e sw

eetest torture, is it n
ot?” 

H
erm

ion
e sw

allow
ed. V

oldem
ort laugh

ed. A
 h

igh
 cack

lin
g of glee. 

“Y
our fath

er w
as too soft, Y

oun
g M

alfoy. B
ut you’re learn

in
g.” 
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H
erm

ion
e felt h

er blood scream
in

g. H
e w

as playin
g w

ith
 h

er. M
aybe 

th
ey all w

ere. A
 beautiful suite w

ith
 a bed an

d bath
 of h

er very ow
n

. T
ea 

w
ith

 N
arcissa. A

ccess to th
e library of h

er dream
s. E

ven
 L

ucius w
as civil. 

It w
ould all com

e to an
 en

d soon
. 

“T
ell m

e, M
udblood G

ran
ger,” V

oldem
ort’s croon

in
g voice in

ter-
rupted h

er spiral. “W
h

at do you k
n

ow
 of G

eorge W
easley?” 

Sh
e blin

k
ed. Sh

e couldn
’t h

old back
 h

er surprise before V
oldem

ort saw
 

it. “W
h

at?” 
D

raco’s h
ead sn

apped to h
er. “Y

ou w
ill address h

im
 as M

y L
ord,” h

e 
h

issed, eyes burn
in

g in
to h

er. 
“G

eorge W
easley. H

is safe h
ouses. H

is distan
t fam

ily.” V
oldem

ort 
lean

ed forw
ard in

 h
is th

ron
e. “W

h
at does h

e care about?” 
H

erm
ion

e stared in
to th

e glitterin
g eyes search

in
g h

er. A
n

d th
en

 sh
e 

un
derstood. 
G

eorge h
ad escaped. 

A
n

d for som
e reason

, V
oldem

ort w
as th

reaten
ed b

y th
at. 

A
 fire burn

ed in
 h

er gut, som
eth

in
g th

at sh
e’d th

ough
t h

ad been
 ex-

tin
guish

ed th
e m

om
en

t sh
e spotted a sm

all body in
 H

agrid’s arm
s. 

“G
eorge W

easley w
as on

e h
alf of th

e cleverest, trick
iest pair I’d ever 

en
coun

tered,” sh
e said. “E

ven
 if I h

ad an
 idea of w

h
ere h

e’d go, I’d b
e 

w
ron

g.” A
 slow

 sm
ile spread up h

er lips. “I’m
 quite pleased to in

form
 you 

th
at if G

eorge W
easley escaped, you’ll n

ever see h
im

 again
.” 

R
ed eyes n

arrow
ed at h

er. Sh
e an

ticipated th
e C

ruciatus C
urse. 

Som
eth

in
g slam

m
ed in

to h
er face, stin

gin
g h

er ch
eek

 an
d sn

appin
g 

h
er n

eck
 to th

e side. Sh
e stum

bled, gain
in

g balan
ce an

d pressin
g h

er h
an

d 
to h

er face. H
er eyes rock

ed in
 th

eir sock
ets. 

Sh
e look

ed back
, search

in
g for th

e w
eapon

, preparin
g for an

oth
er 

strik
e. H

er eyes refocused as D
raco low

ered h
is h

an
d, a rin

g on
 h

is th
um

b
 

glin
tin

g at h
er. H

er lip w
et w

ith
 blood. 

H
e’d back

h
an

ded h
er. H

e’d h
it h

er, an
d sh

e w
as bleedin

g. 
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an
d dan

cin
g alon

g h
er bare sk

in
. 

M
aybe sh

e could tell h
im

. It w
as n

oth
in

g really. I h
ad a crush

 on
 you 

at H
ogw

arts. It w
ould b

e sim
ple, an

d th
ere w

ould b
e n

o w
eigh

t to it an
y 

lon
ger. Sh

e could sh
rug an

d laugh
. 

A
n

ticipation
 is th

e sw
eetest torture. 

