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quick
ly beh

in
d h

er w
ith

 a sw
ift slap to h

er back
side th

at h
ad h

er yelpin
g. 

H
e sh

oved h
er sh

oulders in
to th

e m
attress, pulled h

er h
ips up, an

d 
push

ed again
st h

er again
. A

n
d from

 h
ere it w

as lik
e sh

e could feel every 
in

ch
 of h

im
. H

er dress yan
k

ed up, h
er k

n
ick

ers an
d h

is trousers th
e on

ly 
th

in
g betw

een
 th

em
. If h

e even
 still h

ad h
is trousers closed. Sh

e couldn
’t 

b
e sure. 

Sh
e pan

ted in
to th

e com
forter, fin

gers scram
blin

g for som
eth

in
g. A

n
-

yth
in

g. Sh
e tossed a pillow

 over h
er sh

oulder at h
im

, k
n

ow
in

g it didn
’t 

h
it its m

ark
. 

Sh
e struggled again

st th
e h

an
d on

 h
er spin

e as h
e rutted again

st h
er, 

pressin
g th

e m
ost in

tim
ate parts of th

em
selves togeth

er. 
“Y

ou k
n

ow
 h

ow
 I lik

e it w
h

en
 you figh

t.” 
T

ears push
ed again

st h
er eyelids. H

er body sagged in
to th

e m
attress, 

exh
austed. 
W

as h
e goin

g to pen
etrate h

er? 
H

er n
ails cut th

rough
 th

e sh
eets. H

e groan
ed, on

e h
an

d squeezin
g h

er 
h

ip, pressin
g deep bruises. 

A
n

d th
en

 th
e pressure let up. B

efore sh
e could scram

ble aw
ay, h

e 
flipped h

er on
to h

er back
. Sh

e reach
ed to claw

 at h
is face, h

is th
roat, h

er 
h

eartbeat in
 h

er stom
ach

. 
T

h
ey struggled w

ith
 each

 oth
er’s arm

s un
til h

e grabbed both
 of h

er 
h

an
ds, pin

n
in

g th
em

 to th
e m

attress an
d w

h
isperin

g a Stick
in

g C
h

arm
. 

H
e clim

bed over h
er h

ips, h
oldin

g h
er legs dow

n
 w

ith
 h

is w
eigh

t. 
Sh

e jerk
ed h

er torso an
d caugh

t sigh
t of h

is eyes. 
D

ead. 
Irises black

 w
ith

 arousal. 
B

ut th
ere w

as n
o glin

t of en
joym

en
t. 

W
h

en
 h

e caugh
t h

er starin
g, h

e sm
irk

ed dow
n

 at h
er, grabbed h

er jaw
, 

an
d said, “Y

ou w
an

t m
e to fuck

 your m
outh

 again
, G

ran
ger?” 

H
er eyes w

en
t w

ide. Sh
e suck

ed in
 air. “D

raco—
” 

H
e push

ed h
is palm

 again
st h

er m
outh

, silen
cin

g h
er. “N

ot in
terested 
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foun
d n

oth
in

g. 
A

lth
ough

 riflin
g th

rough
 h

is draw
ers w

as a clear breach
 of privacy, an

d 
expressly again

st w
h

at N
arcissa h

ad requested of h
er, sh

e h
ad bigger issues 

to w
orry about. Sh

e sh
oved aside h

er guilt an
d pulled open

 th
e n

ext 
draw

er. 
L

aid on
 top of oth

er greys an
d black

s w
as th

e blue jum
per h

e’d w
orn

 
w

eek
s ago w

h
ile sippin

g on
 cold tea in

 h
er bedroom

, as sh
e recovered from

 
h

er electrocution
. It w

as soft. 
Sh

e pulled open
 th

e draw
ers again

st th
e w

all an
d blush

ed to fin
d h

is 
trun

k
s. B

lack
. O

f course. T
h

e n
ext draw

er w
as filled w

ith
 sock

s. A
n

 in
or-

din
ate am

oun
t of sock

s. Sh
e rolled h

er eyes. 
T

h
e bottom

 draw
er h

ad extra blan
k

ets an
d a black

 sh
oebox. Sh

e pried 
th

e top open
 an

d foun
d h

er ow
n

 face starin
g back

 at h
er. 

H
er fin

gers froze. H
er h

eart seized. A
 cold ch

ill ran
 across h

er sh
oul-

ders an
d dow

n
 h

er back
. 

M
U

G
G
L

E
-
B

O
R
N

S
 
W

A
N

T
E
D
 
F

O
R
 
I
N

T
E
R
-

R
O
G
A
T
I
O
N

 

It w
as th

e article prin
ted w

h
en

 sh
e w

as on
 th

e run
 last year, m

ark
in

g h
er 

as a priority for th
e M

uggle-B
orn

 R
egistration

 C
om

m
ission

. 
Sh

e w
atch

ed h
er im

age turn
, an

 old picture th
ey’d used from

 th
e n

igh
t 

at th
e D

epartm
en

t of M
ysteries on

ce th
e press h

ad arrived. Sh
e w

as covered 
in

 blood, sw
eat, an

d dirt. Sh
e look

ed feral. 
H

er h
ead spun

, an
d sh

e cen
tered h

erself. 
T

h
ere w

as a
 draw

er in
 D

raco M
alfoy’s bedroom

 th
at con

tain
ed a sh

oe-
box

. In
side th

at sh
oebox

 w
as a picture of h

er. 
Sh

e squeezed th
e lid of th

e box betw
een

 h
er fin

gers, tryin
g to m

ak
e 

sen
se of it. 
O

th
er scraps of paper lay ben

eath
. H

er sh
ak

in
g h

an
d reach

ed. 
“M

iss n
eeds som

eth
in

g?” 
Jum

pin
g, sm

ack
in

g h
er h

ead on
 th

e top of th
e dresser, sh

e turn
ed

 to 
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see a portly m
ale elf in

 th
e closet doorw

ay h
oldin

g lin
en

s. 
“E

r, n
o, I w

as just…
” sh

e stam
m

ered, sw
iftly closin

g th
e box an

d 
draw

er. T
h

e elf stared at h
er, w

aitin
g for an

 an
sw

er. H
erm

ion
e focused on

 
th

e bedsh
eets. “A

re th
ey h

om
e?” 

T
h

e ch
ubby little elf look

ed dow
n

 sadly. “N
o. M

ippy ask
s B

oppy to 
brin

g fresh
 sh

eets.” 
Sh

e stood. “Is M
ippy h

ere?” 
B

oppy sh
ook

 h
is h

ead again
. “Just calls for B

oppy.” 
“D

id you see th
em

?” sh
e ask

ed, sudden
ly desperate. “W

as h
e recover-

in
g? O

r—
?” 

“B
oppy on

ly sees M
ippy. M

aster an
d M

issus is beh
in

d a door.” 
“W

h
at door? W

h
ere?” 

H
e stared up at h

er, eyes w
aterin

g. “B
oppy is n

ot to say. B
oppy is just to 

ch
an

ge sh
eets.” Sh

iftin
g on

 h
is feet in

 h
is little pillow

case, h
e said, “M

iss 
n

eeds h
elp w

ith
 som

eth
in

g?” 
H

erm
ion

e pressed h
er lips togeth

er, m
in

d spin
n

in
g w

ith
 all th

e n
ew

 
in

form
ation

. “N
o, n

o. I’ll just…
 h

ead back
 to m

in
e. M

y room
, th

at is.” 
Sh

e forced a sm
ile at B

oppy as sh
e exited, turn

in
g left an

d fallin
g in

to 
h

er bedroom
 to lean

 back
 on

 th
e door. It w

as larger th
an

 D
raco’s. Sh

e 
follow

ed th
e fram

e separatin
g h

er sleepin
g area from

 h
er livin

g space. 
T

h
ese h

ad been
 tw

o room
s, an

d som
eon

e h
ad k

n
ock

ed dow
n

 th
e w

all be-
tw

een
. 

Sh
e blin

k
ed, rearran

gin
g th

e ideas in
 h

er m
in

d. 
T

h
ere w

as a
 draw

er in
 D

raco M
alfoy’s bedroom

 th
at con

tain
ed a sh

oe-
box

. In
side th

at sh
oebox

 w
as a picture of h

er. 
A

 n
ew

spaper article, sh
e corrected. From

 alm
ost a year ago. M

ark
in

g 
h

er as a w
an

ted w
om

an
. 

C
om

bin
g h

er m
in

d for w
h

at sh
e rem

em
bered of th

at article, sh
e 

look
ed out th

e large w
in

dow
s to th

e pon
d. L

upin
 h

ad told th
em

 about th
e 

M
uggle-B

orn
 

R
egistration

 
C

om
m

ission
 

last 
year, 

before 
th

ey 
w

en
t 

H
orcrux h

un
tin

g. T
h

is article h
ad an

n
oun

ced h
er im

portan
ce. It h

ad told 
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h
er ow

n
. 

T
h

e rin
g th

at h
ad sliced h

er lip open
 w

h
en

 h
e’d h

it h
er. N

ot because 
h

e’d w
an

ted to, but... 
W

h
y h

ad h
e pin

ch
ed h

er? 
H

e grun
ted in

to h
er ear. 

T
h

is sim
ulation

 served a purpose. Sh
e just h

ad to figure out w
h

at it w
as. 

O
n

e h
an

d on
 h

er h
ip, tuggin

g h
er back

w
ard, pullin

g h
er feet back

 a 
step w

ith
 h

im
 w

h
ile h

is oth
er h

an
d h

eld h
er upper body to th

e w
all. H

e 
k

ick
ed h

er an
k

le out, w
iden

in
g h

er stan
ce. T

h
e an

gle brough
t h

is h
ard 

len
gth

 closer to h
er cen

ter, an
d sh

e gasped. 
H

is h
an

d pin
ch

ed h
er again

, h
arder. Sh

e jerk
ed, rubbin

g h
erself on

 
h

im
 acciden

tally. 
“Y

ou lik
e th

at?” h
e h

um
m

ed beh
in

d h
er. H

e slam
m

ed h
is h

ips to h
ers, 

sh
ak

in
g h

er. 
Sh

e look
ed dow

n
, tryin

g to figure out w
h

at w
as h

appen
in

g betw
een

 
th

em
. W

h
at it w

as sh
e w

as supposed to lik
e—

 
H

is h
an

d in
 h

er h
air, tw

istin
g h

er h
ead before sh

e could look
. H

er n
eck

 
tw

in
ged, an

d sh
e w

in
ced at th

e pain
. H

is fin
gers tugged h

er lock
s, an

d th
e 

dam
 in

side h
er burst. 

A
dren

alin
e sk

yrock
eted th

rough
 h

er vein
s. H

er h
an

ds reach
ed back

, 
scratch

in
g at th

e h
an

d in
 h

er h
air, slappin

g at an
y in

ch
 of h

im
 sh

e could 
reach

. Sh
e h

eard a few
 h

its con
n

ect. H
er legs tw

isted to k
ick

 at h
im

. 
H

e ch
uck

led an
d grabbed

 h
er aroun

d th
e w

aist, liftin
g h

er off th
e 

groun
d an

d carryin
g h

er back
 as sh

e th
rash

ed. 
H

er w
orld w

iden
ed. T

h
e w

h
ole room

 visible, in
stead of just th

e w
all. 

Sh
e saw

 every w
eapon

 sh
e could use if on

ly sh
e could reach

 th
em

. 
H

er legs k
ick

ed at h
im

, grun
tin

g an
d pan

tin
g. Sh

e con
n

ected w
ith

 th
e 

corn
er of th

e w
in

gback
 ch

air, an
d it tum

bled to th
e groun

d. A
n

d th
en

 
sh

e faced th
e bed, an

d h
e dropped h

er dow
n

 in
to h

er com
fortable m

attress 
an

d pillow
s, w

h
ere sh

e’d foun
d san

ctuary for th
e past few

 m
on

th
s. 

Sh
e tried to turn

 aroun
d to use h

er arm
s an

d legs on
 h

im
, but h

e w
as 
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is h
ips rolled again

st h
er, pressin

g h
er in

to th
e w

all. H
er 

breath
 h

itch
ed, w

ak
in

g h
er brain

. Sh
e push

ed back
 again

, 
strugglin

g again
st h

is ch
est, tw

istin
g h

er body aw
ay from

 th
e 

w
all. 

H
e h

eld h
er still, breath

in
g h

ard in
to h

er h
air. O

n
e h

an
d h

eld h
er arm

 
again

st th
e w

all, th
e oth

er quick
ly slith

ered dow
n

 h
er stom

ach
, an

d as h
is 

h
ips can

ted in
to h

er again
, h

e pin
ch

ed th
e sk

in
 on

 h
er h

ip so sh
arply sh

e 
yelped. 

A
 dream

y sigh
 again

st h
er n

eck
, lik

e som
eth

in
g divin

e h
ad h

appen
ed. 

Sh
e blin

k
ed quick

ly, w
on

derin
g w

h
at th

e pin
ch

 w
as for. H

e rolled h
is h

ips 
again

, h
is erection

 pressin
g h

arder in
to h

er. H
e pin

ch
ed h

er again
. 