B
ut th

is w
asn

’t H
ogw

arts. T
h

is w
as a h

ellfire of distrust an
d dan

ger, 
laced w

ith
 h

er im
pen

din
g rape an

d sprin
k

led w
ith

 m
om

en
ts of h

ollow
 

k
in

dn
ess. Sh

e couldn
’t tell h

im
 th

e truth
. 

Sh
e couldn

’t tell h
im

 an
yth

in
g. 

“D
on

’t w
orry, M

alfoy. V
oldem

ort didn
’t fin

d an
yth

in
g in

 your h
ead 

to in
crim

in
ate you. Feel free to proceed w

ith
 your plan

s to break
 m

e.” Sh
e 

look
ed at th

e h
edges to h

er righ
t, blin

k
in

g as th
e fury in

 h
er ch

est gave 
w

ay to despair. 
A

 w
arm

 h
an

d on
 h

er ch
eek

. Sh
e sn

apped h
er h

ead back
 to h

im
 to fin

d 
h

im
 starin

g dow
n

 at h
er lips. H

erm
ion

e’s eyes w
iden

ed, lips partin
g. 

A
 w

h
ispered spell. H

is w
an

d at th
e corn

er of h
er m

outh
, sew

in
g th

e 
sk

in
 back

 togeth
er from

 w
h

ere h
is rin

g h
ad split h

er lip. 
Sh

e calm
ed h

er th
un

derin
g h

eart, w
aitin

g for h
is h

an
d to drop from

 
h

er jaw
. In

stead h
e said, “W

ere you relieved w
h

en
 you learn

ed you w
ere 

com
in

g h
ere? Is th

at w
h

at it w
as? D

o you th
in

k
 of m

e as th
e lesser of tw

o 
evils?” 

Sh
e search

ed h
is eyes, w

on
derin

g w
h

ich
 m

em
ories an

d th
ough

ts 
V

oldem
ort sh

uffled th
rough

 if D
raco w

as th
is in

ten
t on

 fin
din

g out. 
“N

o, n
ot really,” sh

e an
sw

ered truth
fully, rem

em
berin

g th
e lon

g w
alk

 
dow

n
 th

ese h
edges just a few

 n
igh

ts ago. “I th
ough

t I m
igh

t b
e a gift for 

your fath
er.” 

H
is h

an
d tw

itch
ed again

st h
er face, lik

e h
e’d been

 electrified. It 
dropped, h

an
gin

g dow
n

 by h
is side. 

“T
h

en
 w

h
at w

as it? T
ell m

e w
h

at h
e foun

d.” H
e sw

allow
ed as th

e w
in

d 
slash

ed across th
em

. 
T

h
ere w

as som
eth

in
g D

raco M
alfoy w

an
ted th

at sh
e could refuse to 
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year w
h

en
ever sh

e’d h
ave to tear h

er eyes off of h
im

. It w
as disgustin

g re-
ally. T

o w
an

t h
im

. 
A

n
d a th

ough
t drifted th

rough
 h

er: if sh
e h

ad an
y doubts about h

ow
 

D
raco saw

 h
er, h

ow
 h

e felt about h
er, at least V

oldem
ort h

ad given
 h

er 
reason

 to squash
 th

ose doubts. H
e didn

’t feel an
yth

in
g for h

er. If h
e h

ad, 
V

oldem
ort surely w

ould h
ave foun

d it. 
Sh

e tore h
er eyes from

 th
e red on

es, an
d h

e laugh
ed again

. 
“T

ak
e your tim

e w
ith

 th
is on

e, M
alfoy,” V

oldem
ort said. “Y

ou can
 tor-

ture h
er for years w

ith
out liftin

g a w
an

d to h
er.” 

A
 sh

ak
in

g voice to h
er left w

h
ispered, “Y

es, m
y L

ord.” 
V

oldem
ort ch

uck
led. N

ot even
 w

ith
 H

arry dead at h
is feet did sh

e h
ear 

h
im

 th
is gleeful. 

D
raco yan

k
ed h

er up b
y h

er elb
ow

, bow
in

g to th
e D

ark
 L

ord, an
d 

draggin
g h

er alon
g beh

in
d h

im
. 

T
h

ey passed th
e guards at th

e doors, still suck
in

g th
eir teeth

 at h
er. 

T
h

ey m
oved th

rough
 th

e law
n

 of D
em

en
tors, an

d H
erm

ion
e felt n

o 
ch

an
ge in

side h
er ch

est. T
h

ey cleared th
e gates, an

d a sh
arp tug D

isappa-
rated th

em
 back

 to th
e h

ills of M
alfoy M

an
or. 

Sh
e k

ept h
er eyes on

 th
e groun

d as if V
oldem

ort w
as still th

ere, bearin
g 

dow
n

 on
 h

er. A
n

d m
aybe h

e w
as —

 in
side h

er m
in

d. C
raw

lin
g an

d feed-
in

g on
 h

er. P
erh

aps h
e’d n

ever leave. 
T

h
e 

gates 
open

ed 
for 

th
em

, 
an

d 
before 

H
erm

ion
e 

could 
sludge 

th
rough

 th
em

, D
raco’s h

an
d on

 h
er elb

ow
 pulled h

er back
. 

H
is grey eyes search

ed h
ers, fran

tic m
ovem

en
ts across h

er face. “W
h

at 
did h

e fin
d?” 

Sh
e look

ed aw
ay from

 h
im

 an
d sh

ook
 h

er h
ead, h

er eyes stin
gin

g. “It 
doesn

’t m
atter. H

e w
as pleased. T

h
at’s all th

at m
atters.” Sh

e turn
ed

 to 
m

ove aw
ay before h

e pulled h
er back

 —
 h

is grip firm
, but n

on
violen

t. 
“W

h
atever it is, h

e th
in

k
s I’m

 com
plicit,” D

raco said, voice barely loud 
en

ough
 over th

e w
in

d. “T
ell m

e.” 
T

h
e w

in
d w

ove th
rough

 th
em

, castin
g h

is cloak
 in

 tw
istin

g pattern
s 
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“W
atch

 your m
outh

. Y
ou are addressin

g your L
ord.” 

H
is voice sh

ivered h
er, an

d sh
e look

ed aw
ay from

 h
is icy eyes. 

V
oldem

ort ch
uck

led, a soun
d lik

e stin
gin

g k
n

ives. “I’ll just tak
e a look

 
for m

yself, M
udblood.” 

H
e stood an

d slith
ered tow

ard h
er. Sh

e stood frozen
 as h

e circled h
er, 

com
in

g aroun
d to h

er fron
t again

 an
d lean

in
g in

to h
er face. Sh

e look
ed 

in
to h

is red eyes, pulled to th
em

 alm
ost in

exorably. 
A

n
d th

en
 th

ere w
ere daggers in

 h
er brain

, sin
k

in
g in

to h
er eyes an

d 
tw

istin
g deep. Sh

e couldn
’t breath

e as m
em

ories floated th
rough

 h
er 

h
ead, yan

k
ed forw

ard an
d push

ed back
. 

Sh
e saw

 G
eorge w

ith
 a sh

arp stin
gin

g pain
. H

is h
ead bleedin

g w
h

ere 
h

is ear h
ad been

, sm
ilin

g up at h
is tw

in
. 

L
ik

e a rubber ban
d sn

apped in
side of h

er, an
d th

en
 G

eorge w
as th

ir-
teen

, sm
ack

in
g B

ludgers w
ith

 h
is broth

er on
 th

e Q
uidditch

 field. 
A

 ricoch
et to th

e B
urrow

, an
d M

olly W
easley stood before h

er, w
ash

-
in

g dish
es. 