Sh
e squeak

ed. 
“M

alfoy,” sh
e begged, “w

h
at are you—

” 
“T

ak
e m

y cock
 so good, don

’t you.” 
H

er body froze. H
e push

ed again
st h

er again
, groan

in
g, lik

e h
e…

 
L

ik
e th

ey…
 

B
oth

 h
is h

an
ds cam

e to cover h
ers on

 th
e w

all. 
“Y

ou lik
e th

is, G
ran

ger?” H
is voice lilted. “Y

ou lik
e it w

h
en

 I fuck
 

you?” 
Sh

e sw
allow

ed, brain
 spin

n
in

g. 
H

is fin
gers laced betw

een
 h

ers, pressin
g h

er dow
n

. 
“Y

ou’re so w
et for m

e.” 
T

h
at couldn

’t possibly be. H
e w

asn
’t…

 h
e didn

’t h
ave access to…

 
Sh

e braced h
erself again

st th
e w

all, tryin
g to gath

er h
er w

its as h
is h

ips 
rolled in

to h
er. H

er gaze lan
ded on

 th
e rin

g on
 h

is th
um

b
, pressin

g over 

H
 

C
h
a
p
te

r
 11 

17
5
 

th
e w

orld th
at sh

e w
as w

an
ted —

 th
at w

h
oever procured h

er w
ould b

e 
h

eld in
 h

igh
 regard, possibly even

 paid h
an

dsom
ely. 

A
n

d D
raco M

alfoy h
ad a copy of it h

idden
 aw

ay in
 h

is room
, in

 a lo-
cation

 on
e w

ould k
eep trin

k
ets or fon

d old m
em

ories. 
Sh

e felt th
e cool w

ood of th
e door again

st h
er back

, h
er h

eated sk
in

 
calm

in
g. C

oun
tin

g h
er fin

gers, coun
tin

g h
er b

reath
s, coun

tin
g th

e trees 
sh

e could see in
 th

e distan
ce. Sh

e push
ed aside th

e an
xiety of bein

g caugh
t 

sn
oopin

g. Sh
e push

ed aside th
e con

cern
 over a door beyon

d w
h

ich
 N

ar-
cissa an

d L
ucius w

ere stan
din

g guard over th
eir son

. 
Sh

e push
ed aside th

e feelin
g of fam

iliarity. T
h

e m
em

ory of cuttin
g out 

an
 article in

 th
e P

roph
et featurin

g h
is sm

irk
 an

d grey eyes, brigh
t in

 th
e 

black
 an

d w
h

ite prin
t, an

d tuck
in

g it in
to h

er H
ogw

arts trun
k

. 
B

ecause th
is w

as w
ar. A

n
d w

ar h
ad n

o room
 for h

er ch
ildish

 fan
tasies. 

So, w
h

at w
ould th

e M
alfoys gain

 b
y buyin

g h
er at th

e A
uction

? Sh
e w

as 
valuable, of course. T

o both
 sides an

d for differen
t reason

s. H
er purpose 

h
ad been

 served for th
e D

eath
 E

aters: en
tertain

m
en

t, h
um

iliation
, a sym

-
bol of h

ope reduced to a w
h

ore. B
ut to th

e O
rder…

 sh
e still w

as in
credibly 

valuable. W
as it possible th

e M
alfoys w

ere prepared to play both
 sides of 

th
is w

ar? 
N

arcissa’s k
in

dn
ess, L

ucius’s in
form

ation
, D

raco’s con
cern

 for h
er. 

T
h

ey w
an

ted h
er to learn

 O
cclum

en
cy. T

h
ey w

an
ted h

er alive, un
-

h
arm

ed, an
d un

touch
ed. T

h
ey w

an
ted h

er to play a part w
h

en
 V

oldem
ort 

visited. 
B

ut th
ey w

eren
’t playin

g both
 sides, sh

e rem
in

ded h
erself. L

ucius M
al-

foy h
ad just k

illed dozen
s at D

over C
astle, in

cludin
g C

h
arlie. Sh

ak
in

g h
er 

h
ead, an

d k
n

ock
in

g h
er sk

ull back
 again

st th
e door, sh

e refocused. Sh
e 

tried to th
in

k
 h

ow
 L

ucius M
alfoy th

in
k

s. 
If th

e D
eath

 E
aters fell, an

d th
e O

rder rose up again
, w

ould sh
e b

e ex-
pected to testify to th

eir treatm
en

t of h
er? 

H
er face in

 prin
t, tuck

ed aw
ay in

to a draw
er, lik

e it w
as a prized pos-

session
. E

ven
 n

ow
, sh

e w
as tuck

ed aw
ay in

 a suite in
 a fortress, safe as a 
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picture in
 a draw

er. 
Sh

e settled on
 on

e th
ough

t, boilin
g aw

ay all oth
er con

cern
s about 

m
agical suppressan

ts an
d tattoos an

d H
orcruxes un

til th
e crucible bub-

bled, an
d th

e n
ew

 question
s w

afted up from
 th

e cauldron
 of h

er m
in

d. 
H

ow
 lon

g h
ad th

e M
alfoys been

 plan
n

in
g for h

er? A
n

d w
h

at did th
ey 

expect h
er to do for th

em
? 

>
 

T
h

e n
ext m

orn
in

g, D
raco’s door w

as lock
ed. Sh

e rolled h
er eyes. 

“O
f course,” sh

e w
h

ispered
 to h

erself. 
Sh

e w
on

dered if B
oppy even

 n
eeded to brin

g fresh
 lin

en
s. 

E
very day for th

e rest of th
e w

eek
, sh

e tried D
raco

’s door. W
h

en
 it 

didn
’t budge, sh

e w
an

dered dow
n

stairs to try L
ucius’s study. Sh

e look
ed 

for L
ucius an

d N
arcissa’s bedroom

 in
 th

e oth
er w

in
g, but sh

e felt less in
-

clin
ed to in

trude upon
 N

arcissa’s person
al space. 

Sh
e th

rew
 caution

 to th
e w

in
d on

 th
e seven

th
 day of th

eir absen
ce an

d
 

began
 to reread th

e H
orcrux book

. T
h

ere w
as n

oth
in

g n
ew

. Sh
e n

ow
 k

n
ew

 
all th

e facets of m
ak

in
g H

orcruxes, but destroyin
g th

em
 still yielded th

e 
sam

e an
sw

ers. A
t n

igh
t, w

h
en

 h
er th

ough
ts w

ould drift to C
h

arlie or 
D

raco, sh
e’d recite th

e steps in
 h

er m
in

d un
til sh

e fell asleep. 
T

h
e w

ater im
agery in

 th
e O

cclum
en

cy book
 en

couraged h
er to exam

-
in

e th
e pon

d on
 th

e M
alfoy estate m

ore. 
T

h
in

k of a lake w
ith

 still w
aters. 

A
fter a w

eek
 of stan

din
g at h

er w
in

dow
s starin

g dow
n

 at th
e pon

d, sh
e 

fin
ally w

rapped h
erself again

st th
e aftern

oon
 w

in
d, an

d crossed th
e 

groun
ds to th

e grassy sh
ore. Sh

e plopped h
erself dow

n
 in

 th
e grass, drop-

pin
g several book

s n
ext to h

er. 
G

azin
g at th

e w
ater’s surface, H

erm
ion

e block
ed th

e soun
ds an

d sm
ells 

aroun
d h

er, focusin
g on

 h
er sigh

t on
ly. 

T
h

e peacock
s brok

e h
er con

cen
tration

 as th
ey caw

ed for h
er atten

tion
. 

Sh
e jum

ped, turn
in

g to see on
e several paces from

 h
er, eyein

g h
er w

ith
 a 
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T
h

e slip pulled up over h
er back

side, an
d th

en
 h

is h
an

d w
as un

der-
n

eath
, sm

ooth
in

g h
is fin

gers up h
er spin

e un
til h

e foun
d th

e clasp of h
er 

bra. A
 sw

ift tw
ist, an

d th
e clasp w

as un
don

e. 
H

e dragged th
e strap dow

n
 on

e sh
oulder, h

is oth
er h

an
d still pressin

g 
h

er firm
 again

st th
e w

all. 
“Y

ou k
n

ow
 h

ow
 I feel about th

ese tits, G
ran

ger.” H
is voice rum

bled 
beh

in
d h

er, sh
ak

in
g h

er ribs. 
H

er h
eart stuttered, an

d h
er breath

 caugh
t. N

o…
 sh

e didn
’t. 

H
is fin

gers traced dow
n

 h
er arm

, curlin
g aroun

d h
er elb

ow
. H

is h
an

d 
on

 h
er ribs, fin

gers reach
in

g for h
er breast. 

T
h

is w
asn

’t righ
t. 

Som
eth

in
g w

as w
ron

g w
ith

 h
im

. 
Sh

e push
ed aw

ay from
 th

e w
all w

ith
 all h

er stren
gth

, jerk
in

g h
er h

ips 
back

 an
d tw

istin
g h

er body. 
H

is h
an

ds sn
apped to h

er h
ips, h

oldin
g h

er again
st th

e w
all w

h
ile h

is 
ch

est pressed to h
er back

. Sh
e felt h

is breath
 h

eavy on
 h

er n
eck

. 
“Frisk

y today.” 
Sh

e pan
ted, h

er foreh
ead

 pressin
g in

to th
e w

all an
d h

er palm
s still 

push
in

g h
er as far back

 as sh
e could. 

C
ould sh

e call for h
elp? W

ould N
arcissa h

ear? 
H

e pressed h
is h

ips forw
ard, an

d sh
e felt h

im
 h

ard again
st h

er back
side. 

H
er m

in
d blan

k
ed. A

 w
h

ite slate w
h

ere on
ce sh

e h
ad a brain

. 
D

raco w
as touch

in
g h

er. A
n

d h
e w

as aroused. A
n

d h
e w

as dan
gerous.
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H
e turn

ed to scow
l at h

er lazily, h
is eyes flin

ty an
d dan

gerous. Sh
e felt 

a ch
ill dow

n
 h

er spin
e. H

e’d m
ade h

er rem
ove h

er bra th
e last tim

e th
ey 

left th
e M

an
or, but w

h
at possible reason

 could th
ere b

e for w
an

tin
g h

er 
k

n
ick

ers off? 
H

e prow
led tow

ards h
er lik

e a jun
gle cat, an

d sh
e stood still as h

e drew
 

closer, aw
are of th

e grow
in

g poun
din

g in
 h

er ch
est. If sh

e h
adn

’t recog-
n

ized h
is m

ovem
en

ts, h
is carriage, th

e deft w
ay h

is fin
gers tw

irled h
is 

w
an

d, sh
e w

ould assum
e som

eon
e h

ad polyjuiced th
em

selves as D
raco 

M
alfoy. 
B

ut sh
e rem

em
bered th

ese eyes from
 sixth

 year. D
ifferen

t from
 h

is 
ow

n
. Som

eth
in

g sh
arp an

d m
erciless in

 th
em

. 
H

e stopped before h
er, h

is ch
est barely an

 in
ch

 from
 h

ers, forcin
g h

er 
h

ead to tilt back
. 

“O
r do I n

eed to tak
e th

em
 off m

yself,” h
e w

h
ispered, h

is breath
 dis-

turbin
g th

e curls on
 top of h

er h
ead. 

A
 tin

glin
g terror rock

eted th
rough

 h
er vein

s. Sh
e’d n

ever been
 truly 

afraid of h
im

 before. N
ot w

h
en

 h
e’d captured h

er in
 U

m
bridge’s office 

w
ith

 h
is h

an
d low

 on
 h

er stom
ach

, n
ot w

h
en

 h
is frien

ds h
ad been

 castin
g 

k
illin

g curses at h
er in

 th
e R

oom
 of R

equirem
en

t. 
Sh

e search
ed h

is eyes. 
H

is h
an

ds sh
ot out, grippin

g h
er elb

ow
s an

d spin
n

in
g h

er sw
iftly, h

er 
feet tan

glin
g w

ith
 each

 oth
er. H

er ch
est slam

m
ed

 in
to th

e w
all, h

er h
ead 

turn
in

g just in
 tim

e to k
eep from

 break
in

g h
er n

ose. T
h

e air left h
er lun

gs, 
an

d sh
e struggled to press back

. H
er h

an
ds flat on

 th
e w

all, but h
e pressed 

on
e palm

 to th
e cen

ter of h
er sh

oulder blades. 
Sh

e gasped, m
in

d w
ork

in
g quick

ly over h
er option

s. 
H

e w
as provin

g a poin
t. 

O
r sh

e’d an
gered h

im
 beyon

d an
yth

in
g sh

e’d experien
ced. 

O
r th

is w
as som

e k
in

d of dark
 m

agic, seducin
g h

im
 an

d tw
istin

g h
im

. 
H

is fin
gers on

 h
er low

 back
, pluck

in
g at th

e satin
 slip, pullin

g it up, up. 
H

er eyes w
ide, starin

g at h
er cream

 colored w
all. 
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tw
itch

in
g h

ead. 
“A

m
 I on

 your turf?” sh
e said w

ith
 a sm

ile. 
H

e tilted h
is h

ead at h
er an

d th
en

 w
an

dered dow
n

 to th
e w

ater, dip-
pin

g h
is h

ead to drin
k

. Sh
e w

atch
ed th

e tw
o oth

ers slip dow
n

 th
e ban

k
, 

sh
ufflin

g closer to h
er. 

Just like a M
alfoy m

an
, sh

e th
ough

t. R
uin

in
g h

er con
cen

tration
 and 

draw
in

g h
er focus to h

im
. 

Sh
e took

 h
er book

s, leavin
g th

e sh
ore for th

e peacock
s, an

d circled th
e 

perim
eter of th

e gazebo. It w
as as large as h

er ch
ildh

ood bedroom
, if n

ot 
larger. R

om
an

 m
arble pillars supported a dom

e of in
tricately design

ed 
glass an

d iron
, m

agic-m
ade if sh

e h
ad to guess. 

A
scen

din
g th

e stairs, sh
e perch

ed on
 a ben

ch
 look

in
g out over th

e w
a-

ter an
d open

ed U
n

desirable N
o. 3, th

e th
ird in

 th
e series. Sh

e’d decided to 
give h

erself a break
 from

 h
er usual readin

g today. T
h

e pages fell open
 to 

h
er book

m
ark

, but sh
e stared out at th

e pon
d. 

T
h

in
k of a lake w

ith
 still w

aters. 
A

 breeze k
issed th

e surface, ripplin
g th

e w
ater. H

erm
ion

e focused on
 

th
e depth

s below
, still n

ot visible even
 after th

e in
trusion

. 
T

h
e sun

 dipped low
er as sh

e m
editated, h

er fin
gers tuck

ed in
 th

e pages, 
an

d h
er th

ough
ts far aw

ay. 
“Y

ou’ve m
astered m

editation
, I see.” 

Sh
e blin

k
ed at th

e pon
d, th

e voice beck
on

in
g h

er m
in

d forw
ard. T

urn
-

in
g, sh

e foun
d D

raco stan
din

g in
 th

e m
iddle of th

e gazebo starin
g at h

er. 
Sh

e stum
bled to h

er feet, th
e G

ain
sw

orth
 book

 fallin
g from

 h
er lap. A

 
flurry of m

ovem
en

t as sh
e retrieved it an

d h
e stepped forw

ard. 
Stan

din
g tall again

, th
e book

 h
eld tigh

tly in
 h

er h
an

ds, sh
e m

et h
is 

eyes. 
“Y

ou’re back
.” 

“Y
es, just tw

en
ty m

in
utes ago.” 

H
er eyes scan

n
ed h

im
. N

ot in
 h

is D
eath

 E
ater robes. C

om
fortable 

trousers an
d a button

ed sh
irt. N

ot a h
air out of place. N

ot a scratch
 or 
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trem
or or bloody stain

. B
ut h

is left arm
—

h
e h

eld it across h
is stom

ach
 as 

if it w
as in

 a slin
g. 

“Y
our arm

.” Sh
e stepped tow

ard h
im

 an
d stopped. Sh

e w
atch

ed h
is 

th
roat bob. “W

h
at h

appen
ed to it?” 

“A
n

 in
jury,” h

e said quick
ly. “I apologize you w

ere left alon
e—

” 
“W

h
at k

in
d of in

jury.” 
H

e look
ed dow

n
 at h

is sh
oulder. “A

n
 A

cid H
ex th

at turn
ed in

w
ard. M

y 
bon

es n
eeded to b

e regrow
n

. I’m
 alm

ost h
ealed. I just sh

ouldn
’t use m

y 
arm

 for a few
 m

ore days.” 
A

n
 A

cid H
ex. H

erm
ion

e sw
allow

ed, visualizin
g h

ow
 close it m

igh
t 

h
ave com

e to h
is h

eart. A
n

d th
en

 sh
e rem

em
b

ered D
over. A

n
d th

e people 
h

is fath
er h

ad k
illed. 

Sh
e closed dow

n
 h

er con
cern

 an
d joy at seein

g h
im

 alive. “D
id it h

ap-
pen

 at D
over?” 

H
is eyes sn

apped up from
 th

e path
 th

ey w
ere tak

in
g over h

er clavicles. 
H

e exam
in

ed h
er, an

d th
en

 it seem
ed to daw

n
 on

 h
im

. 
“Is M

iss Sk
eeter prin

tin
g again

?” 
“Y

es,” sh
e sn

apped. “It w
as th

e m
ost in

form
ation

 I’ve received in
 

w
eek

s.” 
H

e lifted a brow
 at h

er. “I’m
 sure h

alf of it w
as true. P

rob
ably on

ly a 
quarter n

ow
 th

at th
e D

ark
 L

ord is breath
in

g dow
n

 h
er n

eck
.” 

“So is it true th
at C

h
arlie W

easley is dead?” Sh
e could h

ear th
e blood 

rush
in

g th
rough

 h
er ears. “O

r is th
at a lie too?” 

“H
e’s dead.” T

h
e an

sw
er w

as sw
ift an

d m
erciless. H

is eyes w
ere cold. 

A
 h

eavy w
eigh

t settled in
 h

er ch
est. “A

n
d your fath

er k
illed h

im
?” 

“T
h

is is a w
ar, G

ran
ger.” H

e stepped closer to h
er, an

d sh
e n

oticed th
at 

h
e w

obbled on
 h

is left leg. “O
r h

ave you forgotten
?” 

“T
h

e w
ar is w

on
,” sh

e h
issed. “Y

ou w
on

. B
ut of course, you w

on
’t stop 

un
til every last on

e of us is dead or in
 ch

ain
s.” 

“R
igh

t. L
et m

e just call off m
y arm

ies, G
ran

ger.” H
e sh

ook
 h

is h
ead at 

h
er, scow

lin
g. “D

id you really th
in

k
 th

e D
ark

 L
ord w

as goin
g to allow
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up from
 h

er w
in

gback
 ch

air, startled to see h
im

 in
 th

e doorw
ay. 

H
e usually k

n
ock

ed. 
“Y

es?” 
H

e stared dow
n

 at h
er, h

is m
outh

 in
 a h

ard lin
e. “G

et ch
an

ged. Som
e-

th
in

g presen
table.” 

Sh
e blin

k
ed dow

n
 at h

erself. Sh
e w

as in
 leggin

gs an
d a jum

per. Sh
e sup-

posed sh
e w

asn
’t quite prepared for com

pan
y, b

ut sh
e didn

’t expect to h
ave 

an
y. Sh

e stood, closin
g h

er book
. “W

h
ere are w

e goin
g?” 

H
e w

as silen
t. Sh

e rolled h
er eyes an

d h
eaded to h

er w
ardrob

e. Sh
e 

look
ed at h

im
 as sh

e pulled open
 th

e doors, liftin
g a brow

. “A
n

y requests?” 
A

 flick
 of h

is fin
gers an

d som
eth

in
g satin

 barreled forw
ard in

to h
er 

face. Sh
e pluck

ed it off of h
er h

ead an
d glared at h

im
. It w

as a slip. P
racti-

cally a n
égligée. 

“B
e quick

 about it,” h
e said, w

ords sh
ort an

d ch
illed. Sh

e closed h
er 

m
outh

, bitin
g back

 h
er retort. H

e turn
ed to eye h

er book
sh

elves as sh
e 

exited to th
e bath

room
. 

Som
eth

in
g w

as w
ron

g. H
e w

as un
der som

e k
in

d of stress or…
 Sh

e sh
ook

 
h

er h
ead, sw

allow
in

g h
er appreh

en
sion

. H
e’d gotten

 h
er th

is far, h
adn

’t 
h

e? So w
h

at if h
e w

as in
 a b

ad m
ood. Sh

e’d seen
 w

orse. 
Sh

e sh
uck

ed h
er leggin

gs an
d jum

per, pullin
g th

e satin
 over h

erself. 
Sh

e grim
aced at h

er reflection
, look

in
g m

uch
 m

ore lik
e a w

h
ore – re-

m
in

din
g h

er of h
er place outside of th

e M
an

or. Sh
e pulled th

e slip up, 
tigh

ten
in

g th
e straps over h

er bra, sm
ooth

in
g th

e fabric over h
er k

n
ick

-
ers. W

h
en

 sh
e cam

e out of th
e bath

room
, h

e w
as still starin

g at th
e book

-
sh

elf, un
blin

k
in

g. Sh
e m

oved to th
e door, ready to follow

 h
im

. 
“W

h
o gave you perm

ission
 to w

ear th
ose un

dergarm
en

ts?” 
Sh

e tripped over th
e carpets, stoppin

g an
d starin

g back
 at h

im
. 

“E
xcuse m

e?” Sh
e glared at th

e back
 of h

is h
ead. H

ow
 dare h

e—
 

“T
ak

e th
em

 off.” 
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drain
in

g.” 
Sh

e blin
k

ed to fin
d h

im
 starin

g dow
n

 at h
er, body close an

d fin
gers 

still ligh
t on

 h
er arm

. H
e w

obbled on
 h

is feet, look
in

g pale. 
“Y

ou’re still in
jured,” sh

e said. “Y
ou sh

ould b
e careful as w

ell.” 
H

is eyes dan
ced over h

er face, a h
in

t of a sm
irk

 on
 h

is lips. “W
e’re quite 

a pair, aren
’t w

e?” 
H

er sk
in

 tin
gled even

 after h
is fin

gers lifted from
 h

er arm
. H

e offered
 

to accom
pan

y h
er back

 to h
er room

 so sh
e could rest. Sh

e could feel th
e 

air betw
een

 th
em

 as th
ey w

alk
ed, every soun

d of footsteps on
 th

e m
arble 

ech
oin

g in
 h

er m
in

d. T
h

ey w
ere slow

 to clim
b

 th
e stairs, h

is ribs still h
eal-

in
g an

d h
er h

ead still th
rob

bin
g, but at every corn

er th
ey turn

ed sh
e could 

h
ave sw

orn
 sh

e felt th
e gh

ost of a h
an

d on
 h

er back
, guidin

g h
er, steady-

in
g h

er. 
H

e w
alk

ed h
er to h

er door, an
d perh

aps it w
as h

er poun
din

g h
ead th

at 
m

ade h
er dizzy w

ith
 th

e ludicrous com
parison

 th
at h

e’d just w
alk

ed h
er 

back
 to h

er flat at th
e en

d of a date. H
is eyes drifted over h

er as sh
e n

odded 
at h

im
 in

 th
an

k
s, an

d w
h

en
 sh

e sh
ut h

er door, sh
e lean

ed up again
st th

e 
cool w

ood, listen
in

g for h
is delayed footsteps back

 to h
is ow

n
 room

, try-
in

g n
ot to th

in
k

 about h
ow

 h
is lips m

igh
t h

ave felt again
st h

ers if h
e’d 

claim
ed th

em
 in

 a goodn
igh

t k
iss. 

Sh
e w

ok
e th

e n
ext m

orn
in

g to a large pot of coffee at h
er bedside table. 

>
 

Sh
e didn

’t see D
raco in

 person
 for several days. B

y th
e th

ird day, it grim
ly 

occurred to h
er th

at h
e m

igh
t h

ave join
ed L

ucius, w
h

erever h
e w

as. Sh
e 

con
cen

trated on
 h

er O
cclum

en
cy to k

eep h
erself busy, steadily in

creasin
g 

h
er en

duran
ce an

d tryin
g out oth

er tech
n

iques as w
ell. W

h
en

 sh
e ex-

h
austed h

erself after a day of practicin
g, sh

e’d curl up w
ith

 on
e of h

er fic-
tion

 book
s, allow

in
g h

erself an
 h

our or tw
o of peace an

d rest. 
Sh

e w
as in

 th
e m

iddle of readin
g h

er secon
d favorite D

ick
en

s on
 th

e 
fourth

 day of D
raco’s absen

ce w
h

en
 h

er bedroom
 door open

ed. Sh
e look

ed 
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an
yon

e to escape th
e U

.K
.?” 

“Y
es, h

ow
 silly of m

e,” sh
e m

ock
ed. “Y

ou’re n
ot in

 ch
arge of an

yth
in

g. 
L

east of all your ow
n

 action
s.” 

“H
ow

 in
 M

erlin
’s n

am
e is th

is m
y fault? It w

as m
y fath

er w
h

o sen
t th

e 
K

illin
g C

urse—
” 

“Just because a few
 people w

ere tryin
g to escape—

” 
“N

o, to k
ill th

e m
an

 w
h

o’d tried to m
urder h

is son
.” 

H
erm

ion
e’s lips open

ed. A
n

d closed. 
C

h
arlie W

easley h
ad sen

t a deadly A
cid C

urse? 
“H

e w
ouldn

’t do th
at,” sh

e said, but sh
e could h

ear h
er voice trem

ble. 
“Y

ou don
’t k

n
ow

 h
im

 an
ym

ore.” D
raco sn

eered at h
er. “Y

ou don
’t 

k
n

ow
 an

y of th
em

. I’ve n
ever seen

 so m
uch

 dark
 m

agic. N
ot even

 at th
e 

B
attle of H

ogw
arts.” 

Sh
e sw

allow
ed, feelin

g h
er stom

ach
 ch

urn
 an

d tum
ble as h

er fin
gers 

dug in
to th

e spin
e of h

er book
. Sh

e felt a desperate n
eed to turn

 th
e con

-
versation

 aw
ay. 

“A
n

d h
ow

 m
an

y people did you k
ill at D

over C
astle?” 

“Y
ou’ll b

e glad to h
ear th

at I on
ly sen

t off a Jelly-L
egs Jin

x before I w
as 

h
it.” H

e frow
n

ed at h
er an

d sh
ifted on

 h
is feet. 

“I’ll b
e glad th

at you didn
’t h

ave th
e ch

an
ce to in

crease your death
 

toll?” sh
e said. “L

ik
e th

at’s som
e k

in
d of accom

plish
m

en
t?” 

“I’ve on
ly k

illed on
e person

,” h
e sn

arled. “It w
as at th

e Fin
al B

attle.” 
Sh

e blin
k

ed at h
im

, tak
in

g in
 th

e in
form

ation
 before h

arden
in

g 
again

. “A
n

d h
ow

 did it feel? T
h

row
in

g K
illin

g C
urses at your classm

ates 
an

d teach
ers?” 