“M
y A

un
t M

uriel—
” 

A
n

d lik
e a w

h
ip crack

in
g across h

er m
in

d, sh
e jerk

ed to see L
udo B

ag-
m

an
 speak

in
g to th

e tw
in

s at th
e Q

uidditch
 W

orld C
up. H

erm
ion

e sat 
w

ith
 H

arry, starin
g aroun

d at th
e oth

er ten
ts an

d parties. 
A

 m
om

en
t of stilln

ess as V
oldem

ort’s con
sciousn

ess slith
ered th

rough
 

th
e m

om
en

t, tw
istin

g aroun
d L

udo B
agm

an
 an

d exam
in

in
g h

im
. In

 
pause, H

erm
ion

e turn
ed h

er m
in

d to H
arry, w

atch
in

g h
is easy sm

ile from
 

years ago—
 

W
ren

ch
ed th

rough
 w

aves of m
em

ories an
d im

ages, an
d th

en
 H

erm
i-

on
e w

as in
 th

e Q
uidditch

 pitch
 at H

ogw
arts, run

n
in

g dow
n

 to th
e stan

ds 
as H

arry h
eld G

eorge W
easley back

 from
 laun

ch
in

g at som
eon

e. 
Sh

e saw
 D

raco, sn
eerin

g an
d laugh

in
g on

 th
e field. A

n
d th

en
 h

e w
as 

tack
led to th

e groun
d as G

eorge an
d H

arry dove for h
im

. A
 tan

gle of 
lim

bs, an
d H

erm
ion

e ran
 dow

n
 th

e stairs, crin
gin

g at th
e soun

d of 
k

n
uck

les again
st jaw

s an
d eyes. 
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Sh
e felt a dark

 joy sw
im

m
in

g n
ext to h

er as V
oldem

ort w
atch

ed D
raco, 

H
arry, an

d G
eorge scuffle. A

s M
adam

 H
ooch

 separated th
em

, H
erm

ion
e 

rem
em

bered ch
eck

in
g H

arry an
d G

eorge for in
juries first, an

d th
en

 h
er 

eyes slidin
g to D

raco, curled in
 on

 h
im

self, figh
tin

g for air. 
A

n
d even

 k
n

ow
in

g th
at D

raco h
ad purposefully provok

ed th
e figh

t 
h

ad n
ot squash

ed H
erm

ion
e’s in

terest in
 h

is w
ell-bein

g. Sh
e w

atch
ed as 

H
arry an

d G
eorge w

ere carted off th
e field, an

d lin
gered to see if som

eon
e 

w
as ch

eck
in

g on
 th

e bloodied body on
 th

e grass. 
H

e look
ed so sm

all. Still tryin
g to crow

 at H
arry’s back

 as th
ey left. A

n
d 

w
h

en
 th

e back
 of h

is h
an

d sw
iped h

is brow
, w

ipin
g blood from

 h
is eye, 

H
erm

ion
e 

h
ad 

gasped 
before 

look
in

g 
aw

ay 
an

d 
run

n
in

g 
after 

th
e 

G
ryffin

dors. 
B

efore look
in

g aw
ay—

 
—

run
n

in
g after th

e G
ryffin

dors—
 

B
ut sh

e stayed. Frozen
. L

ik
e som

eon
e h

ad paused th
e film

. 
Sh

e stared dow
n

 at th
e Q

uidditch
 pitch

, h
an

ds squeezin
g th

e railin
g, 

an
d look

ed dow
n

 on
 a pin

k
-faced blon

d cradlin
g h

is arm
. 

Sh
e sh

ould b
e turn

in
g an

d leavin
g. 

A
 cold breeze settled across h

er, lik
e a sn

ak
e’s ton

gue slippin
g in

 
th

rough
 on

e ear an
d out th

e oth
er. A

n
d it alm

ost felt as if V
oldem

ort 
stood n

ext to h
er at th

e railin
g. 

If sh
e could turn

 h
er h

ead, m
aybe sh

e w
ould see h

im
 th

ere. W
atch

in
g 

h
er…

 w
atch

in
g D

raco M
alfoy. 

L
ik

e a h
ook

 aroun
d h

er w
aist, an

d th
en

 sh
e w

as on
 th

e Q
uidditch

 pitch
 

again
, starin

g at a tw
elve-year-old D

raco, sn
eerin

g at h
er—

 
“Filth

y little M
udblood.” 