H
e sn

eered at h
er. “I’m

 surprised your lips are m
ovin

g at all, G
ran

ger, 
w

h
en

 it’s clear you’re talk
in

g out of your arse.” 
H

is eyes burn
ed in

to h
er, an

d sh
e h

uffed in
 frustration

. 
“P

lease en
ligh

ten
 m

e, M
alfoy. If th

ere are so m
an

y th
in

gs I’m
 un

aw
are 

of—
” 

H
e stepped in

to h
er, eyes flash

in
g, breath

 puffin
g on

 h
er face. 
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“I sliced T
h

orfin
n

 R
ow

le in
 h

alf an
d w

atch
ed h

im
 bleed out at m

y feet. 
I m

ade sure m
y face w

as th
e last th

in
g h

e saw
.” H

is ch
est h

eaved, an
d a 

breeze w
h

ipped betw
een

 th
em

. H
er eyes lock

ed on
to h

is, un
blin

k
in

g. 
“A

n
d I’d do it again

,” h
e said. 

T
h

e h
eat un

furlin
g from

 h
im

 w
as palpable, an

d sh
e could taste th

e 
dark

n
ess h

e spat at h
er. 

“W
h

y?” H
er voice crack

ed. 
H

e w
et h

is lips, an
d h

is eyes cast about h
er face before h

e replied, “H
e 

posed a th
reat to m

e.” 
H

er m
in

d spun
 w

ith
 th

e possibilities. If h
e h

ad been
 w

illin
g to k

ill a 
fellow

 D
eath

 E
ater, w

h
at did th

at m
ean

? W
as h

e n
ot as en

tren
ch

ed as 
sh

e’d assum
ed—

or w
as h

e m
ore ruth

less th
an

 sh
e’d allow

ed h
erself to im

-
agin

e? O
r h

ad it sim
ply been

 self-preservation
, an

 in
fam

ous M
alfoy trait? 

“A
n

y oth
er question

s, G
ran

ger?” h
e said sarcastically, but it w

as a w
h

is-
per in

 th
e space betw

een
 th

em
. 

M
illion

s, actually. 
“W

h
at w

ould h
ave h

appen
ed to m

e if you died?” sh
e ask

ed, w
atch

in
g 

h
is brow

s furrow
, an

d h
is eyes clear. “W

ould I h
ave gon

e back
 to A

uc-
tion

?” 
H

is face tw
itch

ed violen
tly, lik

e h
e’d been

 slapped. H
e stepped back

 
from

 h
er, eyes tracin

g h
er from

 top to bottom
, an

d h
e exh

aled sh
arply. 

B
lin

k
in

g, h
is m

ask
 fell back

 in
to place. 

“M
y m

oth
er w

ould h
ave tak

en
 care of you—

” 
“W

h
y w

ould your grievin
g m

oth
er spare a th

ough
t for m

e?” Sh
e lifted 

a brow
 at h

im
, w

aitin
g for h

im
 to con

firm
 h

er best th
eory. T

o adm
it th

at 
sh

e w
as a paw

n
. In

suran
ce. 

H
e sw

allow
ed. “Sh

e w
ouldn

’t h
ave let you go back

 to A
uction

.” B
ut h

e 
didn

’t soun
d con

vin
ced. H

e look
ed over h

er sh
oulder at th

e pon
d, an

d h
er 

con
fiden

ce faltered. 
“W

ould I h
ave been

 return
ed to D

oloh
ov?” 

H
is h

ead sn
apped back

 to h
er, an

d h
is eyes turn

ed h
ard as ston

e. “N
o. 
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floatin
g in

n
ocen

tly betw
een

 th
em

. 
Sh

e did prefer coffee. In
 fact, sh

e on
ly dran

k
 tea w

ith
 h

on
ey because 

sh
e’d seen

 h
im

 drin
k

in
g it for th

e past seven
 years. Som

e in
san

e n
otion

 to 
feel closer to h

im
. 

“W
e h

ave coffee,” h
e offered softly, eyes still on

 th
e book

. 
“T

h
an

k
 you. I’ll…

 I’ll ask
 for coffee n

ext tim
e.” Sh

e w
an

ted to pry, to 
dig in

to th
is ob

servation
. B

ut sh
e h

ad m
ore pressin

g question
s w

h
ile sh

e 
h

ad h
im

 h
ere. “H

ow
 is P

an
sy?” 

Sh
e w

atch
ed h

is eyes h
arden

. A
 sw

ift close of th
e book

. “Sh
e’s dead.” 

“H
ow

?” 
“Sh

e w
as k

illed for h
er disloyalty to th

e D
ark

 L
ord.” 

Sh
e frow

n
ed, w

atch
in

g h
im

 closely. “T
h

ose w
ere Z

abin
i’s exact w

ords 
as w

ell. C
urious.” 

H
is eyes sn

apped to h
er. “W

h
en

 did you speak
 to B

laise?” T
h

ere w
as a 

bite in
 h

is w
ords, an

d sh
e felt th

e ice from
 h

is eyes. 
“H

e stopped b
y. E

n
tered m

y room
 an

d dran
k

 m
y tea w

ith
out a care in

 
th

e w
orld.” Sh

e sh
ifted in

 h
er seat, liftin

g a brow
 at D

raco’s dark
 expres-

sion
. “H

ow
 did you adjust th

e w
ards after your aun

t’s visit?” 
H

is jaw
 clen

ch
ed. “It’s based on

 in
ten

t to h
arm

.” 
“A

n
d you still w

on
’t tell m

e w
h

y it is th
at th

e M
alfoy fam

ily h
as n

o 
in

ten
t to h

arm
 m

e?” 
H

is lips pressed togeth
er, refusin

g to an
sw

er. Sh
e sigh

ed, sh
oulders sag-

gin
g. 
“W

ell, if you could also in
clude ‘in

ten
t to pester,’ th

at w
ould b

e m
uch

 
appreciated.” 

T
h

e blood rush
ed to h

er h
ead as sh

e m
oved to stan

d. T
h

e O
cclum

en
cy 

h
ad drain

ed h
er far m

ore th
an

 sh
e’d th

ough
t, an

d sh
e stum

bled back
 

again
st th

e arm
 of th

e ch
air. 

A
 h

an
d on

 h
er elb

ow
. H

er h
ead poun

ded as sh
e squeezed h

er eyes sh
ut, 

registerin
g th

at D
raco w

as touch
in

g h
er. W

h
en

 sh
e open

ed h
er eyes an

d 
righ

ted h
erself, h

e said, “Y
ou sh

ould b
e careful n

ext tim
e. It can

 b
e very 
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“L
ook

 at m
e.” 

Sh
e felt th

e com
m

an
d in

 h
er bon

es. T
urn

in
g h

er h
ead to h

im
, fin

din
g 

h
is grey eyes, sh

e saw
 h

im
 tw

itch
 at th

e sigh
t of h

er. H
e look

ed dow
n

 at 
th

e book
 in

 h
er lap, th

en
 back

 up at h
er. 

H
erm

ion
e saw

 h
im

 th
rough

 a h
aze, recogn

izin
g h

im
, but also failin

g 
to place h

im
. H

er body filled w
ith

 cotton
, h

er h
ead filled w

ith
 dust. 

Sh
e blin

k
ed, an

d it w
as lik

e h
e sw

am
 back

 in
to focus. D

raco M
alfoy 

stood n
ext to h

er, starin
g dow

n
 at h

er w
ith

 con
cern

. 
H

er book
sh

elf crack
ed, an

d th
e texts fell open

 at h
er feet. 

Sh
e suck

ed in
 a deep breath

, an
d h

is bare ch
est, h

is brok
en

 ribs, h
is 

bloody lips, h
is cool eyes —

 th
ey all fell off th

e sh
elf. 

H
er eyes stun

g, as if sh
e’d look

ed directly in
to th

e sun
. Sh

e pin
ch

ed 
th

em
 closed an

d pressed h
er h

an
d over h

er foreh
ead, block

in
g out th

e 
ligh

t. 
Sh

e felt th
e advan

ced O
cclum

en
cy book

 slith
er aw

ay from
 h

er lap, 
lifted aw

ay from
 h

er. 
“Y

ou’re too expressive for th
is specific tech

n
ique,” h

e m
uttered. “It w

ill 
b

e ob
vious th

at som
eth

in
g is w

ron
g w

ith
 you.” Sh

e listen
ed to h

im
 turn

 
th

e page, an
d th

en
 close th

e book
 w

ith
 a sn

ap. “Y
ou sk

ipped in
term

ediate 
studies?” 

“O
f course,” sh

e said, h
er lips pullin

g in
 th

e gh
ost of a sm

irk
. H

er h
ead 

spun
. Sh

e felt lik
e sh

e’d been
 aw

ak
e for days. “D

id you expect an
yth

in
g 

less of m
e?” 

H
er eyes slipped open

, starin
g at th

e pon
d th

rough
 th

e w
in

dow
 again

. 
Sh

e tried to grasp on
to th

e idea of still w
aters, calm

in
g h

er racin
g m

in
d, 

but h
er en

ergy w
as depleted. 

“It can
 b

e exh
austin

g,” h
e said, barely a w

h
isper. 

Sh
e n

odded, drow
sin

ess in
 h

er vein
s. “I’ll just ask

 th
e k

itch
en

s for tea.” 
A

 pause. A
n

d th
en

: “Y
ou don

’t drin
k

 coffee an
ym

ore?” 
H

er m
in

d startled to atten
tion

. Sh
e look

ed up at h
im

. H
e w

as flippin
g 

th
rough

 th
e pages of an

oth
er advan

ced O
cclum

en
cy book

, h
is question
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H
e h

as n
o claim

 on
 you an

y lon
ger.” Sh

e felt a ch
ill across h

er sh
oulders, 

an
d th

e sam
e dark

n
ess rolled off of h

im
 again

. “Y
ou don

’t n
eed to w

orry 
about D

oloh
ov.” 

Sh
e look

ed up in
to h

is dark
 eyes, search

in
g for th

e source of it all. 
“W

h
at did you give h

im
 in

 exch
an

ge for m
e?” 

H
is jaw

 tigh
ten

ed. T
h

e pull sh
e felt for h

im
, lik

e a strin
g vibratin

g, 
tugged as sh

e w
aited for h

im
 to tell h

er th
e truth

 or a lie. 
“T

h
e on

e th
in

g h
e w

an
ted m

ore th
an

 you.” 
H

er h
eart poun

ded an
d h

er breath
 left h

er as h
er m

in
d w

ork
ed 

th
rough

 all th
e possibilities. “W

h
y? W

h
y buy m

e? W
h

y bid on
 m

e?” 
H

e took
 a breath

, an
d sh

e prepared h
erself for th

e ran
ge of an

sw
ers h

e 
could give. Sh

e th
ough

t of h
er face in

 h
is draw

er, h
er bedroom

 close to 
h

is, th
e w

ay h
e suck

ed poison
 out of h

er arm
. Sh

e th
ough

t of th
e esteem

 
sh

e brough
t th

e M
alfoy fam

ily, th
e w

ay V
oldem

ort h
ad cack

led w
h

en
 

D
raco boasted about th

e m
on

ey spen
t to obtain

 h
er. 

B
ut sh

e th
ough

t about th
e an

sw
er sh

e m
ost h

oped to h
ear, even

 for all 
of h

er logic, as h
is eyes turn

ed to a spot over h
er sh

oulder an
d h

is lips 
pressed tigh

t togeth
er. 

“It w
as th

e righ
t th

in
g to do,” h

e said. 
H

is grey eyes slid over to h
er, an

d sh
e studied th

em
 as th

e w
ords sw

irled 
in

side h
er ears an

d h
er ch

est. T
h

at w
asn

’t an
 an

sw
er. A

n
oth

er evasion
. 

Sh
e clen

ch
ed h

er jaw
. “W

h
en

 h
ave you ever been

 con
cern

ed w
ith

 doin
g 

th
e righ

t th
in

g?” 
H

is left eye tw
itch

ed, but th
e rest of h

im
 w

as still. “W
h

at k
in

d of an
-

sw
er w

ould you prefer, G
ran

ger?” 
“I’d prefer th

e truth
, but I don

’t assum
e I’ll get th

at from
 you an

ytim
e 

soon
.” Sh

e grabbed for h
er extra book

s on
 th

e ben
ch

, an
d m

arch
ed past 

h
im

. 
Sh

e w
as boilin

g, just reach
in

g th
e steps of th

e gazebo before sh
e h

eard, 
“G

ran
ger—

” 
Spin

n
in

g back
 to h

im
, sh

e grow
led, “D

oin
g th

e righ
t th

in
g, M

alfoy, 
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w
ould h

ave been
 com

in
g to th

e O
rder in

 sixth
 year.” H

is jaw
 sn

apped sh
ut, 

an
d h

is eyes turn
ed to ston

e. “D
oin

g th
e righ

t th
in

g w
ould h

ave been
 

stan
din

g up to your fath
er at an

y of th
e m

illion
s of tim

es h
e’s don

e evil in
 

th
e n

am
e of th

at m
on

ster.” Sh
e felt a crack

lin
g th

rough
 h

er vein
s. Sh

e 
stepped tow

ard h
im

 again
, w

atch
in

g h
im

 breath
e deeply th

rough
 h

is n
ose. 

“T
h

e righ
t th

in
g w

ould h
ave been

 stoppin
g th

e A
uction

 from
 tak

in
g place 

altogeth
er, or h

elpin
g us escape, or buyin

g L
un

a—
” 

H
er voice crack

ed, an
d sh

e sw
allow

ed. H
e lifted a brow

, an
d th

e 
h

augh
ty look

 h
e sen

t h
er sizzled h

er n
erve en

din
gs, firin

g up h
er blood. 

“B
ut if I’d fallen

 on
 m

y sw
ord, G

ran
ger,” h

e m
ock

ed, “w
h

o w
ould 

h
ave set you up in

 a private suite?” H
e prow

led forw
ard, h

is in
jured arm

 
h

an
gin

g uselessly across h
is ch

est. Sh
e felt h

er sk
in

 buzzin
g. “W

h
o w

ould 
allow

 you privacy, an
d fetch

 your book
s, an

d feed you pum
pk

in
 soup—

” 
“I didn

’t ask
 for an

y of th
is, M

alfoy—
” 

“—
certain

ly n
ot D

oloh
ov.” 

H
er lips curled back

, barin
g h

er teeth
 at h

im
. “Is it gratitude, you’re 

look
in

g for? Y
ou w

an
t m

e to say ‘th
an

k you?’“ 
“It’d b

e a fuck
in

g start.” 
Sh

e felt h
is breath

 on
 h

er face. H
e glared dow

n
 at h

er, h
is eyes flash

in
g. 

H
er fin

gers itch
ed to h

it h
im

, to push
 h

im
 back

. Sh
e w

as sh
ak

in
g w

ith
 it. 

“I w
on

’t say th
an

k
 you for som

eth
in

g so selfish
ly m

otivated. C
learly, 

n
oth

in
g you’ve don

e h
as been

 for th
e greater good if you n

eed validation
 

for it.” 
“Y

ou w
an

n
a see ‘selfish

ly m
otivated?’“ H

is eyes dragged cruelly over 
h

er lips an
d sh

oulders, dow
n

 to h
er ch

est. “W
e could alw

ays tak
e th

at suite 
aw

ay from
 you. I h

eard you foun
d m

y bedroom
, G

ran
ger. W

an
t to spen

d 
m

ore tim
e th

ere?” 
Sh

e vibrated w
ith

 th
e n

eed to h
urt h

im
. It sh

ook
 h

er every m
uscle un

til 
h

er h
an

ds fisted, determ
in

ed n
ot to raise a h

an
d to h

er captor, an
d th

e 
en

ergy pun
ch

ed its w
ay dow

n
 h

er legs. R
eady to sn

ap back
 at h

im
, sh

e 
stom

ped h
er foot on

 th
e groun

d, freein
g th

e electricity—
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W
h

en
 sh

e brough
t forw

ard th
e m

em
ory of h

er m
oth

er’s h
an

d clutch
-

in
g h

ers in
 th

e balcon
y of th

e P
alace T

h
eatre as th

e first of th
em

 died on
 

th
e barricade, sh

e h
eard an

 ech
o of dark

 voices. V
oices th

at scream
ed for 

h
er to ben

d over an
d strip. V

oices th
at sh

outed h
er w

orth
 in

 G
alleon

s. 
A

 book
 on

 th
e bottom

 sh
elf of h

er m
in

d slid forw
ard, beggin

g to b
e 

open
ed. 

Sh
e focused on

 push
in

g it aw
ay again

. 
“G

ran
ger.” 

H
er eyes blin

k
ed. Sh

e w
as starin

g at th
e pon

d from
 a deep arm

ch
air in

 
th

e M
an

or’s library. 
T

h
e book

s in
side h

er m
in

d sh
ivered, th

rum
m

in
g w

ith
 th

e en
ergy it 

took
 for h

er to con
tain

 th
em

—
to k

eep th
em

 in
 place. O

n
ly h

appy m
em

-
ories of h

er paren
ts. 

“G
ran

ger,” som
eon

e said again
. 

Sh
e sw

am
 back

 to h
erself. T

h
ere w

as som
eon

e n
ext to h

er. B
ut if sh

e 
look

ed at h
im

, th
e book

s w
ould fall off th

eir sh
elves an

d sh
e’d b

e left on
ly 

w
ith

 bare sh
oulders an

d crum
pled bodies an

d silk
y voices—

 
“Y

ou’re feelin
g better?” sh

e ask
ed, draw

in
g breath

 from
 h

er lun
gs an

d 
preparin

g to look
 aw

ay from
 th

e pon
d an

d th
e still w

aters. “H
ow

 are your 
ribs?” 

Sh
e focused h

er m
in

d, called upon
 h

er stren
gth

 to k
eep h

er sh
ields up. 

H
er h

eart poun
ded w

ith
 an

 excitem
en

t to see h
im

 again
. A

n
d sh

e quieted 
th

at book
, push

in
g it aw

ay. 
“B

etter,” h
is voice rum

bled. 
B

reath
in

g deep, sh
e turn

ed
 h

er eyes to h
im

, tak
in

g in
 a tall body lean

-
in

g sligh
tly to th

e righ
t, an

d curious eyes gazin
g dow

n
 at h

er. 
O

n
ly h

appy m
em

ories of h
er paren

ts. 
H

er gaze flitted aw
ay, h

er en
ergy focused on

 th
e book

sh
elves in

 h
er 

m
in

d. 
“H

ow
 w

as your birth
day?” Sh

e k
n

ew
 h

er ow
n

 lips h
ad ask

ed th
e ques-

tion
, but th

e voice w
as un

fam
iliar to h

er. “W
ere you able to en

joy it—
?” 
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of L
egilim

en
cy. T

h
e first O

cclum
en

cy book
 sh

e’d tak
en

 from
 th

e library 
on

ly covered th
e basics, such

 as con
cen

tration
 an

d m
editation

. O
n

e of th
e 

advan
ced tech

n
iques th

at h
ad reson

ated w
ith

 h
er w

as th
in

k
in

g of h
er 

m
in

d as a book
case or a series of sh

elves. H
er in

troductory textbook
 h

ad a 
sh

ort sum
m

ary on
 it, an

d sh
e’d experim

en
ted w

ith
 it before usin

g pure 
in

tuition
. B

ut n
ow

 sh
e h

ad pages of detail an
d th

eory at h
er fin

gertips. 
T

h
ere w

ere ideas of brin
gin

g oth
er m

em
ories forw

ard—
or, in

 h
er case, 

displayin
g a m

em
ory on

 an
 easily reach

able sh
elf. A

lth
ough

 th
e tech

-
n

iques w
ere in

credibly advan
ced, H

erm
ion

e couldn
’t h

elp but soak
 in

 th
e 

in
form

ation
, alw

ays seduced b
y th

e m
ost ch

allen
gin

g ideas. 
H

ours later, H
erm

ion
e sat in

 on
e of th

e gran
d arm

ch
airs, facin

g a large 
w

in
dow

 th
at overlook

ed th
e pon

d as sh
e focused h

er m
in

d on
 still w

aters 
an

d h
idden

 sh
elves. Sh

e tried to brin
g forw

ard on
ly m

em
ories of h

er par-
en

ts, a process th
at in

volved th
e effort to push

 th
in

gs on
to differen

t 
sh

elves. Sh
e th

ough
t less an

d less of h
er paren

ts as sh
e stared at th

e pon
d 

from
 th

e w
in

dow
, an

d focused on
 th

e m
em

ories th
at w

ere alw
ays at th

e 
forefron

t of h
er m

in
d. 

D
raco’s bare sh

oulders as h
e suck

ed th
e poison

 from
 h

er. 
T

h
e silen

ce of R
on

’s scream
 for h

er from
 across th

e stage at th
e P

alace. 
A

 body flyin
g back

w
ards, h

ittin
g th

e pillar of a gazebo. 
H

arry’s sm
all fram

e in
 H

agrid’s arm
s. 

H
issin

g lips, spittin
g acid at h

er from
 th

e audien
ce of a gran

d th
eatre. 

T
h

e dried blood on
 G

in
n

y’s tem
ple as sh

e turn
ed to h

er, pale sk
in

 
tran

slucen
t in

 th
e spotligh

t. 
H

erm
ion

e took
 each

 of th
em

, h
oldin

g th
em

 lik
e book

s, an
d placed 

th
em

 on
 tall sh

elves, or sh
oved th

eir th
in

 spin
es in

side of larger on
es, h

id-
in

g th
em

 on
 bottom

 sh
elves. Sh

e pulled forw
ard th

e m
em

ory of h
er par-

en
ts tak

in
g h

er to th
e circus. H

er m
oth

er’s perfum
e bottle as it w

as re-
placed on

 th
e van

ity. H
er fath

er’s easy laugh
 at un

fun
n

y jok
es. A

n
 en

tire 
sh

elf w
as open

 at eye-level, n
ow

 th
at sh

e’d replaced th
e oth

er th
ough

ts. 
Sh

e filled it w
ith

 h
appy m

em
ories of h

er paren
ts. 
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D
raco jerk

ed back
, flyin

g th
rough

 th
e air as if on

 a strin
g, h

is lips 
parted in

 a silen
t gasp. H

is body slam
m

ed again
st th

e w
all of th

e gazebo 
w

ith
 a crun

ch
, an

d h
e crum

pled to th
e groun

d. 
H

erm
ion

e stood, m
outh

 w
ide an

d eyes poppin
g, look

in
g for th

e source 
of th

e m
agic. L

ook
in

g for th
e reason

…
 

H
er fin

gers sh
ook

, life spark
in

g in
 th

em
. 

H
er m

agic. 
Sh

e w
asn

’t suppressed. N
ever? O

r just sin
ce th

e M
alfoys left? 

H
er eyes sn

apped back
 to D

raco, curled in
 on

 h
im

self, w
h

eezin
g. 

“D
raco, I…

” sh
e stam

m
ered, “I didn

’t m
ean

 to—
” 

H
e gasped a rattle. H

is eyes pale, an
d h

is sk
in

 grey. H
is in

jured arm
 still 

h
eld across h

is ch
est, lean

in
g back

 again
st th

e w
all, but h

is en
tire left 

sh
oulder seem

ed disfigured. 
M

y bon
es n

eeded to be regrow
n

, h
e’d said. 

Sh
e w

as run
n

in
g to h

is side before sh
e could com

m
an

d h
er feet. D

rop-
pin

g to h
er k

n
ees, h

er h
an

ds reach
ed for h

im
, stoppin

g sh
ort w

h
en

 sh
e 

didn
’t k

n
ow

 w
h

ere to touch
 h

im
. 

H
is h

ead turn
ed aw

ay from
 h

er, eyes squeezin
g sh

ut. A
 tear drippin

g 
out of h

is closed eye. H
e w

h
eezed. 

“D
raco, can

 you”—
h

er vo
ice sh

ook
 an

d fin
gers trem

bled—
”C

an
 you 

stan
d?” 

H
e cough

ed, an
d blood sprayed from

 h
is lips on

to th
e gazebo floor. 

H
er h

ead w
h

ipped to th
e M

an
or. “H

elp!” 
A

 w
et ch

uck
le turn

ed h
er back

 to h
is ash

en
 face. H

is glazed eyes w
ere 

on
 h

ers, an
d h

e sm
iled ruefully. 

“I alw
ays k

n
ew

 you’d k
ill m

e on
e day, G

ran
ger,” h

e rasped. 
H

is voice w
as h

ollow
. A

n
d h

is h
ead lolled as h

e sm
iled at h

er again
. 

Sh
e pressed h

er h
an

d to support h
is jaw

 an
d scream

ed, “M
IP

P
Y

!” 
A

 pop beh
in

d h
er. “M

aster D
raco!” 

“I-it w
as an

 acciden
t, I—

” sh
e couldn

’t breath
e, sh

e couldn
’t breath

e—
 

“I th
in

k
 h

is n
ew

 bon
es are brok

en
. H

is—
h

is lun
gs are pun

ctured, an
d—

” 
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A
 sm

all h
an

d reach
ed for D

raco’s sleeve, an
d sudden

ly h
e w

as gon
e, 

on
ly th

e drops of h
is blood left beh

in
d. 

Sh
e w

as alon
e in

 th
e gazebo. Sh

e w
as alon

e, an
d sh

e’d h
urt h

im
. 

Spin
n

in
g, sh

e look
ed to h

is bedroom
 w

in
dow

—
th

e corn
er bedroom

 
on

 th
e th

ird floor. 
T

h
e can

dles w
ere lit in

side. 
Sh

e grabbed up th
e book

s sh
e’d dropped an

d ran
. H

er legs carried h
er 

th
rough

 th
e garden

s an
d up th

e stairs to th
e en

tran
ce. T

h
e m

arble stairs 
click

ed un
der h

er feet as sh
e ran

 up th
e stairs to th

eir sh
ared w

in
g, barrel-

lin
g tow

ard th
e door w

ith
 th

e dragon
 carvin

g. T
h

e door h
an

dle didn
’t 

turn
. Sh

e h
ad to see h

im
. Fix w

h
at sh

e’d don
e. 

Sh
e stood th

ere, pan
tin

g, starin
g at th

e em
erald eye. R

each
in

g h
er arm

 
out, sh

e im
itated th

e A
loh

om
ora w

an
d m

ovem
en

ts an
d w

h
ispered th

e 
spell. N

oth
in

g. 
T

h
e click

in
g of footsteps on

 m
arble, an

d sh
e turn

ed to see a h
arried 

N
arcissa rush

in
g tow

ards h
er. 

“H
ello, dear,” sh

e clipped. “W
e’ll h

ave tea later, yes?” A
n

d th
en

 N
ar-

cissa w
as open

in
g th

e door an
d slippin

g in
side w

ith
 a h

issed, “I told you it 
w

as too soon
, D

raco,” before H
erm

ion
e could blin

k
. 

T
h

e door sh
ut, an

d H
erm

ion
e startled. Sh

e tried th
e h

an
dle again

. 
L

ock
ed. O

f course th
ey w

ouldn
’t w

an
t h

er in
side. Sh

e w
as dan

gerous. U
n

-
stable. 