A
n

d later th
at n

igh
t as sh

e cried in
 h

er dorm
itory—

 
In

 th
e library, glarin

g at h
im

 as h
e read h

er favorite book
. H

e sm
iled 

at all th
e best parts—

 
A

n
d th

en
 a w

altz played across h
er ears, an

d sh
e spun

 in
 a circle to fin

d 
h

im
 in

 fron
t of h

er. T
h

e m
em

ory slow
ed, an

d V
oldem

ort w
atch

ed h
er 

C
h
a
p
te

r
 8

 

119
 

curtsey in
 h

er periw
in

k
le dress, w

atch
ed h

er h
an

d raise to D
raco’s. A

n
d 

lik
e h

is face w
as restin

g just over h
er sh

oulder, th
e D

ark
 L

ord turn
ed w

ith
 

th
em

 as th
ey dan

ced at th
e Y

ule B
all. 

V
oldem

ort could h
ear h

er h
eartbeat, feel th

e sh
iver across h

er sk
in

, 
an

d w
atch

ed as D
raco scow

led dow
n

 at h
er—

 
A

n
d w

ith
 an

 abruptn
ess th

at ech
oed of breath

in
g air after drow

n
in

g, 
sh

e w
as alon

e in
 h

er m
in

d. A
n

d V
oldem

ort w
as before h

er in
 th

e G
reat 

H
all, th

e bon
es of h

er com
rades scattered aroun

d th
em

. H
e tilted h

is h
ead, 

slan
tin

g eyes exam
in

in
g h

er lik
e sh

e’d presen
ted an

 un
expected problem

. 
H

er h
ead felt th

e absen
ce of h

is lik
e a brain

 freeze, som
eth

in
g so 

ch
illin

g fillin
g th

e plates of h
er sk

ull. 
H

e released h
is m

agical h
old on

 h
er, an

d h
er body crum

pled to th
e 

groun
d, legs ben

din
g in

 odd direction
s. It h

urt to k
eep h

er eyes open
, but 

sh
e stared up at h

im
 as a slow

 idea form
ed in

 h
is eyes, a realization

. 
H

e k
n

ew
 th

at sh
e fan

cied D
raco M

alfoy. 
H

is h
an

d sh
ot out an

d H
erm

ion
e could on

ly catch
 h

er breath
 as D

raco 
gasped an

d zoom
ed forw

ard lik
e a puppet on

 a strin
g. H

is jaw
 stretch

ed 
in

to V
oldem

ort’s h
an

d. H
is legs len

gth
en

ed to stan
d on

 th
e ston

es. 
V

oldem
ort turn

ed h
is red eyes on

 D
raco’s, an

d sudden
ly it w

as very 
quiet w

h
ile V

oldem
ort search

ed D
raco’s m

em
ories an

d th
ough

ts for h
er. 

A
 drop of sw

eat rolled dow
n

 D
raco’s jaw

, as V
oldem

ort perform
ed a 

th
orough

 exam
in

ation
. 

Sh
e didn

’t k
n

ow
 h

ow
 lon

g sh
e h

ad been
 exam

in
ed, but th

is felt lon
ger. 

D
raco grun

ted, breath
 sh

allow
. 

A
n

d th
en

 V
oldem

ort released h
im

, droppin
g h

im
 to th

e floor n
ext to 

h
er. D

raco caugh
t h

im
self on

 h
is k

n
ees an

d stared up at th
e D

ark
 L

ord. 
V

oldem
ort sm

iled. P
leased. 

H
e turn

ed h
is gaze back

 on
 h

er pron
e body. A

n
d h

e cack
led. Sh

e 
flin

ch
ed as th

e soun
d of it boun

ced aroun
d th

e G
reat H

all. 
Sh

e fan
cied h

er captor an
d soon

-to-b
e-rapist. A

 fam
iliar boilin

g in
 h

er 
gut rose up an

d ch
ok

ed h
er—

th
e sam

e feelin
g sh

e used to h
ave in

 fourth
 