Sh
e blin

k
ed, vision

 blurrin
g, pressin

g h
er ear again

st th
e door an

d 
w

aitin
g for som

e k
in

d of soun
d, an

 in
dication

 of w
h

at w
as goin

g on
 in

-
side. Som

e k
in

d of reassuran
ce. 

T
h

e door open
ed, an

d sh
e alm

ost fell in
to th

e ch
est of L

ucius M
alfoy. 

Sh
e scram

bled back
, look

in
g up in

to th
e face of th

e m
an

 th
at h

ad k
illed 

C
h

arlie W
easley an

d coun
tless oth

ers, feelin
g lik

e a guilty ch
ild. “Y

ou stu-
pid girl,” h

e sn
arled at h

er. 
H

is an
ger froze h

er, an
d sh

e breath
ed, “It w

as an
 acciden

t. I—
” 

D
raco scream

ed beyon
d th

e crack
ed door, an

d sh
e sh

uddered, cran
in

g 

C
h
a
p
te

r
 12

 

19
7
 

H
erm

ion
e k

ept h
er curiosity to h

erself, w
on

derin
g w

h
ere D

raco w
en

t, 
h

ow
 h

e spen
t h

is free tim
e—

afraid to h
ear th

at it w
as official D

eath
 E

ater 
busin

ess th
at h

ad called h
im

 aw
ay. 

Sh
e look

ed for h
im

 in
 th

e m
orn

in
gs from

 h
er w

in
dow

, h
opin

g to 
glim

pse h
im

 w
alk

in
g th

rough
 th

e groun
ds, testin

g h
is n

ew
 ribs, but sh

e 
n

ever spotted h
im

. 
O

n
 T

uesday sh
e decided to resum

e h
er daily library visits. A

fter a late 
break

fast, sh
e push

ed open
 th

e doors, in
ten

t to dive deeper in
to O

cclu-
m

en
cy after h

er routin
e sw

eep of th
e H

orcrux in
form

ation
. 

Sh
e follow

ed h
er n

orm
al path

 straigh
t to w

h
ere th

e b
ook

 m
en

tion
in

g 
H

orcruxes lay, tuck
ed betw

een
 tw

o large, leath
er-boun

d tom
es in

 th
e 

D
ark

 A
rts section

. 
It w

asn
’t th

ere. 
H

erm
ion

e blin
k

ed, ch
eck

in
g th

e surroun
din

g sh
elves. T

h
e m

isplaced 
book

 w
as n

ow
h

ere to b
e foun

d. 
H

er h
eart poun

ded as sh
e w

eigh
ed h

er option
s. A

fter a m
in

ute or tw
o, 

sh
e cleared h

er th
roat an

d ch
an

ced ask
in

g th
e catalog. B

ut th
e book

 fin
der 

glow
ed a dim

 red, in
dicatin

g th
e absen

ce of such
 a book

 in
 th

e library. 
Som

eon
e else w

as readin
g th

e on
ly book

 in
 th

e vast M
alfoy library con

-
tain

in
g in

form
ation

 on
 H

orcruxes. 
V

ibratin
g w

ith
 an

xiety an
d in

decision
, H

erm
ion

e paced. H
ad L

ucius 
track

ed w
h

at sh
e’d been

 readin
g, pullin

g it to stop h
er research

—
or to 

better un
derstan

d h
er in

terest? D
id th

e M
alfoys even

 k
n

ow
 about th

e 
H

orcruxes? L
ucius h

ad T
om

 R
iddle’s diary for years before en

surin
g its 

delivery 
to 

H
ogw

arts, 
but 

h
adn

’t 
H

arry 
told 

h
er 

th
at 

D
um

bledore 
doubted h

e even
 k

n
ew

 w
h

at it truly w
as? 

W
ith

out a w
ay to deduce th

e an
sw

ers to h
er buildin

g question
s, sh

e 
decided sh

e h
ad even

 m
ore reason

 n
ow

 to focus h
er atten

tion
 on

 O
cclu-

m
en

cy. 
Sh

e w
as able to fin

d several oth
er book

s in
 th

e library to h
elp w

ith
 

som
e of th

e m
ore advan

ced practices, in
cludin

g h
ow

 to fen
d off an

 attack
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H
e cut off sh

arply as h
is eyes caugh

t on
 som

eth
in

g. Sh
e follow

ed h
is 

gaze to h
er bedside table, search

in
g for w

h
at h

e saw
. T

h
e book

 sh
e’d fallen

 
asleep readin

g last n
igh

t, th
e em

pty jew
elry box, an

d a can
dlestick

. T
h

e 
book

 title w
asn

’t an
yth

in
g in

triguin
g —

 sh
e m

ade sure to alw
ays h

ide th
e 

O
cclum

en
cy book

 w
ith

in
 an

oth
er on

 h
er sh

elf. Sh
e glan

ced back
 at h

im
. 

H
e frow

n
ed, an

d th
en

 turn
ed to h

er, fallin
g back

 in
to h

is sw
agger. 

“M
ore th

an
 h

appy to give you m
ore in

form
ation

,” h
e fin

ish
ed. 

“W
on

derful. A
n

yth
in

g else? O
r can

 I get dressed n
ow

”—
h

e open
ed h

is 
m

outh
—

”in
 privacy.” 

H
e grin

n
ed. “I w

as just in
terested in

 seein
g th

e sex dun
geon

, but…
” h

e 
sigh

ed dram
atically. “I’m

 afraid you’ve let m
e dow

n
.” 

“A
pologies.” Sh

e m
oved to h

er w
ardrob

e, dism
issin

g h
im

. 
“It does tick

le m
e to see h

ow
 close you an

d D
raco h

ave gotten
.” 

Sh
e froze in

 th
e m

iddle of sh
ufflin

g th
rough

 h
er clean

 jum
pers. B

laise 
lean

ed again
st h

er bedpost, w
atch

in
g h

er closely. 
“W

e’re n
ot close.” 

“Y
eah

?” H
e lifted a brow

 at h
er. “W

h
en

’s m
y birth

day, G
ran

ger?” 
Sh

e pressed h
er lips togeth

er, figh
tin

g th
e blush

 creepin
g up h

er n
eck

. 
H

e sm
irk

ed an
d saun

tered to th
e door, turn

ed over h
is sh

oulder, an
d 

said, “O
r sh

ould I call you H
erm

ion
e? Sin

ce w
e’re all on

 a first-n
am

e basis 
in

 th
is h

ouse.” 
W

ith
 a w

in
k

, h
e disappeared. 

H
erm

ion
e closed h

er eyes an
d filed aw

ay th
e em

barrassm
en

t. Sh
e 

m
oved an

 arm
ch

air in
 fron

t of th
e door before ch

an
gin

g out of h
er rob

e 
an

d in
to proper cloth

in
g. 

>
 

A
ll furth

er n
ew

s of D
raco w

as passed on
 from

 N
arcissa. H

e’d fin
ally left 

h
is room

 for th
e first tim

e a day later. H
e’d w

alk
ed b

y h
im

self th
rough

 
th

e M
an

or’s garden
s on

 th
e n

ext, an
d fin

ally on
 M

on
day, h

e’d left th
e 

M
an

or for th
e first tim

e. 
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h
er n

eck
 to see in

to th
e room

. L
ucius slid in

 fron
t of h

er an
d sh

oved h
is 

fin
ger in

 h
er face. 

“Y
ou h

urt m
y son

 again
, an

d I’ll drag you to th
e dun

geon
s m

yself.” H
e 

drew
 h

im
self up, tow

erin
g over h

er. “C
on

trol your m
agic,” h

e h
issed. “O

r 
I’ll tak

e it from
 you.” 

H
e spun

 on
 h

is h
eel an

d disappeared in
to D

raco’s bedroom
. T

h
e door 

slam
m

ed, an
d sh

e listen
ed to th

e ech
o of it boun

ce am
on

gst th
e portraits, 

th
eir w

h
ispers an

d sob
s slith

erin
g th

rough
 h

er m
in

d. 
Sh

e w
alk

ed back
 to h

er room
, closed th

e door, an
d slid dow

n
 to th

e 
floor. D

eep breath
s, on

e after an
oth

er, un
til h

er sh
oulders stopped sh

ak
-

in
g an

d th
e im

age of D
raco beh

in
d h

er eyelids van
ish

ed. Sh
e un

curled h
er 

fin
gers, th

e n
ails diggin

g in
to h

er palm
s. T

h
ere w

as a n
ew

 puzzle to solve. 
Sh

e h
ad m

agic. 
A

n
d th

e M
alfoys k

n
ew

 sh
e did. A

n
d th

ey didn
’t care. 

H
ow

 did th
at factor in

to h
er latest th

eories? 
Sh

e stared blan
k

ly at th
e w

all th
at con

n
ected h

er room
 to D

raco’s, th
e 

fireplace burn
in

g m
errily, an

d w
on

dered if h
er circum

stan
ces w

ere better 
or w

orse w
ith

 th
e M

alfoys’ return
.
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aitin
g for D

raco to recover from
 h

is in
juries w

as som
e-

h
ow

 even
 m

ore agon
izin

g w
h

en
 th

ey w
ere on

ly sepa-
rated b

y a w
all. Sh

e suspected h
is con

dition
 w

as serious, 
but n

ot critical. N
arcissa an

d M
ippy k

ept a n
ear-con

stan
t 

vigil in
 h

is room
, but L

ucius w
as n

ow
h

ere to b
e foun

d, apparen
tly travel-

in
g again

. H
erm

ion
e left th

e door to h
er suite crack

ed so sh
e could h

ear 
th

e com
in

gs an
d goin

gs in
 th

eir sh
ared h

allw
ays. W

h
en

ever N
arcissa’s 

delicate footsteps click
ed tow

ard h
is room

, sh
e’d place h

er ear to h
er door 

an
d h

ope to h
ear som

e m
uttered con

versation
 as sh

e en
tered. O

n
ce th

e 
footsteps trailed aw

ay from
 D

raco’s room
 an

d dow
n

 th
e stairs, sh

e’d creep 
to h

is door an
d stan

d th
ere un

til th
e dragon

’s m
ock

in
g green

 eye forced
 

h
er h

an
d. 

B
ut every tim

e sh
e tried th

e door h
erself, it w

ouldn
’t budge. Sh

e at-
tem

pted to open
 it w

ith
 m

agic on
 several occasion

s, but w
ith

out success. 
Sh

e w
asn

’t sure if it w
as because sh

e w
as w

an
dless or if th

ere w
as m

ore th
an

 
a sim

ple lock
in

g ch
arm

, in
 w

h
ich

 case A
loh

om
ora w

ouldn
’t w

ork
 even

 if 
sh

e h
ad a w

an
d. 

O
n

e th
e secon

d day, sh
e sn

uck
 dow

n
 to th

e k
itch

en
s an

d sh
uffled 

aroun
d un

til sh
e located several old D

aily P
roph

ets stack
ed in

 th
e corn

er. 
Sn

atch
in

g a few
 w

ith
 recen

t dates, sh
e rush

ed upstairs, tuck
in

g th
e papers 

un
der h

er jum
per an

d run
n

in
g back

 to h
er room

. O
n

ce sh
e’d lock

ed th
e 

door beh
in

d h
er, sh

e sun
k

 to th
e floor an

d began
 to read. 

H
eadlin

e after h
eadlin

e of rebellion
s bein

g squash
ed b

y th
e G

reat O
r-

der —
 th

e n
am

e given
 to th

e n
ew

 regim
e. It felt lik

e a slap in
 th

e face to 
th

e O
rder of th

e P
h

oen
ix, to b

e erased in
 such

 a w
ay an

d w
ritten

 over. 

W
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w
h

ere did you get th
at idea?” 

H
e turn

ed to look
 at h

er from
 w

h
ere h

e’d just parted h
er curtain

s to 
exam

in
e th

e groun
ds. “D

raco.” 
Sh

e blin
k

ed, m
in

d tw
istin

g to w
ork

 th
rough

 it. B
ut of course D

raco
 

w
ould b

e k
eepin

g up th
e ruse aroun

d h
is frien

ds. Sh
e could on

ly h
ope sh

e 
h

adn
’t ruin

ed everyth
in

g earlier. 
H

e con
tin

ued, “H
e’s been

 quite cagey about you, but h
e m

an
aged to 

tell us a bit about h
ow

 you’ve been
 occupied.” 

“M
y ropes an

d ch
ain

s are in
 th

e closet,” sh
e deadpan

n
ed. “W

h
o is ‘us,’ 

exactly?” 
B

laise w
an

dered tow
ards h

er book
sh

elves. “T
h

e boys.” H
is fin

gers 
drifted over th

e titles. “A
t our gath

erin
gs.” H

e eyed h
er, h

is features giv-
in

g aw
ay n

oth
in

g. 
“G

ath
erin

gs.” Sh
e tested th

e w
ord on

 h
er ton

gue. “D
eath

 E
ater m

eet-
in

gs, you m
ean

?” 
“N

ot all of us are D
eath

 E
aters.” 

T
h

ey stared at each
 oth

er. A
n

d H
erm

ion
e con

sidered h
er n

ext m
ove 

carefully. 
“W

h
ere is P

an
sy,” sh

e ask
ed. 

H
is dark

 eyes dan
ced over h

er face, pausin
g an

d th
in

k
in

g. “D
ead.” 

H
erm

ion
e felt th

e w
in

d k
n

ock
ed out of h

er. Sh
e resisted th

e n
eed to 

lean
 on

 som
eth

in
g. H

er fin
gers tigh

ten
ed in

 h
er rob

e. 
H

er m
in

d w
ork

ed. T
h

e last tim
e sh

e’d seen
 P

an
sy, sh

e’d been
 run

n
in

g 
in

to B
laise’s w

aitin
g arm

s…
 as h

e rescued h
er. 

H
er eyes dug in

to h
im

. “W
h

y?” 
“For disloyalty to th

e D
ark

 L
ord,” h

e respon
ded

 sm
ooth

ly. T
oo 

sm
ooth

ly. 
“Y

ou’re lyin
g.” 

B
laise paused. T

h
en

 sh
rugged, an

d said, “A
sk

 D
raco.” H

e saun
tered 

in
to h

er sleepin
g area, draw

in
g closer to h

er an
d th

e bed.  
“H

e’d b
e m

ore th
an

—
” 
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up in
 a k

n
ot, exitin

g to h
er bedroom

. 
B

laise Z
abin

i sat in
 h

er arm
ch

air, flippin
g th

rough
 on

e of h
er book

s, 
sippin

g on
 h

er aftern
oon

 tea. H
e sm

iled at h
er from

 across th
e room

, eyes 
slippin

g dow
n

 to h
er bare legs before return

in
g to h

er face. 
“T

h
e w

ater tem
perature is decaden

t, isn
’t it?” 

H
erm

ion
e pulled tigh

tly at h
er bath

rob
e, feelin

g h
er h

eart poun
d in

 
h

er fin
gertips. Sh

e k
n

ew
 little of Z

abin
i at sch

ool, on
ly th

at h
e h

ad been
 

an
 absolute cad from

 fifth
 year on

w
ards. Sh

e h
adn

’t seen
 h

im
 at th

e B
attle 

of H
ogw

arts —
 som

eth
in

g th
at n

eith
er earn

ed n
or lost h

im
 poin

ts in
 h

er 
book

. 
“H

ow
 did you get in

 h
ere?” H

er voice w
as stron

ger th
an

 sh
e felt. 

H
e w

aved h
is h

an
d. “Y

es, it w
as quite difficult to fin

d, actually. N
otice-

M
e-N

ots an
d th

e lik
e.” H

e crossed h
is legs an

d sm
irk

ed. “B
ut I k

n
ew

 it 
w

ould b
e close.” 

“N
o. H

ow
 did you get in

?” sh
e dem

an
ded. “T

h
ere are supposed to be…

 
B

lood B
oun

daries, or…
” Sh

e didn
’t k

n
ow

. Sh
e just k

n
ew

 th
at D

raco 
ch

an
ged th

e spells after B
ellatrix. 

“A
h

, yes,” h
e said, placin

g h
is teacup —

 h
er teacup, really —

 on
 th

e 
side table. “T

h
at did tak

e a few
 tries. I h

ad to con
vin

ce th
e room

 th
at I 

w
asn

’t h
ere to cause h

arm
 to th

e occupan
t.” 

H
er relief sh

arpen
ed in

to irritation
 w

h
en

 h
is eyes dripped dow

n
 to h

er 
legs again

. “If you k
eep look

in
g at m

e lik
e th

at, h
opefully th

e room
 w

ill 
see fit to eject you. V

iolen
tly.” 

H
is eyes spark

led. “O
h

, n
o, n

o. M
y th

ough
ts are of n

oth
in

g but m
utual 

pleasure, G
ran

ger. R
est assured.” 

Sh
e bristled, th

en
 rolled h

er eyes. “W
on

derful. I’ll sleep easier n
ow

. 
L

ook
, Z

abin
i, th

an
k

s for droppin
g b

y, but—
” 

“T
h

is doesn
’t look

 lik
e a sex dun

geon
 at all, really.” H

e stood, straigh
t-

en
in

g h
is un

w
rin

k
led rob

es, an
d tak

in
g in

 th
e suite. “I’m

 quite disap-
poin

ted.” 
Sh

e stared at h
im

 in
credulously. “A

 sex dun
geon

,” sh
e sn

orted. “A
n

d 

C
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R
ita Sk

eeter certain
ly h

ad a w
ay w

ith
 w

ords. H
erm

ion
e k

n
ew

 th
is from

 
grow

in
g up w

ith
 th

e w
om

an
 “buzzin

g” aroun
d h

er, but it w
as on

ly h
er 

fam
iliarity w

ith
 Sk

eeter th
at allow

ed h
er to read betw

een
 th

e lin
es. 

T
h

e w
ords “sm

all rebellion
” an

d “dozen
s of casualties” appeared to-

geth
er several tim

es, m
ak

in
g H

erm
ion

e question
 th

e actual n
um

bers 
Sk

eeter w
as reportin

g. A
lso, sh

e foun
d several articles th

at referen
ced back

 
to th

e D
over C

astle M
assacre in

stead of focusin
g on

 th
e details of th

e sk
ir-

m
ish

es publish
ed, as if th

e outcom
es w

ere n
ever as positive for th

e G
reat 

O
rder as th

ey w
ere at D

over. 
T

h
e m

ost in
terestin

g piece of in
form

ation
 sh

e w
as able to glean

 from
 

th
e articles cam

e in
 a brief m

en
tion

 of an
 attack

 in
 L

on
don

 th
ree days 

before th
e M

alfoys return
ed: 

A
 
M

u
g

g
l
e
 
c
a

f
e
 
w

a
s
 
b
r
u

t
a

l
l
y

 
a

t
t
a

c
k

e
d

 
l
a

s
t
 
n

ig
h

t
 
b
y

 
U

n
d

e
s
ir

a
-

b
l
e
 
N

o
. 

1
 
a

n
d

 
2
, 

G
e
o

r
g

e
 
W

e
a

s
l
e
y

 
a

n
d

 
A

n
g

e
l
in

a
 
J
o

h
n

s
o

n
. 

T
h

e
 
D
a

r
k

 

L
o

r
d
’s

 f
o

r
c
e
s
 w

e
r
e
 d

r
a

w
n

 t
o

 t
h

e
 c

a
f
e
 f

r
o

m
 a

 s
ig

h
t
i
n

g
 r

e
p
o

r
t
, a

n
d
 

p
r
o

c
e
e
d

e
d

 
t
o

 
e
n

g
a

g
e
 
i
n

 
c
o

m
b
a

t
 
w

it
h

 
t
h

e
 
t
w

o
 
c
r
im

i
n

a
l
s
. 
T
h

e
 
s
k

ir
-

m
i
s
h

 
l
e
f
t
 
s
e
v

e
r
a

l
 
M

u
g

g
l
e
s
 
d

e
a

d
 
o

r
 
w

o
u

n
d

e
d

, 
p
r
o

v
i
n

g
 
o

n
c
e
 
a

g
a

in
 

t
h

a
t
 t

h
e
 r

e
b
e
l
s
 c

a
r
e
 l

it
t
l
e
 a

b
o

u
t
 t

h
e
 l

iv
e
s
 o

f
 t

h
e
 v

e
r
y

 p
o

p
u

l
a

t
io

n
 

t
h

e
y

 
c
l
a

i
m

 
t
o
 
b
e
 
d

e
f
e
n

d
i
n

g
. 
(T

u
r
n

 
t
o
 
p
g

. 
3
 
f
o

r
 
a

 f
u

l
l
 
l
is

t
in

g
 
o
f
 t

h
e
 

U
n

d
e
s
ir

a
b
l
e
s
.) 

H
erm

ion
e’s eyes n

arrow
ed at th

e w
ords on

 th
e page, tak

in
g n

ote of th
e 

ob
vious lies an

d om
ission

s to suss out th
e truth

. T
h

e article didn
’t m

en
-

tion
 an

yth
in

g about G
eorge an

d A
n

gelin
a’s capture or death

. A
n

d th
ere 

w
as n

o w
ay th

ey h
ad purposefully k

illed M
uggles at th

e cafe. H
er breath

 
h

itch
ed at th

e referen
ce to a list of w

an
ted rebels. 

Sh
e flipped to page th

ree, an
d foun

d h
alf th

e page tak
en

 up b
y G

eorge 
W

easley’s face, grin
n

in
g in

 a flam
boyan

t suit, th
e sign

 for W
easleys’ W

iz-
ard W

h
eezes dippin

g in
to th

e top of th
e fram

e. B
elow

 th
e fold, A

n
gelin

a 
Joh

n
son

 stared up at h
er, w

earin
g h

er G
ryffin

dor Q
uidditch

 un
iform

. 
T

ak
in

g a deep breath
, sh

e realized th
at if A

n
gelin

a w
as on

 th
e run

, 
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th
en

 sh
e w

as th
e prison

er th
at h

ad escaped M
acn

air’s estate, n
ot R

on
. H

er-
m

ion
e dropped h

er eyes to A
n

gelin
a’s description

, an
d saw

 “W
an

ted for 
th

e M
urder of W

alden
 M

acn
air” am

on
g h

er list of crim
es, con

firm
in

g 
h

er suspicion
s. 

So w
h

ere w
as R

on
? H

ad h
e n

ot been
 at th

e M
acn

air estate w
h

en
 G

eorge 
cam

e for A
n

gelin
a? Sh

e rem
em

bered w
h

at D
raco h

ad said about V
olde-

m
ort “requestin

g” h
im

 sh
ortly after th

e A
uction

. A
 pale ch

ill of dread 
sh

uddered h
er. 

Sh
e forced h

erself to focus an
d con

tin
ue readin

g A
n

gelin
a’s ph

ysical 
description

. U
n

der h
er h

eigh
t an

d sk
in

 color, it said, “m
issin

g left fore-
arm

.” 
Sh

e pressed h
er eyes closed, suck

in
g in

 a sh
ort breath

. Sh
e h

ad been
 

righ
t. If sh

e cut off h
er arm

, sh
e could get aroun

d th
e tattoo. 

H
erm

ion
e tried to im

agin
e it. T

ried to th
in

k
 of G

eorge an
d A

n
gelin

a 
at th

e boun
dary lin

e of som
e goth

ic structure, starin
g at each

 oth
er un

til 
A

n
gelin

a gave h
im

 th
e go ah

ead to m
utilate h

er. T
h

ey w
ould h

ave k
illed 

M
acn

air first, th
in

k
in

g th
at w

ould do it—
th

at A
n

gelin
a w

ould b
e free if 

h
er m

aster w
as dead. 

T
h

ey at least h
ad w

an
ds. H

erm
ion

e con
sidered h

er ow
n

 option
s. Steal 

a k
itch

en
 k

n
ife an

d h
ack

 h
er w

ay th
rough

 h
er ow

n
 flesh

 an
d bon

e. O
r 

steal a w
an

d from
 on

e of h
er th

ree jailors, an
d slice it off w

ith
 a firm

 voice. 
E

ith
er of th

ese option
s w

ere possible—
h

orrible, but possible. B
ut w

ere 
th

ey n
ecessary? M

ore im
portan

tly, w
ere th

ey w
ise? 

W
h

ere w
ould sh

e go—
arm

less an
d bleedin

g? Sh
e could look

 it up, of 
course, but sh

e h
ad n

o train
in

g on
 h

ow
 to treat an

 am
putated lim

b
, an

d 
it could b

e risk
y w

ith
 an

 un
fam

iliar w
an

d. If it got in
fected, sh

e m
igh

t 
n

ot b
e in

 a state to h
eal h

erself. T
h

e O
rder lik

ely h
ad a safeh

ouse an
d sup-

plies som
ew

h
ere, but h

ow
 w

ould sh
e fin

d th
em

? Surely th
ere h

ad to b
e 

an
oth

er w
ay aroun

d th
e tattoos th

at didn
’t in

volve puttin
g h

erself in
 such

 
a vuln

erable position
. 

H
erm

ion
e placed th

e in
form

ation
 on

 a sh
elf in

 h
er m

in
d —

 an
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O
f course h

e w
as h

ere. It w
as D

raco’s birth
day, w

asn
’t it? Sh

e look
ed 

back
 to h

im
, a strain

ed look
 on

 h
is pale features, an

d sh
e felt so foolish

 
for rush

in
g in

 h
ere, for forgettin

g everyth
in

g sh
e’d w

ork
ed so h

ard to 
com

partm
en

talize an
d h

ide. T
h

e an
ticipation

 of seein
g h

im
 again

 h
ad 

been
 too great, an

d th
e n

eed to apologize h
ad overw

h
elm

ed h
er logic. 

A
 n

oisy sippin
g from

 th
e arm

ch
air, an

d B
laise sm

iled at h
er over h

is 
glass on

ce h
er atten

tion
 return

ed to h
im

. 
“G

ran
ger, pull up a ch

air. L
et’s catch

 up.” H
e crossed on

e leg over th
e 

oth
er, an

d h
is eyes spark

led. 
Sh

e gaped at h
im

, blin
k

in
g quick

ly before closin
g dow

n
 h

er features 
an

d cen
terin

g h
er m

in
d. 

“I’ve just com
e to... to clear th

e air. A
bout…

 som
eth

in
g.” Sh

e glan
ced 

to D
raco quick

ly, seein
g h

im
 sittin

g up in
 bed as m

uch
 as h

e could, lean
-

in
g sligh

tly to h
is righ

t. “A
n

d—
an

d I h
ave…

 so…
 E

n
joy your visit,” sh

e 
said, n

oddin
g to Z

abin
i. Sh

e h
urried to th

e door, pullin
g it open

, an
d in

 a 
m

om
en

t of sh
eer im

pulse, tossed back
 over h

er sh
oulder, “H

appy birth
-

day, D
raco,” before slidin

g th
rough

 an
d sh

uttin
g th

e door beh
in

d h
er. 

H
er fin

gers sh
ook

. 
Sh

e’d called h
im

 D
raco. 

Sh
e’d w

ish
ed h

im
 a h

appy birth
day. 

W
h

ich
 im

plied th
at sh

e k
n

ew
 h

is birth
day. 

H
erm

ion
e groan

ed, run
n

in
g h

er fin
gers th

rough
 h

er h
air an

d tuggin
g 

at th
e roots as sh

e stom
ped back

 to h
er ow

n
 room

. 

>
 

Sh
e w

as still blush
in

g w
h

en
 sh

e got out of th
e sh

ow
er an

 h
our later, h

av-
in

g allow
ed h

er m
in

d to con
coct all th

e differen
t w

ays B
laise Z

abin
i an

d 
D

raco M
alfoy m

igh
t h

ave reacted to h
er flustered in

trusion
 an

d in
tim

ate 
birth

day sen
tim

en
ts. 

Sigh
in

g, sh
e placed h

er em
barrassm

en
t on

to a sh
elf in

 h
er m

in
d, put-

tin
g it aw

ay for n
ow

. Sh
e slipped on

 h
er bath

rob
e an

d tossed h
er w

et h
air 
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H
e laid again

st h
is pillow

s look
in

g death
ly pale. W

h
en

 h
er eyes m

et 
h

is, h
e began

 sh
iftin

g, attem
ptin

g to sit up, possibly savin
g h

is dign
ity. 

“D
on

’t,” sh
e caution

ed, m
ovin

g tow
ard th

e bed. “D
on

’t in
jure your-

self furth
er. I’ll b

e quick
.” Sh

e w
run

g h
er h

an
ds. “I’m

 sorry. I’m
 very, very 

sorry, M
alfoy.” 

H
is eyes grew

 w
ide, an

d th
e color return

ed to h
is ch

eek
s as sh

e cam
e 

closer. 
“I h

ad n
o idea th

at m
y m

agic w
asn

’t bein
g suppressed. I th

ough
t—

I 
th

ough
t I w

as bein
g given

 th
e potion

—
w

h
ich

, actually, I’d lik
e to ask

 
about, but—

n
o, an

oth
er tim

e.” 
Sh

e w
as stam

m
erin

g an
d sh

e felt a blush
 rise from

 h
er ch

est. H
e push

ed 
h

is lim
p h

air off of h
is foreh

ead, rak
in

g h
is fin

gers th
rough

 it. 
“I w

ould n
ever h

ave—
h

ave in
jured you furth

er on
 purpose. I prom

ise 
th

at w
asn

’t m
y—

” Sh
e sw

allow
ed. “I m

ean
 to say, I w

as just very an
gry, 

an
d I felt out of con

trol—
” 

“G
ran

ger—
” 

“P
lease let m

e fin
ish

.” Sh
e stepped forw

ard again
, an

d for a w
ild m

o-
m

en
t sh

e th
ough

t about tak
in

g h
is h

an
d, sittin

g at th
e edge of h

is bed—
 

“It w
as un

in
ten

tion
al. A

n
d—

an
d of course I don

’t blam
e you for w

h
at 

h
appen

ed at D
over. I disapprove of your fath

—
your fam

ily’s position
 in

 
th

e w
ar, but I’m

 aw
are th

at th
in

gs could b
e m

uch
 w

orse for m
e. I k

n
ow

 
you’re just doin

g your best—
” 

“G
ran

ger, w
e h

ave com
pan

y.” 
Sh

e froze, h
eart stoppin

g. Spin
n

in
g to th

e oth
er side of th

e room
, sh

e 
foun

d B
laise Z

abin
i reclin

in
g com

fortably in
 D

raco’s w
in

gback
 ch

air, 
sippin

g m
errily from

 a glass an
d sm

irk
in

g. 
“G

ran
ger. So good of you to drop by.” 

H
er lips parted uselessly, starin

g in
to Z

abin
i’s dark

 eyes as h
e sm

ack
ed 

h
is lips, drin

k
in

g in
 th

e bran
dy an

d th
e sh

ow
. 

“Z
abin

i,” sh
e said cautiously. Sh

e calculated all th
e w

ords sh
e’d just said 

aloud, com
bin

g th
em

 for m
istak

es an
d term

s too in
tim

ate. 
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O
cclum

en
cy trick

 briefly m
en

tion
ed in

 h
er textbook

. 
E

ver sin
ce learn

in
g th

at sh
e h

ad h
er m

agic flow
in

g th
rough

 h
er vein

s, 
H

erm
ion

e h
ad begun

 push
in

g th
e boun

daries of h
er O

cclum
en

cy sk
ills. 

(Sh
e suspected th

at w
as th

e poin
t of th

em
 lettin

g h
er k

eep h
er m

agic in
 

th
e first place.) T

h
e m

ore sh
e experim

en
ted, th

e m
ore it felt as th

ough
 

th
ere w

ere sh
elves n

ow
 in

 h
er m

in
d—

places sh
e could put th

in
gs, an

d n
ot 

th
in

k
 about again

 un
til sh

e ch
ose to. 

Sh
e w

as practicin
g th

e tech
n

ique in
 h

er arm
ch

air on
e aftern

oon
 w

h
en

 
a k

n
ock

 rapped on
 h

er door. Sh
e stood, stuffin

g th
e advan

ced book
 un

der 
th

e cush
ion

, an
d rush

ed for h
er door. N

arcissa stood on
 th

e oth
er side w

ith
 

a soft sm
ile an

d folded h
an

ds. H
erm

ion
e forced a polite sm

ile, push
in

g 
aw

ay h
er disappoin

tm
en

t. 
O

f course. It w
as un

lik
ely h

e w
ould b

e stan
din

g, m
uch

 less visitin
g. 

“H
ello, dear,” N

arcissa said. “It’s certain
ly been

 a w
h

ile sin
ce I’ve com

e 
to see you. I apologize th

at you w
ere left—

” 
“I’m

 so sorry, N
arcissa,” H

erm
ion

e said, w
ords pourin

g out of h
er. “I 

sw
ear I didn

’t m
ean

 to cause h
im

 an
y h

arm
. I h

ad—
I h

ad n
o idea th

at…
 

th
at I h

ad m
agic, an

d I w
as an

gry an
d—

an
d it just h

appen
ed. B

elieve 
m

e—
I w

ish
 I could tak

e it back
.” 

N
arcissa blin

k
ed dow

n
 at h

er, lips tw
itch

in
g. “T

h
an

k
 you, H

erm
ion

e. 
B

ut I th
in

k
 you are apologizin

g to th
e w

ron
g person

.” 
“H

is door is lock
ed.” Sh

e sh
ut h

er jaw
 w

ith
 a click

, regrettin
g speak

in
g 

so quick
ly. “I m

ean
 to say, h

e…
 h

e doesn
’t w

an
t to see m

e.” Som
eth

in
g 

spark
led in

 N
arcissa’s eyes, an

d H
erm

ion
e felt h

er face h
eat. “O

r, h
e’s rest-

in
g, I’m

 sure.” 
“R

estin
g, certain

ly. It’s been
 a tryin

g few
 w

eek
s for h

im
. For th

e w
h

ole 
fam

ily, really.” 
H

erm
ion

e n
odded at h

er feet. “E
r—

w
ould you lik

e to com
e in

?” 
“T

h
at w

ould b
e lovely,” said N

arcissa. 
Sh

e stum
bled in

to h
er ch

air, fidgetin
g as N

arcissa fluttered in
to h

ers. 
“H

ow
 is h

e? W
h

at—
” 
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Sh
e jum

ped, distracted b
y th

e tw
o teacups th

at h
ad just appeared at th

e 
sm

all table betw
een

 th
em

. 
N

arcissa gave h
er a ten

se sm
ile an

d h
um

m
ed in

to h
er teacup. “H

is rib-
cage n

eeded to b
e regrow

n
, but aside from

 th
at, h

e’s been
 in

 good con
di-

tion
.” 

H
erm

ion
e felt h

er ton
gue stick

 to th
e roof of h

er m
outh

. H
er vision

 
blurred, an

d sh
e blin

k
ed aw

ay th
e sh

apes. R
em

em
berin

g h
is body on

 th
e 

gazebo floor, th
e w

ay h
is torso h

ad slam
m

ed again
st th

e pillar…
 

Sh
e’d don

e th
at. Sh

e’d brok
en

 coun
tless bon

es in
 h

is body, pun
cturin

g 
h

is lun
gs. A

n
d th

en
 sh

e’d fum
bled over h

im
 for w

h
at felt lik

e h
ours in

-
stead of callin

g for M
ippy im

m
ediately. 

H
erm

ion
e’s lip trem

bled. A
 cool h

an
d w

ith
 soft sk

in
 dropped over 

h
ers, an

d sh
e look

ed up to see N
arcissa lean

in
g close to h

er. 
“D

on
’t fret, dear. H

e’s h
ealin

g as w
e speak

.” Sh
e settled back

 in
 h

er 
ch

air an
d said, “A

n
d if I k

n
ow

 m
y son

, I k
n

ow
 h

e probably deserved at 
least a slap across h

is m
outh

.” Sh
e sm

iled at H
erm

ion
e an

d sipped h
er tea. 

T
h

ey foun
d con

versation
 to steer aw

ay from
 D

raco’s h
ealth

 or th
e B

at-
tle at D

over th
at h

ad in
jured h

im
 origin

ally. A
ll N

arcissa revealed about 
th

e in
ciden

t w
as th

at th
ey h

ad stayed in
 a cottage on

 th
e outsk

irts of th
e 

rem
ain

s of th
e castle w

h
ile D

raco recovered, an
d th

at L
ucius w

as travel-
in

g, as sh
e’d suspected. 

H
erm

ion
e h

ad n
o desire to press h

er on
 eith

er topic. Sh
e h

adn
’t seen

 
L

ucius sin
ce h

e’d w
agged h

is fin
ger in

 h
er face an

d th
reaten

ed h
er, an

d
 

sh
e w

as glad for it. 
R

ecen
tly prom

oted G
en

eral L
ucius M

alfoy. 
Sh

e sw
allow

ed h
er fears about w

h
at h

is absen
ce m

igh
t m

ean
 for h

er 
frien

ds. 
A

s N
arcissa stood to leave, sh

e said, “I h
eard you’ve tak

en
 an

 in
terest in

 
th

e papers.” 
H

eat bloom
ed in

 h
er ch

eek
s. H

erm
ion

e h
eld h

er breath
, w

aitin
g to be 

ch
astised. In

stead N
arcissa produced a copy of th

at day’s P
roph

et from
 h

er 

C
h
a
p
te

r
 12

 

19
1 

rob
es, w

ith
 a sm

ile. 
H

erm
ion

e couldn
’t h

elp but return
 it. “T

h
an

k
 you, N

arcissa.” 
O

n
ce sh

e w
as alon

e, sh
e flipped open

 th
e pages, fin

din
g an

oth
er sm

all 
attack

 in
 Y

ork
 th

e day before. T
h

e auth
or claim

ed G
eorge an

d A
n

gelin
a 

h
ad been

 in
volved again

. H
erm

ion
e frow

n
ed, tryin

g to piece togeth
er th

e 
places th

ey w
ere supposedly ch

oosin
g, but couldn

’t fin
d an

y com
m

on
ali-

ties. Sh
e turn

ed to page th
ree for th

e list of U
n

desirables, an
d w

as sh
ock

ed 
to see K

atie B
ell added to th

e list, just un
dern

eath
 B

ill an
d Fleur W

easley. 
H

erm
ion

e tried to rem
em

ber K
atie from

 th
e M

in
istry h

oldin
g cells. Sh

e 
h

adn
’t been

 th
ere. 

H
ad K

atie gotten
 aw

ay at th
e Fin

al B
attle? W

h
o else h

ad escaped? 
Sh

e pon
dered th

e in
form

ation
, rereadin

g th
e fron

t page article for 
h

in
ts an

d subtext. H
er eyes blin

k
ed quick

ly at th
e date. It h

ad already been
 

on
e m

on
th

 sin
ce th

e B
attle of H

ogw
arts. 

A
 w

eigh
t dropped over h

er as sh
e realized th

at today w
as Jun

e 4
. Sh

e 
burrow

ed even
 furth

er in
to h

er ch
air, aw

ash
 w

ith
 sh

am
e th

at D
raco w

ould 
b

e still m
en

din
g brok

en
 bon

es on
 h

is birth
day. 

>
 

T
h

e n
ext day, sh

e w
an

dered th
e library, bravely pullin

g th
e H

orcrux text 
dow

n
 an

d readin
g it for th

e th
ousan

dth
 tim

e. Sh
e look

ed up Fien
dfyre 

again
. Sh

e look
ed in

to B
asilisk

 ven
om

. 
Sh

e foun
d n

oth
in

g else useful. 
W

h
en

 sh
e clim

bed th
e stairs back

 to h
er room

, sh
e th

ough
t sh

e’d try 
D

raco’s door again
. Sh

e’d forgotten
 to try it on

 h
er w

ay dow
n

 to th
e li-

brary, even
 th

ough
 it w

as a force of h
abit by n

ow
—

 
T

h
e h

an
dle turn

ed. Sh
e push

ed open
 th

e door an
d en

tered th
e room

 
before it barred h

er. 
K

n
ock

in
g h

adn
’t even

 occurred to h
er. Sh

e sh
ut th

e door sw
iftly on

ce 
sh

e w
as th

rough
. 

“G
ran

ger?” 


